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CHAPTER 1

I’m Zephyros and I’m pretty much fucked! I ruined my entire virtual life when I tried to hack the mainframe server of Elysium, the virtual game world where I have lived since birth. Now, Rhadamanthus the overseer of Elysium is banishing me to the real world, a place I’ve only heard of in stories and myths.
“I appeal the verdict,” I demand, my base avatar standing in the place of the accused, stripped of all that I have built into it over my lifetime but for the clothes on my back.
According to what I thought were the rules, I as a Level 21 player, have this right, or I thought I had.
“Appeal denied,” my judge, jury and executioner booms across the vast empty grey judgment hall.
Judgments like this are supposed to allow attendance, but that too has been denied. It seems I am more right than I imagined about what is wrong with Elysium. But none of that matters anymore.
“Your sentence will commence immediately,” the great robed figure with a red glow for a face, stamps the floor with his staff of justice. Just like that, everything is taken away from me in an instant; my family, my friends, my rivals, my girlfriend…
I am suddenly elsewhere and am forced to cry out.
Punishment for my crime is starting out pretty harsh. I’ve only been just convicted and the Justice of Elysium has transferred me along with what appears to be many other offenders – both men and women – to the Mourning Fields. This is a place for those who committed great crimes or wasted their lives in Elysium. I, as well as the others I see around me have been further stripped, our avatars now naked, but for a timer fused to each of our wrists, ticking down.
Around me screams echo, choking is forced out, cries of pain shriek, and I join in, and for good reason.
It’s burning hot here, agonizing, in a way I’ve never felt before in my virtual life. The heat radiates down on us like the full breath of hell unleashed. Around me is a scorched, yellow desert, so hot the air shimmers in the harsh rays of as sun so intense even gazing up at all is blinding. The oven-hot air burns our lungs, while the penetrating heat roasts our avatar’s naked flesh to the point where I can hear mine sizzling already.  The agony is intense, much worse than I’ve ever experienced before, and is definitely at no level allowed in Elysium. Command as I might, it cannot be turned off.
“There, water, please!” come the cries of my fellow offenders, fellow victims.
We now see before us a shallow river only a short crawl away. My fellow sufferers and I immediately scrabble there for the comfort it must be able to provide for our damned avatars. I hold back. I’m punished severely for my reticence, while the others slurp desperately at the water and splash it over their smoking bodies. The burning sensation in my throat grows ever worse as I stare down at the cool water flowing right beneath my eyes as I crouch on all fours over it, hearing the cries and sighs of relief all around me as everyone else partakes of it. My back now feels like it is on fire.
No! Fuck them, fuck Elysium Oversight; I won’t drink a single drop of that water or dive in, no matter how much I know I will savor it, no matter if I am roasted alive. Let thick saliva build up inside my mouth, let my flesh shrivel. I will not take any false comfort or false compassion my torturers are teasing us with.
My pain amplifies the countdown that now fills my swimming consciousness. The timer on my wrist ticks like it’s a bomb about to go off, louder and louder. Once it stops, I’ve been told I will be banished to a world called Earth and I can’t do anything to stop it or slow it down, or even speed it up to stop the agony I am experiencing. It is indestructible and fused to my Avatar’s wrist. Like the others now in the waters, I just have to wait here till our new avatars called ‘bodies’, are created. Once they’re ready, we’ll be sent from orbit and brought down to Earth, our new home. That’s all we have been told. I won’t lie. Dread owns me right now as much as pain. The clock stops ticking, ending my agony, but heightening my terror of what more is waiting. My time has come…
I lose consciousness and everything goes black.
I don’t how much time is passing now, I can no longer sense anything, but that does mean none of the pain from being burned alive, so it’s not all bad. A chill starts to seep through into my consciousness and then a raft of unfamiliar sensations. I open my eyes to find myself laying on a cool unyielding surface, but feel as though I’m now in emergency state. Something thumps fast and hard inside my chest and there’s a strange sensation in my head, hard to describe, an uncomfortable heaviness, like there are rocks in there. I think I’ve heard about this somewhere, maybe in a historical game. Yes, actual bodies, I’ve heard, feel different kinds of sensations and pain than we do in Elysium, suffer much more greatly, and that they feel other things much more deeply. What is in my chest must be my beating heart. The rocks in my skull must be a sensation that’s called a headache. I’m not completely sure as it’s the first time I’ve ever felt such a sensation. All around I start to hear moans.
There is some light, although it does seem to flicker. I start to pull myself up to a sitting position, focus on my environment. It’s a medieval-style chamber of some sort, stone-clad walls, dimly lit by candle set along the walls. I realize where the moans are coming from. Several others are waking up around me as well, and like me, they are all dressed in short white tunics. Compared to the avatars we once wore in Elysium, even our base forms these ‘bodies’ we have are rather uniform in size and shape and even color, some a little bigger, some a little smaller, all pale to light brown in skin tone, hair ranging from white to black, with brown, red and blonde dominant. This is not even close to vast ranges of size and design that avatars are capable of.
Boring.
On the brighter side, there are a few women here among the men who I easily identify as hot. But I have no idea where we all have ended up now, in what I can tell are bodies as uncomfortable to everyone else as mine seems to me.
I work on getting to my feet and do so unsteadily. The whole place gives off a vibe of visceral age, and the air smells dank and musty. It doesn’t belong in the virtual world which I am familiar with; the world I knew. The rough floor scrapes my skin when I pull myself up to my feet. There’s no vibrancy to anything, not even to my fellows. I meet the gaze of one of the women standing near me, but it’s blank, confused, like there’s hardly anyone in there.
Is this it? Is this real world we’re destined to live in for our entire lives from now on?
First impression? This place sucks. And the people too, it seems.
“Where am I?” the pretty and busty girl with long black hair standing beside me asks suddenly, holding herself now and shivering as she goes back to looking over herself and the chamber.
Others are more aggressively vocal, afraid, worried.
“What is this place? I can’t remember how I got here. What’s happening? The only thing I know is my name!” A man across the chamber shouts, his voice echoing off the walls.
“I don’t remember anything. The last thing I remember is drinking water from a river,” a woman further in the crowd says.
What? They don’t remember? Am I the only one who remembers, then, either Elysium, conviction, sentencing?
“I remember drinking water from a river as well,” agrees another.
More and more people wake up and get to their feet. I realize there are a lot of us, maybe fifty or so. All of them are in the same state of amnesia and the only thing they remember is drinking water from the river, which I realize now must have been the River Lethe. That means all these people are the other offenders, convicted criminals whose avatars were with me in the Mourning Fields. And their memories have been wiped clean by it. It becomes clearer that I might be the only one who remembers my past life, criminal conviction, Elysium, who I am, who I was. I realize I should hold my tongue about any of that until I know more. We aren’t supposed to remember who we are, where we came from, that I now understand. 
And I am again filled with dread as to the reason why.




CHAPTER 2

My dread is short-lived though. Instead of daydreaming and reminiscing the recent past, some of the amnesiacs found a way out.
“There’s a corridor over here,” a young, muscular, silver-haired guy shouts.
I look in that direction and clear enough is a gap in the wall I hadn’t noticed before, but then again, the room isn’t exactly well lit.
“Should we follow it?” Wonders a young redheaded woman.
She is a knockout, even considering most of the female bodies here are young and attractive. Well, everyone seems to have young, if not very differentiated basic bodies. I find myself aroused, although not that excited. The redhead might change my mind though.
“What if we shouldn’t move? It… it could be dangerous!” Another guy whines, shrugging in frustration, trepidation. “I don’t wanna die! I don’t know who I even am!”
“Who said you’re gonna die idiot?” the silver-haired guy scolds him. He’s a real take-charge kind of guy. “This is the only exit and it has candles everywhere. I’m going, if you want, follow me or stay here to whimper all you like. If we were supposed to die, we’d be dead already.”
“I’m coming!” The redhead declares decisively.
I decide I like her a lot, and the flame-like shade of her hair stands out among the drabness here.
As the silver-haired guy marches out of the room, and the rest of the herd decides to follow him, some reluctant though, and since the corridor is relatively narrow, I have to wait my turn. So, partially, my effort to follow is slow, but it’s not just due to any desire to stay in this hole or the bottleneck of stumbling amnesiacs. I’m finding my steps to be kind of sloppy as it seems it’s taking me a bit longer to grasp the full potential of my body than many of my fellows, which could be because my mind is still behaving as if it’s an avatar I guess and it really isn't. The brunette near me isn’t fairing any better. I try to cheer her up.
“You’re not the only one trying to figure out how this works,” I try. “What’s your name?”
“India, I think,” she offers uncertainly, but eyes me a little suspiciously in response. “Where do you think we are?”
“Somewhere we don’t deserve to be,” I tell her.
She doesn’t respond well to that; puts a pout on her face, then turns to join the herd. I shrug and follow.
The corridor is uniform, its walls and floor rough stone like the chamber even the candles are placed at the same distance every step of the way we all shuffle. The hard floor remains cold under my bare feet. Every block of stone and flickering light is so similar it's as if we are passing through a loop, the same length of corridor again and again. So, it is a bit surreal, and perhaps one definition of hell. I’m certain from the murmuring and grumbling it’s the same notion all of us have. It’s good that I’m not alone in that thinking.
“I see light ahead,” our silver-haired leader shouts. “I think it’s daylight!”
Several breaths of relief exclaim in unison around me and everyone decides to pick up their pace, so there’s plenty of jostling and bumping as those behind me push to get to the promised light. I try and hold my own and in time, that promised light does appear ahead.
“Yes, thank you, wonderful, freedom!” Are some of the comments from those surrounding me.
“Where are we now?” Says another
Despite the comfortable and easy to grow accustomed to grey-white light greeting me, as I leave the corridor, a sinister feeling sends shivers up my spine. Soon enough we’re all outside now, or at least in some outside building, maybe an amphitheater of some kind, open to the cloudy sky overhead and with its broken columns reaching up into the grey light.
We’re all now milling about on the floor of the theater, which stands in some kind of vast and ancient city. Buildings and towers of stone, raised walkways or aqueducts stretch into the distance, fading from view. It’s a primitive city, something reminiscent of the likes I used to kick about in when playing games that pit me or the teams I was a member of, battling against mythic monsters, evil gods and the like. The setting makes me feel a little more comfortable, although not for long.
From my count, fifty-seven souls have also made this journey into an unknown world. I gaze around as well as up, and I spot something else, a new figure standing up at the top of the theatre before a darkened archway. He’s tall, stands still like a statue inside his gleaming armor, with a great sword scabbarded on his wide shoulders. At first impression, the figure reminds me of one of the Justicars back in Elysium. He looks like an avatar, given how ornate his red and gold armor is and how he has to be a head taller than the tallest we have among us.
When the figure turns around, revealing a grey-bearded face, wizened appearance and piercing grey eyes, I decide maybe he’s not an avatar after all. Maybe he’s only human as the rest of us are now.
“Welcome emissaries!” He booms at us in a harsh reverberating voice that again gives me flashbacks to my sentencing. “I am Amyndas, your trainer.” A girl off to my left attempts to ask a question, but he just carries on ignoring her and she gives up. “I know you have a lot of questions; fear not, I will answer them in time. What you need to know first, is that Hades, our lord and ruler who lives up in the sky has sent you on a holy crusade to free humanity from the monstrosities that plague it. You, just like me are the elite and chosen few who have been sent from the sky on a mission to cleanse this world of all evil!”
“Enough of this,” the silver-haired guy barks at Amyndas. He’s got some serious balls. I wonder if he also remembers things as I do. “I have my own questions and I want them answered, now!”
“You will address me as sir and you will only speak when I say so!” Amyndas demands in a steady and menacing tone. As he does so, he takes his great sword from his shoulder and places it in front of him with the point of the blade touching the stone floor and even penetrating it an inch or two.
It certainly looks large enough to easily chop several of us in two with one swipe, and Amyndas wields with ease as though it maybe weighs about as much as a twig.
Suddenly, something pops up in front of my line of vision that says: Hades Neural Control Unit Online. Numbers and letters appear above the heads of every person around me. Unexpected, all things considered. So... even though we used to probably be a lot more experienced, I observe that all of us have ‘Threat Level 1’ notification above our heads in these bodies we’ve been exiled into. Except for silver-haired guy and Amyndas. Their levels are 2 and 56 respectively. Wow. Does this mean that Amyndas is fifty-six times more dangerous or stronger than most of us? It would be that way in Elysium, and if so, anyone getting on his bad side will be screwed or skewered! Experience tells me I should be careful with this guy.
Anyway, it looks as though we’ve carried some aspect of Elysium with us, even in these human bodies and from looking around, everyone seems to be seeing the data popup I’m seeing the way they are looking.
And, what? Why does Silver-Haired guy get to be Level 2? That’s suspicious. His body certainly doesn’t look any more young, athletic and tough than any of the rest. What’s his deal?
My attention is taken away when our Trainer speaks again. It’s like that voice is designed to capture our attention, or we are designed to be captured by it.
“Now, pay attention to what I say, emissaries!” Amyndas orders, impatience in his tone as he spreads out an armored arm to draw attention to the vast ancient city stretching out into the grey. “This is Komana, a megacity in the realm of Anatolia. The city is divided between two factions. The Demon faction rules the west, while we, the Emissaries of Hades, rule the East. We have been sent on a holy mission by Lord Hades to free all of Komana from the evildoers that plague these lands. Young emissaries! Know that before us stands an ordeal of the most grievous kind. One that will last for many, many years of struggle and suffering yet glory. Each and every one of you is asking yourselves now – why am I here? I can tell you this. You are here to wage war with all your might, all that you will be taught, and all the strength of purpose that our Lord Hades will give you against the monstrous tyranny of the demons. That’s why you’re here, why we are here, that is why I will train you to deal slaughter unto our enemies and fight with all your heart’s blood to win!”




