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Gamer Girl Caught in the Game
An Erotic LitRPG Adventure
 
 
            "Die, goblin!" I screamed as I charged down the hill.
            The goblin did a double-take.  I got that a lot.  I might be a warrior-mage, but that didn't mean I couldn't turn some heads.  Virtual heads?  Anyway, my avatar was a gorgeous brunette in all black.  My breast plate was molded to my body, and was actually a steel bustier. It looked great on me, but didn't cover much above my boobs.  My avatar also wore a black leather skirt, fishnets, and thigh boots.  Nothing was practical, all over the top, but it was a game.
            And what a game.
            That was just my third session at the new full-immersion virtual reality center.  Battle for Glory was the best game offered, too.  It felt, smelled, tasted, and sounded one hundred percent real.  Kicks and punches hurt, and I assumed knife and sword wounds hurt even more, but I hadn't been stabbed.  Yet.  I didn't look forward to experiencing that.  Hell, I even had to eat, drink, and go to the bathroom.
            Battle for Glory was a Player vs Player game.  Hell, it had vicious NPCs, too.  It was PvP on steroids.  With magic.  I loved having magic.
            Slamming into the goblin, I knocked him back against a tree.  He came bouncing back swinging his crude little sword.  Our steel clashed loudly, even as I heard others in my Red Death Warrior's Guild engage the enemy to either side.  We were going to take that dark tower today, no matter what.
            It only took a moment to cut the goblin down, and start up the hill.  The evil wizard's minions fought to the death, but they were no match for us.  Goblins and liches compromised most of his army, but word was his last line of defense was orcs.  That was a little worrisome, since I'd not faced an orc yet.  Duke Corvan warned us the orcs in this game were bigger, stronger, and fiercer than anything we faced in other games.
            "Nice tits, toots," a lich said after leaping out from behind a bush.  "Gives me a boner just looking at them."
            I scowled at the living skeleton.  He was armed with a cutlass and round shield.  The red flames in his otherwise empty eye sockets were kind of creepy.
            "Who was the wise guy that gave liches a sense of humor?" I replied.  "And a bad one at that."
            "I got another bad joke for you, wench," Mr. Skeleton said.  "You with a sword. Ha ha ha ha ha ha."
            I cried out and attacked.  Thrust, parry, spin and kick.  I drove him back, back, back until a tree stopped him.  And then I went wild on his bony ass.  It took ten seconds to reduce him to a pile of broken bones.
            "Looks like the joke is on you," I said as I stomped onward.
            Activating my Head's Up Display, my eyes were drawn to my avatar's face in the upper left.  It looked like an elven version of me in real life.  God, I loved the way I looked in that game.  My name, race, and class were shown in the bar to the side:  Carly.  Elf.  Warrior-mage.  Below the image were listed my Skills, and the level I'd attained in each.  Nothing impressive, but I was working on them.  I noticed I'd leveled up on Swordsmanship.  The map in the upper right showed my location with a red triangle, and yellow dots showed other members of my Guild.  The enemy warriors were all green dots.
            I checked my Health, Stamina, and Mana.  Mana was still maxed out since I hadn't used any magic yet.  I was trying to save that for the assault on the tower.  You know, orcs.  Stamina was down ten percent, but I still had ninety-eight percent Health.
            Spotting a horde of goblins assembled around the dark tower atop the hill, I pulled up my weapon cache.  I had twenty slots, but since it was only my third session, I only had the sword in hand, a pair of elven fighting daggers, a dwarven battle sword, a spear, and elven bow rings.  I exchanged the sword for the bow rings.
            Slipping the bow ring on the middle finger of my left hand, I put the arrow ring on my right hand.  Then with a thought a magic bow appeared in my left, and an arrow in the right.  I grinned as I started shooting arrow after arrow into the goblin horde.  True, I had to use one mana point per shot, but it was still a virtual endless supply of arrows.
            "Carly!" Duke Corvan shouted from my right.  "Help clear the gate!"
            I turned my full attention on the gate at the base of the tower.  The gate was iron-banded wood, while the squat ugly tower was made of some black stone with streaks of gray.  The wizard was atop the tower shouting commands and throwing lightning bolts at us.  My arrows, despite being magically summoned, were just common arrows.  Others with energy charged arrows were shooting at the wizard.  His arcane shields were holding, but they were picking away at them.
            "It's time to grind," Ogge said to my left.  He was a half-ogre member of the Guild.  Seven feet of muscle.  He would probably lead the charge into the tower.  Nothing less than an orc warrior could stand before his onslaught.  "I will eat that wizard's heart for dinner."
            "Not if I get to him first," I said.  "I bet he drops something epic when I kill him."
            The Guild split any treasure, but if you killed another player or NPC and their avatar dropped something, it was yours.  That's how I came into my bow rings.  I had to kill an elven ranger to get them, and it wasn't easy.
            I started pumping arrows into the goblins guarding the gate.  Others were also peppering them with arrows, javelins, and spears.  The goblins around the tower were better armored, with small round shields, but the Guild was slowly decimating them.  The Guild and goblins were already fighting up close and personal in other places around the tower.
            "I will kill you all!" Wizard Artimus shouted angrily.  "I will permanently kill your avatars!"
            That made me pause.  Killing our avatars just caused us to respawn.  Other than the excruciating pain of being killed, there were no other repercussions that I knew about.  Well, if another player killed me, then my avatar would drop my bow rings and my purse.  That would suck.  I'd keep the bow rings if a NPC killed me.  I kept any money I banked, so losing my purse wouldn't be much of a hit.
            "What does that mean?" I asked Ogge.
            The big half-ogre shrugged.  "Never heard of that.  I guess if he killed your avatar permanently, then you'd have to create a new character."
            I could lose all of my banked money and all of my battle trophies.  Those battle trophies were one and all my weapons.  I hadn't purchased any weapons, since I won some in battles.
            "You'll also miss out on the victory party," he said, wagging his brows at me.  He grabbed his junk and leered at me.  "Your loss, beautiful."
            Victory party was a nice way to say drunken orgy.  I'd only enjoyed one victory party so far, and I swear I was passed around so long my real world pussy ached for a week.  Okay, I might be exaggerating.  Just a little.  But my Guild mates, turned victory party playmates, did things to me I'd never heard of before.  They left me and every one woman in the Guild moaning, groaning, very sticky messes.
            Ogge, of course, was hung to shame a horse.
            "Ain't no way, no how, I'm going to get my sweet ass killed and miss that," I said.  "But this time, I'm going to trash you."
            He just laughed and stomped away into battle.
            Yeah, that was big talk from the new girl.  I was pretty low on the totem pole, but rising fast.  People, including the Duke, were talking about me, watching me.  The quest to conquer the Dark Tower was my chance to level up, power up with dropped items, and move up in the pecking order.  With my cut of the treasure I could buy better, more powerful spells and weapons.
            The Guild's heavily-armored lancers came thundering down upon the goblins from their left flank.  I shot arrows into that dwindling horde even faster, keeping them from turning to defend themselves against the incoming threat.  The lancers hit them with a thunderclap of steel on steel.  Easily half of the little buggers were slaughtered right off.
            "Wahoo!  Victory is ours!" I shouted, and then charged forward while shooting arrows.
            The fight in front of the gate turned into a melee.  Lancers remained mounted, riding around in circles as they swung long swords.  Goblins danced around trying to stab the invaders or their horses with crude spears and swords.  The Guild foot soldiers and archers quickly joined the fray.  I waited to the last second to take up my sword again, but kept the bow rings on just in case I got a good shot opportunity.
            I attacked, sword a blur as I tore a path towards the gate.  "Kill the goblins!"
            The Guild gave a bonus to the first person to enter the tower.  Plus, there were bonuses given to the first person to reach each level of the tower, as well as one for reaching the evil wizard first.  Of course, the person who killed the wizard got the biggest bonus of all.  And that didn't even take into account what the wizard would drop after I killed him.
            I got all tingly just thinking about what the Wizard Artimus would drop.  And it would be me that did the deed.  I was that determined.  The rewards his death offered were too great.  There was a mage in the Guild that leveled up from Novice to Apprentice, and totally skipped Initiate, when he killed a Dark Mage.
            "I will eat your heart, wench," a goblin snarled when he appeared before me.
            Ducking under his attempt to decapitate, I faked right and rushed to the left.  Totally fooled that stupid mob.  I slashed open his belly, before thrusting my blade through his foul heart.  He had such a surprised look on his monstrous face as he died.  Poor NPCs don't respawn, so he was gone forever.
            "I am king of battle!" Ogge cried.  He was the only Guild warrior between me and the gate.  I jumped when a javelin came down from the battlements, plunging deep into his massive chest.  Ogge stood straight, gawking at the five feet of shaft sticking outward from his heart.  "Oh shit."
            Ogge toppled over.  Dead.  The battle would be over long before he could respawn and trek all the way over again.  Hell, the victory party would probably be over, too.  Shame.  I was really looking forward to doing him proper.
            "I'm off to slay the wizard," I sang as I charged the open gate.  "The evil wizard of the tower."
            Kicking, spinning, and darting to and fro, I cut a path to that doorway, while avoiding the javelins raining down from above.  I wasn't going to make Ogge's mistake.  Oh no.
            A pair of orcs guarded the entrance into the tower.  The gate was actually a ten foot tall door of wood, with iron bands reinforcing it.  I think they called it a gate because it sounded more ominous than calling it a door.
            The orcs were about seven feet tall, a dark brownish-gray color, with massive jaws and tusks.  They wore leather armor, no helmet, and carried bronze khopesh swords.  It was the first time I'd fought anyone using one of those sickle-swords.  It was halfway between an axe and a sword, so had to be a slashing weapon.
            "Oh my god, you have to be the ugliest goblins I've ever seen," I said when I reached the orcs.  "Did your mothers pork pigmen?"
            Boy did that piss off the orcs.  I thought my questions rather clever.  Even funny.  Of course, orcs were notorious for their lack of humor.  Fighting?  Yes.  Laughing?  No.
            "We're going to carve you up, and eat you for dinner, wench," one of the orcs growled.
            "Alive," the other added.
            "Ew, do you kiss your sister with that mouth?"
            Now that made them go crazy.  Note to self: I can talk about an orc's mother all I want, just don't disrespect his sister.  Apparently, orcs really love their sisters.
            Both orcs charged me.  As expected, they fought much like an axe-fighter.  One of them even drew a figure eight before him with his weapon, while the other just wanted to chop me in half.  I bet that would hurt big time.
            I backed away as they advanced, before I saw the hacker commit himself.  I parried his blade aside, stepping in close and personal.  His eyes widened, and I saw grim acceptance spread across his doomed face.  My sword's tip found that gap between the breast and back plates of his hardened leather armor, and plunged in deep.  I pierced his heart, which sent hot blood jetting out of the wound when I pulled my blade out.
            He dropped to his knees with a groan.  His partner-in-crime tried to decapitate me, which I parried.  Kicking the dying orc into the other, I tripped my adversary and moved in for the kill.  An arrow ricocheted off his armored shoulder, and came straight at my face.  My left hand swung, and struck the speeding arrow just behind the arrowhead.  The arrow split my ear, sending pain spiraling down my neck.  I hesitated just a second, but that was enough time for the orc to pull his belt knife and stab me in the thigh.
            "Aaiiee, bastard!" I cried, and promptly chopped his head in two.  "Oh man, that hurts."
            I swear, the pain was the same as it would've been in real life.  I had to take a healing potion, which immediately muted the pain enough to continue on.  That was a still a serious hit on my health, which dropped to seventy-three percent.  After the potion, my health started ticking back up.  The battle would probably be over before my wound was completely healed.
            Charging through the open gate, I paused to look around.  The ground level was empty.  The walls were lined with racks to hold weapons, which were empty at that moment.  To my left was the spiraling stairs that hugged the outer walls as they rose up to the top three levels above.  It wasn't a very large tower, or very high.
            Racing up the stairs, I found the wizard's guardians halfway to the next level.  Kobolds.  Little half-dog, half-lizard critters.  They were mostly not wearing armor, while being armed with short swords and spears.  They were shorter than a dwarf, and rather scrawny.  Yet, they were vicious pack fighters.
            I attacked with my sword, which drew more of the monsters down to the fight.  In no time flat the stairwell above me was packed like sardines.  I smiled.  My plan was working.
            I've already earned the first through the gate bonus, I thought.  Now time to earn the first to the wizard bonus, before I claim the ultimate prize.
            I stepped back and grinned at the bloodthirsty kobolds.  Guild warriors were flooding into the tower behind me.  The kobolds didn't stand a chance against our combined might, but I didn't want to wait for my friends.  One of them might get in front of me.
            Can't let that happen.
            "It's magic time, boys," I taunted.  I lifted my left hand, curling my fingers as a tiny ball of flames appeared.  The flames quickly grew in size and intensity.  And then I threw that fireball straight into the kobolds.  And another.  And another.  They screamed and cursed, but mostly they burned.  The super intense arcane flames consumed the kobolds in seconds and left the way to the wizard clear.
            "To the victor go the spoils," I cried, charging up the stairs.
            The next level was full of orcs, which I chose not to engage.  I could hear my comrades following me up, so I figured they could fight the big, stupid orcs while I claimed all of the glory above.
            My HUD showed Health at eight-five percent by the time I reached the top of the tower.  Good thing, too.  There were five orc warriors with the wizard.  All were armored and armed with razor-sharp khopeshes.  I ducked and dodged, while my sword slashed and stabbed.  I bloodied three of them before they backed me up against the battlements.  The wizard was across the roof, throwing lightning bolts down upon my Guild friends.
            The fact Artimus didn't rate me enough of a threat to even watch was beyond insulting.
            I'll show him.
            "You're a pretty little thing, elfmaid," one of the orcs growled.  He leered at me, and then grabbed his crotch.  "Maybe I'll capture and get a son off you before I strangle you to death."
            "Shut up.  I just ate lunch," I said.  "I just threw up a little in my mouth.  That's how ugly you are, shit-for-brains."
            He screamed a battle cry and charged me.  I parried his slash, before thrusting my sword through his heart.  My blade got lodged inside him, so I released it and summoned my bow and arrows.  One, two, three orcs died before they realized I was shooting at them.  The last of the orcs charged me with a blood-curdling scream.
            Yeah, I froze for a split second.
            Leaning back between the battlements, I lifted my feet and let him run into them.  Even as he swung his khopesh to cut my head in two, I caught him on my feet, bending my knees to my chest as I leaned almost all of the way out, and then used his momentum to flip him up and over the side.
