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An excerpt from Fantasy Swap Online:

 

I looked down at my new, impossibly hot body: the big breasts, sexy hips, flat tummy… and tiny, weak arms. I imagined the jailer having his way with me, struggling to fight back, but slowly being pushed down and forced to take his big, hairy cock…

Then I blushed. Why did that kind of turn me on? I was straight! But then I bit my lip and stared at my crotch. There was definitely some moisture between my legs right now. It had to be that this body was turned on by the prospect of sex… Curse this stupid courtesan class. Now Lacey has me lusting over random mobs thanks to this stupid body. I couldn’t believe the devs had bothered to model normal sexual responses for female bodies! But I had to admit it would have bothered me a lot if my Kromgorn avatar couldn’t get it up when he saw a hot girl, and having free, uninhibited sex with willing mobs was one of the best things about the game. Why wouldn’t Lacey have a normal sex response?

I studied the jailer. For a low-level mob, he had a pretty ripped physique. I could see his rippling abs and his huge biceps under a tight leather vest. He isn’t really a person, I reminded myself. He’s just bits and bytes. And he’s totally under my control. I glanced around again, chewing my lip. It was just me and the Harem Jailer left in the empty cells. But there was no way I should even be considering what I was considering. Jazzus’s words from earlier ran through my head again: In what universe is a girl seducing dudes gay in the slightest? And I was a girl, at least for the time being.

This body had needs just like mine did, and I could tell they were intensifying. The close proximity and close attention to the male body beside me was making me squirm quite a bit. I bit my lip harder as I pictured sliding his straight, hard cock inside of Lacey’s tight little pussy. If I had still been Kromgorn, I would have paid good money to watch that. And as Lacey, not only would I get a front-row seat—I’d get to feel it happening. I’d be lying to myself if I said I wasn’t curious. Plus, I reminded myself. You could be stuck in this body for a really long time. Are you really going to give up orgasms just because you’re a girl?

That clinched it. I hadn’t gone more than 6 hours without some kind of sexual release since I was 12. I had to know what this would be like. He was just a computer program, and no one ever had to know.

I grabbed the jailer by his stupid leather vest and turned him to face me. By instinct, I took a breath and pushed my pert breasts up higher toward his face, even though I knew he wouldn’t refuse me—no straight, hot-blooded guy would refuse this body. The avatar I was riding was the walking incarnation of every horny guy’s fantasy.

“Mistress?” he asked, looking confused.

“Here’s how we’re gonna kill the time,” I explained. “You’re gonna fuck me. Uh, after a good amount of foreplay to warm me up.” I remembered that that was a thing chicks complained about, and I wanted this to be good. “You need to try harder than you’ve ever tried before. This is my first time, okay? I want it to be amazing.”

A dreamy smile flitted across his face. “Your wish is my command, mistress.”

Chapter 1

 

I sauntered into the tavern and plunked a fat bag of gold down on the inkeeper’s bar. “Your finest cut of meat and a tankard of ale,” I demanded.

Kirth, the inkeep, eyed me sternly, and we glared at one another for a long moment before breaking into familiar grins and laughing at one another. “It’s good to see you again, Kromgorn,” he said, waving to his help to retrieve the food and drink I’d asked for. He nodded to my bag. “It looks like your adventuring has gone well today, old friend.”

I nodded at the NPC, impressed as usual at how well the AI simulated conversation and even remembered my character from the last time we’d spoken. 

“I’ve been busy in the Swamps of No Hope,” I replied. “Those Gurlocs are nasty, the way they come in packs, but the treasure troves they hide under the water are worth the effort.” I patted the hilt of the two-handed Lv. 47 Shining Sword of Evil Slaying that hung over my shoulder and across my muscled back in a leather harness. It was a purple epic-quality item, ultra-rare, that I’d acquired as a lucky drop on my last dungeon run with my friends Haxor and Jazzus. That meant it was at least as good as a regular magic item 10 levels higher, and as a level 48 Barbarian I didn’t expect to get anything better for quite a while. Without such a great weapon, I doubt I could have faced down the monsters in the 50+ Swamps of No Hope zone unless I had a healer. It was nice to be able to solo like that when my friends weren’t online — it wasn’t a luxury I usually had as a tanky DPS class.

Kirth nodded back, polishing a cup that never quite seemed to be clean enough to set back on the shelf behind him. It seemed like every innkeeper NPC had one of those. “That’s dangerous, Kromgorn, even with your weapons, but I’m impressed you did so well. Gods know I wouldn’t be want to risk my life in such a dreary place. Well, in any case, your food should be right up.” He shook his head and turned to another PC who had come up to the bar, a level 32 Halfling Rogue, and began to make similar small talk.

I swiveled on my bar stool and surveyed the inn as I waited for the food I’d ordered, taking in the sights and sounds of Kirth’s establishment here in the city of Minsc, capital of the kingdom of Lorengarde. The tavern was filled with a mix of PCs and NPCs, but fewer real players than there might be at otherwise peak hours. In the real world it was 2AM and most people were asleep, but here in the online massively-multiplayer full-immersion virtual reality game Fantasy Realms Online, there were still some die-hard players like me online eking out a last few adventures before bed alongside the day shift workers and the small number of Europeans that played on the U.S. servers.

Even after the months I’d spent playing the game and leveling my fierce Half-Giant Barbarian powerhouse, I was still amazed by how realistic the game was. If I didn’t have my in-game HUD turned on, displaying hovering names and levels for all of the locals around me, I’m not sure I would have been able to tell the player controlled PCs apart from the computer AI-controlled NPCs. The full-immersion virtual reality was incredible, and thanks to the recent advanced with brain-integration technology that no one but a few MIT eggheads understood, they could basically simulate every sensation from the satisfying gurgly crush that a Gurloc made as you clobbered it’s head with a mace to the mouth-wateringly delicious taste of a slice of prime roast rib. 

“Order up!” a busty bar maid declared, setting just such a cut of meat in front of me and sliding my requested tankard across the bar, ale sloshing around inside. She winked at me and flounced back into the kitchen, attractive hips swaying enticingly. 

Food and drink aren’t the only sensations worth simulating, though, I reflected as I watched her go. I tore into my meat, enjoying the savory expertly-spiced flavor, and washed it down with a long pull of stout, frothy ale. As I chewed, I turned my attention to the other attractive sight nearby: the bouncing breasts of the NPC tavern whore being dandled on the knee of a wizard sitting at the fireplace. He was only level 5, but then, some players preferred to just enjoy the novel experiences of a fantasy world rather than also going adventuring to level up like I did. 

Sex and food were every bit as good in the virtual world with the direct-brain interface as they were in the real world, and I couldn’t fault someone who wanted to spend time experiencing those things when they weren’t practicing magic or swordplay. Besides, spending time with NPC prostitutes wasn’t nearly as weird as the players who purposefully specialized in leveling up their sex and charm skills just to end up as a high level whore. The game used the slightly softer class name “Courtesan” in an effort to be more politically correct, but we all knew that that was just a fancy word for “whore.” I didn’t understand players who picked that class at all.

Regardless, that was the least of the game’s problems when it came to public opinion. There was already a moral panic and public outcry against this new form of entertainment, with people claiming—as they always had with everything from books to videogames—that it was too stimulating. Too exciting. People were getting too addicted and neglecting their families, pearl-clutching mothers declared in widely-shared social media articles. With my 60+ hours per week spent in-game leveling Kromgorn, I’d probably fall right into their description as one of the “poor souls” in need of saving from myself.

But that was stupid. I wasn’t hurting anyone, and it’s not like I had anything better to do: I had a dead-end job I put just enough hours into to let me keep playing the game, an aging mother I lived with who mostly ignored me, and no RL friends or girlfriend I liked well enough to bother caring about. Nope. My life was online, my friends were here, and that was how I wanted it. I cut off another slice of my delicious roast beef and slid it into my mouth, chewing happily. I certainly couldn’t afford to live this lavishly in the real world. Fantasy Realms Online was a dream come true to me. Putting in just 60 hours per week? Hah! I wish I could spend all my time here. It was a sentiment lots of players shared, and I knew more than a few players had started doing research on how to make that possible without your body dying in the real world from lack of nutrition.

I was just finishing the last bits of my meal when my eyes were drawn to a tiny mail symbol that began blinking at me in the corner of my HUD. I tapped it, curious who’d be pinging me at this hour. It was my friend Jazzus, a level 42 High-Elf Wizard.

“Kromgorn!” her message read. “I’m so glad you’re online. I need you to get over the Burning Fields right away. Vierdimin is planning something big, and I’m not sure what it is. We should investigate.”

I frowned. Jazzus was usually pretty cool and collected—she played the part of the calm high elven wizard quite well—but this message sounded unusually urgent to me. Vierdimin was the head of a rival guild of players called “The Secret Order,” which was a dumb name if you asked me. They clashed constantly with our own guild, “Shining Army,” over in-game land and resources. Our guild had 30 or 40 players in it, about as many as theirs did, and one of us was always assigned to snoop on them to make sure they weren’t encroaching on our territory. Their leader Vierdimin was an 80th-level Lich, the class you got when you maxed your level in both Wizardry and Necromancy. The guy was a legend. He’d been one of the first players on the server, the first one to discover that secret classes existed if you maxed out the right skills, and the only player to successfully unlock the Lich class so far (and wield the powerful spells that came with it). He was one of the guys who people said were trying to do research on how to live your whole life in game.

If Vierdimin was personally up to something, Jazzus really would need my help. Neither of us were powerful enough to take on Vierdimin in a head-to-head fight, not that I would mind trying, but we stood a better chance if were together. Higher levels made you more powerful—not invincible. I sent her a quick reply that I was on my way and reached for my bag of gold, but was surprised to see that it was gone.

What the hell? I quickly scanned the bar and noticed that the Halfling Rogue was gone too. “Gods damn it,” I swore. What had his name been? I quickly scrolled through my chat history log and found it: Erlix, Lv. 32 Halfling Rogue

I hissed through my teeth. That gold had taken me hours of digging through Gurloc muck to collect. I didn’t mind battling NPCs or having them try to rob me, but players who would be so careless as to try random acts of PvP robbing or attacking infuriated me. That was how you started guild wars. Erlix seemed to be unguilded, so he was probably just a random troll, stirring up trouble. There were always players like that in these games, and they never ceased to be annoying.

Another message came through from Jazzus, blinking urgently: “Kromgorn? Are you on your way? Hurry!”

I set my jaw and forced myself to calm down. I could deal with Erlix later. For now, Jazzus needed me. I’d have to get to her soon in case we’d miss our window to see what Vierdimin was doing.

I dashed across town with a hasty wave to Kirth and headed for the Minsc bank. It only took a moment to refill my gold reserves, although my bank balance was growing lower than I would have liked due to expensive armor repairs. I scratched my chin and surveyed the other items stashed away in my vault, wondering if any of them would be useful in a fight with Vierdimin and his guildies. I had collected quite the array of potions, magical devices, weapons, and baubles in my nearly 50 levels of adventuring, but I didn’t have time now to refresh myself on what they all did. Instead, I grabbed a few health potions and a Lv. 20 Cloak of Invisibility that a guildmate had made for me. It wouldn’t help much against an 80th-level Lich, but my stealth skill sucked, and we might need to do some sneaking.

A few moments later, I was soaring through the air on a wyveryn, flying over the zones that made up the Southern Kingdom of Lorengarde. The wyveryn was on a direct flight-path I’d paid the travel master handsomely for, and I clung to its back and enjoyed the wind whipping through my hair as I sped over fields and forests of zones I hadn’t visited in 30 levels, populated with mobs too low-level for me to care about. The flying in this game was almost as good as the food, and I couldn’t wait until I hit level 60 and could purchase a flying mount of my own. The pre-programmed routes were exciting enough, but a flying mount that could go anywhere opened up a whole new set of zones for me: the Sky Islands, the Eternal Deep, and the Lost Continent were just three of the places I’d heard higher-level players talk about that I couldn’t wait to explore.

In fact, it was pretty weird that Vierdimin was bothering with the Burning Fields at all. It was a desolate wasteland of ash and fire on the northern edge of Lorengarde, unremarkable except for a low-traffic level 40ish dungeon full of Death Cult Orcs. Players avoided the Death Cult because they hit unusually hard for their level and were highly fire-resistant, which was the most popular class of spell damage for leveling wizards. By the time you could easily fight the orcs, the loot they dropped wasn’t really worth it. What business would an 80th-level Lich have in a level 40 zone? Vierdimin usually had way more important things to do than power-level his guild. 

My wyveryn touched down at the southeast edge of the zone, and Burning Fields - Level 40 flashed across my HUD in big red lettering before fading. I hopped off and the wyveryn screeched and shook itself out before trotting beside the stablemaster and fading away. Immediately, a party invitation flashed into my field of view from Jazzus. I accepted and could now see her marker in the distance, not far from the imposing, black tower of the Death Cult Orcs in the middle of the zone. I scratched my head. Was Vierdimin just clearing out a low level dungeon for fun? Or maybe he was recruiting the orcs to help him in his war against our guild… that was one of the cool things about highly-intelligent AI NPCs. You could form alliances, hire them, talk them into helping you, and sometimes even be persuaded into helping them.

I reached up to loosen my sword in its scabbard and began to lope across the burning, ashy fields toward Jazzus.

Chapter 2

 

Jazzus was lying flat on a hill overlooking the Death Cult Tower, her eyes glowing blue with an enhanced vision spell. I squinted at the tower too as I lay beside her, but seeing anything useful was fruitless without magic. Orcs milled around the bottom and came in and out of huge black gated entrance, but we knew there would be orcs already.

“What do you see? What is Vierdimin doing?” I prodded her. I needed information, and I was getting itchy that I hadn’t gotten to kill anything yet.

“He’s at the top of the tower,” Jazzus said carefully. “In the Orc King’s room. I can see his magical signature but can’t tell what he’s doing. I got a tip that he might be trying to pull something big tonight, and we need to figure out what it is.”