CHAPTER 3

Pain. If there’s one word to describe this world is pain. Every damn thing on this body I’ve been forced into hurts after the harsh training Amyndas and his trainers subject us to. I move as if my limbs don’t really belong to me. It’s as if I’m negotiating with my body, rather than ordering it. How I’m I supposed to survive here?
And that’s just day one.
All right, let me dial things back a bit to the amphitheater and Amyndas’ introduction.
Finished with his pontificating, Amyndas leads us through the archways behind him, across the dusty street to our training barracks of red and orange sandstone, a decent hike into the great city of Komana. We all get a better look at the city up close here, and it seems to be as much crumbling as intact, age crumbling the ornate stonework of all around us, weeds and bushes further insinuating the sense of age and abandonment Earth has suffered in our absence. The place smells of dust and disintegration.
We are marched between the buildings onto the tan-shaded sandy ‘training grounds’ that lay in a wide plaza between the low reddish structures.  The buildings are where we are to live in during and perhaps after we are taught to be the warriors Amyndas expects to be. He soon brings out his trainers to teach us all how again to fight as we once could, although this time more as bots than what all of us must have been in our virtual world.
There, we are separated into groups by the trainers, women on one side, men on the other, and further into squads numbering five to ten and then provided our weapons and armor according to what class it is decided we are.
“You are a swordsman,” my group's trainer, calling himself Sergeant Obol tells me.
Others are told they are scouts, spearmen, shield-bearers and the likes. At first, I like the idea of having a weapon and armor and feel less naked than I have since my sentencing. But that is before the hours and hours of drills and battle training we are subject to even if my skill level at attack and defense appear to be the highest in my group. By the end of the first day, I can barely drag myself off the sands to the mess hall to shakily eat the meat and bread we are given and slake my thirst with several tin cans of water.
Now I get it! We haven’t just been exiled from Elysium, they’ve also erased not only my fellow's memories, but all of our previous earned experience as well. This happened not just when they drank water from the river of Lethe, but likely when our consciousness’s were put in these soon to be tortured bodies.
What a perfectly perverse plan indeed, to forge an army out of brainless, white canvases, full of hate, brainwashed as the elite few, who will live the rest of our lives as mindless minions at the services of the one who exiled us in this godforsaken place. A fitting punishment for our crimes, I guess, for choosing to question Lord Hades will. Hades is even more a cruel despot than I had imagined, and which I had grown to believe. And it appears that thought crime and how I acted on it is what has landed me here.
There has to be a better way than this, though, than just going through the motions on the sand-covered training field. So as I sit with the others I look around at who I might be able to make use of. If I am going to find some way of getting ahead of the curve, earn my to the top here, even figure a way back to Elysium, I can’t be one of the mindless horde who do what they are told and slop down the gruel they are given. I needed to carve my own team out of this motley collection of lost souls, convince them to be my soldiers, not mindless, but encouraged to have my back.
The first few days I arrive in the bunkhouse dead on my feet and fall into a sleep of death, only to be awoken at dawn, muscle still sore for another day of torture. But eventually I realize I do have some kind of dream when I am out. And it goes something like this every night:
Consciousness returns to me, albeit slowly, it starts with faints sounds, scraping, creaking, tinkling, then louder, cries, grunts, the clash of metal against metal. The smell hits me next, sweat, leather, dirt, metal, blood. Then vision breaks out of the darkness.
I am fighting, in the middle of a battle and one that is being fought by what looks like thousands, all around me, humans, base avatars it looks like, armored, covered in mud and blood battling monsters of all kinds. Arrays of status windows hanging above them all counting down as strikes are made on both sides. I am battling for my life it seems, against a monster that I can barely identify. It’s all teeth, claws, scales and stench.
With my sword, I cut, slice, and stab. My opponent slashes, bites, and pounds on me. Every moment my status falls, but so does it, and once cut down to zero, it disappears, but it is replaced by another and another and the battle seems to go on and on and on.
Until it is over and I am standing alone on a field of bodies among the blood, mud, smoky air and ripped banner flying on staves in the distance. What side won? I have no idea. I only know that my status says I still have a few life points left.
Wait. I’m not alone. Someone is walking towards me. As the smoke clears, I can see it’s a woman in armor carrying the same kind of blade I am. She smiles at me and drops her blade, begins to take off her armor piece by piece, first bracers, then greaves, then her breastplate, skirt. She’s stripping naked, revealing a luscious body beneath her bloodied and hacked up armor and clothes underneath.
Filled with excitement at the reward I know I am being offered, I start stripping off my armor and clothes as well. In moments we are both entirely naked and ready.
The sight of her naked body ignites something within me; I instantly feel tingles throughout my body as I gaze at her big breasts and voluptuous figure. As she approaches me, my eyes dare to lower even further, to the smooth, bald mound of flesh between her thighs. I see folds of her labia peek through the lips, and a flush of heat and arousal washes over my entire body. It startles me for a moment, but deep inside I carnally know that the feeling is natural in this body.
She hooks her arms around my neck, and I feel her entire body press against mine. This feeling is the first pleasant sensation I have experienced in this world. The feeling is a sensation that isn’t pain from fighting, thirst, or the burn from the sun. It is warm, smooth, and everywhere she touches leaves enkindled nerves on my skin. Suddenly I feel overwhelmed. My breath catches in my throat.
My hands instinctively go to cup her large breasts, and I am in awe at how smooth they are in my hands. She watches me as I experimentally circle my thumbs over her nipples, fascinated at how they began to harden beneath my touch. Each bump and crevice of her body has me marveled, and it seems that she is enjoying it as well. Her hands begin to run down my back, making me to shiver.
We take a few moments to explore each other’s bodies, rather clumsily. A woman’s body is different from a man’s; it is softer, curvier, and seemingly more sensitive in certain areas. I learn that as she touches me, my body tingles when she caresses my ear, or my thighs. Her hands almost hesitate at my thighs, while mine were on her hips. We both look at each other in preparation, and finally our hands start to descend to our loins.
As soon as her hands wrap around my shaft, my breath ceases again. A shock of intense arousal and ecstasy jolts through my entire body, and my hips slightly buckle. Her fingers are gentle around me, ensuring that she doesn’t harm me. I watch as her finger trails along a vein on my shaft and gradually ascends to my tip. I exhale as she makes contact with it, and she circles it gingerly. It’s in this moment that I realize that the tip is much more sensitive than the rest of me, and she seems to catch on to that as well. Taking advantage of this newfound knowledge, she traces the tip with added pressure. I breathe heavily into her hair, my eyes closed as I enjoy her caresses.
A clear liquid begins to accumulate at the tip as she strokes me, and she rubs it between her fingertips curiously. She takes the substance and while maintaining eye contact, she licks it off her finger. Contemplating the taste for a moment, she resumes the stroking motion with a smirk.
It takes me a moment to recover before I start to explore her body more. My fingers find her labia now; my fingertips taking in the foreign sensations. I slip my finger inside her entrance, and the initial wetness alarms me. It is slimy and completely envelops my fingers. This seems to please her, though, and she lets out a soft moan in my ear. The sound of her moan triggers another wave of shocks and pressure through my body, and escalates the sensations I get from her touch.
We both stroke each other with more intensity, and the hot arousal completely encompasses my body. We make our way to the ground, with her below me. Our bodies grind and rub against each other, my shaft pressing against her thigh. I fumble around before I figure that rubbing my shaft against her initiated a pressure from my groin. The feeling is overwhelming, and it gets to the point where my mind is swimming. My vision blurs, and my heart slams against my chest. The synapses in my brain overload with ecstasy, and I pass out in my virtual war-lover’s arms, finally waking up on my cot, now feeling more refreshed than before.
What was that? I wonder; neuro training, something for the men and women to keep their minds off of sex when they are awake? Yet another form of control? I catch a certain glint in my fellow sufferers’ eyes now, both men and women, realize that they likely experienced this subliminal training as well, even if no one talks about it. Well, they didn’t come here with their personalities or their memories intact, so probably have no idea what’s happening to them.
I smile at the herd heading for breakfast. I’m pretty sure I can do better than the lot of them. I am better than the whole lot of them.