            I amazed myself with that one.
            "That was impressive, elf mage," Artimus said, suddenly right there.
            I pulled a knife and tried to stab him, but his magic shield deflected my blade.  Before I recovered, Artimus hit me with a percussion spell that blasted me across the roof to slam into the stone battlements.  I lost all of my breath, which left me on all fours gasping desperately.
            The smug bastard strode confidently over to me, grabbed my hair, and yanked my head back.  My head was still spinning from bouncing off the stone battlements, so I couldn't concentrate enough to call up a spell.  He gave me such a contemptuous look.
            "Pathetic," Artimus said.  "I almost feel bad about what I'm going to do to you."
            He reached down and yanked off my breastplate.  The bustier-like piece of armor went clattering across the stone pavers, leaving my naked boobs jostling before his leering eyes.
            "Great tits," the wizard said.
            He drew a rune on my chest with one finger, right over my heart.  I felt the magic burn my flesh like a hot branding iron.  I screamed in agony.  And then he drew another over that one, and yet another.  All burned down into my core, and it was the worst pain I'd ever felt, in the virtual or the real world.
            He left me a gasping, sobbing mess.
            "Not only will these spells kill your warrior-mage avatar forever," he sneered down at me.  Artimus drew another rune on my chest, and I felt it burned into me as well.  "But you'll be trapped in the game, unable to exit."
            Could he do that?  I had my doubts about killing my avatar.  That crap about trapped in the game was an online gaming fantasy.  Impossible.
            "I'm going to hunt you down like a dog," I gasped out, head spinning with all that magic swirling within.  "I will have vengeance."
            "Wanna bet?"
            Artimus barked a laugh, and then punched me in the chest.  It felt like I exploded.  The pain was intense, but only lasted a fraction of a second.  The next thing I knew I was laying on the floor at my respawn site.
            "Aaiiee!  Oooooh, that hurt," I cried out as I sat up.
            I panted for a moment, cursing my rotten luck at being killed.  I wondered if Duke Corvan would still give me the bonuses for all of my firsts.  I knew anyone killed didn't get to claim a cut of the treasure.
            "Why am I wearing a Princess Leia slave girl outfit?"
            Hell, my long brown hair was even pulled back in the same braid hairstyle.  Obviously, Wizard Artimus was a big Star Wars geek.  Figures.
            "Of course, the outfit is ten times skimpier than in the movie," I said, tugging up on the top that barely covered my rather large and firm tits.
            Yeah, I was bulging out of that thing big time.  Worse, the two strips of purple, front and back, down below barely covered anything.
            Shaking my head woefully, I checked my HUD.  It was my face in the upper corner, but the list of skills was empty.  I lost every single skill.  I screamed in rage, before checking my race and class.  I was still an elf, but it showed, Class: Wench of easy virtue.
            "Wench of easy virtue?  What the hell?" I cried.  "That sick-ass bastard.  I'll kill him!  I'll grind his bones to dust and feed him to pigs!"
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 2
 
            Despite my defeat and death, my body was pristine when I respawned.  Not even a scar to show where I was wounded.  It was the only good thing about being killed and respawning.  You got to start over with your perfect default body.
            Only one problem.  "Why am I so hungry and thirsty?"
            I used up a lot of energy in the battle to take the tower, but I expected that need for food and water to be wiped out by death and respawning.  I checked my account, and all my meager hoard of money was gone.  Not unexpected after the wizard killed my warrior-mage avatar.
            "Fortunately, I'm a girl and boys are easy," I muttered, but not liking it.
            Leaving the spawn inn, I stopped in the middle of the street and looked around.  I noticed a few Red Death Warriors milling around after respawning.  At least I wasn't the only one to die.  No one was even trying to return to the battle.  It was late afternoon, and it took us a full a day to march cross-country to reach the site.  Hell, the battle was probably already over.
            "To hell with this.  I'm calling it a day," I muttered.  My HUD popped up with a thought.  "I need to search for a way to reverse my avatar problem, and then I'll go after Artimus tomorrow."
            I froze.  The EXIT was supposed to be right there in the lower left.  All I saw was empty space.  Everything else worked.  When I had the HUD up, I could see everyone's Race, Class, and Level.  No Skills were displayed, but that's to be expected.  EXP showed only 22 points.  Fine, all I'd done so far was wake up and walk outside.
            I vanquished the HUD, and then pulled it back up.  Still no exit.  I did that ten times.  At least.  Always the same result.
            "How did he do that?"
            Artimus said he was going to trap me in the game, but…  Yeah, I kind of freaked out a little.  I might've even stood in the middle of the road, kicking up dust and cursing like a really pissed off, really drunk sailor, too.  I'm not sure how long my hissy fit lasted, but I eventually calmed my butt down.
            "Artimus did this to me.  Artimus will fix it," I snarled, eyes narrowing.  "Or else."
            I needed a room for the night.  I was not prepared to spend the night in the forest dressed like that.  If I didn't freeze to death, a bunch of goblins would grab me and do bad things.  They might even kill me again.  But inns wanted money.
            A lot of people were looking me over with appreciation.  Like I said, boys are easy.  Heck, a couple girls were giving me hungry looks, too.  Of course, my outfit had me feeling super exposed.  Nothing covered my…um, nether regions, so I felt the wind in a way I'd never experienced before.  Oddly enough, I kind of liked it.
            I headed for the Drunken Dragon Pub.  They served pretty good food at a reasonable price.  I could work as a serving wench to pay off my meal.  I was already dressed for it.  Plus, as a wench of easy virtue I could "hook-up" with one of my customers.  He'd pay for the room we'd spend the night in.
            Another indignity Artimus will pay dearly for, I thought, body already tingling in anticipation.  I bet the pub owner will want a little something-something before giving me a job and food.
            Unfortunately, I only got halfway there before I was accosted.
            "Hey, beautiful," a big, muscular Conan the Barbarian type said.  He snuck up from behind and wrapped an arm around my shoulders.  "Looking for some company?"
            He was looking above my head, and practically smacking his lips.  Yeah, he was reading, 'Human.  Wench of easy virtue.'  Dammit.  I was so fucked.
            Artimus!  I'm going to murder you a hundred times!
            I concentrated above his head, my HUD popped up, and I read, Human.  Barbarian warrior (Lvl 15).  That meant he was a player like me.  If he was a Non-Player Character it would've said, Human barbarian warrior.  And NPCs did not have levels in Battle for Glory.
            The big barbarian had to be six foot five, if he was an inch.  His blonde hair was down past his shoulders, and his skin was sun-bronzed.  All he wore was a fury loincloth, sword, and boots.  He looked like something straight out of a sword and sorcery B-movie.
            Shit got worse real fast.  First, my body got all tingly inside.  Especially down there.  Apparently, the game took its wenches of easy virtue seriously, because my head filled with all kinds of fun, and very nasty, thoughts.  Within seconds I wanted him as much as he wanted me.
            "Hi, I'm Carly," I purred.  It just came out.  "What's your name, big boy?"
            "Hagar," he said.
            He immediately bent down and kissed me.  And I didn't turn my face away.  Hell, I kissed back and smiled brightly afterwards.  WTF?  Then my stomach growled.
            "I'm so hungry," I said, while my hand stroked his rock-hard abs.  "I'd do anything for a nice hot meal."
            From the leer on his face, I'd probably end up doing everything for that meal.  That realization sent sexy tingles spiraling through my overheating body.  Hell, even my hunger for food was being replaced by a more primal kind of hunger.
            Hagar guided me into the Drunken Dragon Pub.  I'd have a better chance of getting away with eating, without paying with sex, at a different tavern.  The Drunken Dragon was on the ground floor, with an inn occupying the two floors above.  There was even a door from the pub into the inn, but at that moment I didn't care as long as Hagar bought me something to eat before he banged my brains out.
            "Good afternoon, milord and milady," the pub owner said upon our entry.
            I looked above him.  Human pub owner.  No level.
            He was an NPC, so couldn't read my Race and Class above my head.  But he could see Hagar's inappropriate fondling, and my skimpy outfit.  I saw it in his eyes.  I'd better be careful, or he'd be taking advantage of me, too.
            "Two beers, Rocco," Hagar said.
            "What do you have to eat?" I asked.
            "We have a stag's hindquarter roasting over the fire, milady.  And we have a pot of boiled potatoes."
            I ordered two plates.  Maybe if I filled Hagar up with meat and potatoes he'd be too full to do much in bed.  He was a pretty big boy, so I had my doubts it would help.  And the more he fondled me, the more interested I became.
            Rocco got our mugs and two plates set before us.  Just in time, too.  Hagar almost had my top off, and I was pretty sure we'd get kicked out if that happened.  Pubs were family places, though there were no families in there at the moment.
            "I swear, the food in this game tastes even better than in real life," I said, stuffing my face.
            "Hey, girl, why don't you come join me instead of that scrawny loser?"
            I looked up at the man.  He was just as tall as Hagar, but wore a pair of threadbare trousers that only came down to mid-calf.  He was barefooted.  I did kind of like his mohawk and the tats all over his chest, back, and arms.  So I checked out his Race and Class.
            Half-elf.  Warrior (Lvl 16).
            "What's your name, big boy?"
            "My name is Ronan MacConel, of Clan MacConel."
            Clan MacConel was big and powerful.  They ruled over the nearby mountains to the south of town.  Since Ronan was a warrior, and wasn't carrying any weapons, my eyes locked on his silvery bracers.  They had to be enchanted to provide him with the weapons he needed.
            "Call me Carly," I purred.  I held his eyes a second.  "And call me often."
            "Hey!" Hagar cried.  Then he turned to glare at his competition.  "Get lost before I break you in half." 
            "Shut your mouth, boy," Ronan sneered.
            Hagar grabbed his crotch.  "I got your boy right here."
            I rolled my eyes.  Men were so amusing.  But I had a problem.  Ronan was more to my taste, while Hagar had already bought me dinner.  I was torn.  Of course, there was an easy solution.
            "Looks like you boys have to fight," I said.  "Winner gets me."
            "Don't eat too much, lassie," Ronan said, eyes a-twinkle.  "Cause I'm going bugger you all night long."
            "You're dead meat, MacConel," Hagar cried, surging out of his chair.
            I sat there eating, watching with fascination.  That was the first time ever that guys had fought over me.  Even though I knew one of them would die, I was still thrilled.  Of course, neither of their deaths would be permanent.  And they were pretty evenly matched, too.
            Hagar threw a quick flurry of punches at Ronan's face, which the other warrior ducked, dodged, and otherwise avoided.  It was pretty clear that Hagar relied more on brute strength and ferocity, and Ronan was a counterpuncher.
            The big blonde barbarian drew first blood.  He crushed Ronan's nose, with blood flying everywhere.  I cringed at the crunching sound of shattered bones.  But then I pushed my empty place away, and pulled Hagar's plate over.
            Hey, I was still hungry.
            Ronan dropped low and kicked out, sweeping Hagar's feet away.  A sword appeared in his right hand, while a round shield came out of nowhere on the left arm.  The bracers?  Had to be.  I loved magical items.  Just seeing that gave me a thrill.  It was a crying shame I couldn't go to bed with both of them.
            I thought Hagar was dead, but he surprised me and Ronan by rolling through the clan warrior's feet.  As Ronan fell, Hagar surged to his feet and pulled his sword.  I jumped, eyes wide, when they threw themselves at each other with a loud clash of steel.  Both warriors showed their mettle in a long series of strokes and parries.  And then Hagar dropped to one knee.
            Ronan barked a laugh and swung to decapitate.  Hagar lunged straight at the other warrior, and thrust his long blade through Ronan's heart.  The mohawk, tattooed warrior glanced at me, looking so embarrassed, and slowly crumbled to the floor.
            "I am the greatest warrior ever!" Hagar screamed at the heavens.
            Actually, I didn't think he'd stand against my friend Ogge for five seconds, but still he was pretty impressive.  Ronan was starting to fade away.  I wondered how far away his respawn spot was, because if it was in town he'd be back in a few minutes.
            "I claim his purse to pay for the damage," Rocco shouted, racing over to snatch it off the floor.
            Hagar paused to glare at him.  I saw my chance, so ran over and grabbed the two silvery bracers Ronan dropped.
            "I claim his bracers," I said.  I gave Hagar a sultry look.  "But you'll get your reward, loverboy."
            The steel bracers were much too large for me, until I put one on my right forearm.  It glowed for a second, and quickly shrank to fit perfectly.  So I placed the other on my other arm.  Once both were fitted, I willed the sword.  It appeared in my hand, and a second later the shield hung on my left arm.  Both were smaller than what Ronan used, but perfect for my size and strength.
            "Time to start leveling up on my warrior skills."
            "Tomorrow," Hagar said, suddenly looming over me.  He grabbed me, and then threw me over his shoulder.  Men in the room cheered him, while I beat on his back and kicked my feet.  Okay, I wasn't really putting up a fight.  It was all for fun.  "Now I claim my prize."
            Hagar quickly carried me through the door and into the inn.  He paid for a room, and up we went.  The man took three and four steps at a time.  He kicked the door open, threw me on the bed, and then ripped his loincloth off before he closed the door.
            "Hello!" I cried, jaw dropping when my eyes locked on his erection.  "Oh my god, that's going to hurt."
            One thing I'd learned in the Guild's victory party, every man in the game Battle for Glory was hung like a horse.  Don't get me started on the centaurs, minotaurs, and ogres!  With a few tugs and pulls, my outfit hit the floor.  Kneeling before Hagar, I began stroking his massiveness.
            Butterflies went crazy in my belly, while my pussy got hot and tingly.  I stared at that huge cock, mouth watering.  I couldn't wait to have him inside me.  But first, I had to have a taste.
            "To the victor go the spoils," I whispered breathlessly.  I gave that cock a kiss, before rolling my hot, wet tongue around the tip.  "Let me spoil you for other women."
            I went down on him.  Sucking him down, I filled my mouth with hard cock.  My mouth was alive with the taste of him, while my nostrils filled with his sexual scent.  My sex ached to be filled by him.  My pussy throbbed with achy need as I bobbed my head up and down, taking him to the back of my tongue each time.
            Hagar buried his hands deep in my hair, massaging my scalp.  I moaned and groaned, continuing to bob and suck for all I was worth.  His fingers tightened in my hair, as his back bowed and his head rolled back.  The magnificent warrior was about to blow, so I tried to pull off.  He wouldn't allow that, and a second later he filled my mouth with his hot, creamy seed.
            "Well now, I hope that you recover quickly, because I'm about to explode," I said, licking my lips.