“Can he really get anything useful from a level 40 dungeon?” I asked. “It seems like he could just clear the whole place with a summoned Necro-Dragon or something.”

Jazzus shook her head. “I don’t think he’s trying to get anything. He’s trying to do something. Think, Kromgorn. What’s special about this zone?”

“Nothing,” I replied, ticking mentally through the same observations I’d made earlier. “Other than the fact that it’s right in the middle of all four kingdoms, I don’t see…” I trailed off, realization dawning. “Oh.”

Jazzus nodded, and I kicked myself for not seeing it sooner. The Burning Fields were a crossroads of sorts between the four major factions of Fantasy Realms online: The Humans of Lorengarde in the South, The Dark Legion to the North, the Elven Highlands in the West, and the Wild Fey Dominion to the East. There were far more kingdoms and lands to explore, of course, but those were the four starting areas for new players and the four largest factions tied to the central landmass of the main continent. 

If Vierdimin had some dark magic planned that was supposed to give him a game-wide advantage over his enemies, he’d need to launch it from the most-centralized region in the land—and that happened to be right here, in the Burning Fields, at the top of the Death Cult Tower.

“We need to stop him, whatever he’s doing,” I said. “If he gets a serious advantage, we’ll be really hosed. His guild already has a slight level edge on us.”

“We’re going to have to go in there to do that,” Jazzus said, eyeing the orcs warily. She nervously twirled her staff in her left hand, blue robes dulled only slightly by the ash that kicked up all around us. “I wish Haxor or Topper were online.”

“Me too.” I drew my sword and plunged it tip-first into the dirt, leaning on the haft as I tried to figure out what the best way to get in there would be. Haxor and Topper were our two highest level players in the guild: Topper, a level 75 Paladin, and Haxor, a level 68 Spellblade, both would have come in really handy for an assault against Vierdimin. I was tanky for a Barbarian, but really Jazzus and I were both DPS classes. Without a healer, more DPS, or a proper tank, we wouldn’t be able to to take on an extended dungeon crawl against the orcs. “Is anyone else online?”

“It’s too late at night for most of our guild.” Jazzus shook her head. She knew as well as I did that a frontal assault wouldn’t work. She whispered some words and made a few gestures in the air before fading from sight with an invisibility spell. I could still see a faint, ghostly outline of her body since we were grouped together, but to everyone else she’d look like empty air. “We’ll need to sneak in. How’s your stealth skill?”

“Atrocious. But that’s why I brought this.” I pulled the Lv. 20 Invisibility Cloak out of my bag and draped it around my body, noting that it filled my shoulder slot on the character sheet that flashed briefly on the side of my HUD. I’d need to get a real shoulder slot eventually, but it was mostly a vanity slot until level 60 or so—useful to look cool and use limited-charge trinkets like my cloak. I activated the cloak and watched my hands fade to the same translucent quality that Jazzus had.

“Level 20?” she asked, rolling her eyes. “That’s not going to last long here.”

“They’re expensive, okay? It’ll last long enough to get in and check things out. You might not think we can fight our way in, but I feel confident I can fight my way out with this epic sword.” I patted the hilt again, beaming at her.

“You put too much faith in your items,” she grumbled, but then she sighed. “Fine. Let’s go. Just be careful, okay? Vierdimin is tricksy.”

Slipping past the orcs at the gate turned out to be trivially easy since the casters that could sometimes see through invisibility had gotten lazy about keeping the spell up. Even that was a realistic twist the game designers included, I noted. If they don’t have PCs showing up to kill them all the time, they get soft and lazy. I might have to come back and try my blade on a few of them later before I completely out-leveled the zone. Fire resistance wouldn’t bother a Barbarian with a level-60 quality sword. But Jazzus was also right that it wouldn’t make sense to go charging in whether we could kill them or not. Alerting Vierdimin to our presence would be very, very bad. The only way we could hope to stop him would be if we could surprise him.

I hadn’t run this dungeon before, but Jazzus seemed to know the way, and I followed her through a series of twisting passages and staircases, dodging orc warriors and staying out of the field of vision of the wizards and warlocks, just in case they hadn’t all gotten lazy. As we approached the top of the tower, the smell of sulfur and death intensified. My blade pinged briefly, telling me it was an Aura of Evil—one of the many handy features of the weapon. As good-aligned characters, we’d be fighting at a disadvantage here. Jazzus held a single hand up to me, halting, as we approached a giant set of double doors that must have led to the orc king’s chamber, and nodded to a winding side passage I hadn’t even noticed. It went further up the tower. We advanced that way, ignoring the direct route, and soon emerged along a balcony that encircled the hall where the orc king’s throne sat. Jazzus motioned me forward and we crouched at the balcony’s edge to survey the room.

Below us, the orc king himself sat on his throne. Floating text above him read Death Cult Orc King, Lv. 50, so he was obviously still alive. But rather than haughty and proud, as I would have expected, he seemed tense and still—almost lifeless. Then I noticed the corpses littered around the room: dozens and dozens of the death cult’s royal guard, slaughtered by dark magics. The telltale oily shimmer of necromantic sorcery still coated their lifeless bodies. It didn’t even look like they’d been looted, and I fought the urge to hop down and rifle through their pockets. My eyes lingered, though. What loot might they have on them? You never knew where an epic item might drop.

Jazzus pointed at the orc king and whispered, “Hold Monster. It’s a very high level spell. Vierdimin has him paralyzed.”

“Where is Vierdimin?” I whispered back. “Shouldn’t he be here?”

Jazzus nodded down to the floor below us, and I craned my neck over the balcony as far as I dared to look. We were invisible, but taking chances was stupid. Vierdimin wouldn’t be as lazy as the NPC orcs.

The Lich himself was on his hands and knees in front of the great double doors, scratching arcane symbols onto the floor with a piece of chalk. Vierdimin, Lv. 80 Human Lich floated over him, and he kept pausing to look at an open tome beside him before returning to his work. I shuddered slightly. He was one of a handful of players who had reached level 80 in the game, and it was rare enough to see it that it made me nervous. That was silly, of course—killing me would only send me back to my bind point in Lorengarde, and I could always log out—but he could still make things very unpleasant for us and take all of the gear off of our bodies if he killed us. 

Suddenly bringing my treasured sword along on our little raid didn’t seem like such a great idea. Yeah, it was a great weapon… but what if I lost it? My stomach sank. I’d have to be very careful. If I only— 

“Hey!” I hissed at Jazzus. “What are you doing?” She was creeping forward along the slanted balcony, drawing closer to Vierdimin.

“I think I can get a clear shot at him,” she replied. “Maybe not take him out, but stun him long enough to grab that book and run.”

“Are you crazy? What if he resists your spell?”

She shrugged. “Then you grab the book while I distract him.”

I hesitated, but then nodded. It was as good a plan as any. Vierdimin was strong, but not strong enough to waltz into the middle of Lorengarde as a member of the Dark Legion, and I could probably get to the flightmaster before he’d finished off Jazzus. I’d known this mission was going to be dangerous, and epic sword or no epic sword, our guild would be screwed if Vierdimin could pull off a game-wide curse of some kind. Snagging the book might slow him down, or at least give us an idea of what he had done so we could undo it. 

I raised my blade and laid a hand on the railing, preparing to leap down and grab the book as soon as Jazzus tried her stun spell. Jazzus edged closer.

She stumbled as ear-shattering sirens sounded all around us. I dropped to my knees, covering my ears with my hands and trying to drown out the sonic disturbance.

“Motherfucker,” Jazzus mouthed, though the sound didn’t pierce the klaxon of the alarms.

“It’s a sonic alarm!” I tried to shout back, but I couldn’t even hear my own voice. We should have known better than to try to sneak up on a high-level magic user. He’d obviously set up a proximity alarm that triggered for visible and invisible foes alike. Now that we’d been affected by it, both of our invisibility buffs had dropped. The flashing red crossed swords in the upper left of my hood told me I was stuck in combat now until I disengaged, which meant running away.

We couldn’t afford to run now. Ignoring the screeching pain and the flashing debuff to my combat skills the sound had inflicted upon me, I lurched up and vaulted over the side of the railing, landing in a careful, panther-like crouch, my sword at the ready. Jazzus thumped down beside me, whirling arcane balls of purple energy dancing around her hands as she shook her head to try to clear the ringing that was no doubt affecting her as badly as it was me. The alarms died of, their purpose complete, as we faced down our enemy head to head.

Vierdimin stared before us, smiling evilly in his jet-black robes and fluttering cloak. I couldn’t be sure, but the rod on his back looked an awful lot like a Lv. 80 Staff of Matter Manipulation, which I’d only seen pictures of on some data mining websites I followed. Somehow he’d gotten ahold of it for real in-game—bad news for our whole guild. In the time we’d taken to recover from his alarm and drop to the floor, he’d already prepared his spells, and I didn’t like the look of either ball of energy floating above his hands.

Jazzus struck first, whipping her purple energy balls toward the Lich, but he casually gestured and sent his own, larger sphere of yellow energy back toward her. It passed right through her pitiful projectiles, absorbing them into itself, and smacked into Jazzus’s body with a sizzling thump that left her in a crumpled heap. I lifted my sword and charged, howling with rage, and thanks to my avatar’s Quick Reflexes trait I managed to dive under the second energy ball Vierdimin chucked toward me. 

I rolled and came up swinging, but Vierdimin floated up, levitating out of the way of my broad stroke as he stifled a yawn. He lifted a finger, looking almost bored, and a purple electrical bolt shot out and covered me in twisting, twitching purple lines. My body began to convulse uncontrollably, and my sword clattered to the floor. I watched my health flash lower and lower in my HUD while Vierdimin drained me. There really wasn’t too much real pain you could feel in game—any more than a minor discomfort would make playing unbearable—but I was covered in minor discomfort and powerless to stop him.

I blacked out just shy of death, falling to the ground beside my prized sword, and inwardly cursed myself for ever thinking it would be a good idea for us to battle an 80th-level Lich by ourselves.

Chapter 3

 

I poked at the glowing blue lines of the energy cage that Jazzus and I had woken up in. The bars crackled: Zzzzaaap! “Owww,” I muttered, shaking my hand to cool off my electrified fingers.

“Don’t bother,” Jazzus said gloomily. She sat beside me, her arms wrapped around her knees and her forehead on her forearms. “It won’t drain your HP enough to kill you, but it won’t be comfortable. Energy cages are a mid-level spell, but they stay effective at all levels. We won’t have much luck getting out of these until someone comes to rescue us or Vierdimin lets us go.”

I snorted. Fat chance of that. He’d left us in the back corner of the chamber and gone back to his book and his runes, not even bothering to talk to us. But of course that’s how he operated. You didn’t get to be a level 80 guild leader and Lich by being stupid, and Vierdimin wouldn’t spill his master plan just to brag to us.

“We have to get our hands on that book,” I muttered. “Did you try logging out and calling anyone IRL?”

Jazzus nodded. “They’re all sleeping, or at least they’re not answering phone calls or texts. I figure I’m doing more good here in game, looking for an opening, than just logging out for the night. By morning it might be too late.”

I frowned, studying my surroundings. All of our gear lay piled in the other corner, and my sword jutted out of the heap, teasing me enticingly. It might as well have been all the way in the western Feywilds, for all the good it was doing me now. Vierdimin had taken our possessions and shown his cleverness again by not killing us outright. If he’d killed us, we would have just respawned at our bind point in Lorengarde, and we could have tried again or gathered some support from one of the other guilds. By keeping us alive and trapped here, he’d ensured he’d have time to finish whatever evil sorcery he was doing. 

“You said these cages are a mid-level spell. Can’t you dispel them or something?”

She shook her head. “Not from inside. They don’t work like that. Maybe if I had an Arcane Disruptor or something, but I’m helpless without that.” 

I sighed. We didn’t have one of those anyway. This was literally the only scenario where it would have been useful, and even if we had brought one it would be lying over there in the pile with the rest of our goods. 

I felt pretty stupid. We should have known Vierdimin would have alarms set. It was a rookie mistake. Also, if I had had a few minutes to review my bank items, I might have been able to fish out some combination of traps and magical devices to create a diversion that would have actually distracted the Lich. I wished Jazzus hadn’t hurried me so much, but there was no point in pointing fingers now. She’d been right about the urgency, and she couldn’t have known ahead of time what we might need, anyway.

I tapped my finger on my nose thoughtfully. If only we had someone else that could smuggle us a few bank items. Someone who could come prepared, knowing what cloaking items they’d need.

“Jazzus,” I said slowly. “Do you still have Lacey’s account info?”

Lacey was Haxor’s long-term, super-rich girlfriend. He’d tried to get her into Fantasy Realms Online for a while, but she was one of those girls who didn’t have any interest in role playing games. She’d made a low level terribly built character that we all privately made fun of, wandered around in-game a little bit, and then quit, never to return. But apparently she was so loaded with cash IRL that she hadn’t bothered to turn off her expensive subscription to the game. I wondered what it would be like to have that much money—I could barely afford the one subscription with a full time job. Having a spare account was a luxury that was too good to pass up, so we still used her character as a shared bank alt, though we didn’t put anything too valuable on her just in case they ever broke up. Usually Jazzus controlled her when we needed something.

She nodded now. “Yeah, but I don’t see how that helps us here. What is a level 3 Courtesan going to do for us other than just get fucked by the Lich over there?”

Jazzus was exaggerating, but I still winced. “I can’t believe she actually took Courtesan as her class. What a ho. But I was thinking that we might have sent her enough potions and gadgets that she could sneak her way in here. I recall sending her an Arcane Disruptor at one point.”

“You’re right!” Jazzus’s eyes widened. “Nice, Kromgorn. That just might work. Uh… we’re going to need to move fast, though. As soon as she enters the room she’s in major danger, and any stealth skills or spells she has will drop when she tries to pass anything into the cages.”