CHAPTER 4

Now, more centered than I’ve ever been in this new life, I keep my eye out for what and who I can use to achieve my own goals, to find the most capable not to mention the hottest of the collection of amnesiacs to form my own team. One that will be the most able in helping me both survive in the short term, level up the fastest, and get on top of this place the quickest, not to mention enjoy myself while I am at it.
That’s certainly better than focusing on the food we are being given like the rest of the drones here, which is pretty bland whether it’s meat or bread.
This does include checking out the ladies just across the field while my group trains with shields and swords to see which ones looks the most capable, and the ones I’d most like to get undressed, find out what sex in real bodies is like, because I am curious now. There are a number of them here who look both attractive and athletic. Most of the female forms here are hot since all our bodies seem designed for fighting, although maybe not perhaps as their avatars had. And right there is one who is just pounding on her opponent; the redhead from when we woke up.
The bell sounds. Training is over for the day. Instead of heading to the mess hall with the rest of the drones. I head over to where the redhead is following her troop and say, “I think you should come with me, I have a good idea what we’re doing here and I think you can help me, and I can help you better than your trainer. You are good, but I can make you better. I’m Zephyros by the way. What’s your name?”
She stops, curious, doubtless because none of the guys have approached her like this.
“Melyne,” she tells me. “What do you mean make me better?”
She will be my first recruit.
“I’ll need to show you,” I tell her, smile and gesture for her to follow me around a crumbling sandstone corner from the main field of away from where everyone else is headed.
She’s a little suspicious, keeps a hold of her sword, but says, “all right,” and follows me.
Out of sight of the others, I drop my shield, motion she do the same.
“Why?” she asks
“Faster learning,” I tell her. “You’ll understand. Those anchors will weigh you down in real combat.”
She thinks about it, then unbuckles and drops it to the sand.
I raise my blade. She goes into the standard defensive mode we’ve been taught on the field. It doesn’t take me more than a couple of feints and strikes I remember from back in Elysium, limited by my human body’s capabilities, but easy enough to get under her guard and drive her back up against wall.
“See what I did there.” I smile my sexiest smile at her. “It’s all in the wrist.”
“Maybe,” she says, brushing red hair from her face. “That was very fast.”
“Let me demonstrate again,” I tell her.
This time she’s a little more responsive and even excited as her face flushes red as we spar, and even though she is ready, I still send her to the wall easily. But the third time, she manages to hold her own, breathing heavily but pleased with herself, smiling as her red lock hangs down over her bright green eyes.
“Ready to try again?” I ask.
She nods, stands straight and I try my next maneuver on her. It’s an old trick I learned a long time ago, but it always works the first time around. It did on me as well.
We come at each other. I skip to the side, grab her arm, twist her wrist forcing her to drop her blade, spin her around and lay her out on the tan sand in the flash of an eye.
On her feet a moment ago, beautiful Melyne is now lying on the ground in shock, her chest heaving, with me above her on my hands and knees grinning. When she recovers, the look of fury on her face is priceless, but she doesn’t struggle, instead her change of expression tells me she is impressed.
“None of Amyndas’ trainers are going to teach you moves like that,” I tell her, enjoying the submission to my martial superiority and respect she’s silently offering me. I may have a Threat Level of a measly 1 but that will never tell the whole story. “Want to learn how to do that and more?”
“Yes,” she tells me.
I’m not surprised she’s a bit excited. Melyne’s a person after all, not a bot.
I pull her up and start training her then and there. She’s both enthusiastic and picks up the martial moves quickly, at least in what time we have before the second bell, because we’ve both picked up quite the appetite by then. As we look back, I gaze over her with admiration, and not just for her body. She must have been something back in Elysium. Here, though, she’s going to be mine.
That’s just the first lesson but we spend more time together, whenever our training overlaps, which is tricky because the schedule that the trainers set is as unpredictable as it is grueling. And in the meantime I’m able to pick some other members for our team.
Melyne, however is the first that I manage to first get at least partially undressed while our sparring sessions have gotten more and more intimately physical. It’s on the third that I’ve gotten her so hot and bothered that when I’ve got her on the ground again and manage to unstrap her breastplate to reveal her heaving breasts and the thin sweat soaked tunic top clinging to them.
My eyes can’t tear away from her chest, and Melyne can see this. With a smirk, she pulls away her red hair back, revealing her slender shoulders and clavicle. Her hands slowly peel away the tunic, revealing her perky breasts underneath. Melyne’s breasts aren’t as large as the virtual lovers were, but they are shapely and firmer.
Her skin is pale and milky against the fiery red that is her hair. I take a moment to admire her before she shifts, and my eyes dart up to her face. An inviting look is in her eyes, like she’s waiting for me to make the first move. I hook my fingers beneath her trousers and slowly remove them somewhat awkwardly; placing them to the side. My palms caress her muscled thighs, my hands running over scars and bruises from the training and other battles. A soft exhale escapes her lips as I do this; like myself, her thighs seem a source of sexual sensitivity in this world.
Her hands begin to unfasten my own armor and attire, shoving the pieces to the side. The sun burns onto my now exposed skin, and she trails her sweaty palm from my collarbone down to my navel. We make eye contact, and her hand descends to my already erect shaft. Her fingers lightly graze me, and the familiar wave of arousal washes through me. As I soak in the sensation, Melyne pulls a clever maneuver; suddenly she is on top of me, with her thighs stretched on both sides of my waist.
The new position gives me a better view of her naked body. The sun shines through the locks of her hair, rendering her face dark and shadowed. Sunlight borders and accentuates her curvy frame, and I can barely see the corners of her mouth tug into another smirk. I feel her vagina rest on top of my throbbing erection, a tantalizing tease of what I know I desire deep down.
Melyne leans forward, until her face is millimeters away from mine. While she looks into my eyes, she begins to roll her hips in a slow, teasing circle on top of me. Her eyes never break away as she rolls her entire body in a rhythmic motion; grazing my shaft ever so slightly. I grip the small of her back with my hands, and gradually go to grip her ass cheeks.
Unexpectedly, she presses her lips against mine. It is another sensation that is foreign to me, and it catches me off guard for a split second. Her lips are soft and fleshy, and for a moment I blunder with the motion. Melyne notices my hesitation and angles my face with her hand. The angling allows for her to kiss me even deeper, and it ignites the same arousal that I had felt earlier. Suddenly, I become more hyper, more aware of every touch, caress, and contact that her body makes on mine.
Her tongue invades my mouth, and dances with my own in various flicking motions. I start to understand the motions now, and I begin to dominate the kiss. I grip the nape of her neck with one hand and squeeze her ass with the other. Instinctively, we both start to grind our bodies; exchanging sweat and soft panting. The pressure starts to build in my groin, and I know that it is escalating to an apex. I feel her own juices start to leak onto my shaft, and it is another additive to my arousal.
Before we can explore any further, we hear a voice call out towards our direction; which sobers us both from our euphoria.
We quickly get our armor back on before we are discovered by the trainer, and then proceed to stride past him pretending to ignore each other.
“Next time,” I promise her with a half-smile. “Let’s take that lesson further.”
“Next time,” she agrees with a smirk. “Yes.”




CHAPTER 5

With that success and the continued staggered training my troop is receiving, I continue my lookout. Melyne was the first and before I managed to get a peek under her breastplate, I am already looking for a second. Spear-bearer Tatya is my second choice. She’s blonde and even curvier than Melyne, and tall; as tall as I am. While I deal with my opponents on the hot sweaty and male side of the sandy training field, I catch glimpses of her showing no mercy or quarter to the women in her troop.
Yeah, I want her. So, as I had done with Melyne, I caught up to her, this time before the break we have at midday for a bit of an illicit training tryst.
“Who are you?” blonde Tatya asks when I approach her and make my invitation. “What do you want?”
“Zephyros,” I tell her. “And you?”
“Tatya,” she tells me. “Do I look like I need any help from you and your stubby blade swinging?”
“Don’t you think you’d like to find out if you do?” I reply with a quick smile.
She’s a lot more suspicious than Melyne and stays out of reach, preventing me from trying my first move even if she did follow me out of sight of the others.
“Attack me,” I tell her. “You’re supposed to be a warrior. Show me what you’ve got.”
That angle works on the aggressive Tatya. But fighting sword to spear is a lot trickier than sword versus sword. Spears are all thrust and block, while swords are swing and slash. But I’m also pretty shifty when I need to be, and Tatya is all forward momentum and with a few tricks up my sleeve, she’s also on her back before long.
As with Melyne before her, Tatya immediately wants to know how I did it and is strong enough to throw me off her when she wants to. Oddly she also wears her armor a little looser than the redhead for whatever reason. Maybe for comfort. She’s not as fast a learner as the redhead, but she’s a lot more straightforward and doesn’t hold back. I have a feeling sex with her will be amazing, even with the limited human bodies we’ve been forced to wear. She appears to really enjoy the rush of a fight, more so than Melyne.
After a couple of sessions, we are a lot more comfortable with each other, fighting more at closer quarters rubbing flesh as we fight. In a moment of grappling, I grab the belt that holds her skirt around her waist, and loose as she’s buckled it, it comes right off. She lets out a yelp. I am suddenly standing with my sparring partner's skirt in hand and her, naked, from her belly to her greaves. Immediately she backs off, one hand down to cover herself, although I don’t think it’s for modesty. Tatya’s never come across as the modest type.
She sees me look and drops her hand to the side.
“That was a cheap trick,” she tells me. “But you know I don’t need an armor to beat you.”
“Then take it off,” I challenge her with a lascivious grin.
She smirks back and unclasps her breastplate, drops it to the sand.
“And the tunic,” I tell her. “Surely you don’t need that either.”
She sees the way I’m staring at her breasts and smirks back at me, then pulls her sweat clinging top tunic off her, leaving her naked and shimmering in the midday light. I think she figures I’ll be distracted by the way I’m looking at her beautiful body, but I just have one thing on my mind. Winning.
She rushes me, but with two quick moves I have her in my arms.
I smile at her rather cheekily, not used to looking into a woman’s eyes at the same level. She furrows her brows and pushes against my chest with a surprising amount of force but not enough for me to release her.
Getting frustrated, Tatya attempts a few more maneuvers that I manage to resist and restrain her once again. As we do this, she consistently grinds her naked body against mine; and it seems to birth a more intimate and tense atmosphere with each attempt.
Out of the blue, she does something that I don’t expect; she spins around and ducks in a millisecond, unfastening my trousers and untying the strings of my tunic beneath my armor. Tatya grins in victory, and I cock an eyebrow at her.
“If I cannot fight in armor, why should you?” Tatya crosses her arms with a smirk.
With a shrug, I remove my armor pieces along with my under tunic. I stand naked before her now, rather proudly. Tatya is still smirking, but now her eyes are drawn to the area between my legs. It takes her a moment before she raises them back up to meet my gaze.
But much to her dismay, I take this moment to dart at her again. She attempts to duck beneath my grasp, but I outmaneuver this trick and restrain her again. Now, her back is against my chest, and I feel her firm ass cheeks against my shaft. We stand for a moment like this, and the sexual tension in the air thickens.
“What now?” I ask playfully, shifting my hands to where they rest just underneath her breasts. She wiggles beneath my grasp and presses her ass against me even harder. It’s almost as if she knows that she can seduce me, but is resisting the urge to.
Another attempt to escape occurs; through my deflection, Tatya ends up on the ground with her ass pointed in the air. Her vagina is now in full view, chubby lips concealing the labia and entrance that lies within. It is a perfect scene, and I immediately settle myself behind her. I wrap my arms around her thighs tightly to ensure that she couldn’t flee. As she tries to escape again, her ass is wiggling in my face rather seductively. Suddenly, I have the urge to taste her now.
I lean in and place my lips at her entrance. Instantly, I feel the heat and her sex radiating from her body. I kiss her softly, and then penetrate her with my tongue. Tatya’s wiggling had ceased, and a sigh escapes her lips. Her taste is sweaty, raw, and carnal. It is unexpected, but not unpleasant. I trail the tip of my tongue from her clit down to her pussy, and I feel her thighs begin to tremble beneath my grasp.
With a smirk, I increase the pressure and intensity of this motion, and she begins to moan into the grass. It’s at this moment that I loosen my grip on her legs; there is now an open opportunity to escape, but she remains on the ground. As I eat her out, I feel her juices accumulate around her entrance and she bucks her hips against my face.
I spread her lips with my fingers to get better access, revealing the pink bliss that throbs for me. I feel my shaft harden at the view, and my tongue thrashes inside her more vigorously. Her moans grow louder, and I squeeze her ass as a warning to lower her voice. As my tongue explores her depths, I use my finger to stimulate her twitching clit. This seems to drive her over the edge, as her fingers dig into the dirt below.
“I’m close!” Tatya gasps, her legs nearly giving out.
I use this as a motivator to attack more aggressively, and she begins to shiver vigorously throughout her entire body. Before I know it, a spray of liquid hits me in the face for a whole ten seconds, or that’s what it seems like. Tatya cries out in pleasure, throwing her head back as the liquid comes to a stop. I never experienced an external orgasm from a woman, and it has me in awe.
After a moment of panting and recovering, Tatya sits up and faces me. Her blonde hair is disheveled and face flushed. She looks at me with an almost pouty expression, and her eyes avert to my raging erection.
“It is only fair…” Tatya breathes, and suddenly shifts to where her face is right in front of my shaft. Excitement jolts throughout my body; I have never been orally pleased and am nearly afraid on how intense the pleasure will be.
She grips the base of my shaft with her hand and places her mouth over my tip. Instantly, the heat and wetness of her mouth envelops me, and I gasp out loud. Her eyes look up at me, a sense of dominance in her eyes now. Increasing the pressure of her grip, she starts to take me in fully into her mouth.
The sensation of her mouth is indescribable. Warmth, tightness, and a swirling tongue overloads my nerves in an instant. Lightning bolts of pleasure and ecstasy shoot through my body, and for a moment I can’t breathe. My vision blurs again, and I refocus to ground myself.
Wet, slurping sounds emanates from her mouth; each time she takes me in, she performs a tight, twisting motion with her mouth and hand. The head hits the entrance of her throat, and I am now escalated beyond any point of pleasure I had felt previously. I run my fingers through her hair in an encouraging manner as she sucks me off, my chest rising and falling as by breaths come in heavy pants.
Her tongue is magical. It swirls around me as through each sucking motion, her lips sealed tight around my shaft. I tighten my hands into fists, unable to process the level of ecstasy that I am experiencing. I buck my hips, furthering my shaft deeper in her tight throat. She gags, but doesn’t seem to be bothered. She matches the pace of my erratic bucking, and in the matter of moments, I shoot spurts of seed down her throat. I groan as Tatya takes in every drop, and I collapse onto the ground.
Before I can recuperate, Tatya stands up in a stagger with a smirk on her face.
“Well, well. It looks like you are the one who has been defeated this time Zephyros.”
I don’t even have the energy to respond as she shrugs into her tunic and armor. With a last smirk, she saunters away with a rather confident stride.
◆◆◆
 