            He just laughed, and then dragged me to my feet by my hair.  Yeah, it hurt.  With one hand tangled in my hair, he fast-walked me to the bed and tossed me atop it, face down.  Before I could flip over, Hagar joined me.  He held me in place, shoulders to the bed, butt thrust up into the air.  And he motorboated my butt.
            "Let me guess," I said.  "You're an ass man."
            "Tits and ass," he said. 
            He buried his face in my butt crack, and started licking my dripping wet, achy as hell pussy.  It felt amazing!  I gasped and cried out, clutching at the bed sheets.  And then he thrust a finger up inside me.
            "Oooh!  Yes!" I cried.  His thumb found my sensitive clit, and went to town.  My whole body trembled, and heat flushed through me.  I think my eyes might've crossed for a second.  "Oh yes.  Yes.  Yes!"
            Hagar finger fucked my tight little pussy, while rubbing one out with his thumb.  It didn't take that long to make this little wench of easy virtue climax, and come hard.  I screamed and bucked, and thanked God Almighty for virtual reality, because I never climaxed in real life.
            Even before the sweet vibrations of my afterglow faded away, the big barbarian flipped me onto my back, forced my knees wide, and buried his face between my thighs.  He quickly made me come again, which left me feeling completely winded and weakened.  I just lay there in a glorious daze.  Utter bliss.
            Hagar wasn't finished.  He started kissing and nibbling his way up across my belly.  Soon he was smothering my tits with kisses, sucking hard on my erect nipples, and even motorboated me a few times.  Finally, he kissed his way across my shoulder, up my neck, and claimed my lips in a deep, passionate kiss that left me dazed and filled with bliss.
            And then he thrust into me.
            "Uggh!" I cried, eyes huge.
            His ginormous cock stretched my little hole wide.  And it hurt just as good as I expected.
            "Like that, don't you?"
            "You have no idea," I gasped.  "Don't stop.  Never stop."
            The blonde barbarian thrust into me like there was no tomorrow.  No one had ever fucked me so hard and so fast.  He was a machine.  A glorious, beautiful fucking machine.  It didn't take long to completely sheath himself inside me, and that's when he really went after it.  All I could do was grunt with every long, deep thrust, while bucking, writhing, and wiggling with utter delight.
            "Yes!  Yes!  YES!" I cried.
            My body erupted with insane pleasure.  That climax sent bliss flowing through my overheated body, leaving me spent and limp.  My brain was blank, and all I could to was huff and puff, and smile.
            "Oh baby."  I caught and held his eyes.  "Do it again.  Please.  Do it again."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 3
 
            The Red Death Warrior's Guild returned triumphantly in the wee hours of the night.  Their victory over the much hated Wizard Artimus was the talk of the town.  Hagar vanished while I was asleep, returning to RL.  There was no returning for me.  Not yet.
            "Hey, it's…  Is that you, Carly?" Ogge shouted from the door.
            I froze, fork halfway to my mouth.  I didn't want any of my Guild friends to see me in that diminished condition.  He was followed through the door by the battle-maid, Isobelle D'Arcy and the drow mage, Jax.
            Ogge looked back to his usual awesomeness, none the worse for getting his ass killed below the tower.  Isobelle D'Arcy was a tall Viking looking chick, with long blonde pigtail-braids coming from under her steel winged helmet.  Shiny armor protected the upper half of her rather spectacular body.  I'd seen her out of that armor during the last victory party.  She was so spectacular that I seriously considered tweaking my body and amping up the sex-appeal.
            Jax was the only drow in the Guild, and I think the only reason Duke Corvan allowed him in was the drow mage was an alternate character.  His original character got corrupted during an earlier glitch in the game, and he couldn't recreate that avatar until support figured it out.  He was tall, white-haired, black-eyed, and extremely dark gray.  On top of that, the mage wore all tight black leather.  He was quite scary sexy.
            "Heeeey," I said, not sure if I could run away or not.  Their arrival knocked the wind out of my sails, so I just sighed and nodded.  "Yeah.  It's me.  Artimus killed my avatar and stuck me in this stupid wench character."  They just gawked at me.  "Yep.  He can do it.  So, what are you guys doing this early?"
            Isobelle broke out of her shocked daze and grinned.  "Me!"
            The visual of the three of them naked in bed together came unbidden.  I had to admit, it was sexy.  I've been with both Ogge and Jax at the last victory party, but not at the same time.  For the briefest second I thought about asking if I could join them.  That was the "easy virtue" of my avatar trying to influence me, I'm sure.
            "Well then, you're in for a good time," I said, returning to my breakfast.
            I hoped horniness, and my disinterest in talking, would get them headed to their room.  Didn't work.  All three of them joined me at the table.  Ogge started picking food off my plate like we were living together or something.  My look of shock didn't faze him.
            "Love the outfit," Isobelle said.  "I have one, too, in real life.  But it looks out of place in Battle for Glory."
            I vaguely remembered her saying she liked to cosplay.  She lived in the same city as me, and wanted me to join her and cosplay, too.  Apparently, she traveled all over the country going to conventions and earned a lot of money.
            "Artimus trapped me in this Princess Leia character," I said, and then slapped Ogge's hand.  "I don't have any money to buy more food, you big oaf."
            "I'm not an oaf.  I'm an ogre."
            "Half-ogre," I corrected.  "The other half is oaf."
            They all laughed.  I wasn't laughing, and ate faster.  After I finished eating, I didn't feel so besieged and was able to relax.
            "Listen, guys, I'm in trouble," I said.  "Artimus is a friggin' troll-ass bastard and he somehow trapped me in this character and the game.  I can't get out."
            "Go to your alternate character," Jax said.
            "I never created an alternate, and I don't have a way to exit the game," I said.  "If I could exit the game, then I could create an alternate character to play."  None of them seemed shocked, just confused.  "Did you hear me?  Artimus trapped me in the game.  I can not exit the game."
            "Bullshit," Isobelle said.  "That's impossible.  All you have to do is disconnect your body from the game, and you're out."
            "I have to exit the game to do that," I said, barely managing to say it without shouting.
            Isobelle looked a little huffy for a second, and then rolled her eyes.  "Hold on a sec.  I'll take care of it."
            And just like that she winked out of existence.
            "Oh man, Isobelle has left the game," Jax said.  He gave me a dirty look.  "She better come back after she gets you disconnected.  I've never had her, and I want her so bad it hurts in real life."  His voice dropped and he looked around nervously.  "I've seen her cosplaying in real life.  She actually looks exactly the same.  Same face, hair, body, everything."
            That was shocking.  I didn't think anyone could be that gorgeous except in virtual reality.  Ogge and Jax ordered breakfast, and I picked off their plates for the next hour or more.  There were no clocks in the game, since the designers didn't think people of that age had them.  But eventually Isobelle returned, and her expression set off all of my alarm bells.
            "What's wrong?" I asked.
            "I'm…  Um, I'm sorry," she said.  "All I had was your avatar's name, and since it was deleted, it took them a little while to find you.  And then it got worse."
            "Oh, Jesus," I whispered, lowering my head into my hands.  "This doesn't sound like it's going to end well."
            "Do they know who Artimus is?" Jax asked.
            "Yes, they do."
            "Then they can force him to reverse what he did," he continued.
            "No, the way he deleted her from the system, and then added her new avatar has complicated things.  Though, since he did it, there is a possibility he can reverse it," Isobelle said.  "But he will be charged with premeditated murder if Carly dies."
            "If I die?" I cried.  "What kind of crap is that?"
            Isobelle looked shocked and horrified for a second.  "I'm screwing this all up."
            The battle-maid took a deep breath, and explained everything she knew.  First, the police had been called.  They were waiting for Artimus to exit the game, and will then arrest him for attempted murder.  Since Artimus is one of the game company's owner's alt-characters, and he created the game Battle for Glory, then he knows it better than anyone.  They will use the attempted murder charge as leverage to force him to explain how to reverse everything he did.  While they are waiting for that, the gaming company had everyone working on figuring a way to save me and ensure this never happened again.
            "Why can't they just disconnect me from the game?"
            She paused.  "Well, they aren't sure what will happen if they do."
            "My session will end.  I was playing last week when there was a power failure, and all it did was kick me out of the game," I said.  "Disconnecting me, or disconnecting the power to my gaming pod will do the same thing."
            "Not necessarily," she said.  "What Artimus did to you fundamentally changed the game.  I can't say I really understand what they said well enough to explain it to you, but basically Artimus changed the game so that all of our full consciousness is now uploaded into the game, and if we're disconnected for any reason, then our bodies might be left in a vegetative state."
            "We'll die?" Ogge asked.
            "Kind of," she said.  "They think our consciousness will survive in the game, as our avatar, but they aren't a hundred percent sure of any of it."  Isobelle shrugged.  "It's going to take someone dying while playing the game to determine that."
            "I might be that one, too," I whispered.
            "Yeah, I'm afraid so," she said.  "Everyone is lawyering up right now, including your family.  The company wants to disconnect you if a solution hasn't been found within seventy-two hours.  Your family wants your body placed on life-support until they find a way to return you safely to your body."
            "So I have seventy-two hours to find Artimus and force him to reset my character back, or I'm doomed and he's going to prison in real life," I said.
            "Pretty much," she said.  Isobelle flushed bright red, tears filling her eyes.  "I'm sorry, but I can't help you.  As the game stands, if I'm killed I might be killed in real life.  I have to exit and stay out until they fix the problem.  I'm so sorry."
            My blood ran cold.  She was right.  "You all have to exit the game right now.  I'll be fine.  Hell, I'm surprised they haven't forced everyone to exit already."
            "They are trying to figure out a way to broadcast an exit order to everyone," Isobelle said.  "Pretty soon it'll just be you, Artimus, and the NPCs."
            "Oh joy," I muttered.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 4
 
            The city of Ankor was on an island, in the middle of a great river.  That river flowed through a wide forest between two parallel mountain ranges.  One range was ruled by Clan MacConel.  The other range, called the Razorback Mountains, was filled with castles, towers, and fortified towns, all fiercely independent and constantly at war.  The Red Death Warrior's Guild was a mercenary company that hired out to the lords and kings of that range, and sometimes just raided them.  Artimus was trying to conquer the Razorback Mountains and create an empire.
            Duke Corvan was one of Artimus' first victims, forcing Corvan out of his castle before razing it to the ground.  So the Duke formed the Guild to fight Artimus, mostly unsuccessfully.  I was new, and wanted companions to fight with, so joined the Guild.  That membership quickly instilled a deep hatred for the evil wizard.
            Now I was vanquished, and all of my friends had to exit the game to save their lives in the real world.  I was alone against Artimus and his NPC horde.  Yet, the city was still full of virtual life, so the missing players were hardly notable.  Business in the brothels and taverns would drop, but most would continue on as if nothing happened.
            Unless they pulled the plug on the whole game.
            Scary.
            My friends said Artimus escaped their assault on the tower, and probably retreated back to his personal kingdom.  The Kingdom of Kali was a mountain valley in the middle of the Razorbacks.  It was about a five day march for an army like the Red Death Warrior's Guild.  As a lone elfmaid, I could cover that same distance much faster.
            After Ogge, Jax, and Isobelle exited the game, I headed out.  The streets were mostly dirt, and usually mud, lined with half-timbered buildings of one, two, and three stories.  There were a few stone structures, and quite a few stone towers up to fix floors high.  Two bridges, one on each side of the island city, connected it to the lands beyond.  They were heavily fortified bridges, with massive gatehouses on both ends.
            I normally passed through the streets without fuss, but in that sexy outfit I turned a lot of heads.  I wasn't a hundred percent sure, but I thought Artimus had made my new avatar a bit curvier, with larger boobs.  I actually was happy with the rock hard, well-defined abs he gave me.  Despite drawing a lot of attention, no one messed with me after I called up the bracers' sword and shield a few times and threatened to chop off their most sensitive body parts.
            I got out of the city as fast as possible.  I was burning daylight, and didn't have that much time to begin with.  Thankfully, the gate guards only cared about anyone entering the city.
            Being an elf, I could run through the forest effortlessly.  I covered a lot of ground, and reached the foothills of the Razorback Mountains shortly before noon.  I was pleased with my speed.
            The road to the Kingdom of Kali lay before me.  At the rate I was going, I could get past the dark tower the Guild conquered before sunset.  The tower guarded the fork in the road, one road going to Artimus' kingdom.
            "I have sixty-eight hours left," I muttered.  "Can't stop until I drop."
            Checking my HUD, I scowled at my list of Skills.  
            Swordfighter (Lvl 2).
            Sex (Lvl 18).
            Foraging (Lvl 3).
            Someone should've warned me that sex is a Skill, I thought.
            I got all tingly and hot thinking about exactly how I leveled up so well and so fast.  Hagar was insatiable.  The bastard had an enchanted cock ring, and wore me out.  I swear, I couldn't have gotten more than two hours sleep all night.  Still, all that amazing sex left me a little weary, more than a little sore, but totally energized.
            My HUD also showed my Stamina was down to 70 percent after running so far.  Elfmaid or not, I would need sleep time to recover my stamina.  Health was good, though, at 93 percent.  My health and stamina was helped a little when I found some nuts and berries an hour earlier.  If I could only catch a rabbit or something for meat, then I could gain the skill of Hunting, too.  And, of course, the meat would help my health and stamina recover.
            Heading up the road, I slowed my pace a little.  The forest was mostly flat between the city and the pass, but for the rest of the way I'd be going up and down hills and mountains.  I had to pace myself if I wanted to arrive fresh enough to fight Artimus.
            Maybe along the way I'd figure out how a wench of easy virtue can defeat a Level 55 wizard.  It would require stealth, cunning, and a superior strategy.  Yeah, I was fucked, but I still had to try.  Just lying down and dying wasn't part of my DNA.
            I reached the tower midafternoon.  The Guild didn't just capture the tower, but razed it.  All that remained was half a burnt out husk, and smoke still drifted up from the ruins.  The Guild members killed vanished, so only the dead NPCs remained.  I didn't care for the fact that dead NPCs didn't fade away, but remained to rot and stink up the place.  But I noticed three characters doing their part to clean the area up.
            "Ugh.  Pigmen," I whispered.
            I'd heard about them, but those three were the first I'd seen in the game.  They were all big, muscular and built for power.  They were six feet tall and broad, big boned brutes, with heads that looked more like a hog than a pig.  My first thought was "Gamorreans," but again that was the wrong game/universe.  I'd been told their race's name but couldn't remember.  Everyone called them "pigmen."