“So?” I asked. “If she brings the right items, we can escape the cages and get out right away, and this time we’ll catch Vierdimin by surprise.”

“No, I agree,” Jazzus said, her voice sounding amused. “It’s just… Kromgorn, what’s your Magical Devices skill at?”

I double checked my stat sheet in my HUD. It was a measly Lv. 15. Honestly, even using the invisibility cloak had been a stretch for me. My face fell, and I grumbled the answer to her question.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought. There’s no way you can use the Arcane Disruptor, Krom. You’d fail the skill check, blow the whole plan, and we’d be right back where we started. We also don’t have time for login and logout hijinks where you hold the items until I can get back. Way too risky.”

“Jazzus…” I warned, not liking where this was going, but then she said it anyway.

“You need to take the login info and bring me the items, dude. It’s the only way to make this work.”

I blew my cheeks out in an angry huff. Jazzus knew exactly what I thought of men who played female characters in these games and vice versa—it was weird and uncomfortable for everyone involved. I could kind of see why it might be fun to try it out and go have sex once or twice, but getting account locked into that gender would suck balls, which is how they stopped most people from doing it. Because of how realistic the in-game simulation of body sensations were, lots of people had a lot of serious concerns about men playing women and vice versa. It was strongly discouraged by the company who made Fantasy Realms Online, as they were already fighting enough moral battles without adding this on top of it. To try the other gender as an avatar, you basically had to either fake your gender during account creation or borrow someone else’s account, and both were usually wildly impractical.

Wildly impractical unless you just happened to have a rich friend who didn’t care what you used her account for.

“No,” I replied. “No way. I am not going to log into a weird girl body and have everyone laugh and stare at my stupid Courtesan ass while I haul potions across Lorengarde for you. Forget it.”

Jazzus’s expression darkened. “You know, Krom, I don’t like logging into Lacey either. I’m pretty proud of my badass wizard here, and it’s embarrassing for me to run around in skimpy, low-level Courtesan gear with everyone thinking I’m just some stupid bimbo who doesn’t know anything about the game. I do plenty of potion hauling for you and Haxor in that stupid avatar, and I just deal with having people stare at me and laugh at me.”

I weathered her long-winded diatribe and then gave the obvious reply. “Yeah, but you’re a girl IRL. So no big deal right? You’re used to it.”

Uh-oh, I thought. Wrong answer. Jazzus had fixed me with a truly withering glare, and it made me want to sink into my boots.

“Regardless,” she said, biting off each symbol individually with her sharpest tone. “It doesn’t change anything about our situation here. This is our only shot to stop Vierdimin, so I think you should get over yourself and do it for the good of the guild.”

I winced again. That hit close to home. My Fantasy Realms Online guild was the only group of friends I had, and if whatever Vierdimin was doing was really that bad, I’d hate myself for not doing everything in my power to stop him… no matter how distasteful it was. I had to stick up for my friends. They were counting on me. More importantly, Jazzus would tell them all about my betrayal if I didn’t.

“Fine,” I said through gritted teeth. “But you owe me, okay?”

Instantly Jazzus’s usual cool, collected demeanor returned. “Of course.”

A message popped up at the bottom of my HUD: Lacey’s login credentials. I memorized them with a sigh.

“Anything else you want me to grab out of the bank while I’m in Lorengarde?”

Jazzus ticked the items off on her fingers. “You’ll need an all-level stealth cloak and a few potions of invisibility as backup, some explosive firetraps you can set for a diversion, and the Arcane Disruptor, of course. I’m pretty sure I dumped all of these items on her last time I played her. The character is too low-level for her basic Courtesan skills to be useful here, but grab the Potion of Temporary Level Boost she has in her bank. It’s soulbound, so you can’t lose it when you die, and it’s a one-shot rare item that kicks you up 40 levels or so for a brief period of time and buffs all your skills. You might be able to use her Seduction skill to distract an orc in a pinch or something.

I blushed right red and hastily protested, “I’m not using Lacey’s Seduction skills on anyone. Jesus, Jazzus. Do you think I’m gay or something?”

“Relax, Krom,” she said, rolling her eyes at me. “For one thing, I don’t care if you’re gay or straight. No one does. It’s 2017. And for another, it’s just a game. Besides, you’ll be playing a girl. In what universe is a girl seducing dudes gay in the slightest?”

She made some good points, but I still didn’t think I’d be seducing anyone as Lacey the Courtesan. That would be way too weird for me.

“Fine,” I replied. “Anything else?”

“Nope!” Jazzus said brightly. “Hurry up! We don’t have all night, and you only have one shot here.” She winked at me. “And don’t forget to have fun, sweet cheeks.”

“Not funny,” I grumbled, the scene fading away as I logged out.

Chapter 4

 

It took about 30 seconds to log out of Kromgorn and another 30 seconds to input Lacey’s credentials and log into her avatar. The transition was pretty seamless since I didn’t even bother to jack out of my VR rig, but I knew Jazzus was right. The 60 seconds it would have taken her to bounce from Lacey back to her main would have been way too long for me to stand there helplessly in my cage, holding our items and waiting for her to come back. I didn’t have to like it, but I knew I was doing the right thing for my guild.

The gray loading screen faded away to reveal the bright, sunny main street of Minsc—I was back in Lorengarde again, standing directly in front of the bank. But everything looked a little weird, and my body suddenly felt a lot weird. I peered at the mailbox and the characters around me, trying to figure out why such a familiar scene looked so off to me. Then it hit me: Kromgorn was a Half-Giant Barbarian who stood nearly 7 feet tall. But now I was piloting Lacey, a female Human Courtesan. She was only 5’6”—an average human female size—so I’d lost nearly a foot and a half of height. I was used to looking down on people, and now I was straining up for every inch of height and craning my neck to look up at most of the other players, who were either men or the taller elvish races.

And that wasn’t the only annoying thing about this delicate female body that was a drag. I poked at the huge, ample breasts Haxor’s girlfriend had given her character because she’d wanted her to be sexy, and shuddered as I felt them jiggle. I mean, it felt nice to touch them, and any other time I might have snuck off to play with them a little bit, but talk about impractical in a fight! She wouldn’t even be able to swing a proper sword arc without her boobs getting in the way. Her hips were also shapely despite how slender she was overall, and her tummy was tight and small, giving her a decent hourglass shape. I shook my head and what a stupid form this was for an online role-playing game and noticed that curly blonde locks waved artfully around my face at about shoulder length.

Even the clothes were ridiculous and impractical: flared pink pants made of a soft, silky material, velvet slippers, and a tube top shirt that somehow still managed to have a v-neck and lift my already large breasts up even higher. There was a delicate chain-link gold choker around my neck, a silly ornament considering it wasn’t even magical, and I was pretty sure this avatar was wearing a thong beneath her pants with the uncomfortable way the fabric was stretching between my ass cheeks. It all felt too tight and constricting against my unusually sensitive skin, and I picked at tubetop and the pants, trying to adjust my underwear to be slightly more comfortable. It didn’t help.

Someone snickered nearby, and I glanced up to see Duderrzz, Lv. 11 Half-Elf Warrior laughing at me.

“Still getting used to your online body, babe?” he asked, guffawing at me. “I can help you out if you need a, er, hand with those tits…”

I narrowed my eyes at him and grabbed for my sword, but of course my hand just swiped empty air over my shoulder. Lacey the Courtesan didn’t have a sword. I didn’t even know what Courtesans used for weapons in battle. Fans or some stupid shit like that, maybe?

I couldn’t believe that I was taking flak from a level 11 peon named Duderrzz of all things, and I almost set him straight about who my main was, but I bit my tongue just in time. Kromgorn was well-known on this server. The last thing I needed was for people to think I spent time prancing around as Lacey the Courtesan when I wasn’t busy slaying demons in the hinterlands of Lorengarde.

“Shut up, dickface,” I growled instead. Or I tried to growl it, but instead of the menacing, throaty rumble I was usually able to muster, the words popped out of my mouth in the high-pitched, indignant tone of a tiny, pissed-off chick. Duderrzz just laughed hard at me, and I stomped away from him and into the bank, my cheeks flushing wildly. Running around in this girl’s avatar was already sucking, so the sooner I could get it over with, the better. Besides, I didn’t have time to trade insults. Jazzus needed me.

Players were giving me guff was bad enough, but I knew the NPCs would also be a hassle. They were coded to respond appropriately to your class, race, and gender. The Fantasy Realms Online devs were mostly dudes, of course, so when I showed up in front of the banker…

“Hey there, hot stuff,” he said, raising a bushy eyebrow and ogling my curves. “How can the bank of Minsc help your cute little self today?”

I gritted my teeth and ignored his banter. It would be as pointless as telling Kirth the innkeeper to shove it — it was just in his programming. “Let me see my bank,” I ordered, wishing again that Lacey had picked literally any other class for her main character.

He waved a hand toward the vault door with a wink and I felt his eyes on my ass as I hurried through, eager to get away from all the uncomfortable attention. This body was impossible to move around in without swaying my hips, and I had hips that were literally designed to draw people’s gaze to them now.

Inside the bank were stacks and stacks of the low-value tradeskill materials that we kept on Lacey and a very small shelf of important items Jazzus had stored here too. I quickly started digging through the piles, looking for the items she’d recommended. I collected the fire traps, the all-level cloak of invisibility—thank goodness she’d stashed that here—some potions of invisibility as backup, and the Arcane Disruptor. It looked like a glowing blue top marked up with mystical purple symbols, and I dumped it into my bag along with all the other items. As I turned to go, an amber-colored potion on the shelf caught my eye: The Potion of Temporary Level Boost Jazzus had mentioned. I chewed my lip, wondering if it was really worth using here. It was a one-shot item that came with the Collector’s Edition of the game we’d all purchased, and most of the guild had used ours ages ago. A temporary 40-level boost was a huge advantage, and it seemed stupid to waste it on enabling the level 3 Lacey to seduce an orc—not that I would be doing that anyway.

But still, you never knew. Better safe than sorry, and it’s not like I could lose it. It was soulbound and would stay in my inventory through death. I pocketed the potion, grabbed a small bag of gold, and raced to the Minsc flightmaster. This time I didn’t even bother waiting for the sexy banter. I just threw a coin at him, hopped on a wyveryn, and headed for the Burning Fields for the second time today.

As I clung to the wyveryn, wind whipping my golden curls around my face, I pulled up Lacey’s character screen. I had time to kill during the flight, and I was curious just how poorly she’d built this character. It was worse than I expected. She hadn’t just dumped all her points into Charisma—oh no, nothing so simple as that—she’d drained her other stats to boost it even higher. Strength, Constitution, Intelligence, and Wisdom were all at pitiful levels. So not only was this avatar horribly weak and fragile… NPCs and enemy mobs would also treat her like she was dumb as dirt, and she had no spell resists to speak of. The only stats she’d left at a normal level, though still unimpressive, were Dexterity and Agility. I rolled my eyes, wondering if she’d been hoping they would help her perform in the bedroom. Every other point she had went into Charisma, which was as high as it could go during character creation.

The Burning Fields began to roll past at the edges of my character screen, and I closed it with a sigh. At least all the NPCs would instantly like her, which was important since they wouldn’t consider her opinion, put any stock in what she said, or respect her fighting prowess at all. How annoying. Why would anyone want to play a character like this? Girls like this in real life were bad enough, and I wondered if that’s what Haxor’s girlfriend was like out of game too.

I slid off the wyveryn as I touched down, pulled my invisibility cloak around my shoulders, and raced back to where Jazzus and I had first been surveying the Death Cult Tower. I crouched down, my skin translucent once again with the invisibility spell, and checked out the entrance. This time it would be even more dangerous, because if my spell dropped or if an orc wizard just happened to have See Invisibility up, I’d be helpless. But something was different this time: all the orcs were dead, lying in pools of their own blood on the ground.

My eyes widened in surprise, but I didn’t waste the opportunity. Whoever had  fought their way in had given me an opening, and I needed to hurry and take it before the orcs respawned. I ran into the tower, following the same path I’d taken earlier. I was still cautious, moving quietly through the halls with my invisibility cloak up, but it was the same story everywhere. Dead orcs on the ground, slaughtered silently. I paused for a moment and strained my ears. No sounds of clashing battle came from anywhere in the tower. The assassin killing these orcs had been quick, efficient, and likely stealthed. Probably a single, high-level player rather than a full party. Did Vierdimin have backup coming to join him?

I’d have to be even more careful. I crept forward, feet padding quietly against the black stone, grateful that my lack of armor and velvet slippers could make up for a nonexistent Sneak skill. By the time I reached the huge, black double doors to the orc king’s chamber, I was getting really nervous. I still didn’t hear any sounds of fighting, which meant I had to be getting close— 

“Eek!” I squeaked as the tip of a dagger appeared at my neck. Someone had materialized behind me, and they slid their left arm around me to pin down my arms and prevent my escape, dagger still poised uncomfortably at my throat. My invisibility spell popped, and I didn’t move a muscle. Apparently the assassin could see through invisibility too. I could not afford to get killed and respawn back in Lorengarde right now. I felt totally helpless, and I could feel the heat of the strong, male assassin’s body radiating off of him on the bare parts of my skin. My nipples hardened and I cursed how realistically they modeled the natural reactions of the female human body in this game.

But then the figure released me and spun me around. “Yvette?” he asked in a surprised tone of voice. I blinked at the assassin in shock, my mouth dropping open. Haxor, Lv. 68 Half-Elf Spellblade stood before me.

I collected myself enough to shake my head at his question. “Who’s Yvette?” I asked.

Haxor narrowed his eyes and pointed at me. “My girlfriend. You’re wearing her avatar, Lacey. Who are you? I already saw that Jazzus is still in game.”

I blushed, avoiding looking him directly in the eyes, and kicked at the ground in front of me. “It’s, ah… er. I’m… Kromgorn.” 

He took half a step back and shook his head. “Jesus, really dude? It’s weird enough that Jazzus runs around in her avatar, but now you too?”