There are two more that I seek out to add to my team, bringing it up to four.  It’s about as much as I figure I can handle and fill in areas of ability myself, Melyne and Tatya are weak.
First is Rena.
Brown-haired and also physically impressive. Being the smallest of the three, Rena is a very different story. She, at first comes across as passive. She’s a scout, which offers sparring that’s a little more complicated, as scouts get two short swords to play with. Double the jeopardy, but perhaps double the potential pleasure.
I say, “come with me,” and she comes with me without question.
“What do you want me to do?” Is the first thing that comes out of her mouth once we are alone.
“I’d like to train you personally,” I tell her. “And I want to see how well you can fight.”
“Um, ok, do we fight then?” she says, taking up the generic stance that the trainers have been teaching on the sand.
I take her down. She is surprised and confused.
“Do you want me to try again?” She asks. “I know I can do better.”
I nod and we try again. And she is better. I tell her to try harder. And she’s a lot tougher. When I tell her to attack me with all she’s got, she is all over me and it is some effort to subdue her once she gets revved up. Yes, I realize she’s going to be useful, but I wonder what kind of person she could have been back in Elysium with the personality she has here.
All the girls do have great bodies, athletic and curvy, just the way I like them, but each in their own ways have aspects to them I can see will be of use in a team fight as well as in sexual sparring I am sure.  I don’t have time to seduce her, though, as it turns out we shortly run out of time for that kind of sparring.
An important bit too, is even though I’m not too big on male competition for the ladies, I know we need somebody strong, who can really crack some skulls. There is this big guy who looks like he’ll take and do a lot of damage, but who luckily doesn’t seem to be all that smart. A big bald guy called Brontes.
He seems about as dumb as the average stump, so I figure better he works for me than for someone else, say silver-haired Hector, the Level 2 guy who from my watching around, looks like he has the same ideas as me. Or has he beat me to the punch? The next day I notice he has Level 3 bouncing above his head and with a smug look on his face. Damn!
So yes, I don’t have time to play games with my girls anymore. It’s been fun, but I am falling behind here, and we need to get to work.




CHAPTER 6

The ladies certainly appear happy to have me to provide that personal touch to help them get used to their own bodies and out figure out what might be going on beyond what we’ve been ordered. The fact that I know more than they do makes me sort of the teacher they all want to have, to look up to, wiped minds and all. That will make it easier to take things to the next level with human body sex that we can figure out together. And I at least can remember what virtual sex is like, unlike probably any other guy here.
And if there is fun to be had among drudgery and a likely painful and brutal end, why not? Better two or three girls to choose from, I say. Or not have to choose if I do things right.
But back to training. That’s going to be the survival part, because from what I can see, it’s going to take a lot more than going through motions to level up. With a rival like Hector out there already leveling, however he’s doing it, I know we will have to take our training to the next level and find something out there, probably over in the demon controlled half of Komana to pick up XP and catch up to the smug bastard.
We’re going to have to be able to kill some monsters to do that, if real life is going to be anything like Elysium. I call them all together for a meeting after another day of dumb training.  When they all arrive there to see me and Brontes, the three women are a little surprised and eye each other speculatively not quite knowing what to make of this or how each of the others are looking at me.
“Why are there four of us?” Melyne wants to know.
“I’m sure I mentioned to you all that I was putting together a team,” I say, reminding her and the others of something I’d mentioned in passing to them at least once I figured. “To fight the monsters the demons control, to get up in experience and Level to 2 or 3 or more. I’ve brought you all her here to learn to fight as a team, not a troop as you are being trained during the day.”
That sinks in, eliciting a long moment of silence. The girls look at me and each other awkwardly. They don’t seem to pay that much attention to the big guy. But then, he doesn’t talk much either.
“I like it,” Tatya decided. “Let’s get to it.”
“How do we fight as a team?” Rena asks a bit nervously starting to twirl her two short swords in her hands.
“Two of us defend, two of us attack,” I tell them.
Brontes grunts his assent.
And so we start with me and my first volunteer, Tatya standing back to back, while the other two girls and Brontes circle around to make their strikes. We’re all fully armored by now, but that’s fine. We all know this is practice; we trust each other and won’t actually try to strike to kill and risk spilling our own blood on the cooling sand under our feet.
Dutifully or enthusiastically, depending on the team member, the girls and the big guy take turns every attack to change partner, change attacker and defender. I don’t want to rush this either, as more ‘emissaries’ have arrived recently, expanding the numbers of the army, suggesting that what we’ve been told about the creatures and demons is true and they are a significant threat.
All four join me regularly after the days training, and we go at it, switch partners, go at it again. It doesn’t much bump our own threat levels any higher, but we all seem to be comfortable with our bodies now. Physical contact really brings something out, as though are bodies were already primed for combat before our minds were put in them.  There’s a lot to improve on, I know and not really time to continue with more exploration into human body with sex as much as myself and the girls would probably like to if there wasn’t a risk of falling back of others to gain some prestige among the mindless multitude.
Concerned that even more are getting wind of what I’m doing and emulating my team building, I decide that after a few days we are ready for real combat, real fighting. There are rumors being whispered about that others are following Hector’s lead and disappearing into the city. The trainers now have hundreds of emissaries to handle and don’t seem to notice if a handful of low level soldiers are missing or not or even care.
“Grab your weapons and armor,” I tell my team that day. “After evening meal we’re going into the city to kill us something or somethings before we are left behind with the rest of the drones.”
Melyne is the only one who seems worried.
“Are you sure we are ready?” she asks. “If warriors are disappearing...”
“Practicing is only going to take us so far,” I tell her. “We either wait until Amyndas has enough drones to throw as cannon fodder in that big battle he is preparing for, or this team starts taking out creatures ourselves. I think we are ready. If we want to be the ones who kill the demons, then we are going to need to start somewhere even if it’s just with weak ones.
So, after a good meal, we head out, armed and carrying torches in case we continued off into the dark. The days here are pretty long, however, with little actual darkness even to sleep by, so I’m not worried on that account. And I do think we’ve practiced enough as a group to take on what might come at us.
Komana is a vast city, from where we are it’s impossible to know how far it goes, mile after mile of crumbling buildings, arches, towers, temples, coliseums all feeling ancient everywhere you look. The air is misty, the stone thoroughfares and structures overgrown with vines and small plants, but few trees or anything larger than bushes. As such, walking through it feels like walking through a ghost of a city, forms grey and looming all overhead and around us, yet indistinct. It’s impossible to tell when we crossed the border, but then there’s a little green creature wearing crude armor and wielding a rusty blade staring at us from across a plaza filled with grass poking through flagstones. The creature titters and raises its rusty blade at us. I could see it had a Threat Level 1. It’s called a goblin.
“Attack,” I tell the others. “It’s four against one. We can kill it.”
And so we do, surround it, attack it as a group. It jumps between us
But it’s a slippery creature, good at avoiding blows. Tatya stabs at and it rolls away chittering. Rena and Melyne try to corner it, but it jumps up on a wall and runs along it. I take a swing as it jumps down, barely connecting. Brontes can’t even get near it with his strikes.
“It went that way,” Tatya shouts as the creature scampers off into an alleyway.
“We’ve got it trapped!” Melyne shouts.
“Surround it,” I order. “Keep your blades low don’t let it get away.”
We surround the creature and close it. It takes a lot of stabbing to put it out of its misery. I thought we’d be better at this, but again, there is a difference between training and fighting, virtual bodies and real ones.
After about twenty hits, the creature tries a meaningful escape from our death by a million cuts. It tries to roll past Melyne, but she swats it down, Rena blocks the bleeding Goblin. Then it starts screaming a high-pitched yet guttural series of yelps. We finally kill it, of course, each of us earning a small add to our XP. The effort hardly seems worth it. And now we're all tired from the drawn out battle, it’s getting dark and a mist is coming in, obscuring buildings not far away that were entirely visible.
And then other goblins appear around us as we leave the alley, first three, then five, then two or three more. And that’s when things really go to shit.
“There are so many of them,” Melyne says, backing away.
“We have to start with one,” Tatya predictably rushes forward to strike the closest goblin.
“Stop!” I shout, but it’s too late.
Each one of the girls as well as Brontes seem to have forgotten their training and are quickly surrounded by two or three of the creatures. Even I am now being attacked and am forced to ward the little monsters off on my own as they stab at me.
“Stay together! Get back here!” I order, but I might as well be shouting at the wind. Each of my team are now in a fight with two or three of the goblins, either backing away down an alley just at the edge of sight or on the run and already gone.  I can hear Brontes over to my left yelling but I can’t see him.
A couple more goblins appear out of the mist. I’m exposed, out in the open and can’t just stand where I am and fight three of these goblins alone, let alone five. I have no choice now, I have to run, hope I can lose them in the city and the fall of night. God, I hope my team members somehow do the same.