            They wore leather loincloths, with mismatched armor strapped haphazardly on their bodies.  It looked ridiculous, but I wasn't going to say anything.  I got killed on my first day in the game my making a joke about a goblin's mismatched armor.  He didn't find me funny, and promptly shoved a spear through my heart.
            He and his goblin friends were laughing as I died, though.
            Hiding in the forest shadows, I studied them.  The pigmen were sitting around a good fire, but nothing was cooking over it.  One of them was rubbing his distended belly, while the other two spoke too low for me to hear.  Bones and bits of armor were scattered around them and the fire, which made bile scald my throat.
            "They're eating the dead NPCs?" I whispered.  "That is so disgusting."
            The ruined tower sat upon a flat shelf of land above the fork in the road.  It was a good fifty feet away from their campsite right in the middle of the fork.  It would be easy enough to stay in the woods and move around and past them.
            One of them looked my way, and pointed.
            "Elf!" he shouted.
            My jaw dropped.  How did he see me?  I was deep in the dark shadows of the forest.  Elves were masters of hiding in the woods.
            All three of them grabbed spears and dropped into fighting stances.  They looked more afraid of me than I was of them.  Odd.  That, and my curiosity, made me step out of my hiding place and onto the road.  They relaxed just a little.
            "It's just a girl elf," one of them said.  "Pretty little thing, too."
            "Hey, elfmaids are just as fierce and dangerous as our men," I said.  I extended my right hand, and a sword appeared.  I didn't call up the shield, and wouldn't unless I needed it.  "Show some respect, pigboy."
            "Did you hear her sassy mouth?  She demanded we show respect, and then called us pigboys," The middle pigman said.
            I pulled up my HUD so I could study them better. Above their heads, all three showed the same thing.
            Pigman warrior.
            "I'm Carly," I said.  I found people were friendlier to others they knew by name.  That ploy didn't always work, but it was worth a try.  "Elven warrior."
            I could get away with that since they were just NPCs.  They couldn't see the Human.  Wench of easy virtue over my head.  They gave me a doubtful look, though.  Had to be the outfit.  No one respected a chick dressed like me.
            "You look more like a slave girl than a warrior, Carly."
            "There's no collar around my neck, pigboy, and there is a sword in my hand," I replied rather hotly.  "The next one to comment on my outfit gets a sword through his larynx."
            I wasn't even sure where to find their larynxes, since they didn't seem to have necks.  My threat didn't impress them.  All three grinned and lowered their spears.
            "Be nice, sweetheart," the middle pigman said.  "I'm Croaker.  These are my friends Bakker and Hoag."
            It hurt me not to make a joke about a pigman named "Hoag."  Hurt bad, but I needed to get past those guys without trouble.  Word was they were a lot faster than they looked, and very tenacious when going after an enemy.  I didn't want them dogging me the whole way.
            "Any friend of yours is a friend of mine, Croaker," I said.  I pointedly looked up the road, and then smiled at them.  "I'd love to stay and socialize, but I'm running out of time.  I got to keep moving up the road.  Maybe we can share a beer at the Drunken Dragon next time you visit Ankor."
            "Sounds like fun, but we can't let you pass unless you pay the toll," Croaker said.
            All three of them grinned.  Actually, it was more of a leer.  I could tell, because their beady little pig-eyes looked me up and down, over and over.  And Hoag's loincloth was tented, and still rising.
            "If I don't pay the toll?"
            Croaker swept his hand around to indicate the scattered armor and bones.  I cringed.  I thought they were eating the dead from the battle.  No, they were killing "fresh" meat.
            "I don't have any money."
            "Good," Hoag said, his voice dropping into a husky bedroom voice.  He pulled his loincloth off to reveal a humongous erection.  It was long, thick, and was paired with the biggest, hairiest balls I'd ever seen.  "There are better ways to pay than money."
            My sword vanished.  Heart hammering, I felt a flush of heat wash through my body.  Part of me was disgusted, yet my loins were on fire.  Hot and achy, my pussy started throbbing with need.  Was that a result of Artimus' curse?  Was my "easy virtue" about to take me down?  Hell, even my mouth watered when I idly wondered what his cock tasted like.
            "If your cocks taste like bacon, I'll do all three of you."
            That just slipped out, and my face heated up.  Was I losing it?  I've been accused of being a little crazy, but I'd never said anything like that before.  But, it didn't bother any of them.  The pigmen tossed their weapons aside, stripped off their loincloths, and advanced on me.  Oddly enough, they left their mismatched armor on.  And I kind of liked it.
            "Um…  Um…" I gasped, looking all around. My brain was failing me big time.  I wanted a way out of that predicament, yet my head just spun.  I was surrounded by naked pigmen before I knew it, and their bold hands explored my body.  "You…  You better not eat me, or I'll come back and kill you dead."
            "If we eat you, Carly, it'll be in a way you enjoy," Bakker replied, straight into my ear.
            His hot breath tickled, and I melted a little more.  Croaker unfastened my top, tossing it away, while Hoag dropped to his knees behind me and stuck his snout up into my butt crack.  Before I could ask what he was doing, Bakker's hand slipped under the front skirt and started rubbing circles around my slippery wet pussy.
            "Oooooh, yes," I gasped, back bowing.  Croaker claimed an erect nipple in his mouth, and started sucking so hard it kind of hurt.  In a good way.  "Yes.  This is so wrong.  I shouldn't have to do all three of you."
            Hoag pulled off my skirts, and began nibbling and fondling my butt cheeks.  It felt divine, sending sexy ripples spiraling deep into my body.  Bakker had my pussy singing, while Croaker made me writhe and cry out the way he was enjoying my tits.  And before I knew it that rush to climax consumed me.
            "Aggh!" I cried when it erupted within, sending out beautiful waves of bliss.  They kept it up all the way through that orgasm, too.  And then my knees gave out and I found myself kneeling before Bakker's ginormous erection.  "Let me return the favor."
            I went down on Bakker, taking him all the way to the back of my throat.  That's when I discovered I didn't have a gag reflex in virtual reality.  Oh, the possibilities that opened up.
            "Oh my god, you DO taste like bacon!" I cried.  And he did.  "I just developed a pigman fetish!"
            Hoag and Croaker knelt to either side of me, fondling my tits and butt, while licking and nibbling my back, shoulders, and butt.  Bakker sank his fingers deep in my hair, and tried to force his way deeper and deeper.  I finally gave up, and let him down my throat.
            With my lips wrapped around the base of his huge cock, throat filled to the max with man-meat, I began to hum.  Bakker cried out in pleasure, rose up on his toes, and shot his bacon tasting seed down my throat.  It took all of ten seconds.
            "I just developed an elfmaid fetish," Bakker gasped out. 
            When Bakker stumbled away, I turned to Croaker.  He yanked me away from Hoag, and then slammed me into the ground.  Before I could say "slow down" the pigman was between my legs and thrusting into my eager sex.
            "Uggh!  Oh!" I cried with each thrust in, and pull back.  It was fucking INTENSE.  "Uggh!  Oh!  Uggh!  Oh!"
            I thought Hagar was a sex machine.  He had nothing on Croaker.  That crazy pigman went to town on me.  While he kissed and nibbled my shoulders and neck, his big, rough hands fondled my tits, and his monster cock murdered my pussy.  Croaker had me bucking, and crying out, rocking my head back and forth.  My mind went blank, and he became my entire world.
            "Uggh!  Yes!  Uggh!  Yes!" I cried as he pushed me closer and closer.  And then that rush to climax hit, and my back bowed and body tensed.  "I can't believe I'm…  Aaagggh!"
            It was amazing.  Blew my mind.  I swear, every orgasm was better and more intense than the last in VR.  I felt that orgasm in my bones.  In my fingers and toes.  And Croaker wasn't through.  He continued humping me like a madman, until he made me come again.
            Even as my body quivered in orgasmic glory, he pulled out and came all over me.  My face was splashed with his first shot of hot, sticky seed.  And then he came all over my tits, and finally ended with more all over my belly.
            "Holy crap, how big are your balls?" I asked.  "I've never seen so much cum in my life."
            Croaker sighed gustily, struggled to his feet, and stumbled away.  Hoag grabbed me.  He flipped me over onto all fours.  My head was still spinning, belly quivering like crazy, and hot tingles were still radiating all through my overheated body.
            Hoag pressed up behind me.  I knew what was coming.  Unfortunately, my body was not recovered from Croaker.  Then he grabbed my long braid, wrapped it around his hand, and yanked my head back.  I cried out in surprise, just before he thrust deep into my pussy from behind.
            "Uggh!" I grunted.
            "Tell me, Carly," he growled into my ear.  "Is this the first time anyone's fucked you piggy-style?"
            "Ha!  I love you best, Hoag," I cried.  "Go hog-wild on my ass, baby!"
            Hoag did not disappoint.  I swear, he was the longest, thickest of the trio.  He stretched me out to the max, and beyond.  It hurt so damned good.  I bucked and cried out, before inarticulate things started bubbling out of my lips.  I couldn't think straight as he pushed me to the edge again.  The only sounds were my deep grunts and his hips slapping into my sweaty butt cheeks.
            How many times can I climax in a day?
            I squeezed my vagina hard around him.  The fact I still had any control of my body was amazing enough, but the sexy sensations that squeeze sent through me sent me over the top.  I screamed my orgasm, while Hoag laughed and fucked me even harder and faster.  He made me climax three times before he pulled out and slathered my butt and lower back.
            I collapsed, huffing and puffing, as he staggered away.  Within seconds darkness consumed me, pulling me down into slumber.
            "Oh.  What?  Where am I?" I cried, lifting my head and looking around.
            The fire looked the same, so I couldn't have been asleep long.  Long enough for all of the cum to cool on my body, and start to give me a chill.  The three pigmen were still naked, curled up around the fire.  I grinned.
            "Ha.  I outlasted them.  I win," I said.
            Finding a nasty smelling loincloth, I used it to clean their cum off.  I still felt sticky.  So I grabbed my clothes and headed up the road.  I had to get as far from them as possible.  It would be so easy for them to make me their plaything.  Yeah, it was that awesome.
            "I need to find a stream to bathe, and then get some sleep," I muttered half an hour later, well past the pigmen.  "They wore me out."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 5
 
            "Holy crap," I cried.  "It's huge!"
            Artimus' seat of power was the biggest city I'd ever seen in a game.  Most cities had a few thousand people.  Ankor only had a population of three thousand NPCs.  If the population density of Artimus' city was comparable, then there had to be over a hundred thousand people down there.
            "I bet my sweet round ass that big black castle in the middle is where I'll find the wizard," I muttered softly.
            I couldn't speak too loudly, since I wasn't the only one on the road.  Most of the others were peasant farmers taking produce into town to sell.  There was a train of pack mules, too.  And about a dozen mercenaries riding together.  Most of my fellow travelers were human, and male.  You know I got a lot of attention in that outfit.  The few women I spotted were glaring daggers at me.
            I'd been walking all day through the valley, heading for the city in the middle.  It was heavily forested, so standing atop that hill was the first time I'd actually seen Artimus' capital city.  It was sprawled out on two sides of the river, with a dozen arching bridges connecting the two halves.  Towering walls and towers guarded the city from attack.
            An elderly couple came up behind me.  I turned to the man and asked.  "What is the name of that city?"
            "Ravenna."
            Artimus named his capital after the last capital of the Western Roman Empire?  That didn't seem like a good omen for his success.  Though, I felt a little better about my chances.  Maybe fate was on my side.
            "Get away from my man, slut," the elderly woman snapped.
            I looked at her man.  He was ancient and stooped.  I doubted he could even get it up.  Well, when I say they were stooped it might be due to the massive bundles of wood on their backs.  Even in my twenty-something body I didn't think I could carry that much weight, and I didn't want to try, either.
            "He's like eighty years old," I said.  "Jeeze.  Give me a break."
            "I'll break something," the old woman said.
            I picked up my pace, while wiggling my butt for the old man's enjoyment.  His woman growled, which picked up my spirits nicely.  It didn't take long to leave them far behind.
            "Hi, beautiful," a big human warrior called down from his huge warhorse.  "Where are you going so fast?"
            "I'm off to…um…see the wizard," I said.  I wanted to say "slay" but that might get me in trouble.  For all I knew everyone on that road supported the wizard.  "I have a magical problem he can help me with."
            "Good luck getting an audience," a peasant said.
            I thrust out my chest.  "I think he'll see me."
            That got a laugh from the men around me.  They were all leering at my tits and ass anyway.  Despite that, I found them more comfortable to be around than the angry women.
            "Maybe someone will drag you off the road and give you a different kind of audience," a shifty-eyed fellow said as he moved closer.
            "Oh?" I replied.  With a thought the shield appeared on my left arm, and I immediately spun around and smashed the edge of it into his mouth.  The sword appeared in my right hand, and I stood over him with the tip at his throat.  "Do you think you are man enough to do it?"
            "No, no, no," he said, crawling backwards.
            I let him go.  Shaking my head woefully, I willed the sword and shield away and continued toward the city.  The mounted mercenaries laughed.  I noticed two of their number were armed and armored women.  All were NPCs.  So I walked close to them for the rest of the way to the city gate.
            Ravenna's main gatehouse was as big as any castle.  I saw orcs, goblins, and minotaurs patrolling above, but it was all humans on the ground.  The soldiers were in chainmail and helmets, with black surcoats.  A red dragon was embroidered on the surcoats.  Black and red pennants flapped on the battlements.  They searched anyone they found suspicious, and that was mostly the young women.
            "Figures," I whispered.
            A big, burly soldier waved me to the side.
            "Declare yourself, wench."
            "I am Carly of Ankor," I said.  "I'm just a traveler out to see the world."
            "Really?  That's dumb," he said.  The soldier grabbed my boobs, squeezing them hard enough to make me wince.  "Do you have any contraband?"
            "Of course not," I protested.  "Ouch!  As you can see, I can't hide anything in this skimpy outfit."
            He lifted my front skirt, exposing my business to the world, before thrusting a finger toward my sex, "What about…"
            "No," I snapped, twisting to the side to avoid that probing finger.  "How come you aren't strip-searching the men?"
            He just grinned at me.  "Move along."
            I decided right there that I was going to stab Artimus a few extra times to punish him for creating such a chauvinistic world.  The mercenaries reached the gate after me, and the guards didn't molest the women in their company.  So I needed to arm and armor up if I wanted to avoid further molestations.  But that would take money.  A lot of money.
            "If I survive killing Artimus, and I'm still trapped in the game, then I'll figure out how to get proper weapons and armor," I said, looking around the plaza inside the gate.