“Believe me, I didn’t want to!” I protested. “I’m only doing this because… look, you know what? It’s a long story. I’ll explain later. When did you show up?”

“I got Jazzus’s text and called Topper until he woke up too. He’s on the way, but I don’t think he’ll get here in time. Vierdimin looks like he’s wrapping up with his ritual.” He glanced over his shoulder toward the balcony stairwell, clearly nervous about even this small amount of time we were wasting.

“Well, let’s go,” I said, digging all of the items we’d need out of my bag. “You can give these to Jazz and I’ll log back into Krom—”

“No time,” Haxor said with a quick shake of his head. “We need to interrupt Vierdimin now.”

“But Hax, I’m not going to be any help unless—”

“Shh. I don’t need you either way. Come on. Stick to your original plan and I’ll keep the big V busy.” He turned on his heel and raced up the steps, moving silently even in his medium armor with a maxed-out Sneak skill.

I shook with frustration, so mad that I actually stomped my foot on the ground. Haxor wasn’t usually so dismissive of my plans, and I’d bet it had to do with how I looked and sounded right now. But there was nothing to do but continue. Haxor was always overconfident, and he’d need backup to take on the Lich. I tossed down a few fire traps in front of the door in case orcs came or Vierdimin tried to run, and followed him up the steps, Arcane Disruptor clutched tightly in my hand.

Chapter 5

 

I took the stairs two at a time, moving as quickly as my short little legs could carry me, but Haxor was faster. By the time I reached the top he was already vaulting over the edge, daggers bared, to confront Vierdimin. I had to move fast too, although as a high-level Spellblade Haxor stood a much better chance of fighting the Lich than Jazz and I had had. Spellblades had all kind of tricks to deal with enemy mages and were often used to take them out in pinpointed strikes during large battles—but then again, twelve levels was still a big difference.

I rolled over the banister and followed Haxor to the ground, landing with a thump beside him. The fall nearly knocked me over since I was still adjusting to this body’s proportions, but after a moment of wobbling I managed to keep my balance and not fall flat on my face.

“Go,” Haxor hissed, and shoved me into a stumbling sprint toward the energy cages while he squared his stance and fixed a steely gaze on the Lich. Jazz waved eagerly at me, hand outstretched for the Arcane Disruptor.

“Won’t you peons leave me in peace?” Vierdimin demanded, standing from his crouch and shaking his head. “Doesn’t matter. The ritual is complete. You can’t stop it now.” He threw his head backwards and cackled evilly, and I wondered if that was something he practiced at home in the mirror.

“Sounds like a bluff,” Haxor growled, and leapt toward Vierdimin, daggers flashing.

I slapped the Arcane Disruptor into Jazzus’s hand, doing my best to ignore the flashes and bangs from the frenzied magical battle occurring over my shoulder. “There, are you good?”

She nodded, concentrating on the glowing top and running her fingers over the arcane runes. “Thanks. Perfect.” She jammed the tip of it directly into the cage bar and grinned as the spell flickered and the bars winked out. Then she grabbed me in a big hug. “Thanks Krom. You’re the best. Let’s go help Hax.”

I grinned and twisted awkwardly, trying to ignore how nice it felt for our breasts to press together when she gathered me up in a hug like that. I’d had the strongest urge to start kissing her, which I chalked up to another annoying side effect of my class and statistics. Jazzus let me go and drew her staff from our equipment pile, beginning to call upon her arcane energies. My glowing epic sword stuck up from the same pile, calling out to me, but there was no way it’d be any use to me as Lacey. It was too high level for me to even wield it.

“I’m switching back to Kromgorn,” I said, running the mental logout command. But then nothing happened. I scrunched my face up, confused, but then I noticed the flashing combat symbol on my HUD. “Damn it, Jazzus! I can’t log out. I got tagged in Haxor’s combat with Vierdimin. They need to finish first.”

“Shit,” she swore, tossing me a sideways glance as she finished charging up her staff. “Okay, just uh… stay out of the way and try not to do anything stupid.” She sprang over to join the battle with Vierdimin, and there was nothing I could do but go and cower behind the orc king’s throne. 

I crouched behind the solid gold chair in the middle of the chamber, furious at this stupid avatar for being so useless. I wanted to charge in beside my guildmates, epic sword swinging toward Vierdimin’s stupid skull, and what did I have instead?

“Nice tits,” a gravelly voice said.

I jumped almost six inches in the air and whirled around to see Death Cult Orc King, Lv. 50, towering over me from a foot away. Vierdimin’s hold spell on him must have worn out! 

I tried to scramble back, but he caught my wrist and yanked me closer. A leering grin cracked across his ugly green face, revealing rows of slimy, yellow teeth, and I gagged as his rank breath washed over me. I twisted my wrist, trying to break free, but my avatar was so weak that I didn’t even budge his grip. 

“What’s a cute little Courtesan doing in my lair?” he asked, grabbing my other hand and lifting me up in the air by my arms. He turned me this way and that to inspect my body while I kicked my legs in the air and struggled helplessly, feeling humiliated.

“I’m not a cute little anything,” I spat back at him, trying to figure out how I was going to deal with him. “And as soon as I’m back on my regular avatar I’m going to come back here and slay your ass with a single sword slice.”

He snorted. “Big words from a little girl. I have just the thing for you.” He switched his grip so he was holding both of my hands with one of his huge, meaty paws, and reached into his pocket to retrieve a delicate gold band. He snapped it snugly around my neck, and the clothes I had been wearing shifted into an even skimpier gold bikini. I blushed an even deeper shade of red than I’d been already, embarrassed to have so much of my body exposed. The Orc King smirked at my obvious discomfort and glanced back toward the fight. “Now, we’re getting away from these crazy wizards.”

He tossed me over his shoulder, smacked my bottom a few times in a way that made me squeak with rage, and stalked toward the back wall, away from the fight between Vierdimin and my friends. “Help!” I called out as I bounced in place. But my friends were busy with their own problems: Haxor was still holding his own against the Lich, dodging nasty spells and whittling away at his HP, while Jazzus offered support and counterspells, putting pressure on Vierdimin, but the dark wizard was giving as good as he got—maybe better. All three of them had looks of intense concentration fixed on their faces.

I’d heard stories about what the Orc King was doing to me. Some of the named NPCs, rather than killing lower-level female characters, would capture them and keep them locked away in a harem, forced to fuck monsters and wear embarrassing outfits until they could find a way to free themselves or call in their friends as backup. It had seemed like a funny and fitting punishment for silly girls who were bad enough players to let themselves be captured, but I couldn’t believe that now I, Kromgorn the Barbarian, was about to be kidnapped into the Orc King’s harem. 

The one silver lining was that at least I’d be able to log out once we got far enough away from Vierdimin that my combat flag could drop. Then I’d be able to log back into Krom and help my friends with the fight. We could rescue Lacey’s avatar later.

While the the Orc King futzed with some switches on the wall, I noticed that a glowing black ball of energy had begun to grow in the middle of the chamber, like a miniature version of a spherical lightning cloud. It crackled with purple energy, throwing lightning bolts off at random. What the hell is that? I wondered. I’d never seen any spell like it before in the game, and I didn’t like how quickly it was growing.

“Jazzus! Look!” I screamed, pointing at it. The ball was expanding at an alarming pace, growing by a few inches every second, and Jazzus and the Orc King both turned to see what I was pointing at together.

“What in the name of the gods is that?” the Orc King demanded.

I might not know, but Vierdimin sure did. He blew Haxor back half a dozen paces with a well-timed force push spell and also took note of the glowing orb. The Lich raised his staff and chortled, holding it above his head. “Get ready, you saps!” he shouted. “I’d log out now if I were you. I’m about to own this world!”

Haxor snarled and leapt back into the fray, and Jazzus reluctantly followed him, but the Orc King just turned back to the wall, shaking his head. “Meddling humans are always trying to drag us into your territorial disputes. Come pet—you and I are escaping these madmen.” A hidden door slid open and he slipped through, carrying me with him. I wiggled hard and kicked my legs, but it didn’t do any good. I stopped fighting, annoyed that I was giving him the satisfaction of running off with a traditionally flailing damsel.

Besides, I had more important things to worry about: I wasn’t sure what Vierdimin’s expanding dark energy ball was about to do, and I sure didn’t like the sound of his rambling. What did he mean that he was going to ‘own this world’? I reflexively tried to run my logout command again, but my combat tag was still flashing.

A scream ripped through the tower and Jazzus’s name dropped off my list of active players in combat. Hax would be all by himself against the Lich now. I had to do something. Desperately, I reached for the only tool I had: The Potion of Temporary Level Boost. But before I could drink it, the Orc King set me down. “Don’t move,” he ordered. “Or I’ll make it worse on you when we get to the harem.” We’d arrived at another huge, black paneled door, and he laid both hands on the handle and pulled as hard as he could.

I wasn’t some cowering girly girl, though. I ignored his command and bolted as soon as he was distracted, darting back down the secret hallway toward the fight as his curses and pounding boots chased after me.

Back in the throne room, Haxor was on one knee, breathing hard, a single glowing blue dagger held up to ward off Vierdimin’s staff which forced him down another inch as I watched. They were locked in some kind of pitched power battle, sparks flying off of them in all directions, and above them the swirling black lightning cloud had grown to fill the entire room.

Vierdimin began to laugh maniacally. “I’ve won! I’ve done the impossible! You’re all mine!” He whipped a twisted finger toward the cloud. I staggered into the room in my skimpy bikini, having no idea what to do except throw myself in his path, but I was too late. A swirling pink beam flew out of his finger and pierced the cloud. The dark mass sizzled with energy and then collapsed in on itself to a tiny black pinprick of light. A second ticked by while we all stared at it. 

Then it exploded outward in a rolling translucent sphere of dark energy, passing through all of us with a cold chill and a sizzle before escaping the walls of the tower and presumably continuing to expand throughout all of the kingdoms of Fantasy Realms Online. 

Besides the chill, nothing else happened. I shivered, feeling strange, and checked my HUD. There were no obvious debuffs or afflictions on my character from his spell, and it hadn’t done anything to my HP. What the hell was the point then? But I definitely felt weird. Almost like something was missing—something I couldn’t put my finger on.

Vierdimin stomped on Haxor’s shoulder, driving him all the way to the ground. Hax groaned in pain while Vierdimin lifted his enchanted staff over his head and shook it, crooning, “I did it! I actually did it! They said it was impossible, but I am Vierdimin! The Lich, and the master of this world! Muahahaha!”

Callused hands snapped around my shoulders, catching me by surprise. “Got you!” the Orc King cried, dragging me back into the hallway. Again I began to kick and struggle, and again it was useless. I went back over his shoulder like a human treasure sack and we passed through the second door which now stood open. My weird sense of something being wrong about my body had grown moment by moment, and I was starting to feel pretty woozy. It was like the time I’d gotten heat stroke, when I was all dehydrated and the world had started getting dark and fuzzy.

“What’s going on with me?” I muttered, my words sounding drawn out and sluggish to my ears. My limbs flopped uselessly up and down, almost like I couldn’t control them correctly, and I tried to run the logout command again. But nothing happened.

My vision went dark, and my hearing began to fade, my body feeling more and more strange. It was weird that I hadn’t been able to log out.

As I slipped away into unconsciousness, rolling around on the shoulder of my captor, I shook my head at the wrongness of it all—I could swear that my combat indicator had dropped away already.

Chapter 6

 

I awoke on a pallet in a grimy cell, still wearing the stupid gold bikini that the Orc King had forced me into. Immediately I tried my logout command again. No good. It was like it just didn’t respond to my command. 

Am I bugged or something? I hadn’t ever heard of someone’s logout command failing, but these games were complicated. It’s not like I was that worried though — my mom would unplug me in time for work if I hadn’t figured out how to get out by then. Until then, I’d just need to deal with being stuck in this dumb girl body.

I sat up, blinking at my dreary dungeon surroundings, and pulled up my in-depth character menu to try to figure out what the hell was going on.

Lacey, Lv. 3 Human Courtesan, it read. I scanned down the page, my eyes flicking over my dreadful stats once again, and checked my active effects. But it was just like I’d thought I’d seen earlier: No negative status effects, no spells on me. As a level 3 character (and not even a caster class), Lacey only had a few skills at her disposal: Charm, Hide, and Seduce. She also had the Courtesan starter traits: Sex Appeal and Unintimidating. I’d never bothered to read up on the class, since I thought it was stupid, but I knew that the first trait would make most NPCs sexually attracted to me and the second would discourage them from attacking me unless I was a direct threat, preferring to ignore or capture me instead. I rolled my eyes. Only a girl would pick a class that was literally designed to avoid combat.

Then I noticed the date and almost choked. That can’t be right. That can’t possibly be right. 

The date on my HUD claimed that three days had passed since our encounter with Vierdimin. But that was obviously impossible… for one thing, there was no way I could go that long without pausing the game to get food or water. For another, that would mean that I had missed two days of work. How would my mother not have stormed into my room, screamed at me, and unplugged the machine yet? It didn’t make any sense.