CHAPTER 7

Komana. Shit. It’s been over an hour, I’ve stupidly lost my entire team and now, through the darkening alleys, crumbling ruins and across plazas choked with weeds, I’ve now been in a running battle with a pair of gibbering goblins who just will not let it go. There was a trio to begin with. I’ve been able to kill one of them, the little monster got cocky, made a stupid move and opened itself up to being shivved up through its gut when I was forced down to one knee, but haven’t had to deal with things trying to kill me and jumping at me from where ever I look when I think I have a moment to breathe. It’s getting exhausting. I don’t know what happened to the girls or Brontes, they are long gone. Hopefully they are smart enough to head back to the Emissary side of the city before they get themselvest in my position or worse.
Quiet. Sudden chitter. I turn and slash with my blade. The little monster gets underneath my blade and stabs, scraping up my left and causing me grief, but cutting my thigh above my knee.
“Take this fucker!” I shout.
I manage to kick him in the head before his pal shows up, they both are back on their feet, and damn it, one of their buddies has joined them. I’m on the run again. I can still move faster than them. That’s my only advantage.
Freedom from combat gives me time to think, but that’s not a good thing, because with pause for thought comes I really thought me and my team would’ve been able to handle a few of these nasty little guys, given their low threat. But it seems that in my desire to compete with Hector, I brought us out here too soon, with not enough training and in so doing, put us at a real disadvantage, especially when the ugly creatures started showing up en masse. And all the cuts and bruises while, I never felt so uncomfortable before. It’s worse than training, because as grueling as that was, it didn’t drain my life and have it approaching the red line.
Screams rip the air.
“Shit.”
I start swearing again as the buggers have found me. And again, I am in deep trouble as there are now five of them. I hack and slash with all I have left in me, cutting a swath down the thoroughfare that’s choked with weeds, maybe cutting down as much greenery as I do the green screeching beasts as I run at full speed, searching for a way out.
I’m gasping for air, but after a good run, I seem to be alone again.
But by this point I am deep in the wrong side of the city. How deep? I have no idea. Figuring my way out is not going to be easy since I have just as likely gone in the opposite direction to the way back for some reason.
I really need a place to hide and recover, as I am feeling low on everything that I know will keep me alive. I expect if the remaining goblin horde finds me again, they will run me down, and I don’t think I’ll be able to fight whatever numbers they will throw against me.
I decide to change strategy; instead of trying to put distance between me and the goblins, which is likely impossible on this side of the city, I search for a place to hide. I clamber over a crumbling wall and sneak into what looks like a hidden courtyard where I discover to my delight a running fountain spurting up clear fresh water into the air. I slake my thirst, splash water over my face, cleansing it of hot sweat, blood and whatever green stuff that bleeds out of my adversaries beyond the walls. It feels pretty good actually. I wash off some of the blood and dirt off my skin and catch my breath, but still with aches and all. I know it is going to take some time for me to make a dash back west. At least it doesn’t look like the goblins will find me here. I might be able to rest here until dawn. All I need to do is stay hidden.
Oops, jinxed it. I hear the sound of someone approaching. I quickly hide behind a crumbling half wall and keep silent, hoping that whatever goblin has come upon the secret courtyard, it won’t find me and report to its friends. But when I glance out from where I am concealed through a gap in the brickwork, I can feel my eyes go wide, because the figure who is approaching the fountain is absolutely enthralling. I am profoundly shocked and suddenly aroused, because the creature who was approaching where I was standing just a moment before is beautiful curvaceous winged woman.
While the sun has gone down, a full moon is now brightening the sky, so I can make out this female form bright and clear in the silvery light.
On her approach she is wearing what looks like lengths of cloth wrapped around her, but then, right before my eyes, proceeds to strip every bit of cloth off her body and step into the fountain to bathe herself in the waters I was just drinking from. The light of the yellow moon above seems magnified by the waters of the fountain flashing her amber hued and glistening body in sparkling light. Her straight black hair hangs down to her waist whips around as she cavorts.
Whoever and whatever she is, this creature has the kind of body that would make most men delirious even if it wasn’t owned by an obvious magical being. I am utterly entranced and all I could do is stare at this gorgeous feminine form that stands only a few meters from me where I am hiding in the dark, as I begin to feel all my blood drawn to a hard point below my waist. I just can’t look away and barely blink. Each splash of water, each moment where she rubs her naked skin with her hands, I am so jealous of the streaming liquid. I don’t think in my life I have ever been so paralyzed with lust, believing it must be something to do with the body I am wearing. But I must have made some sort of a sound somehow, because she suddenly stops, stiffens, stands straight up and turns in my direction.
“Who is watching me? Come out! Show yourself.” she demands to know in the most sexily commanding voice I have ever heard.
It is an order I cannot disobey, do not want to obey, and as this exotic female is naked and unarmed, I can’t imagine there could be any risk, and besides, it appears I must obey her anyway. I stand up and come out from the half wall, leaving my sword behind. I walk straight towards the fountain, and am halfway to the sloshing waters when I suddenly see hovering over her head that her Threat Level is 100.
By then it is too late, I have no control of my body as it continues stepping towards her and moves up to stand a few paces from the lip of the fountain to gaze fully at this incredibly arousing figure standing on the edge of the fountain looking down at me one long fingernailed hand on her hip, the other stroking her chin speculatively.
She makes her decision, steps out of the water and down, her naked body dripping water as she steps up and nearly touches my clothed one with the hard nipples on her perfect and generous breasts. I can actual feel her nipple touch my breastplate with each breath she takes in. Her wings flutter. She is exactly as tall as I am, and our eyes meet exactly.
“What is your name and where do you come from?” She asks in a now softer tone, while reaching out and caressing my face.
Her fingernails scrap fire across my stubble-covered cheeks.
“I’m Zephyros. I was brought to Komana from Elysium to fight it’s creatures and to kill the demons ruling this world,” I tell her without hesitation.
“Were you now?” She smiles, revealing long incisors, then glances around the courtyard before returning her red eyes to me. Wow. I just notice they are a deep garnet red, not that it matters. “There doesn’t really seem to be a lot here to fight, and not much of fight in you.”
“I’m more of a lover than a fighter,” I confess, now feeling a shiver run up and down my spine from her continued caress.
I don’t even remember feeling any sensation like this in my long virtual life or my short mortal one. And I am completely erect, in all ways. She glances down, where I am sure I am poking out from between my leather armor skirt and looks me in the eyes again, smirking at what she saw.
“I can see that as well,” she purrs. “Although not everything I want to see. Not yet.
I take in an involuntary harsh breath, knowing what is coming.
“Remove all your clothing,” she orders.




CHAPTER 8

I do as commanded, and quickly. soon there is no separation between our bodies.
“My name is Calisto,” she whispers huskily in my ear. “Remember it, forever!”
Her voice sends a mind-numbing wave of shock through my body, and I remain still. A sick mixture of fear and arousal encompasses my mind and body completely; and I’m not sure I want to escape. Calisto scrapes her nails against my bare chest, leaving behind stinging lines of blood. She captures a droplet onto her nail and licks it off in one swift motion, her garnet eyes trailing to the sky in contemplation.
“My, aren’t you tasty,” Calisto breathes, her wings fluttering in excitement.
I can’t help but stare at her form, completely mesmerized by this creature. The spell I am put under removes every ounce of will and thought of escape from my mind. All I think about is how every nerve on my skin is on fire and wanting. For her.
“However, are you worthy of being alive? Of being mine? Demon killer?”
She finishes the question with a sinister laugh, her incisors gleaming in the moonlight. The creature circles me, her wide hips sashaying with every step. Every time she circles me, her hand descends further from my chest until it stops just above my shaft.
“I wish to be,” I respond, out of breath.
The words are my own, but dangerously revealing. It is like a small part of my subconscious had been unlocked, revealing my inner truths. I am no longer thinking about the emissaries, or my so-called duty in this world. All I know is that I crave to be enveloped by this demon and never leave.
Calisto stops her circling, her sharp gaze boring into my very soul. Amusement dances in her eyes; like a lioness’ eyes as she plays with her prey.
“An insect wanders into my dwelling, drinks and dirties my water, gets caught and now willingly submits to me? How predictable.”
All of a sudden she grips my shaft with immense strength, and I cry out in pain. She seems to enjoy the sound, because her smile transitions to a big grin. Her eyes widen in what looks to be elation, and she loosens her grip ever so slightly. I catch my breath in the relief and look up at her pleadingly.
“Please, I want to be yours. Truly,” I insist.
My eyes can’t tear away from her naked body.
“Are demon killers usually so eager to submit to demons? Seems counterintuitive.”
I shake my head fervently, almost desperately force out my response.
“I wholly submit to you, Calisto. I swear!”
While Calisto considers me, I realize at this moment that Calisto is a succubus, a demon creature that can make any man or woman bend to her will and feeds on sexual energy. Her amber skin glints and glitters in the moonlight, and her tail flicks back and forth through the grass in interest. I have not encountered one until now.
After a moment of thought, she lightens her grip even more so with a smirk.
“If you can outlast my feeding then you may remain alive.” Calisto trails a sharp nail up and down my shaft, “and bound to me.”
I am just relieved that I have a chance. Her tail whips from the ground and up around my shaft, performing slow, deliberate strokes. I let out an exhale and close my eyes, enjoying the jarring sensation of being stroked by a demon tail. It is unlike anything I have ever felt; it is softer than human flesh, but firmer than muscle. The demon seems to know what pinpoints of pleasure could be fond down my member and is attacking them.
The succubus approaches me and tugs at the back of my hair, causing my chin to point towards the sky. I attempt to look down at her, but I can only see the top of her head. Sharp teeth pierce my neck for only a moment, before another wave of paralyzing arousal rocks my body. The euphoria that comes shortly after masks the brief second of pain. My body slumps in response.
Calisto presses her lips against my neck and leaves a trail of kisses up until she reaches my mouth. Her breath is cold and sweet against my lips, and I dare to open my eyes to take a peek at her face. She has a half-lidded gaze towards my mouth, the delight in her eyes replaced with lust and hunger. Locks of her raven hair drape in the middle of her face and a flush of pink shades her amber skin. If I did not know any better I would say she is almost cute.
Suddenly she grips the sides of my face and mashes her lips against mine aggressively. As soon as our lips meet, the world around us starts to dissipate; and all I’m left with is the feeling of Calisto’s body rubbing against and pressing onto mine as our tongues dance. Her demon tongue is long and wraps around my own as its prisoner, and her cold skin causes me to shiver.
Her mouth dominates my own, and I am entirely at the mercy of this demon. As her tail strokes me even more vigorously in wet pumps, the pressure begins to escalate in my groin.
I pull away from the kiss to moan into her cold mouth, unable to handle the mass amount of pleasure my body is being filled with. It is unnatural but quite euphoric as her tail milks me; and looking down, I see my pre-cum dribbling onto her tail and then to the ground.
With a chuckle, Calisto’s tail slowly unravels from my shaft. I inhale sharply at the loss of her touch, and suddenly her long tail wraps around my waist. The tail propels me backwards, and I hit the ground with a thud. She kneels down onto the ground with me and offers a smirk before climbing on top of me. The succubus’ wings extend and stretch behind her as she locks eyes with me, and she guides my hands to her large breasts.
Her long, raven hair shifts to her shoulder and down her side, and her wide hips spread across me. Once she spreads her legs, I see her pussy in full view; and I am astonished at how smooth and enticing it looks. Unlike the pink I am used to in the human women I have witnessed, it is an even deeper amber than the rest of her body.
I watch as she rolls her clit beneath her fingertip, while her free hand massages her breasts. Closing her eyes, Calisto leans her head backwards as she pleases herself.
My eyes can’t break away. She is masturbating on top of me, and my shaft is throbbing with an intense desire now. I see her juices appear as she stimulates herself, and I make the rash decision to feel it with my fingers.
Her eyelids fly open, and her red eyes bore into my own. The sight startles me and I am expecting her to cut off my hand for overstepping my bounds; but she merely smirks and guides two of my fingers inside her. Her walls tighten and contract around my fingers as I penetrate her, and I marvel at how wet she is.
Calisto’s moans are like silk to the skin, soft and pleasant to the ear. The sound kindles my growing desire and arousal; and motivates me to finger her more vigorously. I notice her clit enlarging and throbbing under my touch, and her hips start to buck against my palm.
As I keep fingering her, her pussy gets wetter and juicier. However, she suddenly stops and adjusts herself to where my raging erection sits at her entrance.
My heart is slamming against my chest; I am so excited yet nervous of what is to come. With a mischievous look in her eyes, she begins to descend onto me. As each inch is inserted inside her, she slowly and sensually runs a hand down between the valley of her breasts to her fragrant curls. It is as if she made sure to take in every inch with a deliberate pause and consideration.
For a moment, I can’t process what is happening around me. The overwhelming ecstasy washes through me as I watch myself penetrate her. Tightness and warmth envelop me, and my heads falls against the grass. Almost instantly, I have the urge to finish inside her; but I resist.
I place my hands on her hips and instinctively begin to drive myself deeper inside. Calisto doesn’t seem to mind my sudden boldness, as she appears enveloped in her own pleasure. Our bodies clap in a sweaty rhythm as my fingers dig into the soft flesh of her thighs, and I nearly lose myself in how she encompasses me.
So, this is what it is like to have sex with a woman. While I was becoming familiar with masturbation and sexual stimulation previously, nothing can compare to the actual sensation of a woman’s pussy, or rather, a demon’s. It grips me from base to tip, and I can only describe it as tight, warm embrace around my shaft. Each stroke brings upon a different array of sensations, and tingles wash over my entire body.
Deciding to sit up now, I wrap my arms around her waist while her legs hook around my back.
Her breasts bounce in my face as my thrusts get more forceful and intense; and I take to one of her nipples with my mouth. She moans again and runs her long nails down my back. I feel my thrusts becoming more erratic and almost frenzied. She tugs my hair again, as if in warning for being too reckless. She makes me slow down and make each thrust slower and more deliberate.
We’ve been making love for almost an hour at this point, and I feel myself approaching climax through every second of it. I have to outlast this feeding session if I am to stay alive, so it is a constant state of resistance. But all of a sudden, Calisto starts to moan louder, and I get the sense that she is about to cum.
I take the opportunity to maneuver her to where I pin her down to the ground and thrust myself as deep as I can. She grips my back with immense strength as I plow myself into her.
“Spill your seed inside me, warrior,” Calisto whispers in my ear.
And I do as she demands. I buck my hips and groan as spurt after spurt of my seed spills inside her. It is complete euphoria; I tremble and shiver, and it feels as if the bubbling volcano inside me has finally exploded. I collapse on top of the succubus, heavily panting into her ear.
“It seems you get to live,” Calisto purrs, approval in her voice.
I say nothing, but merely nod over her shoulder.
I bask in the afterglow of the experience, drained completely, but warmed as I hold Calisto in my embrace. Even her bites carry a stinging warmth to them.
“I am surprised by your performance, hero,” she tells me as her fingertip circles a pattern on my chest as we lay among the soft moss near her fountain. “I have encountered such of your kind before, emissaries, but even though you seem new to your body there is too much in you to entirely devour. I like this. You must stay with me.”
“I want to,” I reply, rumbling my response in my chest with complete lustful sincerity.
I drift off but have enough energy left for her a couple more times over the course of the night. Waking up in the morning, I find myself lying alone in the morning light. Glancing around I see Calisto sitting by the side of the fountain. Disappointingly, she is back to being fully clothed again, wrapped back up in her tight ragged strips of cloth of dark red and purple.
“Took you long enough to awaken,” she tells me. “I have brought you food to help you regain your strength.”
Calisto points over to a wooden board overflowing with a cornucopia of fruits and meat, cheese and bread. I immediately head over and begin stuffing my face. It is the best food I have eaten in my short mortal life. I glance over at her every once in a while. She is regarding me with an amused look on her face.
“You don’t want any?” I ask her.
“I get my sustenance through... well, you know,” she tells me.
As soon as I finish, she stands up, and points to the fountain.
“Clean yourself,” she orders. “Then put your armor back on and retrieve your weaponry.”
I stand, wipe crumbs off of my naked body.
“What?” I ask, not knowing why she would ask such a question and wanting more to again feel her flesh against mine.
“I wish you to fight for me,” she states. “That is your task for the day. You are very tasty, but your body is weak, had been created with little energy in it. I want you to be able to provide me much more than it is currently able, so you will increase its power. Understand.”
I let out a breath, understanding completely. She wants me to level up. And then I nod.
At your command, I agree and do as she has told me to.
The courtyard looks much different in the daylight. It is certainly cleaner than the surrounding city, obviously a place that Calisto frequents often, and perhaps even holds audiences, as she soon moves to a stone throne of some kind at one end, having me stand in the center of the yard, armored, armed, to await my opponents.
They arrive regularly through the day, starting with goblins first one, then another. Then a third and finally two at once in the brightness of the always cloudy skies overhead, as the sun reaches its zenith. And I fight them for my lady, savagely, offering no mercy, but by the time I am fed another meal they are dead. Defeating them isn’t easy, I suffer bruises, cuts, slashes and at least a couple vicious bites. But after each bout, she takes me to the fountain, washes my wounds and they are healed and my exhaustion and the ache in my muscles and bones slowly fade. The scars, however, remain red and do not fade.
“Incredible,” l gush after I witness the healing power of the pool.
Last evening I must have been too out of it to realize what was happening while I drank and cleaned myself off.
“These waters are special,” Calisto confirms. “Which is why I maintain this place as I cannot move the fountain.”
I face steadily tougher opponents in the afternoon, and dispatch three bigger, tougher goblinoids, although towards nightfall I’m getting tired and I’m sure that only through sheer luck I survive the last one. It’s against a brutish monster as tall as myself called a hobgoblin, which is a knock out, drag-out fight with a creature wielding a hammer and as well armored as I am.
But by this point, I can see what the day of fighting for my life and for Calisto in her arena of blood has done for me. Incredibly, I am now rated a full Threat Level 4. And I am all but certain that the winged woman who has overseen my development is far more than even the unearthly creature she appears to be.
“There,” she says, as we are bathing together in the red and orange lights of the setting sun. “Now you will be a feast worthy of my appetite.” 
And by what we enjoy that night, I found myself again fully approving of whatever appetites she possesses.