            It was late afternoon.  Night came fast in the mountains.  I needed to find Artimus' castle, figure out how to get inside, and find a place to hole up until the dark.  And if I could get my hands on some money, then I could buy some magic.
            My seventy-two hours will be up sometime tomorrow morning, I thought.  I wish I knew when they started their seventy-two hour countdown.
            I'd come to terms with my possible death during the trip.  Even if I defeated Artimus, it would be almost impossible to force him to restore me.  How would I know he was casting the correct spell?  Hell, he could do something worse to me, or actually kill me, while I was thinking he was reversing the spell.
            Screw it.  I'm going to just kill his ass.
            That decision was actually quite liberating.  I felt a weight lift.  I was going to die, but I was going to kill him first.  Maybe he would respawn and I wouldn't.  Didn't matter.  I had to strike back.  Artimus would feel my wrath!
            There were only two ways to get money: Earn it or steal it.  I didn't have time to earn it, so my mind went to work.  I wandered the narrow, crowded streets.  The vast majority of the buildings were half-timbered, though many had stone ground floor walls.  Two and three story was the norm, though I saw a lot more taller buildings than I had in Ankor.  The few stone buildings didn't have windows below the third level, so I assumed they were the homes and businesses of those who had more to steal, or were more paranoid.
            Like in Ankor, pubs occupied most corners.  Most buildings were narrow, with the owner's shop on the street level.  The shopkeepers and families lived above.  Most of them appeared to be human, but I spotted dwarves, elves, and even a few drow and minotaurs doing business.  Artimus also employed quite a few centaur warriors to patrol the streets in squads of five.
            Spotting a tavern down a dark, narrow alley, I stopped to study it a moment.  There were lots of drunken and passed out men between the street and the tavern entrance, and most appeared to be non-human.  I assumed they were mercenaries since all were well-armed.
            Perfect.
            Mercenaries earned a lot more than the average worker and peasant.  They would have coin to lose in games of chance and pay for the company of wenches of easy virtue.  Not that I planned to be that easy.
            Men, elves, drow, and a few goblins watched me pass with hungry eyes.  I noticed all had purses hanging off their belts, and most looked heavy with coins.  I got excited, eager to earn a little money, but mostly obtain it with less than honorable methods.
            The tavern was dark and smoky.  I paused just inside the door to let my eyes adjust.  Most of the tables had someone sitting at them.  My eyes fell upon a big minotaur sprawled out in the corner, his sword and shield leaning against the wall.  He had an elven beauty on one knee and a sexy human girl on the other.  He looked drunk enough to easily exploit.
            Our eyes locked and I gave him a simmering look.  He pushed both wenches off of his lap and sat up straight.  I bit my lip as I headed his way, holding his gaze with a sultry look.  Then I noticed how many of the patrons left their open purses atop the tables in front of them, pulling out a coin for a drink here, or to keep a girl on their lap there.
            A new plan formed.
            Pretending to be consumed with the big minotaur, I "accidently" bumped into a serving wench, and we both fell and overturned tables.  I covertly snatched up two purses as I tumbled over the table, sending it crashing to the floor along with the three drow warriors around it.  The barbarian warriors around the serving wench's table cried out and one of them pulled his sword.
            "Fight!" I screamed.
            All hell broke loose.  I called up my sword and shield, slashing this way and that, while kicking over tables, smashing into them with my hip, and otherwise overturning every table possible.  People, purses, and coins went everywhere.  A great uproar filled the room, and warriors of a dozen races went crazy.  I fought, grabbed purses, and gathered up coins at every opportunity, all while slowly working my way back to the entrance.
            As soon as I reached the door, I took off running.
            "Fight!  Fight!" I cried as I ran back up that alley to the street.
            I kept moving for a good ten minutes, before finding a spot out of easy sight of the street and collected all of my stolen loot into two purses.  It was the most money I'd ever had in the game, and I prayed it was enough.  Spells and talismans were not cheap.
            The common mobs of the city helped me with directions and night quickly deepened.  I found Wizard's Wand Ally and a magic shop just before the owner closed up.  He was a tall, skinny guy with long black hair and bloodshot eyes.  His robes were purple and filthy, but he had a lot of talismans, potions, and spells for sell.
            I smiled up at him.  He frowned, before smiling insincerely.
            "Welcome, milady.  I am Master Wizard Yarus," he said.  I gave him a doubtful look.  He looked too young to be a master wizard.  "How may I serve you today?  Birth control potion?  My potions will keep you safe for a full month.  I also have potions to cure most venereal…"
            "I'm fine!" I interrupted.  Since I couldn't know how honest and law-abiding any of the shop owners were, I had to have a story.  A good one.  "My name is Carly, Master Wizard.  I need a spell or talisman that will allow me to come and go from my upper floor bedroom window, without a certain, um, man in the family finding out.  It's a pretty tall building, too."
            Was it my fault if he assumed I was a naughty girl trying to hook up with guys against my family's objections?  No.  He had a dirty mind if he thought that.  Not my problem.
            "How high?"
            "Six stories."
            "Well now, that's too high for a levitation spell," he said.  He picked up a five foot length of rope.  "This talisman will lift you straight up and down, with a maximum of fifty feet."
            "I need a little more than that," I said.
            He frowned, and I worried he didn't have what I needed.  It was probably too late to find another open magic shop, so I'd have to find another way inside Artimus' castle.  Then he brightened, and hurried over to a stack of paper.
            "This is kind of expensive, milady," the young wizard said.  "But Climb Like a Spider is a great spell."  He found the sheet of paper he was looking for.  "A-ha!"
            "Just so I understand, this spell will give me the ability to climb up walls like a spider?"
            "Yes, what it does it give you the strength and dexterity to climb as high as you want," he said.  "And your hands and feet will stick to the wall like a spider's feet."
            I thought about it a moment, and smiled.  "How much?"
            We spent the next few minutes haggling, arguing, pretending the other was trying to cheat us into poverty.  We finally settled upon a sum that took most of my ill-gotten money.  I was happy, since it left me enough for a meal and a good room in an inn.  I might even be able to buy a beer or two.
            He presented me with the spell, written in elaborate script on a small sheet of paper.  I read the spell.  Warm magic flowed through my body, from head to toes, in a hot rush the second I read the last word.  Yarus then snatched the spell back to be resold.  I only had to read the spell once, and it was mine for as long as I existed in that game.
            Moving to the wall, I placed a hand flat against the wall and felt it adhere.  Then I lifted a foot up and pressed it against the wall, and it stuck.  With just a little practice, I was able to move up and down, and all around, that wall.  I had my way into the castle.
            Vengeance would be mine.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 6
 
            "Oh baby, baby," I whispered.  "Oh baby, baby."
            I was on all fours.  In bed.  My chosen lover was behind me making magic with his big, fat magic wand.  The bed was creaking loudly, headboard banging on the wall.  Why did they always put beds with headboards so close to the wall?
            "You can be my midnight magic man anytime, baby."
            After buying my spider woman spell, I found a tavern to kill some time.  I wanted to hit the castle in the wee hours.  Artimus would be asleep, and his guards would all want to be in bed.  The perfect time to break into a castle.  Only I met the elven shaman Sionn and it was lust at first sight.  He had a room at a nearby inn, and the rest was history.
            It was the second time he'd awakened, and decided to knock one out.  I appreciated it, mostly because I didn't want to sleep the night away.  Still, I couldn't refuse him anything.  I blamed my avatar.  Anyway, it was incredible sex.
            "Yes!  Yes!" I cried.  "Just like that!  Just.  Like.  That!"
            My hot, sweaty skin was tingling, and my insides were a hot mess.  His big cock slid in and out, making me feel every long inch of him.  My vagina throbbed, squeezing his cock hard.  And then I felt the magic happen.  My body went into that surge to climax.  My breath caught, eyes wide, and then…
            "Aaaggh.  Ooooh," I cried.  Intense pleasure erupted deep inside, and then washed through my oversexed body.  I froze, basking in the glory as he quickly finished and shot his seed inside me.  "Oh baby."
            Sionn fell back on the bed, his wonderful cock coming out of me.  I sighed, both out of relief and sadness.  I felt empty.  But lots of remedies for that filled my too fertile imagination.
            "Figures," I muttered.  Sionn was already asleep.  While I was easy to awaken with a cock in the pocket, the elf shaman not so much.  "Probably for the best."
            Since there were no clocks in virtual reality, and my HUD lost its clock when Artimus cursed me, I had no way of knowing the time.  Looking out the window only revealed darkness.  No sound of singing drunks.  No fights or laughter in the street.  And no light in any window.
            Well, there was one light visible.  Artimus' big black castle was perfectly framed when I looked up the street.  At the very top there was a bright light.  That had to be the wizard in his laboratory, maybe conjuring up some hideous demon.
            As I scowled at the castle, above it appeared:  Castle of Doom.
            "Castle of Doom?  Like that's going to scare me off," I whispered.
            I studied it.  That was the largest castle I'd ever seen.  It wasn't so much high as massive.  There were some soaring towers off the main keep, and one of them had that very bright light.
            "I wonder if he made his castle a dungeon on purpose, or if it is a dungeon because he lives there?"
            The inn had four floors, and we were on the top floor.  Not a problem for a girl with spider magic.  After using the chamber pot, and cleaning up in the dark, I dressed and climbed into the window.
            Have to admit, it was a little creepy, scary for a moment.  If the spell failed, I'd die and go back to my respawn site in Ankor.  And it would definitely hurt quite a bit.  Even worse, I could fall, break every bone in my body, and not die.  Or die slowly since they didn't know how to treat an injury like that in medieval times.
            Leaning out the window, I placed my foot on the wall next to the window.  It stuck.  Then I tried a hand, and it stuck, too.  With a big smile, I was soon easing down the wall like a human spider.  The theme song for Spiderman played in my head the whole way down.
            Knowing where to find his castle, and getting there through the narrow, twisting streets were two very different things.  I ran into five dead ends before I ran into a squad of centaurs.
            "Halt!"
            I did the opposite and ran.  I might be an elfmaid, who could run like the wind, but no one outran centaurs.  On the positive side, I was a lot smaller and thinner, and squeezed between two houses.  The path was so narrow I had to shuffle sideways to the alley in back, and then I could hear the clop-clop of centaurs on both ends of that alleyway.  So I jumped over a low wall into a garden.
            "Where did she go?" a deep male voice asked.
            "She's not in the crawl space," another replied.  "There aren't any other crawl spaces around, so she must've broken into one of these houses."
            "Or she went down into the sewer," another said.
            Sewers?  They have sewers big enough to walk in? I thought.
            That was interesting.  The sewers would be connected to the castle because Artimus would want the finest conveniences of that medieval world.  I bet he had running hot and cold water, too.  It was his game, so he could have anything he wanted.  Cheater.
            It didn't matter if the sewers connected to the castle.  I didn't know where to access them, so I was still on the path to use spider magic.  I just had to shake the centaurs.  And that's where my spider spell came into play.
            I moved with extreme care and stealth, crossing the vegetable garden to the half-timbered house.  It was a three-story structure, with two story buildings to either side.  So I climbed up the back of the house, moving super slow so motion wouldn’t attract the centaurs' attention.  By the time I reached the top floor, and eased around the corner to the side, I could see down into the alley.  Four of the five centaurs were still down there, arguing and poking around in piles of trash.
            "I bet the missing centaur went to get help searching for me," I said.  "I better get the hell out of Dodge, and fast."
            The side of the house was a lot more treacherous.  The plaster they put between the beams of thick-hewn wood was crumbling in places.  I almost fell twice.  So I descended to the roof of the adjacent house, walked to the front, and then climbed down to the street.
            Hurrying down the street, I turned right and ran.  It was the right direction to find the castle, but the street dead-ended.  Who designed that damned city?  Or did they just randomly throw up buildings?
            When I turned around I found my way blocked by the missing centaur.  He was tall roan stallion, as big as a Clydesdale, with a long black beard and even longer hair.  I didn't see any armor, but he carried a pair of curved swords, both of which were in his hands.  He looked confident.
            "Hey, how cute.  My Little Pony was my favorite show growing up," I said.
            That comment made him pause.  As an NPC, he probably never heard of TV or movies, much less the greatest children's show ever.
            "I got a pony for your ass, bitch."
            "I'm a 'wench of easy virtue,'" I replied.  "Not a 'bitch,' you stupid bastard.  Get it right."
            Again, I made him pause.  This time I took advantage of his confusion and charged him.  He must've thought it amusing when the unarmed elfmaid attacked him.  He was a massive and powerful centaur stallion after all.  And then my sword and shield appeared out of nowhere, and he reared up to lash at me with his hooves.
            "Not so confident now, are you?" I sneered.
            He came after me, twin swords flashing in the moonlight.  I parried, jabbed, ducked, and dodged.  I didn't have a lot of experience with a shield, but it saved my life a few times in just the first minute.
            The centaur's fighting style was hard to counter.  He used his front and back hooves just as much as his swords.  How was I supposed to stand up against a two thousand pound monster that spun around and around, kicking, and slashing?  No wonder they were the most feared warriors in the Battle for Glory game.
            "Die!" he cried, charging me.
            I feigned left, whacked him in the knee with my shield, and darted right.  I tried to get past him, but he cut me off, so I ducked under him.  The centaur was waiting for me to emerge on the other side, so I jumped up onto his back.  Grabbing his long hair, I yanked his head back and pressed the edge of my sword to his throat.
            "I'm in control now," I said.  "Drop your swords and do as I say, and you'll live."
            His swords clattered loudly on the cobbled street.  "You won't get away with this, wench."
            Funny how he stopped calling me a 'bitch' while I had a blade to his throat.
            "Wanna bet?" I said.  "Run.  Turn toward the center of town at the next street, and away from your little friends."
            He grumbled, but started trotting up the street.  Actually, it was more like a fast limp.  I kept the sword to his throat, guiding him with voice commands.  It didn't take long to reach the castle.  I ordered him to stop as soon as I spotted it at the end of the street.
            "Stop here.  This is not where I wanted to go," I said, so he wouldn't know my intentions.  I looked around.  "But you're just about lame, so I'll let you go before they have to put you down.  But don't expect any more mercy if you come back after me."
            I slipped off his back and raced into a dark passage between two structures.  There was no way for him to follow, even if he wasn't lame.  I moved stealthily through the streets for a good fifteen minutes, and then turned back toward the castle.
            Kneeling in the night shadows, I scanned the plaza.  No one in sight.  No guard patrols.  Nothing.  The battlements, though, had lots of movement.  It was easy to spot their bleached out bones in the bright moonlight.  Liches.  Lots and lots of liches guarded his castle at night.  Those undead NPCs probably never got tired or bored.