A flashing indicator in the corner of my screen caught my eye, and I finally noticed that I had a few mail messages waiting for me. I opened the first, wondering what the hell was going on. It was from Jazzus, allegedly almost two days ago, and it read:

Krom: I hope you get this soon, because we need to talk. Were you still in Lacey’s avatar when the blast went off? We have no idea where you are. I sure hope you weren’t… but if you’re reading this, I have some bad news for you. Vierdimin was planning something huge, and he actually pulled it off. You know how people are always jabbering about how they want to live in the game full time? Well, Vierdimin made it happen—some weird combination of hacking and dark magic. He managed to sever our avatars from our physical bodies and trapped us here. Everyone is talking about it. I need to find out more, but I’ll write you again soon. Get to a mailbox ASAP and let me know you’re okay. —Jazzus

My mouth hung open and a cold sweat had broken out all over my body. What the hell was Jazzus babbling about? That didn’t make any sense. Our avatars didn’t exist without our bodies to pilot them. How could I be here without my brain jacked in to the game? I quickly opened the second message. It was also from Jazzus, only a day later:

Kromgorn? Write me back, buddy. We’re really, really worried about you. Reports from outside the game are bleak. Players are logging in to tell us that everyone who was in-game when Vierdimin’s bomb went off are not only stuck in their avatars, but their bodies are in a coma in the real world. I checked the world logs and I can see that Kromgorn is offline, but Lacey is still logged in… Listen, dude, I am so, so sorry that I got you stuck in that avatar. I know I was the one who asked you to use it, and I feel miserable. But please tell me you’re not trapped in a harem somewhere or something. If I had time, I’d come look for you, but Vierdimin is already moving against us, and since we’re all stuck in this game until someone figures out how to undo what he did, the stakes just got a lot higher. We need to fight him. —Jazz

This was a lot for me to take in all at once. My head was spinning, and I didn’t even want to begin to process the implications. Instead I opened my next message. This one was from my guild leader, Topper:

ALL GUILDIES: I’m declaring a state of emergency. Everyone get to the Shining Army guild house as soon as you possibly can. If you didn’t get stuck in game, stay the fuck out unless you’re just dipping in to give us some IRL news. If you got stuck like some of us did… we need your help. Vierdimin’s Secret Order was ready with a team of volunteers who both wanted this and were ready to live full-time in game, and they’re hitting us hard for territory and control of all four regions. Do NOT engage them on your own. Getting corpse camped is miserable when you can’t just log out. —Topper

Topper was right. There were lots of things about Fantasy Realms Online that would be miserable when you couldn’t just log out, like getting stuck in a terrible, female character you never would have chosen and had no idea how to play, for example. What am I going to do?

I had hoped for a final message from Jazzus, but that was the last of them. She’d either given up on me or didn’t have anything new to say.

I couldn’t believe this was really happening. But still, I was in awe. Vierdimin apparently wasn’t just an in-game badass. How could he hack the servers hard enough to trap us all in our avatars, put our bodies into comas, and cut us off completely from the real world? I shuddered and pulled my bare, smooth knees up against my ample chest, wrapping my arms around them. If the real me was out there in a coma, what was I, exactly? A simulation? I didn’t know much about computer science and I sure wasn’t a philosophy guy, so I had no answers handy. 

All I knew was that it sure felt like I was going to be stuck in the body of this low-level chick for a while, and there wasn’t anything I could do about it.

I took a deep breath. Well. If that’s what the situation is, that’s what the situation is.

I was Kromgorn the Barbarian, damn it, and I hadn’t spent thousands of hours playing Fantasy Realms Online just to give up when the going got tough. In a way, this was the most incredible test of my gaming abilities I’d ever faced. Finally, the game actually mattered. I might be trapped in a level 3 female Courtesan, but I knew the game inside and out, and I couldn’t just sit by and do nothing while my guildies fought Vierdimin.

I scrambled around my cell, ignoring how cold the air was on my exposed body, and found an old bone on the ground. I hefted it, feeling the weight, and checked the stats. Lv. 1 Old Bone (Inferior Light Blunt Weapon). Better than nothing. I’m busting out of here.

All characters could use light weapons, and my dexterity was high enough to hit things even if I was taking severe damage penalties from my low strength. I walked up to the door and began to wail on the lock as hard as I could with the bone, smashing it over and over until it felt like my hand was going numb. I hadn’t realized just how bad the damage penalties for low strength were, though, because I shortly saw that I hadn’t done a single point of damage to the lock.

“What is all that racket?” a voice demanded. A surly looking human poked his face around the corner and came to consider me from the outside of my cell. He had raggedy brown hair, a stained tunic, and a ring of keys hung at his belt, but otherwise he was pretty average looking. Harem Jailer, Lv. 5 floated over his head. He put his hands on his hips and chortled at me. “So, she’s finally awake, the sweet little thing.”

“Let me out of here!” I demanded.

“What, you want out of your cell? Fine.” He unlocked the cell door. I hopped back to avoid getting smashed by it as it swung open.

I cocked my head at him. “That… was easy.”

The jailer shrugged at me. “The orc king isn’t ready for you yet, and you can’t escape the locked outer door anyway. I don’t mind watching a little eye candy run around the jail.”

I blushed and glared at him. This whole ‘being a sexual object to everyone’ thing was really going to take some getting used to, but I wasn’t about to turn my nose up at a lucky break. I rushed out of my cell and headed for the outer door, but sure enough, it was locked, just like he’d said it would be. The jailer laughed as I strained against the bars, pulling with all my might. I rubbed my aching arms and looked around, trying to figure out what to do next.

I was too weak to fight the jailer in melee combat—I knew that without trying—but maybe if I leveled myself up a little I could catch him by surprise. Levels came fast this low, and dungeons always had critters to smack around. I hunted around the jail until I saw what I was looking for: in an old, dusty cell, there was a sleeping goblin: Goblin, Lv. 1. There were a few of them actually, and I could kill them and camp the respawn points until I’d gained a few levels. I pushed on his cell door and it swung open, and when I glanced back at the jailer with a raised eyebrow he just shrugged. This appeared to be a pretty lax jail!

I raised the bone menacingly and shouted, “Hey you! Wake up and fight me!” I wished I sounded a little more intimidating—even my threats sounded kinda sexy—but it did the job. The goblin opened one eye to consider me, and then heaved a long, weary sigh before pulling himself up out of bed. He didn’t even have a weapon besides his fists, which he raised in a lazy, unintimidated boxing stance. This would be easy. I grinned and rushed into battle.

Fantasy Realms Online had an assisted fighting system, kind of like assisted aiming in a shooter, in that you just sort of mentally directed your body to attack and tried to relax during fights, taking over only when you felt like it would really help. The auto-assist would speed you up, keep your balance, make your hits harder, and move you in ways that approximated the way a real, highly-trained fighter would move, since obviously not everyone who played knew how to parry with a broadsword or shoot a bow correctly. Or at least, it moved you like that when your fighting skill and weapon skill were high enough.

In my case, with Lacey’s avatar, I immediately noticed how different it was from playing Kromgorn. Rather than feeling confident and quick, strong and tensed for action, Lacey’s body felt awkward and cumbersome in a fight. My limbs were too slow, it was too easy for me to lose my balance, and my swings didn’t have any real weight behind them. I did my best against the goblin, but he easily dodged my slow, weak swings, knocked the bone out of my hand, and shoved me back onto the dirty floor. I bounced onto my round, padded ass with an angry squeak as he dusted off his hands and broke my bone over his knee. “And stay down,” he muttered, before plopping back down onto the cot to resume his nap.

I blushed furiously and drew my knees in again, lowering my face to my forearms. Talk about humiliating. My combat stats were so atrocious I couldn’t even beat a level 1 unarmed goblin? And I wasn’t enough of a threat that he’d bothered to kill me, either. I was seriously screwed.

The jailer roared with laughter from the back of the jail. “I knew I could count on a cute little courtesan for some entertainment,” he said. “Go on lass. Whyn’t ya try him again?”

I hopped up, furious, and ran over to him. “You think that’s funny? Huh?” I asked. “Why don’t I try you instead?” I shoved him hard in the chest, but he didn’t move. I just bounced off of him and he laughed harder.

My shoulders slumped. This was useless. I was hopeless. I had been so sure of my plan, so confident in my ability to break out, but not if I couldn’t fight at all. I looked down at myself, frowning at my curvy ass, tiny waist, and elegant, thin limbs. My golden bikini sparkled in the torchlight, matching the color of the pretty golden locks of hair that twisted around my long, elegant neck and spilled over a pair of shapely breasts. What did I expect? This body, this character, hadn’t been made for fighting at all.

Suddenly, an idea came to me. I hadn’t been made for fighting, true enough. But what had Lacey been made for?

“Hey, you,” I said to the jailer, standing up straighter. “Guess what?”

“Hm?” he asked. “What?”

I put my hand to my lips, kissed my fingertips, and blew it at him.

“Charm,” I said.

Chapter 7

 

The change was immediate: The jailer’s face went slack as my Charm skill took effect, and his eyes glazed over. He slouched in front of me like a mannequin, the leering expression wiped completely off of his face, and waited for me to give him an order. Best of all, the XP bar in the corner of my vision slid from halfway filled to all the way filled, and a shower of golden sparks surrounded me. 

DING!

Charming him had apparently granted me enough XP to ding level 4!

“Wow!” I said. “I got half a level of XP just for charming you? Why am I wasting my time wailing on goblins?”

“What is your command, most beautiful mistress?” he asked me.

I put my hands on my hips and laughed at him. The dulcet, girly laughter rung through the jail, and a few curious goblins poked their heads out to look at me.

“Tell me how much of a dummy you are,” I commanded him.

“I am such a dummy. My mistress is many thousands of times smarter than me.”

“Tell me how awesome and smart I am.”

“You are so awesome and so smart. It is obvious how you outwitted me.”

“Go beat up that goblin for me.” I pointed at the goblin who had knocked me down earlier. He was one of the curious few watching us from the cells down the way. The goblin squeaked in alarm, suddenly understanding what I had done, and tried to duck back inside. But the jailer was already charging him. He snatched the goblin before he could get away and started punching him in the face again and again while the level 1 Goblin struggled helplessly. Finally, the gobby ran out of hit points and crumpled to the ground. 

I sauntered over and dug through his pockets, finding a few gold coins that I filed away in my inventory. I was pleased I got to loot the mobs he killed for me, even if I didn’t get XP for them. Talk about easy money! I finally knew how it felt when girls would get their boyfriend to beat someone up for them. It felt good!

“Where do the coins go when you’re only wearing a bikini?” my slack-jawed jailer asked me.

“Shut up,” I snapped, and his jaw snapped firmly shut as he stood there awaiting my next command. Although I could do without comments from the charmed peanut gallery. Even if he does have a point. I looked down again at my scantily-clad girl body. Where do the coins go?

I rose from my couch and adjusted the straps of my gold bikini top, annoyed at how my breasts bobbled with every little movement. Couldn’t the orc king have picked a bikini with at least a little boob support? But I’d have time later to reconsider my wardrobe. Right now I needed to get out of here, and this Harem Jailer was my ticket to freedom.

“Let me out of this jail.” I dusted off my hands, shaking off the dirt from rifling through the dirty goblins pockets, and nodded toward the locked, second jail door.

“Can’t,” he said.

“Why can’t you?” I asked through gritted teeth. “You’re charmed. I command you to let me out.”

“The second Jailer has the key. We switch at the end of our shift and lock the other in. Security measures.”

I sighed. The stupid orc king would be paranoid about his prisoners. Players would always be trying to find inventive ways to break out of the jail, and if it was as easy as whacking a level 5 Jailer, most players would blow past the challenge.

Another goblin snickered at our exchange from inside his cell, and I narrowed my eyes and frowned. “Fine,” I said. “Then we’ll spend some time getting some loot. Jailer, I want you to beat up every goblin in this jail.”

“Wait, what?” I heard someone ask.

The jailer nodded. “As you command, mistress.”

The loot ended up really sucking—they were only level 1 mobs, after all—but it was really satisfying watching screaming goblins run around the jail while the jailer chased them down and beat them senseless one by one… just because I’d asked him too. I kicked my feet as I sat on the edge of my pallet and giggled at the carnage. When he was done, the jailer returned and sat down on the bed beside me.

“Your wish has been done, mistress.”

I squinted at him. “How long do you think this charm lasts, anyway?”

He shrugged. “Until you release me or I die. The buff timer is infinite.”

That was interesting. Who knew the courtesan was such a good pet class? People probably just avoided the class for the social stigma of playing what was basically a prostitute—courtesan players had a bad reputation for being horndogs. I tapped my lip thoughtfully. It was too bad I could only charm one target at a time. “Well, how much time do we have till the other Jailer shows up?”

“Two hours.”

Two hours! That would be an eternity. I tossed myself back against the soft cotton of the prison bed and groaned. My pretty brown hair fanned out behind me.

“This sucks,” I muttered. I’d already had him kill the goblins, and since we were inside a dungeon, it might be a while until they respawned. There was only so much goblin carnage I could watch before it got boring, anyway. I looked again at my dreary surroundings. It was a classic, boring dungeon: stone floors, metal bars, scattered staw, and not much else. “What do you do for fun around here, anyway?”

“Honestly?” the jailer replied. “We have fun with the orc king’s prettiest prisoners while they wait to move to the harem.”

I raised myself up onto my elbows. “Wait, really?”

“Really.”

I glared at him. “I’ve been out for three days. You didn’t…”

He quickly shook his head. “No mistress. I would never. We have our fun with the conscious prisoners only. There’s more fight in them.” 

Well, that wasn’t much better. I looked down at my new, impossibly hot body: the big breasts, sexy hips, flat tummy… and tiny, weak arms. It was a good thing I’d charmed him before he got bored! I imagined the jailer having his way with me, struggling to fight back, but slowly being pushed down and forced to take his big, hairy cock…

Then I blushed. Why did that kind of turn me on? I was straight! But then I bit my lip and stared at my crotch. There was definitely some moisture between my legs right now. It had to be that this body was turned on by the prospect of sex… Curse this stupid courtesan class. Now Lacey has me lusting over random mobs thanks to this stupid body. I couldn’t believe the devs had bothered to model normal sexual responses for female bodies! But I had to admit it would have bothered me a lot if my Kromgorn avatar couldn’t get it up when he saw a hot girl, and having free, uninhibited sex with willing mobs was one of the best things about the game. Why wouldn’t Lacey have a normal sex response?

I studied the jailer. For a low-level mob, he had a pretty ripped physique. I could see his rippling abs and his huge biceps under a tight leather vest. He isn’t really a person, I reminded myself. He’s just bits and bytes. And he’s totally under my control. I glanced around again, chewing my lip. It was just me and the Harem Jailer left in the empty cells. But there was no way I should even be considering what I was considering. Jazzus’s words from earlier ran through my head again: In what universe is a girl seducing dudes gay in the slightest? And I was a girl, at least for the time being.