CHAPTER 9

After her last feast of me, I doze off into the dark, with only the dull red glow of the braziers that warm the courtyard to keep the chill at bay.
“Thank you,” her whisper on the wind leaves me with. “Go back. I will call on you when I need to be sated again.”
I wake up in the purple light of predawn naked and alone, so, following her last instruction, I gather my clothes, arms and armor, then start making my way back to the headquarters of the emissaries. This half of the city is still active with creatures, but my more powerful and confident self is stronger and deadlier. Thus, I am able to either avoid any roving bands of goblins or go around them. I kill a couple who I do come across quickly and quietly and see myself raised another level to status 5 in doing so.
I do wonder about Calisto, why she found me so interesting and what plans she may have, not to mention how much power she does wield over on this side. I do also miss her body and feel a hunger for the pleasure that it provided and hope that she will call on me soon.
I’m not quite back to the western side when something catches my eye off to my right; a bit of metal glinting in the sun. I stiffen, ready for combat if that is what it’s to be, but then I see a hand gesturing to me from the underbrush against a crumbling building.
“Zephyros,” a female voice calls to me.
I recognize it immediately. It’s Rena. I jog over immediately and she steps out and reveals herself as I get there. She’s in her armor, and has graduated to Threat Level 2. So at least one of my team survived. She immediately notices my Threat Level 5 status and her jaw drops in awe.
“Quick inside,” she tells me. “There are creatures about.”
She tugs on my arm, and pulls me into the shade of a crumbling building and then gives me a tight hug, pressing herself hard against me, filling my nostrils with the sweet scent of her hair.
“I am so sorry,” she almost sobs at the reunion. “We should have not forgotten your training. Still, we lost Brontes and Tatya. But Melyne and we found each other and had each other’s backs thanks to you and made it back alive, even though it was a tough fight. Like you, we have leveled up!”
She pulled back a bit, smiling up at me. I do notice that she does have a few bandages on her arms, her left leg too.
“But look at you,” she said. “Level five! You must have been in so many fights! Are you all right? Do you have any injuries?”
She starts pulling at the straps of my breastplate and I am suddenly aroused by the action. I already miss the sex with Calisto, and realize that there is so much I learned about human bodies that I can share with Rena. I seek out her gaze, capture it.
“You too,” I tell her. “Are you all right? The bandages?”
She starts nodding.
“You are right,” she agrees with me. “We should check each other out.”
And with that she starts removing her own armor, as I do mine. And we do not stop at the armor. Filled with the joy at our reunion and lust for each other’s bodies, I am quickly naked and she is quickly clad only in the bandages on her limbs.
She stands before me shyly, her hands wringing together somewhat nervously. With a comforting smile, I run my hand from her shoulder down her side. When my fingers glide over her bandages, I make sure to use the lightest pressure as I can. Even so, she winces beneath my touch, but assures me to keep going with a smile.
I see her, feel her, tremble at my touch, and I know that she isn’t used to the sensitivity of caresses. As I had once been, she has only known the pain and discomfort of the human body. I want to show her there is so much more, so much pleasure to be experienced as well.
Her nude body is petite, with small, pointed breasts and a small waist. Not as extravagantly curvy as Calisto or the other women I’ve witnessed bare, but still noteworthy. My hand then travels to the front of her chest, lightly grazing the skin between her breasts. As I caress her, Rena’s cheeks flush in a soft pink. I step forward and draw her into a hug, embracing her small frame within my own. She shivers beneath me, and her hands trace the muscles in my back.
“Sorry, I’m not used to this,” Rena breathes anxiously into my ear. “But please,  I want you to keep going.”
I oblige, and my hands caress her thighs carefully, ensuring that I don’t rub against her wounds. Rena exhales in a note above a whisper, and we pull away to stare at each other. A small smile curves her lips, of which I kiss delicately. While her lips are slightly chapped, they are still soft. I don’t linger for too long as to not overwhelm her, and I withdraw with a smile. Her fingers touch her lips, as if she is investigating the sensation herself.
I usher to turn her around so that her ass faces me. Her small, perky ass rubs against my exposed shaft, and I have to resist going at a faster pace, as she may not be ready yet. As I run my hands over her ass cheeks, she bucks forward with a small audible gasp. Looking over her shoulder, Rena bears a mixture of surprise and pleasure in her eyes.
Her cheeks redden and she turns her head back around, waiting for my touch once more.
My hands go from massaging her ass to lowering myself near her entrance. Rena tenses as I do so, and braces her hands on her thighs for support. I probe a finger inside her experimentally, watching for her reaction. Rena noticeably twitches with a moan; it is as if her own voice startled her, and she covered her mouth with her hand. She’s already really wet, and I had yet to do anything other than caress her. Her cute demeanor and vulnerability is enough to get me hard, along with the sight of her cute little entrance.
I lean forward and flick her clit with my tongue, and she moans again at the small contact. Having sex with her is going to be interesting, I think. It is a good thing that we are in an abandoned building.
My tongue circles her clit very slowly, and I insert my finger completely inside her. Her pussy is extremely tight and wet around me, almost smothering. I start to build up a deliberate pace, and she is wet enough for me to insert a second finger. Coiling my fingers, I perform a curling motion inside her; I learned this from Calisto from her feedings with me. It’s a sensitive spot inside a woman’s pussy, and it intensifies the pleasure points in a woman.  I am pleased I know of it now and so is Rena.
In response to what I’m doing, she throws her head back and moans even louder, her thighs trembling violently. Her juices cover my fingers and drop onto the ground below us. I stand up and settle myself at her entrance and slowly penetrate her.
She is tight and snug around me, her wetness allowing me to slide in easily. I grip her waist as I drive myself deeper with a sigh. The feeling is similar to what I had with Calisto, but not as hypnotizing and intoxicatingly euphoric. The sensation is raw, sober, and carnal, and I am in control now. Rolling my hips, I create a rhythmic pace and watch as her small ass cheeks bounce against me.
Rena’s stumbles from the sheer force of my thrusts, and her hand stretches to the wall beside us as support. I can’t help but pound into her now, unable to help the pleasure that is building inside me.
She lets out a shaky cry of pleasure herself, her fingers digging into the stone wall. I slap her ass, leaving red hand streaks across both cheeks. A sheen of sweat shines across her small back, and I watch the muscles in her legs and arms tense in pleasure.
“I’m… I feel…” Rena gasps, and her walls contract around me, sending jolts of electricity through my body. I take this as a cue to pound into her more. Her body freezes and her body starts to quiver beneath me, and a shaky moan escapes her lips.
I realize that she is about to finish, as I watch the viscous substance covers my shaft as I withdraw. With a few more erratic thrusts, I climax and spill my seed inside her in multiple pumps. Pointing my head to the ceiling, I let out a groan as she takes in every drop. We both collapse to the ground, absolutely exhausted.
We’re both still panting from our exertions as Rena cuddles close to me.
“That was so much,” she breathes into my chest, curling in my arms. “I didn’t know this body could experience such...”
“Pleasure,” I finish for her.
“Yes,” she throatily chuckles. “It is so much better than the dream.”
“The dream?” I wonder and then I describe the dream I remembered having. “That one.”
“Yes,” she tells me. “It’s something like that. I thought I was the only one. Do you know what it means?”
I shake my head. Any knowledge I have of that is still probably left unspoken of. I hear distant tolling of a bell. Rena immediately pulls away, starts getting dressed, even as she smiles at me.
“That is the breakfast bell, we should go,” she explains. “And you will need to speak to Amyndas. He is speaking to all the survivors of teams that have returned from raids. I came out here in the morning and night in the hopes of finding you. I am so happy I did. Melyne will be happy you are alive as well.”
Ah, Melyne. I gather my clothing and armor, do it and follow Rena back across the border. After breakfast, I am escorted to Amyndas who interrogates me regarding the days I have spent in the creature infested half of the city. While the wounds I took fighting the creatures for Calisto are healed, the scars are livid enough not to put the story I gave of fighting my way back in question, and even he seems impressed at my increase in status. But he does ask me if the name Calisto means anything to me.
“I think I heard some goblins screech it,” I offer blandly.
He nods.
“They are her creatures. Calisto is a succubus, and is one of the three demon lords that plague Komana,” he tells me. “Any who manages to slay her will become second only to me among the emissaries. Remember that, soldier Zephyros.”  