            Sticking to the shadows, I circled the castle looking for the best place to scale the walls.  I finally found it.  There was a small section of wall in shadows, with few guards on the catwalks above.  So I snuck up close and began climbing.
            The curtain walls were only twenty-five feet high, but it was still quite a climb for my already weary limbs.  My arms especially felt the strain.  Apparently, Yarus' Climb Like a Spider spell didn't give me as much spider strength as he claimed.
            "Artimus, here I come," I whispered.  "With a vengeance."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 7
 
            I reached the wall's crenellations and paused to listen.  The clack and rattle of a lich on patrol came to me.  I only heard the one, so waited until it sounded just above me.  Moving up and pressing myself to one of the merlons, I peeked through the crenel to find him.  Then I got his attention.
            "Psst."
            The stupid lich poked his boney head through the crenel and looked down.  I grabbed his spine and yanked him out.  He fell to the cobbles below, and his bones scattered upon impact.  I waited a second, listening for anyone to cry out in alarm.
            Silence.
            Crawling into the crenel, I looked left and right.  The catwalk in that section of wall was empty.  Taller towers on each side had more liches atop them, but they weren't watching the wall.  Then I checked in the inside of the castle walls.  Even that early the bailey was alive with activity.  To my right was a troop of centaur warriors in formation, their commander inspecting them.  A pair of dwarves was hard at work in the farrier shop, while a ginormous black minotaur was shouting at a mixed company of goblins, kobolds, and pigmen to my far left.  So I eased onto the catwalk and hurried over to the stone stairs down into the inner bailey.
            I knelt there and looked the keep over a long moment.  The entrance into the keep was in sight.  There were some liches standing guard outside the open door.  More interesting was the outdoor kitchen, and the dozen beautiful young women, all scantily clad.  Slave girls?  I pulled up my HUD, so I could see how the game named them.
            Wench of easy virtue.
            Every single one of them, except the Harem girl, was a slutty wench like me.  They were collecting buckets of water, platters of food, and some where helping to cook and prepare the food.  Perfect.
            More wenches were moving about in the bailey and cleaning up.  I gasped when a pair of pigmen grabbed a hot little blonde, forced her to all fours, and then both took her at the same time.  No one gave them a second look.  That's when I noticed everyone was swatting the wenches' nearly naked butts, pinching, and fondling the girls as they passed by.
            "Pigs."
            My eyes returned to the pigmen with the blonde.  She was still on all fours, sucking one pigman while the other banged her from behind.  The backside pigboy came first, pulling out to come all over her sweet round butt.  Then his friend pulled out to come in her face.  And that all reminded me of the three pigmen on the road that slathered me the same way.
            "Uber pigs," I grumbled.  "So disrespectful."
            Still, seeing it left me panting and overheated.  My pussy tingled and ached.
            "If I survive this, I wonder if there is a way to cure me of this easy virtue curse?"
            Though, I wasn't sure I really wanted to be cured.  Sex was so awesome in virtual reality.  Then again, just because my avatar was cured from the curse of easy virtue didn't mean I couldn't fuck like a slut.  I just wanted more control over my libido.
            I shook those thoughts away.  "I definitely need to get rid of this curse.  I'm too easily distracted."
            For a second I flirted with the idea of using my sword and shield to fight my way across the bailey, into the keep, and up to Artimus.  And cut his head off.  Sounded like fun.  That is what I'd do in a regular game.  But virtual reality was different, and it was unlikely I'd make it halfway across the bailey.  There were too many bad guys down there.
            "Cunning or stealth?"
            I watched the blonde stand up, adjust her clothes, pick up her bundle, and head for the entrance.  She walked right past the liches on guard without a word, and they barely looked at her.  I smiled.
            "Bingo."
            There was an ogre at the well, drawing bucket after bucket of water.  Wenches came by to take the buckets into the keep.  That was just what I needed.  The cooks were flirting with the wenches, and molesting them, so I wanted to avoid the kitchen.  The ogre didn't speak to anyone.
            Moving stealthily down the stairs, I reached the ground and struck out with a confident stride.  Hopefully, no one would question me if I acted like I belonged there.  So I walked straight up to the well, grabbed two wooden buckets of water, and headed for the keep's entrance.
            "Damn, these things are heavy," I grumbled.
            No one gave me a second look.  I wended a path across the bailey to avoid any male characters.  If one of them came within reach of a woman they always did something.
            If I get out of here, I'm going to lodge a complaint with customer service, I decided.  Maybe I can get comp'ed some free game time?
            The entrance into the massive black-stone keep was on the next level up.  There was a wooden staircase going up to it.  Four liches, two per side, guarded the bottom of the stairs.  Each carried a rusty scimitar and battered round shield.  One of them had a rusty helmet.  They all looked at me with their creepy red-flame eyes.  I kept my cool, giving them a dismissive look, and passed between them.
            One of them slapped my butt with the flat of his scimitar.
            Thwack!
            "Hey!" I cried, spilling some of the water out of my buckets.  I put the buckets down so I could rub my stinging butt cheeks.  "That hurt, you bone yard rejects."
            They laughed.
            I took my buckets and continued up.  The entrance was large enough to allow a troll or ogre to pass, so I felt tiny next to it.  There were two halves, each thick wood the thickness of my forearms, banded with blackened steel bands.  There were lots of deep scars in that wood, so Artimus had been besieged before.  Seeing them made me feel better about my chances.
            The door opened into a vast chamber.  It was two stories high, with stone floors and murals of battle scenes on the walls.  Eight iron chandeliers hung from the ceiling on chains, with hundreds of candles burning on them.  Numerous doors led to other rooms and corridors, but only two men were in the chamber.
            Well, there was a pair of goblin warriors sipping on a jug.
            They were little green men, with pointed noses and chins, wearing hardened leather armor and tattered black trousers.  One goblin was armed with a spear, the other a short sword.  They leered at me.
            "Drinking on guard duty?  Shameful," I teased.
            Maybe I shouldn't have said anything.  The spear-wielding goblin grinned lecherously, and I saw his loose trousers become tented.  I'd never done a goblin before, so was taken aback.  My first thought was to get the hell out of there, but then I noticed just how far out his cock was pushing that thin fabric.
            I stopped and gawked, and that got the other goblin excited.  Both were on me before I knew it, their very rough, very bold hands exploring forbidden realms.  I wiggled and cried out in surprise and outrage, but then one of them tickled me.  My giggle sealed my fate.
            I dropped the buckets, while they kissed, groped, and sucked on my tits and ass.  That outfit was the easiest one in the entire world to remove, trust me, and it didn't take long for them to figure that out.
            "I'm supposed to be working," I gasped out, insides getting hotter and mushier by the second.
            One of them was rubbing circles around my slick, wet pussy.  The most incredible ripples spiraled into my belly, firing up my pussy even more.  Soon I was humping his magical hand, while his cohort in crime sucked enthusiastically on a tingling nipple.
            "I'm so fucked."
            "Yes you are, wench," the pussy rubber replied.  "Eat me."
            Why not? I thought.  I did the pigmen.
            He pushed down on my shoulders, and I eagerly dropped to my knees.  His friend dropped behind me, and took over the pussy rubbing job.  Pausing, reveling in the pleasure of it all, I sighed gustily.  What a world.  Then the first goblin poked his cock in my face.
            He was still wearing his trousers, so I unbuckled them.  His cock slapped me in the face when I pulled his pants down around his ankles.  I wrapped my left hand around his shaft, stoking him to rock hardness in nothing flat, while my right hand squeezed and fondled his hairy balls.
            "I love big, hairy balls," I whispered, pushing his cock straight up and burying my face in his nuts.  I motorboated his nutsack, before starting to lick, nibble, and suck.  That's when his friend grabbed my hips, and thrust deep into my throbbing, eager pussy.  "Ugggh.  Oh yeah."
            While he banged me slowly, savoring every stroke, I licked and kissed my way up his friend’s long, thick cock.  Who knew such short creatures could have such big dicks?  Not that I was complaining or anything.
            Working my way up his erection, I rolled my hot, wet tongue around his sensitive head a few times.  He cried out and clutched my head.  I giggled and swallowed him until he tapped the back of my throat.  And then I began bobbing my head, up and down the full length of him.  He tasted better than expected.  My hands continued to stroke his shaft and squeeze his balls.
            "This wench is tight," my doggie-style lover gasped out.
            "Her mouth is better," his friend replied.
            I sucked harder, working my tongue, and made that goblin rise up on his toes.  I felt his cock swell in my mouth, as his body tensed.  And then he cried out as hot, viscous cum flooded my mouth.
            "Mmmm," I moaned, swallowing every last drop.
            I was so happy he didn't come in my face.  Then his friend started thrusting into me harder, faster.  His hard hands tightened on my hips.  I wiggled my butt, squeezed my vagina around him, and closed my eyes to enjoy the glory of it all.  The first goblin dropped to his knees to attack my tits with hands and mouth.
            Together, they filled my overheated body up with sexy tingles.  As his thrusts came faster and faster, I felt my body changing.  Soon my insides were a white hot mess, and then the rush to climax hit me.
            "Yes!  Faster!  Faster!"
            He thrust all the way in and held it.  I felt a hot rush inside, a sense of accomplishment filled me, and then my body erupted with insane pleasure.  I bucked and writhed between them, while they took their pleasure of my body.  It was amazing.
            "Better get your sweet ass back to work, wench, before we report you," the first goblin said, pulling up his trousers and moving away.
            His friend smacked me on the butt.  Oh, it was a stinger!  They laughed when I cried out.  I didn't complain, though.  I liked it.
            "Maybe I'll see you on the way out," I purred, pulling my clothes back on.  "If you're lucky."
            I took my buckets and headed up the stairs.  At the top of the stairs, I passed into a long corridor.  Filled with liches.  One and all turned toward me and lifted their scimitars.  They didn't look like they'd be swayed by my feminine charms, either.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 8
 
            I quickly looked around, getting the lay of the land so to speak.  The stairs continued upward, while three corridors lay before me.   One corridor cut straight through the middle of that level, lined with doors.  There was an arrow-slit window at the other end.  Two more corridors ran off to my left and right, also lined with doors.
            Armed liches filled all three corridors.
            "Aw, fuck me," I cried.
            Fight or flight kicked in, and I started to turn away to run up the stairs.  Too late.  The liches attacked.  I was forced to fight, so used what I had.  I spun around, swinging my two heavy buckets of water.  Those skeletal liches shattered upon impact.  I broke bones, knocked heads and arms off, and sometimes totally scattered a lich's bones.
            I thought I might win through them, until more of the stupid ass-wipes came charging down the stairs.  Soon afterwards my wooden buckets shattered, so I summoned my sword and shield.
            "I'm going to feed your bones to dogs!" I cried, but that didn't faze them.
            In some ways my shield was a more effective weapon against them.  I slammed the edge of the shield into a lich's chest, and his whole body came apart.  I beheaded another, before spinning around and bringing the shield's edge down on the thigh of yet another.  One-legged liches can't do much but drag themselves around with their arms.
            "Stay away from me," I threatened, spinning into a fierce roundhouse.  That kick took out a lich when I kicked him in the chest.  I continued my spin and used the shield to shatter three more into pieces.  Two more liches tried to come up behind me.  "A-ha!  You can't sneak up on me."
            They swung their scimitars at my head, which I blocked with my shield.  Then I swung the sword low, snapping their legs above the knees.  As they collapsed, I checked my shield.  It was looking tattered.  A few more strikes were all it had.  So I willed it away, and then called it back up.
            "I love magic!"
            The shield came back in pristine condition.  I plowed into the liches, kicking left and right, while swinging my sword and shield.  Liches fell before me.  I felt like a Goddess of War.  Nothing could stop me.
            And then they stopped me.
            "Ugh," I grunted when a lich tackled me from my right flank.  "Cheater!"
            I landed atop my shield, left arm trapped under my body.  Another lich twisted the sword out of my hand, and then the stupid dick pulled off my bracer.  The shield vanished, which surprised me.  More liches piled on during my distraction, and all I could do was scream bloody murder, while kicking and writhing.
            My arms were twisted behind my back and bound.  They didn't just tie my wrists together.  The bastards tied my elbows together.  Talk about stressful.  I never felt so helpless in my life.  And then I was forced to my knees, while a pair of liches held me in place.
            "Well, well, well, aren't you a pretty picture?" Artimus said.
            The gathered liches parted before me, opening a path to the wizard.  He looked so damned smug and self-satisfied.  He was wearing the blackest robes I'd ever seen.  They seemed to suck the light out of the room.  I didn't see any weapons, though I was sure the elaborate wood and crystal staff in his left hand was pretty powerful.  And then one of the liches handed him my bracers.
            "Those are mine.  Give them back."
            "Hello, Carly," he said.  "I didn't take your threats of vengeance seriously, but here you are."  Artimus stepped up close, lifting my chin and making me look him in the eyes.  "Apparently your wrath isn't as scary as you implied."
            "Don't count me out yet, wizard."
            He ignored me.  Instead, he hooked a finger into my top and yanked it off.  My face burned brightly while he admired my naked tits.  He liked what he saw, too.  The bastard got a ginormous woody.  Worse, for me, my body started tingling and getting achy hot down there, too.  Hell, even my head started filling with images of us together.
            "I'm going to kill you twice, once just for this curse of easy virtue," I snarled.
            Anger helped to quell some of my more lustful thoughts and feelings.  He chuckled, shaking his head woefully.
            "Babe, there is no curse," he said.  "That's just what your avatar is called."  He leaned down, pushing his face so close to mine our lips brushed when he continued.  "If you're having trouble keeping your knees together, that is all on you.  Slut."
            So I head-butted him.
            "Bitch!" he screamed, blood streaming out of his nose.  The wizard spoke a short spell, and the blood vanished.  Totally killed my joy.  "Your last act of defiance was rather pathetic."
            "That wasn't my last act, wizard."
            "You are wrong, Carly."  It pointed at a lich.  "Kill her."
            I tensed up when the lich turned to me and lifted his scimitar high.  "I'll be back for vengeance!"
            "Stop."
            The lich backed away.  I watched Artimus warily.  He was staring off into space.  Suddenly, heat flushed through my body and a prompt popped up before my eyes.
            You have successfully designated a new respawn site.
            "What the hell?  I did not…"  My eyes turned to the smirking wizard.  "You!  What did you do?  Is this my new respawn site?"