This body had needs just like mine did, and I could tell they were intensifying. The close proximity and close attention to the male body beside me was making me squirm quite a bit. I bit my lip harder as I pictured sliding his straight, hard cock inside of Lacey’s tight little pussy. If I had still been Kromgorn, I would have paid good money to watch that. And as Lacey, not only would I get a front-row seat—I’d get to feel it happening. I’d be lying to myself if I said I wasn’t curious. Plus, I reminded myself. You could be stuck in this body for a really long time. Are you really going to give up orgasms just because you’re a girl?

That clinched it. I hadn’t gone more than 6 hours without some kind of sexual release since I was 12. I had to know what this would be like. He was just a computer program, and no one ever had to know.

I grabbed the jailer by his stupid leather vest and turned him to face me. By instinct, I took a breath and pushed my pert breasts up higher toward his face, even though I knew he wouldn’t refuse me—no straight, hot-blooded guy would refuse this body. The avatar I was riding was the walking incarnation of every horny guy’s fantasy.

“Mistress?” he asked, looking confused.

“Here’s how we’re gonna kill the time,” I explained. “You’re gonna fuck me. Uh, after a good amount of foreplay to warm me up.” I remembered that that was a thing chicks complained about, and I wanted this to be good. “You need to try harder than you’ve ever tried before. This is my first time, okay? I want it to be amazing.”

A dreamy smile flitted across his face. “Your wish is my command, mistress.”

Suddenly his whole manner changed. He swept me up in his arms and planted a firm kiss right on my lips. But rather than being grossed out, my body responded to it. It felt great. Easily as good as being kissed by a super-hot girl when I was Kromgorn. I was shocked. My nips hardened under my bikini and the tingle of moisture in my crotch turned into a sopping wetness. Who knew that it felt this amazing to get turned on and handled as a girl?

He picked me up as if I were as light as a feather, sending a little thrill running through me, and seated me on his crotch. I felt the hard bulge of his cock through his pants and I automatically rocked against it, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I relaxed myself, just like when I would battle someone with Kromgorn, and let the game guide my inexperienced mind through the feminine sex motions that the courtesan class was built for. It worked like a charm.

The jailer worked my tits, kissed my neck, and massaged my ass and pussy, teasing me with his fingers until my bikini was soaked, just as I’d commanded him, and I tangled my hands in his curly dark hair. When I was wet enough that I was dying for him to fuck me, he slid my bikini down my legs and tossed me back onto the bed before he unlaced his breeches to release the giant, hard cock that strained against the leather ties. As it bounced in front of me, I marveled at how crazy this all was. 

But everything felt too good to stop or really think about it too hard. Fuck, but I wanted that cock in my pussy. Who cared how I got myself off in the privacy of my own game with a computer program? Jazzus was right. It was 2017, and it was nobody else’s goddamn business. I knew I was really into chicks. This… this was just some temporary fun, and it felt really, really good.

He grabbed my ankles and spread my legs wide, easing his meaty cock into my moistened folds and ushering me into a whole new realm of sensation. It was mind blowing—like every inch of my sex was as sensitive as the tip of a penis, and his smooth, soft skin rubbed every part of it at once. I involuntarily arched my back and moaned as he pushed all the way inside of me, filling up and stretching me out with a sense of fullness that was incredible. He started gently fucking me like that while he held my ankles in the air, and a weird, intense pressure started building up between my legs, almost like I had to pee, but a little different. I played with my tits, my head lolling, while I lost myself in the pleasurable sensations.

The jailer started bucking harder, his hips thrusting that glorious cock into my pussy again and again, and that weird pressure kept building until it felt like I was standing on the edge of a very tall cliff, about to fall off. Suddenly, he groaned and sank deep inside of me, swelling up, and it threw me over the edge. We came together: him, spurting his white-hot seed into me and filling every inch of my vagina, and me, releasing the building pressure in a sudden rush of intense orgasmic pleasure that spilled over me like a waterfall and dumped wave after wave of ecstasy across every inch of my heaving, writhing body. 

DING!

As my head exploded with amazing sensations, a shower of golden sparks surrounded me for the second time that day. I’d dinged level 5 from the sex!

When what seemed like an eternity of orgasm after orgasm had passed, I collapsed into a sweating, heaving wreck beside my partner. He gave me his dopiest grin.

“Did I please you, mistress?” 

“Ah… ah… ah… yes…” I panted, still reeling in the aftershocks of my multiple orgasms. That had been amazing. Like the best drug ever. Was that always what sex felt like for girls? Plus, I’d gotten bonus XP for actually fucking the mob I’d charmed, and it was more than I would have gotten for killing him. I almost preferred this method of leveling. “How… long… until… the next… jailer comes?” I asked, brushing a sweaty brown curl of hair away from my eyes.

“Well…” The jailer glanced toward the outer door again. “That only took about 20 minutes. Want to go again?”

I pushed myself up to a seated position despite the little tremors of pleasure that still ran through my thighs. “Again? How can we go again? That was insane.”

He shrugged. “I can go as often as you like, and you have no refractory period.”

Oh my god. My eyes widened as the realization dawned. He’s right. He’s a program. And I’m… I’m a girl.

“Fuck yeah let’s go again!” I hooted. “Let’s go again and keep doing this until the next jailer comes.”

I settled down, my hands folded behind my head, and waited for my fucking to begin again. I could get used to this, and I finally understood why a guy might skirt the rules to play as a woman… it was fan-fucking-tastic if you were just in it for the sex.

“Your wish is my command, mistress. Perhaps this time I should show you what I can do with my mouth…”

Chapter 8

 

It turned out that his mouth was almost as good as his cock, and a totally new kind of sex. We alternated between the two for what seemed like forever, and by the time the second jailer had arrived and started knocking on the door to get our attention, I’d lost count of how many mind-blowing orgasms I had had. I was really reconsidering this class. Sure, it might suck in combat, but this charm skill was really handy! Even if the sex XP gave diminishing returns after the first time, it had been a great way to kill two hours.

“Hey! Hey wake up, ya lazy lout. What are ya doing in there?”

At the sound of the second jailer’s keys rattling in the lock, both of us disentangled ourselves and sprang to our feet. We ran out to meet him just as the jail door was swinging open. A second Harem Jailer, Lv. 5 stood before us, looking like a mirror image of the man I’d just spent two hours fucking, except for the fact that his hair was blonde and his skin was lighter. He rolled his eyes when he saw me adjusting my clothes, hurriedly trying to get all my important bits covered up before venturing out again.

“Really?” he asked my charmed companion, shaking his head. “You’re always fucking the courtesans that come through. When do I get to have some fun?”

His eyes lingered on my tits, and I briefly wondered what it would be like to have two guys at once, but then I shook my head and refocused. I’d been enough of a horndog today! There were important things I had to do, like getting back to the Shining Army guildhouse so I could figure out what we were going to do about this whole situation.

I nudged the charmed jailer and hissed, “Get me out of here.”

He snapped to attention. “I need to take her to the Orc King’s harem rooms. He’ll want to have her now.”

The blonde jailer sighed. “Fine, fine. But you’re gonna let me have the next one? Deal?”

“He agrees,” I said, taking him by the hand and dragging him past his surprised compatriot.

We locked him back inside as he stared wide-eyed at me. “I’ve never seen a maiden so eager for the orc king’s giant orc cock…”

I shrugged and smiled. “What can I say? Trying new things. You can’t solve everything with a two-handed broadsword, I guess.”

Then I led my jailer down the hallway, leaving the other very confused behind us. I giggled as I thought about how nonchalant about orc cock I was right now, but I was still riding a pretty great high from all those orgasms. After I’d spent two hours having mind-blowing sex, handling a cock just didn’t seem like that big of a deal anymore. What was the point in fighting my new role? When I was Kromgorn, I could be Kromgorn. For now, I needed to just act the part of Lacey. It was actually kind of fun to let my hair down, so to speak, and just play a girly girl. Why not? Jazzus would be proud of how open minded I’m being. This is real role-playing.

When we came to a four-way crossing point in the hallway, I turned to my companion. “Okay, dummy. How do I get out of here?”

He pointed left. “That way is the orc king’s harem.” He pointed right. “That way is the exit.”

As tempting as legendary giant orc cock was, I grabbed his hand and led him decidedly to the right. I would have ditched him, but I’d need him if I bumped into someone else who’d wonder why a girl was wandering around by herself in a gold bikini outside of the harem chambers. A subtle lightening of the hallway informed me that we were nearing the surface, and finally I saw a rectangle of daylight up ahead. The exit from the lair!

There was only one problem. It was guarded by two very surly looking level 30 orc guards. I tapped my nose thoughtfully as I drew up a plan.

“What is your wish, mistress?”

“This will be easy, thanks to you,” I replied. “Those guards are tough, but they’re also dumb, and you’re a respected member of their faction. All we’ll need to do is tell them that the orc king ordered you to take me for a walk, and they won’t think to question it. It should work, right?”

He nodded. “An excellent plan, mistress. They won’t ever suspect that a member of their own faction would lie about something like an order from the orc king. You’ll be free in no ti—” The Harem Jailer cut off with a gurgling, strangled noise. A red, steel-tipped blossom unfolded at his throat, and blood ran down the sides of his neck as he dropped to his knees and fell forward face-first.

I stared, dumbfounded, as a grinning halfling rose from his crouch on the jailer’s fallen back and yanked hard to remove his dagger from the man’s throat. Erlix, Lv. 32 Halfling Rogue floated above his head. He slid the bloody dagger back into its sheathe and bowed in front of me with a flourish.

“You have been rescued, my fair lady!” he declared with more than a hint of showmanship. “Worry not. I, Erlix the Mighty, have freed you from the Orc King’s vile minions.” He brushed some imaginary dust off his sleeves and winked at me. “No need to thank me. A sample of your ample… er… services would be thanks enough.”

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I clutched my hands into white-knuckled fists at my sides, wishing I could beat his stupid face with them. “I had him charmed, you asshole. You just killed my only ticket out of this place.”

He scratched his head and shrugged. “Oh. Sorry lady, I don’t really know how whore skills work.”

“Courtesan skills.” I corrected him through gritted teeth.

“Whatever. Call a spade a spade, I say. Anyway, am I understanding you correctly that you won’t be banging me as a reward for my valiant efforts?”

“He was level 5! You’re level 30! Some ‘valiant effort.’”

“Well you couldn’t have killed him. Anyway, if you’re not going to fuck me, I’m off. Treasure, ho! Haha. That’s what you are. A treasure ho. In that gold bikini. Get it?”

My urge to beat this irritant halfling was rising rapidly. Whoever he was, he was giving his guild a bad name. But then I saw he didn’t even have a guild tag. I narrowed my eyes at him. “Wait a minute. You’re the asshole that robbed me a few days ago in Lorengarde! I knew your name looked familiar.”

Erlix snorted. “You? No. I don’t think so, goldie. I don’t bother to rob players too low level to have anything good. And I certainly don’t bother with players pathetic enough to play sex-fueled courtesans. Are you sure I can’t get a quick lay? I heard all you sickos are horny as fuck… you know what they say: halflings are so short because the rest of the mass goes to our dicks.”

“No one says that.”

“Yeah, but aren’t you curious now?”

“Absolutely not. And this isn’t my main, you freak,” I hissed. “I got stuck in this avatar when the weird thing Vierdimin did went off.”

“You too, huh?” He drew his dagger and started flipping it nonchalantly in one hand, but then dropped it to the floor when my words registered. “Wait a minute… the only person I’ve been able to rob in the last few days was that hulking dude Kromgorn. You don’t mean… oh god. This is freaking hilarious.” He doubled over in laughter, pointing at me and guffawing. All I could do was cross my arms and wait for him to laugh himself out. Finally, he wiped a tear away from his eyes. “And the first thing you did when you woke up was fuck the jailer? Priceless!”

“Wait… how did you know I fucked the jailer?”

He shrugged. “I might have been stealthed in there waiting for the guards to unlock the second door too.”

I felt blood rushing to my cheeks as I turned what was probably the deepest shade of crimson. “What? You watched us fuck?”

“Yep, and it was a great show!”

“But then why did you kill the jailer if you knew he was charmed?” I nearly shrieked the words. I was so mad at this dumb halfling.

Erlix grinned sheepishly. “Well, you were headed for the exit, and I figured if I rescued you I might get a quick lay before you left. Speaking of, how about this halfling cock…”

“Ugh! No. Listen. You owe me. You’ve screwed me over twice now, and this is bad. Whatever’s going on, you’re stuck in the game too, and the only way to fix it is to stop Vierdimin. I need to get out of here and get back to my guild. You’re going to help me. Got it?”

Erlix raised a finger like he was going to protest, but then he sighed and sheathed his dagger again. “Fiiiiine. I can’t say no to a pretty face. And frankly, I do want to know how to get the hell out of here. Playing a halfling and making mischief is all good fun, but I didn’t really expect to be three feet tall for the rest of my life, ya know?” Then he leaned close and theatrically laid a hand at the side of his mouth whispering, “But the cock thing really is true.”

“Oh my god, Erlix!” I shouted. “I don’t want to see your cock!” Then I clamped my hands down on my mouth, looking around wildly. No guards had come running, thank god. 

“Fine, fine. But hush, goldie. You’re gonna get us caught. So what’s the plan? How do I get you out of here?”

I gave him my best withering stare and jerked my thumb over my shoulder. “You’re level 32. Just go kill those guards and let’s get out of here.”

“Nuh-uh. You might be used to playing a big, brutish barbarian, but I’m a DPS class, baby. If I get the drop on them I could kill them, but it’s kind of hard while they’re on alert mode watching the hallway. We need a distraction if you want me to kill them.”

“What kind of distraction? I can’t Charm or Seduce mobs 30 levels higher than me.”