CHAPTER 10

“You, Zephyros, are singularly the most successful of the raiders who took it upon yourselves to attack the demons,” the chief trainer tells me as the interrogation in his war office concluded. “As such, you will be allowed to continue your raids on your own initiative. Rebuild your team and find a place among the pavilions. You are no longer expected to billet among the army regulars. Congratulations. With soldiers like you, we will have victory.”
So like Hector and others, I haven’t been the only one to have the same idea of raids on creature occupied Komana . Silver-haired Hector has also ramped up in level, but just an equal to my Level 5, and I have the personal satisfaction that I, and not he, was an acceptable a feast for Calisto. From the rumors circulating, however, he has done well for himself in the past couple days, so if I do want to keep up myself, I’m going to have to find Rena and Melyne locate us a place among the pavilion and also seek out replacements for the lost Tatya and Brontes. I sigh at the loss of Tatya. She was special.
As I stop at the training fields, I can see that the numbers have ever grown larger.
This makes me wonder what small crime against the rule of Hades it now takes to be damned to Earth. I don’t spot Rena on the field, but perhaps because she is a scout, her training isn’t always so simplistic. However, I do spot Melyne, and am pleased with myself that I will be taking her away from this stupid cannon-fodder degree of training for good. Not to mention that I have some more things to teach her of the pleasures the bodies can enjoy that I’ve picked up in the meantime. Yes, Melyne and I have some unfinished business in that particular arena.
I do enjoy her beating the crap out of her competition among her troop and working up a sweat, she’ll be all the more ready for me, I decide. I stride up to where they are fighting and watch as she dominates her opponent forces the other woman to the ground and surrender.
“Finished?” I ask.
Melyne looks up, eyes blazing. She looks really angry at me. I glance over to the trainer, point up at my status. He nods.
“Come on, you’re done here,” I tell her, as I motion for her to follow me.
“Why would I?” she shouts back.
“You want something from me,” I tell her, and I am not wrong.
And so she leaves the field and follows me around the red stone buildings to where we can finish things in private. It’s the middle of the morning. We won’t be interrupted for quite a while.
I pull out my blade.
“Shall we?” I say. “We have a few things to talk about, right?”
She comes at me, and we begin sparing in earnest. Her strikes have a clear edge to them and each one loosens her main of red hair that she had tied back.
“You abandoned us!” she snarls, cutting close.
“You abandoned what I taught you,” I argue. “You didn’t stand with me and Tatya and Brontes.”
Tears are forming in her eyes, and she wipes them harshly away and keeps on with her attack, leaving me to parry time and time again.
“There were too many of them!” She complains bitterly. “And I remembered my training. Rena and I would not have made it back if I hadn’t. You came back as well!”
“And why do you think I did?” I ask her.
The look she gives back to me answers my question. The final attack is half-hearted at best and I am able to knock the sword out of her hand, spin her around and drop her hard. When we finally fall to the sand, she is dizzy and out of it for a few moments. That’s long enough for me to both pull off my breastplate and tunic and pry off her own breastplate to expose her heaving chest before Melyne can focus her burning gaze back up at me.
She doesn’t make a move to throw me off her, just continues to breathe hard. Before she could speak, I leaned down and take her mouth with my own tasting her lips and tongue. The moment she started responding I pull back, evoking again that beautiful fury in her eyes.
“Show me what you want,” I demand, hanging my head close enough to hers for Melyne to be compelled act.
She grabs my neck, pulls my head down and takes my mouth as hungrily as I have taken hers.
Our previous sexual encounter was calmer and explorative, but this time it’s heated and erratic; due to the both of us having more experience, especially me. we are comfortable enough to initiate each sexual movement. She pulls my hair with a rough grip and tucks her fingers beneath my pants. Her fiery eyes bore into mine with the same fury as she rips them off, then grasps my shaft with an unyielding strength. I feel her anger through the act, but it doesn’t faze me. It only added to my growing arousal, and I rip off her tunic with the same energy.
I marry our lips together again, and I bite her lip as a warning. Melyne doesn’t take the warning and continues to stroke me off roughly. I grip her breasts and twist her nipples unmercifully; and she lets out a snarl into my mouth. I have to suppress a laugh at her tough act and pull at her loose ponytail this time. Her ponytail unravels, and her long locks fall around her shoulders. As I pull on her hair, her head jerks upwards, exposing her elongated neck; and she finally releases my shaft. I take the opportunity to messily kiss her hot skin until I get to her breasts.
I take her nipple in my mouth and graze my teeth against the flesh. Her chest heaves as I twirl the nipple around with my tongue, and I start rubbing her crotch over her pants.
Even through the fabric, I can feel that she is becoming wet. With an impatient jerk, I rip the pants off of her and toss them to the side. I push her panties to the side and insert three of my fingers into her pussy without warning. Her hips buck in response as I finger her aggressively, her juices milking me. I’m growing hard at the sight of her naked body, and I withdraw my fingers. While maintaining eye contact, I suck her wetness off of my fingers.
I settle myself between her legs and put her ankles on my shoulders. I wrap my arms around her thighs to keep her still, and shove myself inside her. Her eyes of fury transition to shock as I fill her up, and in this position I feel myself sliding in even deeper. I release a hand to wrap it around her throat, my fingers pressing on her arteries. I ensure that the pressure isn’t dangerous, just enough to add to the energy of the moment. Melyne strains to breathe as I pound into her, but she seems to enjoy the restraint. If she really wanted to, she could maneuver out of this position. But I know that she secretly enjoys being dominated like this, so she remains underneath me. I release the pressure in small increments, and finally withdraw to turn her body around completely.
As I forcefully turn her body around, she arches her back for me. I squeeze through her tight thighs to penetrate her again, and I grip her ass cheeks. Melyne moans against the grass below, and I feel myself getting close.
Melyne slaps her ass against me with the same vigor, and it drives me wild. I can see a bit of her face, her expression as I thrust inside her; she is biting her lip and closing her eyes, with ropes of hair flying against her cheeks face.
“I’m close,” I whisper, my fingers digging into her skin.
After a few more pumps, I quickly pull out and streams of my seed hit her ass and back. I jerk myself until every last drop hits her skin, and I sigh softly.
The relief of both physical and emotional release we experience is tremendous. Melyne walks beside me practically glowing as we find our way to where she knows Rena is training. With one gesture our scout joins us as we head away from the field of training to the Pavilions of the Raiders, where a small city of tents has been erected for those who have penetrated the demon-controlled half of Komana to sow chaos among our enemies and survived. The seneschal there shows us to our set of tents under a red and white banner.  There Rena takes her leave.
“I have a task to perform,” she tells me with a flirty smile and then jogs off.
Melyne shrugs, pretending she doesn't know Rena's secret task.
Within are significantly more comforts than the billets as well as much better food and drink laid out for us. A short time later Rena returns accompanied by a new pair of enticing women, amber haired Elenya, bearing her class weapon, a spiked shield and white-haired Iolanthe, bearing her class's weapons with equal ease, a full quiver of javelins.
“They wish to join you – us – our team,” Rena explains. “We talked much about how your training saved our lives while you were gone.”
“We want you to teach us,” Iolanthe tells me, with an alluring curve to her luscious lips. “Everything.”




CHAPTER 11

Iolanthe and Elenya are new arrivals, new emissaries, exiled for whatever offense they may have committed to Hades perfect virtual world, probably just another thought crime at this point. They were exiled to Earth after Me, Melyne and Rena, and have not had a chance yet to fight the creatures of the demon controlled Komana, so are still at Level 1, while both Rena and Melyne are Level 2 to my more experienced 5.
But like the two before them, both of the new girls are eager to learn what I can teach, and soon enough, having spoken with their counterparts in our team, and heard us late at night, have shown a keen interest in what I can offer them off the battlefield as well. Iolanthe is tall and slim, her white hair is long and shimmery. She isn’t as curvy as the other three, but her legs go on forever.
Elenya is her opposite in many ways, and her thighs look strong enough to snap a man’s neck. But in every way she is just as sexy and desirable. I’m lucky to have both.
Right now I need them to not lose their heads when we are in the ruins facing goblins, hobgoblins or other creatures that raiders speak of encountering.  This will also include trolls, redcaps, cyclops, whatever, I need them to hold their own, and maintain discipline with Rena and Melyne if I am not around, say, having been called by Calisto or when Amyndas asks for them to help train a troop on the sands. That is becoming more common over the next few weeks as the numbers of mindless army forces continue to burgeon.
Both of them as well as the three of us ‘veterans’ also pick up experience and level up as we continue raiding Calisto’s part of Komana, making our way through the grey misty overgrown and ruined streets in search of little green monsters and their larger kin to kill.
“It is nothing,” my succubus mistress tells me one night while I unwind her clothing from her body in preparation of her feasting on my energy. I grow more aroused with every turn of unwrapping her luscious flesh. “The stronger you are, the better you taste. And those ugly warts with legs, arms and whiny mouths are quite revolting.”
“But what will you do when they are all killed?” I ask.
“Never you worry, my lover,” she tells me now pleasingly, half-naked and growing more naked by the second. “There are always plenty more, wherever they come from.”
She also appears unconcerned about how large Amyndas’ army is growing, but she is herself a Threat Level of 100, far beyond even Amyndas who has the highest other threat level I am aware of and his isn't even close, so I try not to let that concern me either.
Meanwhile, the sex between us grows even more intense and longer lasting as I am able to sustain her for even greater and more powerful stretches.
None of my girls question my leaving late at night as the trust between us all has deepened greatly as our physical and sexual bonds grow stronger as well. Both Elenya and Iolanthe have become great team members, far more in tune than Tatya and Brontes were briefly.
They climb up from Level 1 quickly to Level 4 while now Rena and Melyne have reached 6 and myself 10. This now puts us way ahead of most of the others who have survived as raiders and even the members of Hector’s team. My chief rival has fallen behind me at Level 9, which I find a pleasure unto itself. Suck on it, Hector!
And they each quickly grow more interested in what I can offer them sexually as well, and so, now that I am certain I haven’t made the same mistake with them I did with Tatya, and that they can hold their own without panicking in battle. I sit down with them in our pavilion while Rena and Melyne are otherwise occupied at other tasks our glorious leader has chosen for them. Candle burn around us, setting the mood as we enjoy the moment together and in private.
“I am eager to share the pleasures I have shared with Rena and with the both of you, and just as much desire to find out what pleasures each of us together the most,” I say to the two beautiful women as they gaze hungrily at me while we sit close together in our skin revealing tunics on the soft cushions in our pavilion. “Just remember that the five of us are a team and we will only survive and enjoy this world as much as we do if we accept that.”
The two glance at each other, and then back at me smiling lasciviously.
“Yes,” Iolanthe tells me after taking in a deep breath of anticipation and letting it slowly out. “I can do that.”
“Of course,” Elenya agrees nibbling on her lower lip in growing arousal. “When do we start?”
So within a few weeks, my women and I are as bonded in the pleasures of flesh as we are on the battlefield. And to my pride and pretty much now we are the most successful among the raiding teams and seemingly the pride of our great leader. Still, more and more dumb army amnesiac fill the fields, making me wonder what is up.
During my secret trysts with Calisto’s, I share what I know among our continued sessions of mind and body altering sex I have with the succubus. Never for a moment am I bothered about the fact that such acts and revelations I am providing, her amount to any kind of betrayal of the emissaries or my team. Perhaps this is what it means to be ensorcelled or just that I still am keenly aware that regardless of my status as one of the army’s great raider team leader. I know that in the end Hades has sent me here to die for his own purposes and I will stick my middle finger at him whenever possible as it is what he deserves.
“What in the hells is that?” Melyne shouts as a lumbering creature shoves its way through a wall roaring at us.
Its greyish mottled skin is much the color of the stonework it has displaced and it is a little larger than the hobgoblins we have dispatched together.
“A gnoll?” I suggest, having heard rumors of such things, but neither I nor my team has encountered one before. This is only my guess. “Or a troll?”
It could just be a particularly ugly and over-muscled hobgoblin for all we know. Despite this new threat upon us, and it does have a decent level I decide this is a troll. It has a threat level just higher than my own now, but we are a disciplined team and face the creature not with any kind of panic but certain of our tactics.
Iolanthe and Elenya hang back to take advantage of distance and the effectiveness as Iolanthe’s javelins aims at what is hoped to be the creature's vulnerable parts. The remaining three of us engage in the big creature directly, Rena striking low, while Melyne and I attack it from other sides. I do my best to keep the smelly and lumbering thing’s attention given that I can absorb a hit better than either of the two women.
The best tactics, however, don’t always work. The troll swings its arm around and simultaneously, Melyne loses her footing on the loose cobblestone beneath her sandals. She raises her shield in time but gets knocked across the ally by the blow. Simultaneously, this opens the troll up to a well-tossed javelin and it roars when a strike sinks into the flesh around its neck.
While I am glancing back to where Melyne is crumpled, by still thankfully working on getting herself back to her feet, the monster charges Iolanthe and Elenya. This is where the shield fighter’s skill comes into play. She’s got a powerful set of legs, our Elenya does and holds fast the troll’s charge, protecting Elenya while Rena, myself and ultimately the recovered Melyne attack the beast from behind.
A short time later the Troll falls down dead. We all get an experience boost and finally get to take a breath and a chance to cheer each other at the team effort that has won the day.
So yes, my team is now what I hoped it would become. A well-oiled machine both able to handle the gaggles of goblinoids who still, as Calisto suggested infest the city and do not decline in numbers no matter how many are killed, and even the occasional bigger and tougher creatures that wonder the demon succubus’s territory as we continue to level up.
Getting hurt or injured or having to retreat grows to be less and less of an issue, even if it takes us a few days to entirely recover from the battle against the troll, Melyne the longest, as her headaches persist for a while. And now that the grand enemy has been announced at one of the latest pontifications by our glorious leader, talk in the pavilion, pillow and otherwise has turned to wondering if we are tough and strong enough to take on the demoness Succubus herself and own prestige only second to Amyndas himself.
“I hear she is ugly as sin,” Elenya states as we drink wine together one night. “And has to use drugs and threats to get a man into her nasty clutches.
“Has to be,” Melyne agrees, shuddering. “Hector’s team spotted the demon thing once, said it had wings like a bat and a face of one as well. Best the thing be killed just to put it out of its own misery.”
I laugh with the girls, of course, but think to myself... If you only knew the truth and saw her for what she truly is instead of a monster you’ve been led to believe...
Revealing what I know, however, is impossible. It would destroy everything.
And every once in a while, my succubus lover calls on me, and I never say no, whether I can or cannot. The sex I have with my winged mistress remains very different from the sex I remember from my virtual life and the sex I have with my harem of lovers and fighters. It does seem that I have somehow found the best of all worlds. I doze off content, knowing I would never have believed this just a short time ago.