            "Yes, I changed your respawn site from Ankor to another city.  From now on, you'll respawn in a dockside brothel, in a pirate haven, on the other side of the world."  He looked so pleased with himself.  "And I took away your ability to designate new respawn sites."
            "A brothel?  You bastard!"
            "Your easy virtue ways are going to come in handy, and quite profitable, because that brothel will not let you leave," he said.  "You're very beautiful, so I'm sure you'll be very popular."
            "I'm going to cut off your – Ooof," I cried, but was cut off by a kick to the head.  The blow left me dazed.
            "Take her to Crak," Artimus commanded.  The liches pulled me to my feet, though my legs were kind of rubbery.  The wizard stepped up close, grabbed my chin, and kissed me.  I was finally able to focus on his smirking face.  "Crak is my dungeon master and head torturer.  He's going to torture you to death.  When you respawn it'll be to a whole new career in, um, human relations."
            I spat in his face.  Artimus laughed.
            "I'll trade spit with you anytime, babe."  He tossed my top in my face.  "I'll keep the enchanted bracers, and you keep out of my sight.  If you somehow manage to find your way back here, I'll do far worse than have you tortured to death."
            I fought them all the way.  Kicking, screaming, and head-butting, I trashed three more liches before they wrestled me down into the dark dungeons.  Not my kind of dungeon, either.  The liches finally got me down to a small, torch lit torture chamber.  A lone man waited.  Crak wore a black hood and loincloth.  His arms were massive, and all exposed skin was covered in scars.
            "No, no, no!" I shouted, struggling with all my might as the liches dragged me to a wall, lifted me up and pressed my back to it.  Then my arms were freed, only to be stretched up and out and locked in steel cuffs.  And then they released me to hang by my wrists.  My feet didn't reach the floor.  "Agggh!"
            Laughing and joking, the liches left me alone with Crak.
            The head torturer looked me over with hungry eyes.  I noticed his gaze lingered on my exposed tits, before looking me up and down several times.  I'd never felt more exposed and vulnerable.
            "What are you looking at?" I snarled, acting all brave.
            He simply reached over and picked up a white hot branding iron.  My eyes widened, and my bladder emptied.  I didn't even care I'd just peed myself.  Thank god he chuckled and put the hot iron back in the fire.  But then he walked up to me and yanked the rest of my clothes off.
            Crak managed to make me feel even more exposed, helpless, and vulnerable.  Well done, bastard.  I kicked at his face, but he easily avoided my feet.
            "You're awful brave when I'm bound tight and helpless," I gasped out.  Hanging like that was a lot more distressful than I ever imagined.  "Release me and we'll fight mana-a-mano.  If you will, you can have me."
            "I already have you," Crak said.  His voice was deep and raspy.  Were his vocal cords scarred, too?  "My lord Artimus said I can do anything I want to you, as long as it takes a long time for you to die."
            Thank god my bladder was already empty.  Artimus was not playing nice.  He was taking cruel and unusual to a whole new level.
            "Any last words before I go medieval on your ass?" Crak asked.
            He was staring at my pussy when he spoke.  A dozen plans and ploys flittered through my head.  None of them would work.  I was sure of it, but I had to try something.  So I caught and held his eyes, bit my lip sexily, and spread my legs.
            "Could you at least give me one last orgasm before I go?"
            That surprised him.  His lust turned into wariness.  I wiggled my hips, and then thrust my hips.  He couldn't help watching my sex, and my jostling tits.  His cock began to rise, pushing his tattered looking loincloth outward.
            "Come on, baby," I begged.  "Give it to me.  Lord Artimus said you could.  You can do anything you want.  I'm helpless, and eager.  So eager.  I'm so horny I could explode."
            I know.  Bullshit, but he was a man.  So he believed me.  It got a lot hotter in there when he pressed up close, one hand slipping between my thighs.  Crak stroked my thigh, dragging his rough, callused hands across my smooth skin.  It actually felt better than I expected, and I felt a little something stir.
            "Eat me, baby.  Please eat me out," I begged.  Maybe I could snap his neck if I got my legs around his head, but that wouldn't save me.  "I'll suck you off if you eat me out."
            "You'll do what I tell you to do."
            "Of course!  You're the man," I replied, voice dropping an octave.  Was I really getting aroused?  My pussy was achy and tingly.  I rubbed my thighs together, and it was an involuntary action.  Crak watched, looking breathless.  His hand slid up, up, up.  "That's it, sweetie.  You know what to do."
            If I failed, at least I'd get another orgasm before he tortured me to death.  It wasn't much of a consolation, but what could I do?  So I forced my legs apart, letting him get a good look at my needy, wet pussy.
            "Oooh!" I cried when his thumb stroked my nether lips.
            Crak watched my face as he started rubbing circles around my slick folds, sending the most amazing sensations rippling through my stressed out body.  My back bowed, and my arms strained to lift me a few inches as the intensity increased until I couldn't handle it.  Bucking and writhing, I cried out inarticulately as he rubbed harder and faster.  Until…
            "Ooooooh, yes!"
            The most intense waves of pleasure exploded deep within.  I felt that climax all the way into my toes.  And halfway through my orgasm, Crak pulled off his hood and buried his face between my legs.
            "That's it!  Yes!"
            Thrusting my hips, I ground my pussy into his mouth.  The torturer licked, nibbled, and sucked on my nether lips, forcing my orgasm to stretch out.  I wrapped my legs around his head, squeezing him between my thighs.  He just intensified his efforts, making my body sing.
            "Yes.  Just like that," I cried.  "Oh baby, more, more, more."
            Crak began sucking my engorged clit in and out, really hard and fast.  That sent electric jolts through my system.  I jerked and cried out, eyes huge.  And then he thrust two thick fingers deep into my pussy, finger fucking me while he sucked on my nub.
            It was divine.
            "You're the best, Crak!"
            My body erupted with perfect pleasure again.  I screamed and bucked, and he held on tight and kept right on keeping on.  That cold blooded bastard was the best.
            "Oh baby.  Oh baby, please.  Please.  Please," I begged pitifully.  "Fuck me.  Pull me down and fuck me like a real man!  Trash my pussy.  You're the man to do it.  One last fuck before I die!  Please, baby, please."
            Crak was eating me out, while stroking his meat.  Whether it was my amazing body, or my pitiful begging, he broke down and released my wrists.  I was immediately thrown to the floor.  My legs spread wide, and he crawled up between them.  My hand slipped down to guide him into my sex, and Crak thrust into me.
            "Uggh!" I grunted.  "Oh, yes, that feels so damned good."
            The torturer claimed my lips in a deep, passionate kiss.  It lasted forever, and ended way too soon.  My hands were all over him, squeezing, stroking, dragging my nails across his sweaty skin.  His hands found my tits, squeezing them too hard, but just right.  His thrusts never relented as he kissed his way down my neck, across my shoulders, and finally down to smother my tits with kisses.
            I squeezed my vagina, clamping down so hard around him that Crak cried out, and redoubled his thrusting.  He was like a machine, suddenly focused on one thing.  The rush to climax welled up within, and he began to hump me more and more frantically.  
            "Yes!" I cried when a third orgasm erupted deep within.  He came at the same time, filling me up with his seed.  "Oh, baby, that was the best ever."
            He grinned at me, looking so satisfied.  I took his head in both hands, kissed him, and then held his eyes.
            "Bye-bye," I said.  "You're dead."
            I grabbed the back of his head and chin, and savagely twisted.  Crak's neck snapped loudly.  He looked so surprised, and died.  I just rolled him off me and stood up.
            "Men.  You are all so easy to manipulate."  I smiled down at him.  "You really were great, baby.  I kind of feel bad about killing you."
            After putting on my clothes, I looked at my bare wrists.  I wanted those bracers back almost as much as I wanted to kill Artimus.  After rummaging around a little, I found Crak's sword belt, with a short sword and belt knife.  Then I pulled my new sword and headed up.  Yeah, I was looking for a fight.
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 9
 
            I went up the narrow, stone stairs quickly.  The two goblins I'd banged earlier stood guard at the dungeon door, and they weren't feeling as amorous as before.
            "She escaped!" one of them cried.
            "She killed you," I countered, thrusting my new sword through his neck.
            The goblin warrior dropped like a rock.  His cohort in crime screamed in rage and attacked with his sword.  He pushed me back, step-by-step, across the chamber.  All I could do was parry his furious bladework.  For a goblin, he was a pretty good sword fighter.  Or maybe my wench of easy virtue was just that bad.  Either way, I barely held my own.
            "Dude, if you kill me and make me have to respawn, I'll come back just to chop you up into a million bite-sized pieces."
            Since it wasn't a game for NPCs, it was real life, I thought that comment would take him aback.  At least make him falter a half second.  Nope.  Goblin boy never let up.  Was he even listening to me?
            "Kobolds have bigger dicks than yours."
            "Kobolds have the biggest dicks in the world," he said.  "Everyone knows that."
            "They do?"
            Okay, I was the one who faltered and considered that info.  Those little half-dog, half-reptile critters had cocks bigger than orcs, ogres, and trolls?  Holy moly.  Of course, I'd only run into a few of them during my adventures in Battle for Glory.  Dammit.
            With my concentration broken, I was forced to retreat even faster.  That green bastard forced me up against the wall, and parried my sword to the side.  In a flash his sword tip was pressed to my throat.  His eyes flashed in triumph, and I knew he was about to end me.
            "Drop it," he snarled.
            I released my sword to clatter on the floor.
            "Well done, Gortrix," a sultry female voice purred.  "You captured the beautiful elfmaid."
            The speaker was a gorgeous drow woman.  She was gray-skinned, with deep purple eyes, and waist-length snow white hair.  She wore the skimpiest, sexiest outfit I'd ever seen.  It was little more than silver chains holding scraps of black silk strategically placed over her most private parts.  Her opera gloves and stiletto-heeled thigh boots covered ten times more skin than her actual clothes.
            Above her head was:  Drow sorceress.
            "I am Emeraude," she purred.  "Lord Artimus' favorite apprentice."
            I looked her over again as she approached.  She had a sassy strut, with a look on her face that made me think I was about to experience my first ever girl-on-girl action.  Yeah, she was into me.
            "I think I know why you’re his favorite," I sneered, trying to kill her libido.
            "Guilty as charged," she said, and giggled.  Then her eyes narrowed, and a chill slithered up my back.  Emeraude spoke a short spell, and a wicked looking curved knife appeared in her right hand.  "My Lord Artimus ordered you killed nice and slow.  Looks like Crak failed, so it's up to me to do the job."
            Gortrix was paying more attention to the drow sorceress, so I saw my chance.  I kicked up and around, sweeping his sword to the side.  My hands went for his weapon, and quickly twisted the sword out of his grasp.  Emeraude cried out, and attacked.  I barely got the sword around in time to parry her stab at my heart.
            I kicked her away, even as I spun around and cut Gortrix down as he tried to escape.  Emeraude's knife turned into a curved drow sword, and we charged into each other.  She tried to cast spells, but I attacked anytime she started speaking her spell.  The drow sorceress grew increasingly frustrated as I stopped spell-cast after spell-cast.
            "It must suck being an NPC sorceress," I said.
            She stopped and cocked her head.  "An N… What?"
            "You don't know you aren't real?" I asked, which really took her aback.  "Poor thing."
            I thrust my blade straight through her heart.  She had such a sad look that I felt bad about killing her.  My sword stayed inside her even after the drow was all the way dead.  I didn't trust magic users, since I had a mage heal his mortal wound when I pulled out my knife too soon.  I had to kill him twice.
            "She dropped something," I cried.  The average NPC didn't drop anything in Battle for Glory, but most of the magical beings and spellcasters did.  Emeraude dropped a silver ring with a flame-red stone.  I picked it up, and Ring of Fire appeared over it for a second.  "Sweet."
            I put the ring on my left middle finger, balled my hand into a fist, and pointed it at the stone wall.  A fireball shot out to explode against the wall.  I now had a magical weapon.
            "I bet even Artimus burns."
            I picked up my dropped sword, and checked both Gortrix and Emeraude for anything useful.  Both had purses of coins that I combined and kept.  Emeraude's magically summoned weapons vanished with her death, but the first goblin I killed had a spear.  I took the spear and headed up the stairs.
            "Time to mete out some wrath of a woman really pissed off," I grumbled as I hurried up the stairs to the next level up.  I found the liches milling about, waiting for some idyllic young adventurer like me to show up.  They didn't look the least bit worried when I appeared.  "Hi, boney boys.  Miss me?"
            "Get her!"
            I pointed my left fist at the lich commander, and send an eldritch fireball into his chest.  The lich exploded, all of his bones flying away and continuing to burn.  I swept my clenched fist around in a semi-circle, shouting, "BURN!"
            The Ring of Fire lived up to its name.  A torrent of super intense flames shot out and burned the liches into crispy critters.  I left nothing but bone ash behind, and a lot of super-heated scimitars and burning shields.
            "Bring it, Artimus," I cried.  "I'm ready to take on anything you can throw at me!"
            Continuing up the stairs, I found a closed door at the next level.  The stairs didn't continue, but I knew the keep was taller than that.  They never make it easy.  So I eased up and opened the door just enough to peek inside.
            "Okay, maybe I’m not ready to take on everything," I whispered.
            That floor was one large chamber.  Worse, it was a barracks for orc warriors.  There had to be hundreds of them.  They were all sound asleep, but not in neat rows of cots.  That would make too much sense.  The orcs, being the ultimate barbarians, all slept on the floor and closely packed together for warmth.
            That is taking this brotherhood thing way too far, I thought.  I paused to listen to their snores.  I swear every single one of them had to be snoring to make that much noise.  No wonder they didn't hear my fights on the floors below.  I can barely hear myself think.
            I spotted another door on the other side of the room.  It opened into a stairwell.  My problem was getting to that stairwell without awaking any of them.  I tried to find a path through them, but didn't find any that would end at the other door.
            Time for my spider magic.
            Sheathing the sword, I slipped into the chamber and closed the door.  Then I climbed halfway up to the ceiling, twenty feet above.  And then I started the long, boring task of crawling sideways halfway around the chamber.  Any sounds I made were easily drowned out by all that thunderous snoring.
            I was probably violating the Gamer Code of Honor by avoiding that fight, but really, what chance did I have against hundreds of orcs?  Maybe I'd come down and die fighting the orcs after I've killed Artimus.  I'd gain experience points, probably level up in sword fighting, and get a quick free trip back to my respawn site in Ankor.
            Winning all the way around.
            Then I remembered Artimus designated a new respawn site for me.