“You’d be surprised on the level spread on those skills if you’re willing to pair them with some actual sexy times attention. But you’re right. Fortunately, in this case, we just need you to go get them out of alert mode so I can stealth up and assassinate one. I can probably burn down the other by popping my cooldowns.”

“I don’t even know how to make a distraction without those skills…”

Erlix waggled his eyebrows at me. “Really, little miss courtesan? You have a pretty effective pair of distractions on your chest right there—god knows they distract me—and I know you’re not shy about getting a little randy with a mob. Get over there and do your thing. I’ll get the jump on them while you’re keeping them busy.”

I sighed. He was right. I knew it would work. And he’d already seen me with the jailer, right? How much worse could a few orc cocks be?

“Okay. But kill them fast,” I warned him. “I don’t want to be handling those dicks any longer than I absolutely have to.”

“Scout’s honor.” He grinned at me and slowly vanished from sight as he stealthed into the shadows.

I didn’t trust him not to be a jerk—he was a known troll after all—but I didn’t have a lot of options. Fortunately, the orc guards really were dumb as bricks. When I sauntered up, all I could think to do was give them the brightest smile I could muster and say, “Hiya boys. How about a hand job?”

They looked at each other, looked at me, shrugged, and dropped their pants. Two huge, hairy orc cocks sprang out. They shuffled toward me as I dropped to my knees and held my hand out, and I faked a smile and hissed through my teeth, “Okay, Erlix. Any time now…”

The bastard waited until I was well into jerking off one of the big green cocks. I was starting to worry I’d wind up with orc cum on my face, but true to his word, Erlix popped out of the shadows and made quick work of both orcs. I watched as he finished the second one with ease, hardly even breaking a sweat. Then I rose to my feet over the bodies of the two orcs, wiping my hand on my bikini with an expression of disgust.

“Now do I get a quickie?” he asked with a wink. “That was a pretty impressive rescue.”

“It didn’t look like you popped any cooldowns…” I glared at him, continuing to scrub my hand.

He smiled and gave me another shrug. “Nah. It’s easy to burn down grunts as a DPS class. I just wanted to see if you’d touch an orc cock. Haha. You really are a ho!”

I stared at him, flabbergasted, and then again at the hand that had touched that gross orc cock. Is this fucker for real? I wracked my brain for a withering retort to his stupid jabs, but before I could respond he started skipping away, right out toward the entrance. “Come on, goldie! We need to get going before respawns show up. You wanna see your friends, right? Let’s get this show on the road, treasure ho!”

Chapter 9

 

The trip to the guild house would have been awfully hard on my own as a measly level 5 courtesan, but with a level 32 rogue escorting me, we made good time toward the Golden Plains of Lorengarde - Level 25, where the Shining Army guildhouse was located. I had wanted to stop by a city to fire off a note to my guild and get some different clothes, but it was the opposite direction to the nearest settlement, so instead we made a beeline for the plains. I could dip into the guild reserves for some new duds when we got there.

It was weird to see the servers so unusually empty, and I realized that people must be avoiding playing after what had happened. Why risk getting stuck if you weren’t already trapped in the game? I wondered what my mother must be going through out in the real world and felt a little guilty.

But it was useless to stew on that when there was nothing I could do about it. All I could do was meet up with Topper and the rest of my guild so we could come up with a plan to reverse what Vierdimin had done and get us all unstuck from this stupid game. It had really been a stroke of luck that I’d run into Erlix to help me get there. I appreciated that he was willing to help me, even if I’d had to guilt him into it, but at the same time he was such an annoying companion to travel with.

“Do you ever stop talking about your halfling cock?” I sighed at his latest story about what enormous dicks the halfling folk had been blessed with as we trudged down a dusty road on the last stretch of the way toward the Shining Army guildhouse.

“If you had an amazing dick, wouldn’t you talk about it all the time? Girls don’t understand these things. Trust me, you would.”

“Trust me, I wouldn’t. I’m not really a girl,” I reminded him through gritted teeth. “Kromgorn was plenty well-endowed, and I didn’t go around yammering about it.”

“I’m sure your big, mean barbie had a really nice cock for a human or whatever, but we’re talking halfling cock, goldie. There’s no comparison.”

“Uh-huh.”

“It’s huge!”

“Right.”

“You wanna see?”

“No.” His persistence was so annoying because it was actually working on me. In the rare moments of silence I found myself wondering if it really was as big as he claimed. I’d never seen a halfling cock before. But there was no way I was going to give him the satisfaction of asking to see it. I’d never live it down.

“Fine. I get it. Your thing is big, hairy, green orc cocks. But when you’re ready for a real—”

“Erlix!”

“What?”

“Shut up or I’m going to charm you and make you shut up.”

“Hah! Fat chance. Do you even know how your own skills work, goldie?”

I grumbled a few choice profanities under my breath, but Erlix was right. I didn’t really know how my skills worked. “Why don’t you enlighten me instead of talking about your penis?”

Erlix perked up. The little dude loved a chance to play the authority on something. “Certainly! I can do both, though. So your Charm skill, right? Totally dependent on your charisma, like most of your skills—and you’ve got that in spades, Tits McGee, which is how you can charm enemies a few levels higher than you—so when you do charm someone, they’re totally under your command, like magic. You can have one target charmed at a time, and when you succeed on the initial check, they stay that way until you release them. It’s perfect for securing giant NPC halfling cocks to fuck you.”

Hmmm. Maybe Lacey hadn’t been a complete idiot when she was building this character. If she’d been going for a maxed-out charm build, high charisma made sense, even at the expense of combat skills.

“Now Seduce is a little different,” Erlix continued, kicking a stone down the road as he spoke. “Seduce doesn’t let you control them, but instead it keeps the attention of a mob while your group does something else. But it keeps you busy too. You need to put a little show on. The sexier the show, the better the odds of Seduce succeeding. If you had a giant halfling cock like mine, you could wave it all around in front of them to shock and amaze them—” he grabbed his crotch and winked at me, giving it a shake, “—but in your case you’ll probably just need to shake those big old titties or go down on them. If you need lots of time, you might even want to sleep with them. Incidentally, fucking NPCs is the best way for a Courtesan to level. Maybe the only way with those sucky combat stats of yours.”

“I don’t need to level,” I grumbled. “We’re getting me out of this body and back to Kromgorn as soon as possible. I’m not gonna go fuck a bunch of NPCs. Anyway, is Seduce single-target too?”

Erlix chuckled. “Dirty girl! You are a treasure ho. But to answer your question, no. You can keep as many mobs busy as you can keep occupied with your hot little body. The bigger the crowd, the more risk of a few breaking off, though. Probably to stare at the halfling waving his cock around instead.”

“How do I permanently cut off a halfling’s cock?”

“Madame!” Erlix looked wounded. “You should never deface such a beautiful work of art. But if you must know, you just grip it firmly in your hand and tug on it until it falls off. It works like a charm, every time.”

I rolled my eyes at him. “I really might charm you and make you tug your own cock off.”

“Oh, that’s the other thing! These work differently for players. You can’t seduce players—unless you do it the old fashioned way—and you can’t force people to be charmed… they’re players, after all, and you can’t steal their autonomy. Charm just makes it so that they can’t take any hostile action against you or restrain you in any way, and it works for any players in their group too. Basically making you part of their faction until you release them. It’s handy if someone is threatening to cut off your giant halfling cock. But you do have to be higher level than them to prevent abuse, so it’s kinda useless at max level.”

“How do you know so much about courtesan skills, anyway?” 

Erlix shrugged and started picking his teeth with the point of a dagger. “I make a point of reading up on all the game mechanics. You never know when it might come in handy. Hey, is that your guild house?” He pointed past me, up a small hill, and I saw that he was right. An imposing, shining white castle rose up out of the plains, and I nearly jumped up and down with joy.

“It is! It is! Oh man, we made it. Come on, Erlix. We’re finally going to get some real, high-level help with this situation.”

It was lucky that someone had had the foresight to invite Lacey into the guild, even though she was an alt, so the doors opened automatically as I approached. Erlix tried to follow me in and bounced off the invisible wall, landing on his ass. He rubbed his nose and glared at me. “Owww. Goldie, a little help?”

I sighed at him. “You know, if you were properly guilded, you would know how these things worked.” But he had escorted me here, so I took pity on him and walked him through the forcefield while holding his grubby little hand so the fortress would recognize him as a guest. “Don’t even bother trying to steal anything. You won’t be able to since you’re not a guild member. It’s a protected zone.”

“Guess how many times that hand has touched a massive halfling cock today.”

“Ewww! Erlix!” I glared at him again, snatched my hand back, and furiously wiped it off on the increasingly dirty triangle of bikini that was the only scrap of clothing suitable for it. “I need to get out of this bikini.”

“Yeah you do!”

“And into something else. Come on. We’re stopping by the guild bank before we meet up with my friends.”

“Fine, but I’m still calling you goldie. Once a treasure ho, always a treasure ho!”

I ignored him and led the way to our massive vault. Again, the door swung open at my touch, and a wealth of items lay piled before us. Erlix nearly had a conniption, and I could tell by the way his hands were twitching that he wanted to grab everything in sight. I smirked. Good luck! He wouldn’t be able to even interact with any of it. Let him drool.

The best stuff was off limits to everyone but Topper and a few of our officers: me (Kromgorn), Haxor, Jazzus. But that didn’t stop me from digging out some slightly more respectable leather battle armor and a bow. Since it was female armor, it would still extremely sexy on my avatar, but at least from far away I’d look more like a ranger than a prostitute. Erlix was fond of reminding me just how slutty I looked. The new costume might help me avoid a fight or two, and hell, I might even be able to hit something with the bow if I really had to. My dexterity stat wasn’t that awful.

I made Erlix wait outside and made sure he wasn’t stealthed while I changed behind a screen. It was a relief to finally strap my massive boobs away in some tight, supportive leather, even if it pushed them together and up toward my face, and the thigh-high boots and leather thong beat the flimsy gold cloth I’d been wearing before. I walked out from behind the screen, testing my bow string, and smiled at the waiting halfling. “How do I look?”

He was busy picking his teeth with the tip of a dagger again. “You look like a prostitute playing dress-up. A hot one.”

“Good enough. As long as I don’t just look like a prostitute anymore. Come on. We’re gonna go meet my friends.”

Our meeting hall was in the middle of the fortress, and as we approached I could hear voices arguing inside.

“We don’t have the levels for a direct assault! He had his whole crew ready for this, and we have less than half our full strength right now.”

“What else can we do, Haxor? At least our highest players are here. It’ll be a tough fight, but we stand a good chance of winning if we strike quickly.”

“I agree with Topper,” a female voice added. It sounded like Jazzus. “We’ll never figure out how to undo this stupid spell if we don’t capture Vierdimin, and being in game 24/7 is just going to make him stronger and let him secure his base. We need to move soon if we want to strike directly.”

I walked into the room, Erlix trailing behind me, to see Haxor, Topper, and Jazzus gathered around the huge rectangular table with half a dozen of our other guildmates. Everyone looked tense. As I entered, everyone looked up at me.

“Kromgorn!” Jazzus cried. “I’m so glad you’re okay.” She leaped up and raced over to sweep me up in a hug. It was still weird to be shorter than her, but it was nice to feel our boobs smush together like that. She smelled sweet and flowery, and I wondered how I smelled to her.

“Kromgorn?” Topper asked, looking confused.

“It’s Krom in Lacey’s avatar,” Jazzus explained.

“And the halfling?” Topper inspected Erlix curiously. “What’s he doing here?”

“I helped this hot piece of ass make her way back to you all. I’m a hero,” Erlix said. Topper raised an eyebrow at that, and I snorted.

“He’s a troll who stole my gold the other day,” I said. “But he did help me get here.”

“Goldie! How could you!” 

“Shush and let me talk to my guildies.” I was just glad he wasn’t talking about halfling cock in front of my friends.

“This is still too weird for me, dude,” Haxor muttered, putting his face in his hands. “When we get you out of there, no one gets to use my girlfriend’s avatar but Jazzus, okay? Jesus.”

“It’s my fault.” Jazzus released me from the embrace and stepped back, crossing her arms and looking at the floor. “I asked him to log in as Lacey to get us out of a jam, and when Vierdimin’s spell went off… well, I was hoping he logged out in time, but I guess not.”

“Fucking great,” Topper added. “A level 5 courtesan. Perfect. We could really use your barbarian right now, Krom. Things are rough with Vierdimin’s crew, and we’re debating a full-on assault.”

I blushed. “I didn’t choose to be stuck in this avatar, guys. I only did it to help the guild in the first place. And that’s why I’m here now.”

“What, are you going to go play grab-ass with Vierdimin’s lieutenants?” Haxor asked. “Show them a good time? Suck a little Secret Order cock?”

“Lay off it,” Jazzus added. “It’s not his fault. Er, her fault. His? Sorry Krom. It’s gonna be confusing trying to keep your gender straight right now.”

“Her fault,” Topper said decisively. “If she’s playing in a level 5 courtesan named Lacey, that’s how we treat her. Trying to protect feelings will just get us killed on the battlefield.” Everyone nodded at the guild leader’s decision. I folded my arms, annoyed, but I knew he was right.

“You’re going to let her join us on the battlefield?” Haxor protested. “Come on, Topper. No offense, Kr—er, Lacey. But bringing her is just going to be a liability! Vierdimin’s guild has an average level of 45. If they don’t nuke her outright with an offhand spell, she’ll get in the way of our own magic. She can’t fight, she’s playing the worst class, and she’s not high enough level to use her skills on them even if we could think of a way to use her. Plus, it’s an extra player to buff and heal!”

My cheeks burned hotter. “I don’t need buffs or heals, guys. Let me die if they target me. It’s fine. I still want to come and try to help. I’m stuck in the game like all of you are.”

“Can’t we even use her as bait?” one of my other guildies asked.