CHAPTER 12

Me and my four warrior women make our way back from the Demon controlled part of Komana after another day of fighting the good fight. I spit on the dusty ground. Goblins though, and a whole gaggle of them. I’m still full of energy, but Rena and Melyne are a bit exhausted from the long-running battle. And stepping up lightly to my side, Iolanthe knows what that means for tonight and her.
“You were amazing out there,” Iolanthe says laying it on, cocking her head to expose her long sweet neck seductively. “I thought that was pretty tough, but you just don’t stop, do you?”
She’s angling for the first sex of our post-fight day and with a glance to her partner, it looks like Elenya is feeling quite amorous as well. Well, it’s their turn and given they weren’t as directly involved in the fight, neither of them are likely thinking about turning in early.
“I think I’m getting how enjoyable it can be to inhabit a human body,” I tell her, offering a knowing wink. “Now there’s lots of benefits to this life we have here, there’s no reason why we can enjoy ourselves and maybe start thinking about aiming higher.”
That hint of course, is about going after the big prize that Amyndas has been dangling in front of everyone.
No, I never drop the act once. Can’t. Won’t. Even though we are bonded together I am justifiably unwilling to find out what would happen if my girls discovered they were sharing me with the enemy. The enemy they have been taught to hate with a passion.
“And the way we’re leveling,” Rena offers a bit tiredly but with what enthusiasm is left to her after today. “We’ll all be able to share in the XP, which will have to be amazing. I wonder what that will make us…”
What indeed. That has me wondering as well as we return to the now massively populated heart of the emissary standing army HQ. Night’s fallen, so torches are lit everywhere and stretch as far as the eye can see. We all get our pats on the back as we return and appreciate our growing fame among the mindless, for what it’s worth, and from our fellow raiders, as that’s worth a lot more.
We get to our tent and strip off our armor and dirt, blood, sweat-soaked undergarments to be cleaned by those amnesiacs that have been assigned to be our servants. I continue to admire my team’s bodies as we do so, given they are unconcerned with showing off their flesh in my presence. Yeah, they enjoy my admiration.
As expected, after we are delivered our sumptuous dinner Rena and Melyne kiss and hug me goodnight, not at all in any chaste manner of course, they both want to remind me of what to expect ‘next time’. Then I join Iolanthe and Elenya in Iolanthe’s portion of the tent where the three of us finish cleaning up, removing our light tunics and getting ready for the pleasures to come. Iolanthe has secured some scented oil from somewhere to add to the pleasure and we all apply it to each of our supple bodies.
Iolanthe and Elenya eye each other and both kneel in front of me. I am slightly hard from merely looking at their gorgeous bodies, and their breath on my shaft causes me to harden even more.
Iolanthe grips the base of my shaft, while Elenya begins to kiss the rest of me very gently. Looking down, I see their breasts squished against each other’s, and I can’t wait to taste both of them. They both start to suck me off, with their thick lips surrounding me on each side. Closing my eyes now, I soak in the feeling of their tongues swirling around my member, and I run my hands through their amber and silver hair. Their tongues combined with the applied oil heightens the sensitivity in my shaft. It is a hint of being inside a woman, but not the full sensation.
They take turns alternating to take me in, and each mouth has a different rhythm that ignites different points of arousal in me. Iolanthe is gentler and more deliberate than Elenya, who grips me tight and gives me a more aggressive experience. It is a tantalizing, mountainous feeling that keeps me from finishing too soon.
All of a sudden, Elenya stands and presses her lips against mine. Iolanthe takes the opportunity to take me in completely and grips my base with both of her slender hands. Elenya’s hands trail down my back as we kiss, and she smells sweet with a hint of sweat. She softly exhales against my lips between kisses as I examine her body with my palms.
The oil makes Elenya’s breasts glisten in the torchlight, and I push in her nipples experimentally. I watch them invert and slowly pop out again; Elenya gazes at me as my hands descend to her thick thighs.
I’m surprised at how muscled they are, and I take a moment to worship the sheer size of her thighs. They provided her a firm, lifted ass that is more prominent than Iolanthe’s. After a moment of marvel, my hand travels between her inner thighs and grazes her lips. She’s starting to breathe heavily against my neck as I caress her, and a pressure starts to build in my groin.
I massage her lips as we kiss again, and finally slip an oily finger between them. I’m met with her clit and lazily roll it between my fingertips. Her fingers lightly grip my hair as I begin to finger her, and I plant kisses on her neck. A whisper of a moan escapes her lips, and the nerves around my ear ignite. My shaft is throbbing in Iolanthe’s mouth now; the gradual strokes escalating my bliss.
Withdrawing from Iolanthe’s mouth, I usher both women to get into position for me. Iolanthe splays herself out onto the cot below, her long legs spread wipe open. Elenya takes the other direction, bending over on all fours with her ass facing me. I decide to take on Iolanthe first; my hand returns to Elenya’s pussy, and I settle myself in front of Iolanthe.
Iolanthe’s body is long and lean, the silver fan of her hair spread across the cot underneath. She has a magical presence that almost reminds me of Calisto, with her sultry expression and the faint smirk on her lips. Iolanthe’s eyes never leaves mine as I gradually penetrate her; her lips form a small ‘o’ shape as I drive myself completely inside.
Her warm wetness encompasses me, and I let out a long sigh. She hooks her long legs around my waist as I insert my fingers inside Elenya’s entrance, and I start to thrust myself inside them both.
My strokes start fast and irregular, and I cup one of Iolanthe’s breasts with my free hand. A chorus of their moans begins, with Elenya being louder than Iolanthe. Elenya vigorously bounces her ass against my palm, driving my fingers deeper inside her. Iolanthe turns her face to the side, a baby pink flushing her cheeks; the skin on her groin is so taut, that I can see the outline of my shaft inside her with each thrust. Though she is tall and intimidating to our fellow raiders, she holds a certain gentleness that enhances my sense that I’m the dominating one her. On the opposite side, Elenya likes to take action.
I pull out of Iolanthe and then move over to Elenya. Her ass and thighs glisten with oil and some of her juices. Knowing how aggressive Elenya is, I decide to plow myself in without warning. She cries out in pleasure, and I see her hands ball into tight fists. Iolanthe shifts herself closer to Elenya, and kisses her.
Both women kiss as I drive into Elenya, and I can hear muffled, shaky moans emanate from her. Iolanthe stimulates herself as she kisses Elenya, as she is out of my reach. Elenya’s firm ass claps against me, and I grip her hips to get a better stroke. I feel myself getting close to climaxing, and I pound into her harder. Elenya breaks away from Iolanthe’s lips to let out a cry of pleasure, her thighs shuddering from the sensation.
“I’m close,” I breathe, slapping her ass cheeks.
“Let us taste it,” Iolanthe pleads, sitting up.
Obliging, I withdraw from Elenya, much to her dismay. Both women return to their original positions around me as I jerk myself, my shaft hot and throbbing. Iolanthe and Elenya open their mouths, their tongues dangling below me. Their hands caress my thighs and stomach encouragingly, and I close my eyes as I ready myself.
Spurts of my seed explode out of me and onto their faces. Streams hit their cheeks, lips, and they try to catch it with their tongues. I stroke every drop out of me and finish with an exhausted sigh. They take their fingers to scoop the escaped droplets into their mouths.
They both stand and plant a kiss on each of my cheeks, and I chuckle at the gesture.
I lay back in the darkness, the two curled up on each side of me, sharing their warmth and partaking of mine as Iolanthe and Elenya doze off. I think back to a time when I thought that one girlfriend was all I wanted, and now, I have a demon mistress who I have given my soul too and four irresistible warrior women who I share all the pleasures of the flesh with and can’t imagine choosing between any of them.
I fall back asleep among the sheets and cushions and the soft breathing of my lovers and wonder at my good fortune.  And... I soon learn I've jinxed myself again.
Just a few days later, the hammer comes down, the reason why Amyndas has built such a massive army of the mind-wiped for Lord Hades. And this is all laid out for the leaders of the emissaries, myself included as we stand witness to his revelation of what is to come.
“We have been called upon by Lord Hades himself to strike our most powerful blow against the demons who seek to thwart us with their evil and corruption. In the coming days all the forces you have seen that have been gathered, yourselves included will make an all-out attack on the Demon Lord Calisto at the very heart of her power, her Fortress of Blood, and destroy her once and for all!”
I’ve been to that fortress on some of my trysts and know it will take an army the size of what we have now to lay siege.
“Past attempts have failed due to the reinforcements she has been provided by her demon ally, the Grey Witch, but this time enough soldiers have been readied to lay effective siege to her fortress. We now have a force strong enough to play a major part in making that siege a success, the raiders who have so brilliantly raised themselves to the level of being capable of holding off whatever powerful reinforcements are sent by the Grey Witch. Calisto’s ally has sent powerful creatures in the past, so a force of powerful allies is expected.  You-”
Amyndas is now looking straight at me.
“-have proven yourselves worthy of such a task. And now your teams will provide the strength and skill to make our victory certain! All hail victory!”
We all shout in response, in unison, five times. Inside I am sinking to the depths of the Earth.
Once again, I am totally fucked.


CONTINUED...
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