            Halfway around, icy coldness flowed through me and everything became dim for a second.  I barely stayed up on the wall.  When it passed, I looked all around, but couldn't see anyone or anything casting a spell on me.  I didn't feel any different.  I was too young for hot flashes, and that was a cold flash.
            When I couldn't see a threat, I continued onward.  It took a long time, leaving my arms and shoulders burning and weary.  I really could've used a healing potion, but what's a girl to do?  I soldiered on and closed the door.  And locked it.  Artimus wasn't going to get any help from those orcs.
            I went up the stairs.  The next level up was divided between a huge dining chamber and an armory.  There were no magical weapons, so I stuck with what I had.  After glancing out an arrow slit window, and seeing it was almost sunrise, I determined I was probably one or two floors from the top.
            "Artimus better be up here, or I'll be royally pissed."
            The top of the stairs ended in a closed door.  I took a deep breath, and opened the door enough to check out what awaited me.  The hinges screeched so loud I jumped and cursed a blue streak.  When I looked onto that floor, I spotted a dozen orc warriors, all glaring at me.
            "So much for the element of surprise."
 



 
 
 
 
Chapter 10
 
            "I don't suppose we can be friends?" I asked all sweet and innocent.
            The orcs' answer was to pull their swords and the nearest warrior attacked.  He charged my position with a wild battle cry.  I didn't hesitate.  I slammed the door shut and looked for a way to lock it.  Unfortunately, all of the castle's doors locked on the other side.  They were designed to stop invaders.
            Pressing myself against the wall, right next to the door, I waited and wrapped my hand around the hilt of my sword.  The orc opened the door and rushed through, stopping to look around for me.  I pulled my sword in a great arch, pulling his eyes over to me at the zzziiipp sound.  Too late for him, because my keen-edged blade chopped down into the crook between his neck and shoulder, slicing down to his heart.
            I kicked him off my sword as copious amounts of blood spurted out.  And then immediately slammed the door shut again.  Another orc came through seconds later.  I thrust my sword through his heart before he spotted me.
            "Two down," I shouted.  "Ten to go."
            Instead of closing the door, I passed through and dropped into a fighting stance.
            "The only thing worse than your butt-ugly faces is the stench of your unwashed asses," I taunted.
            Two more broke off and charged across the short distance.  That's when I noticed they were guarding a door.  A bright and fancy coat of arms was painted on that door.  It took a second, but I recognized it as Artimus' personal coat of arms.  He liked to paint it on anything he claimed.  It was also in the center of his black flag.
            I used my Crawl Like a Spider spell to scamper up the wall, and then across the ceiling.  The two orcs followed far below, calling for me to come down and fight like a man.
            "I can't.  I am a woman," I shouted.  "Are you blind or something?"
            I lured the pair away from the main body of door guards, and suddenly dropped down atop them.  I landed between the two, dropping low to cut left and right with my sword.  I took one orc's leg off below the knee, before ducking and rolling past the other.  I rolled to my feet, and moved in under his guard.
            "Here I am," I snarled, before thrusting my sword up under his chin, the silvery blade exploding out the top of his head.  "Ouch.  I bet that hurt."
            Of the remaining eight, four of the orc warriors broke off and came toward me.  Those four had learned the lessons of their predecessors.  They weren't taking me lightly.
            "About time someone showed me a little respect."
            When they reached me, I balled my left hand into a fist, and pointed at the middle of them.  As expected, they split to avoid my arcane attack.  They weren't my targets.  I sent a dozen quick fireballs into the other group of orcs.  I hit every one of them and then hit them again.  Hell, I even hit the door and left it burning.
            "Ha!  Idiots," I shouted.  I attacked with my sword, only to duck under an attempt to decapitate.  I hit him in the side with a fireball.  "You can't escape my wrath!"
            The remaining three came after me.  I turned and ran for all I was worth, running past the staircase and then past Artimus' door.  They proved to be a lot faster, so I ran up the wall about ten feet, and launched myself backwards.  I flipped over them and landed in a perfect three-point stance.
            Pain lanced up into my feet, legs.  Note to self: don't do that again.
            I sent a fireball into the chest of another orc, reducing their numbers to two.  That pair looked at me, and then at each other.  I hoped they'd run away, but when they turned back to me they looked even more determined.
            Dammit.  I was tired.
            They attacked when I tried to check my HUD.  I barely escaped death, and only by throwing myself backwards onto the floor.  Rolling to the right, I avoided a death stroke that clanged against the floor.  The other orc tried to stomp on me, but I regained my feet and took off running.  They were fast on my heels.
            I slanted a worried look over my shoulders as I ran.  They were way too close, and gaining.  And then I tripped over one of the dead orcs.
            "Uggh!" I grunted when I hit the floor face first.  My sword went clattering away.  One of the orcs leapt atop me, smashing me even harder against the floor.  "Ooff!"
            "Bind her arms," the other orc said.  "We'll take her downstairs for her final punishments!"
            "What the hell is going on out here?" Artimus demanded from his door.  He looked at the fire consuming said door, waved his hands, and the door was restored to its original condition.  Then his eyes landed on me.  "You?"
            "I told you I'd kill you," I replied, wagging my brows.  "I'm looking at a dead wizard walking."
            He looked at the two orcs holding me, then at all of the dead bodies.  The wizard shook his head, but looked impressed.
            "Your wrath is mighty, Carly," he said.  "But my power is greater.  You're about to die again, but this time a lot slower and more painfully.  When you respawn, I want you to seriously consider whether or not it was worth a slim chance of actually killing me."
            He looked a little too smug and self-confident.  So I wagged my brows, and grinned.
            "I killed Emeraude," I said, loving the look of shock on his face.
            "No.  Impossible," he said.  My grin widened as I nodded.  "Bitch, she was a mob, so won't respawn."
            "Oops.  My bad," I sneered.  "So not sorry."
            "You will be."
            I struggled, but not to break free, I just needed to point my left fist at the wizard.  And as soon as it was, I unleashed hellfire.  A fireball hit Artimus center of mass, though a little lower than I wanted.  He cried out, falling back.   The two orcs were stunned, and I was able to break free.
            "Feel my wrath, wizard!" I shouted, shooting another fireball into him.
            I had to duck under a sword, roll away, and come up running.  Both orcs chased me, but I managed to snatch up my sword without slowing much.  And then I stopped and turned.
            "Burn!" I cried, sending a fireball into one of them.
            As he fell away, I attacked the last orc.  We traded sword strokes a moment, before I hit him with a fireball.  Artimus was shouting spells, trying to stop arcane fires that didn't want to be extinguished.  I could see the flames were dying, though, so I raced up behind him.  Placing the edge of my sword across his neck, I pressed my lips to his ears.
            "Feel.  My.  Wrath."
            And I sliced his throat to the bone, and before he toppled over, I spun around and took his head complete off.  It rolled across the corridor, leaving a trail of blood.
            I smiled.  Victory felt good.
            I looked at his corpse to see what magical treasure he dropped.  The body was already fading away, as only players did.  He left a nice pile of items, but I heard a male voice cry out inside the room being guarded.
            Looking through the door, I saw it was a bed chamber.  Artimus sat up in the bed.  He looked shocked, and then turned baleful eyes on me.
            "Your respawn site is your own bed?"
            "Convenient," he said, rolling off to the floor.  "For me, but not so much for you."
            His body and clothes were completely restored upon death and respawning.  I scowled at him.  Every time I killed him, Artimus would just respawn and attack me again.  Would burning up his bed, his actual respawn spot, end that evil cycle of life and death?
            A sword appeared in Artimus' hand as he raced towards me.  I dropped into a defensive stance, but was still pushed back by his brutal assault.  He forced me slowly away, before I ducked under a cross-stroke, and sliced open his ribs.
            "Son of a bitch," he cried.  A short spell healed him.  "Don't you wish you were a wizard like me?  I took that away from you, Carly.  I made you a cheap slut."
            "I'm not that cheap," I said, and thrust into his thigh.
            "Aaaiiieee!" Artimus cried, and fell to one knee.
            I shifted behind him, and immediately took off his head.  And again he cried out as he sat up in his bed.
            I ran into his room.  "I'm going to burn you and your filthy bed to cinders!"
            "No!" he said. He threw at hand out at me, and shouted, "Bitch tamer!"
            A glowing pink ball of flames hit me in the lower belly.  It didn't burn me.  But I bent over double and screamed as the grandmother of all orgasms blasted my body and soul.
            "Aaaggggh!"
            I dropped to my knees, body being ravaged by that monster climax.  I trembled and groaned as I released my weapons and pressed my hands to my quivering belly.  Pink flames danced all over my body and limbs, as that orgasm continued to scramble my brains and insides.  It was the most powerful, yet amazingly wonderful sensation in the history of womankind.
            "Bitch tamer!" he cried, and hit me with another.
            "Ooooooh," I cried, head whipping back and forth.  "Yes!  Yes!  YES!"
            I rolled and writhed on the floor, kicking and bucking as wave after glorious wave washed through my oversexed body.  One hand clutched my throbbing sex, while the other ripped off my top to pinch and roll my sensitive, erect nipples.
            Artimus stood over me watching, grinning.  I don't know how long that super-charged orgasm lasted, but by the time it started to fade away, I was face down on the floor at the wizard's feet, arms and legs thrown wide and limp, and butt sticking straight up in the air.
            Embarrassing, I know.  Still, after that pair of Big Os, I didn't give a shit.  I just basked in the glory of it all.  After a few more minutes, I recovered enough to croak out a few words.
            "Please," I whispered.  "Do it again.  Please, I'll do anything you ask, just do it again."
            "Amazing," he said, squatting beside me and starting to rub circles around my slick sex.  "Your virtue is a lot easier than I thought."
            "Please, just one more before you kill me."
            "First, I get mine.  Then I'll give it you," he said, slipping a finger deep into my pussy.  "Deal?"
            "Deal.  Anything you want."
            Artimus dragged me to my wobbly feet by my hair.  It hurt really good.  I smiled up at him, bit my lip, and then offered my lips.  He leaned down and kissed me like a boss.  I swear, I felt that kiss in my bones.  Maybe it was the aftershock of two bone-deep orgasms, but he had me for real.  I pulled my skirts off, took him by the hand, and led the wizard to his bed.
            "I'm yours, baby.  Anything you want," I purred.  "Just do me right afterwards."
            The wizard's dark robes vanished with the wave of a hand.  He wasn't as skinny as the robes made him look.  Artimus had broad shoulders, a narrow waist, and six-pack abs.  And he had a really big cock.
            "If I'm not big enough for you, I have a spell to make it a lot bigger."
            "I think I love you," I whispered breathless, while wrapping both hands around his thickness.  Two hands, and still more cock.  "This is going to hurt so good."
            I rolled my tongue around the tip a few times, before sucking that bulbous head into my mouth and sucking like crazy.  I gave him the most intense head I could, making the wizard cry out and gasp over and over.  I then licked him from head to base, sucked on his balls a while, and then went down on him like there was no tomorrow.
            He stood beside the bed, with me kneeling on it.  That gave Artimus the perfect angle to shove it down my throat.  And shove he did.  I grunted and groaned, but thank the holy programmers for taking away my gag reflex.
            "Ugh!" he cried, shooting his thick seed down my throat.  "Wow, you're even better than Emeraude, and that's saying a lot."
            "She probably still had a little virtue," I replied with a sultry look.
            "No.  Emeraude was a drow.  Evil.  I don't think she ever had any virtue whatsoever."
            "Cool.  I don't feel so bad about killing her now."
            Artimus muttered a spell, and a circle of light swept down his body, from head to toes.  He sighed and grinned at me.
            "That restored me to one hundred percent," he said.  "Sexually speaking.  I'm ready to go again."
            I was pushed back to the middle of the bed, and Artimus started kissing and nibbling his way up my leg.  For a second I got all tingly, thinking he was going to give me some oral, but he worked his way past without stopping.  Dammit.  Maybe next time.
            "I don't know if you realize it, but a little earlier both you and I were disconnected."
            "What does that mean?"
            "Our bodies were disconnected from the game.  The fact we are both still here, playing the game, means we are trapped inside forever."
            I remembered the cold flash down in the orc barracks.  My blood ran cold.  I'd failed.  I'd never return to the real world.
            "So my body is dead?"
            "Probably not," he said, shrugging before he lowered his face into my cleavage and motorboated my tits.  "I think we were split in two, and are alive out there and in here."
            Mind blown.  Could that really happen?  And was I still me if so, or was I someone completely new?  And which one was the real me?
            "Could I run into myself in the game?"
            "Yes," he said.  "Watch out, though, you can be a real bitch."
            "Aaaaiiieee!  You bastard.  If I'm a bitch, it's because you made me one."
            "I know.  I'm good," he said, and smothered my tits with kisses.  It didn't take long before I was gasping and writhing, clutching him desperately.  That evil bastard was good.  I wondered if it was another kind of magic.
            I reached down, grabbed his erection, and guided him into me.  Artimus slowly pushed into me, stretching my little hole out to the max, and beyond.
            "Oooooh.  Yes."
            He started slow, pumping in and out as he forced his way deeper and deeper.  My back bowed, head rocking back and forth, as I felt my insides turn into hot jelly.  Soon I started thrusting my hips to meet him halfway, desperate to get him deeper, deeper.  My legs wrapped around him when he began thrusting faster and faster, pushing me closer and closer.
            My vagina started squeezing him over and over, and I felt out of control.  A deep, desperate need to please and receive consumed me.  I wanted him to come inside.  I needed it so badly.  Inarticulate sounds began bubbling out of my lips, as I felt myself slipping away into orgasmic glory.
            And then that wonderful rush to orgasm started.  "Faster!  Faster!"
            Artimus slammed into my body, over and over and over.  He pushed me right to the brink, and then I fell over.  Glorious orgasmic waves burst out, flooding my body and senses.  I bucked and scratched, begging for more.  It all ended in a mad rush when he finally came and collapsed atop me.
            We huffed and puffed, so hot and sweaty.  Tingling all over and inside.  It was never that good in real life.  And he still hadn't given me that promised spell-induced orgasm yet.  Yeah, I was feeling good.
            "Carly, how would you like to be my new apprentice?" Artimus asked.  "Despite your avatar, I can still teach you to be a powerful sorceress."
            That was unexpected.  I knew all of my rage towards him was extinguished.  Though, I thought he'd still kill me in the end.  Or worse.  But, when I really thought about it, I always did wanted to be a warrior-mage.
            I smiled up at him.  "Your favorite apprentice?"
            He kissed me.  "Of course.  What else could such a gorgeous woman be?"
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