“Our plan doesn’t involve bait,” Haxor countered. “It’s a direct frontal assault. Hit ‘em hard and fast. You said it yourself, Topper. Plus, Vierdimin would never take that bait. He’d either ignore her for being too low level or just kill her from 100 yards away if he thought she was a threat.”

“Jazzus?” I pleaded. “I came so far to help you all. I’m stuck in this avatar because I wanted to help. And you’re going to make me sit on the sidelines for the most important battle we’ve ever had?”

Jazzus frowned and shrugged helplessly. “I don’t know what to say.”

“I do.” Topper’s eyes were hard as he leaned forward, both hands on the table. “Sorry, Lacey. Haxor is right. You would be a liability. And in the heat of battle, we can’t have our healers worrying about which players they’re buffing and healing. If you come, you’re a risk to all of us. What if Tigraine blows all her mana trying to keep you topped off before she sees who she’s healing? What if Sensei wastes his only combat rez on you by mistake? What if one of Vierdimin’s wizards targets you with a nasty AoE debuff spell you can’t resist? We can’t take the chance.”

“So then what do I do?” I practically wailed. “I feel like you guys are kicking me out of the guild.”

Topper walked around the table and rested his mailed hand on my shoulder. His golden paladin’s cape rustled behind him as his eyes softened ever so slightly. “No one’s kicking you out of the guild, Krom. You’re part of this team just like you’ve always been—even if you’re Lacey right now. But this is a purely strategic decision. If you had a decent level, we’d bring you. But as it is, let us handle this. Okay? We’ll capture Vierdimin, make him undo his code or spell or whatever, and have you out of that avatar before you know it.”

“But—” I protested, but then a look a from Topper shut me down.

“Final decision.” His tone made it clear that this wasn’t up for debate. “You can stay here if you want, but you need to stay out of our way. We’ll make preparations and head out at the end of the week.”

I slumped down, totally defeated. Haxor crossed his arms with a satisfied look on his face, and Jazzus refused to meet my eyes. Erlix, for once, was silent.

That was it, then. They weren’t going to let me help them.

I was out.

Chapter 10

 

I slumped on a bed in the Shining Army barracks, moping drearily by myself while my guildies prepared for battle without me. I was so mad at Haxor and Topper that I wanted to scream—mostly at Haxor—but now that Topper had made his decision, I knew there was no going back. Our guild leader was a good leader, but he was surprisingly hard headed sometimes, and he never went back on his word. It’s probably why he plays paladin. It’s a good fit for his personality. 

The shuffle of a step drew my attention to the doorway. Jazzus hovered uncertainly just outside of the barracks.

“Can I come in?”

I nodded sullenly, drawing my knees up against my body and wrapping my arms around them. Jazzus came over to sit beside me on the bed, leaning back against the headboard and propping a pillow behind her back. She was in her sexy, low-cut battle robe with thigh-high leather boots, just like mine but in blue, and a silver circlet rested on her head. Do they make any armor for women in this game that isn’t sexy? I wondered. Normally I loved hanging out with Jazzus—I always thought she was so cool and pretty—but right now I was pissed off at everyone. I remained silent, waiting for her to speak first. I didn’t have anything to say.

“Are you okay?” she finally asked. She put her hands in her lap and idly twitched her thumbs without looking at me.

“No, Jazzus. I’m not okay. First, you get me stuck in the body of this stupid girl avatar, with a whole set of realistically modeled girl sensations and emotions, by the way. Thanks for that. Then I get captured by the Orc King, stuffed into a gold bikini, and dragged off to serve in his harem, for christ sakes. I managed to get myself out of that situation thanks to… er, my own ingenuity. Still, I’m so weak that I end up needing to be escorted by a stupid troll of a halfling who can’t shut up about his giant halfling penis all the way across the land to our guild hall. Then, despite my heroic efforts to make my way back here and help you all, Topper humiliates me in front of the whole guild by kicking me out of the most important mission we’ve ever had, and treating me like some kind of… some kind of…”

“Girl?” Jazzus offered.

“Yeah. Like some kind of stupid, helpless, girl.”

I was breathing hard after my tirade, fighting my body’s stupid female emotions and trying not to cry. It was surprisingly hard to hold back the tears. No wonder girls were always crying. Jazzus stared at me wide-eyed.

“Does… does Erlix really have a giant penis?”

“I don’t know!” I exploded. “Is that really the most important thing to ask right now, Jazzus?”

“S-sorry. I was just curious.”

“Me too. It’s been eating me up all day since he never shuts up about it. But I’ll be damned if I ask to see it.”

“Understandable.” She glanced around the barracks. “Where is the pint-sized klepto, anyway?”

I shrugged. “He asked if he could take a look around, and I said sure. He’s never been in a guild hall before. He’s probably trying to figure out how to steal our things.”

Jazzus snorted. “Fat chance. The guild code prevents that.”

“Yep.”

She sat silently for a minute, and then continued, “Hey, Krom…”

“May as well call me Lacey, Jazz. Topper is right. It’s not doing me any favors to pretend I’m a hulking barbarian when I’m so obviously not anymore.” I lifted up my scrawny arms and stuck out my impressive rack. Jazz’s eyes lingered on it for a moment before she returned to staring at her hands.

“Lacey, then. Look, I’m really sorry. I never intended for this to happen. It should have been a quick in-and-out operation. If I had known there was any chance you’d get stuck in that body, I wouldn’t have asked you to hop in. I would hate to be trapped in the body of a dude. Uh, I think.”

“I know,” I mumbled, starting to sniffle. I felt so useless! The emotions were surging up again, and I struggled to hold them back. “It’s not your fault. Or it kind of is, but you couldn’t have known what was going to happen. I just hate that I can’t be part of the team. Being this courtesan class wouldn’t be so bad. Even being a girl would be okay. The sex is mind-blowing, by the way. I can’t believe you’ve never mentioned it. But what really gets me is feeling like an outsider. I spend most of my life feeling like that. You guys, the guild. You’re my friends. You’re all I have.”

I started to cry, unable to hold back the tears any longer, and felt even more embarrassed. Kromgorn the mighty, reduced to a blubbering little girl, ignored and discarded by his friends. At least it was only Jazzus with me right now. She’ll be cool, but I’d be so ashamed if Topper or Haxor saw me like this, and Erlix would have a fucking field day…

“Shh, shh, shh,” Jazzus said. She put her arm around my shoulders and started to gently stroke my hair. Instinctively I rested my head on her shoulder. She smelled nice, just like when she’d hugged me earlier. “Don’t cry. Hey. Lacey, it’s okay.”

I nuzzled against her neck, sniffling and leaking tears, and she held me closer, continuing to stroke me with long, soothing motions. She gently rocked me from side to side until the crying subsided a little.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered. “This is so embarrassing.”

“No way,” Jazzus replied. “It’s just part of being a girl, Lacey. Sometimes a good cry is the best thing you can do for yourself. It’s not good to hold in your emotions.”

“Yeah. I’m starting to see that the rules are really different for women. Topper didn’t even ask my opinion. He just told me what I was supposed to do.”

Jazzus laughed. “Welcome to womanhood!”

“I didn’t think they’d treat me like a girl so quickly.”

“Well, you’re awfully feminine, Lacey. Everything about that body screams sex. It’s pretty much the ideal of feminine beauty. None of us know what each other looks like in real life, so the avatar you pick is the real you, as far the game is concerned. It doesn’t much matter who’s piloting the body.”

“That’s why you said there’d be nothing gay about seducing guys while I’m Lacey, right?”

She nodded. “Exactly. Until we get out of here, you are Lacey, with everything that comes with that.” Then she arched an eyebrow at me. “Say… how do you know sex is mindblowing as a girl, anyway? Are you sure you haven’t seen that giant halfling cock?”

I could feel my cheeks turning red again. “As if! I wouldn’t touch that little dude with a ten foot pole. I ah… had some downtime. Decided to take the new body for a spin with a handy mob. You know. Just to get the feel of things. It’s kind of embarrassing.”

“No, not at all! It’s your body—at least for now. You should figure out how it works. Good for you. I wish I had that kind of courage.”

I glanced up at her. “Wait. You’re not saying… Jazzus! Have you never had sex in game?”

Now it was her turn to blush. She turned so red she almost looked like a fire nymph! “I… ah… Okay, look. You can’t tell anyone this, okay? I’m only telling you because you’re a girl now and because I feel guilty that you got stuck in that hot body when you didn’t want to be. But I’ve… I’ve never had sex. In game or out of game.”

I stared at her, dumbfounded. “What? Not ever?”

She shook her head, still blushing.

“Why not? Jeez, Jazzus! I’m just borrowing this body, but let me tell you, you are missing out in a big way!”

“I just… I haven’t found the right person where I wanted to do that yet.”

“What? That’s crazy! Have sex with a mob! Oh man. We’re going to fix this today. You want me to charm you a hunky dude? There’s this hot jailer I had charmed earlier. He’s probably respawned by now, and I bet he and his friend would show us a good time even if they weren’t—” I cut off when I realized she was shaking her head.

“No, no. That’s the thing. I’m…” She took a deep breath and cleared her throat. “Okay, just say it. Lacey, I’m not really into guys. That’s why I haven’t found the right person yet. I haven’t told anyone I’m gay before. Ever.” Jazzus studied me carefully. “Do you… do you think less of me for that?”

I stared at her for a split second and then wrapped her up in a big hug, squeezing her even tighter than she’d squeezed me earlier. Then I pulled back and held her by the shoulders.

“Oh gosh, Jazzus! No! Of course not. You’re the one who told me it’s 2017 and no one cares anymore. Take your own advice, girl.”

“That’s how I want the world to be, but my family actually cares a lot,” she said quietly. “That’s why I haven’t told them. I’m sorry, Lacey.”

“Sorry for what?”

“I don’t know. I feel silly now. But…” She took a deep breath and smiled at me. “It feels really good to get that off my chest. Thank you.”

“Thanks for having the courage to tell me! You’re the best, Jazz. So this doesn’t actually change anything. Fantasy Realms Online is the perfect place to explore your fantasies. Trust me. And your family doesn’t ever have to know until you’re ready to tell them.”

“You mean you still think I should try sex?” She started fidgeting with her hands again. “I wouldn’t even know how to start. I feel so awkward.”

Then I had the best idea I’d had all day. I lowered my eyelids halfway, gave her my best smoldering gaze, and put my face within inches of hers. She didn’t shrink away, and I could feel the tension between us. “Why not start with me? You said I was the ideal of feminine beauty, and it’d be my first time too. What do you say, Lacey?”

I hadn’t thought she could turn any redder, but then she did. Still, she didn’t move. Instead, she raised her eyes to mine and smiled.

I kissed her, and she kissed me back.

It was amazing. Jazzus tasted as good as she smelled, and I marveled at how my body reacted just like it had when I was with the jailer. I guess Lacey is bisexual. Makes sense for a courtesan, I suppose. If anything, Jazzus was even more into it than I was. After the initial, long, passionate kiss, she attacked me with a frenzy of sloppy, open-mouthed need that only comes from finally getting something you’ve spent a lifetime suppressing. Both of us seemed to be getting hotter by the second.

I pulled her back onto the bed and let my courtesan skills take over, just like I had when going into combat as Kromgorn. And just like Kromgorn’s finely honed fighting skills had been guided by the game’s programming, Lacey’s softer, subtler skills were also guided in expert motions by the built-in software. I just relaxed and went along with it, content to pretend that I was a pro lady killer in a lady’s body.

Judging by Jazzus’s sighs and soft little exclamations of delight, she appreciated my work. My fingers glided under her robes and slid over her silky undergarments, teasing and exciting her, and I could feel her hot breath on my cheek as I lay beside her and worked my magic. When a rose-colored flush had crept across her face and her wiggling had grown frantic, she sat up and pulled her clothes off. I hurriedly helped to undress her, feeling my own body react as her breasts bounced free and my hands made contact with the soft, downy hair covering her womanhood.

I buried my face in her mound, lapping excitedly, letting her sweet juices run over my tongue, and Jazzus moaned and rolled her head against the pillows, knees quivering with each luxurious lick. Her delicate fingers wrapped themselves through my hair and she bucked against my mouth, pushing her sex harder and harder against my tongue as I began to hum. 

“Oh gods, what are you doing?” she moaned. “That feels amazing… oh, oh!”

When she started bucking furiously and held my hair so tightly that it hurt, I knew she was close. Her hot breaths were coming in short bursts now, heavy panting like a wild animal, and I was so turned on that I started fingering myself beneath my knees while I licked, rotating my knee to keep my balance and leaning against Jazz’s silky thigh. 

My pleasure nib needed hardly any attention to get going—what was happening with Jazzus was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen, especially since it was her first time. Electric shots of pleasure coursed through me with each slick stroke of the wetness between my legs, and after a moment a familiar shaking started coursing through my legs. I felt like a swelling dam of sexual energy was building up between my legs.

“Keep going, keep going, oh god I’m almost there!” Jazzus cried. “Oh Lacey, oh Lacey!”

As she cried my name the last time, Jazzus arched her back in a frenzied thrust of her pelvis and her whole body started to shake. The dam between my legs burst and pleasure exploded through my body, arcing out and shaking me as hard Jazzus as we both came together in an explosion of orgasmic ecstasy. I hovered in a void of bliss, coming over and over with Jazzus, unable to do anything but shake, whimper, and writhe, until finally we both collapsed together onto the bed, cooing softly. Our chests rose and fell with gentle exhalations as we nuzzled one another in the aftermath.

Jazzus’s eyes fluttered open and she grinned at me with the dopiest expression I’d ever seen. She looked beautiful with her hair all messy and tangled from sex, and her cheeks flushed with crimson.

“Wow,” she murmured. “That was… that was amazing. Thanks, Lacey.”

I nodded. “Of course. I’m glad that your first time was with me, Jazzus.”

She blushed, her cheeks turning an even deeper shade of red, and dropped her eyes. “Me too. And Lacey…”

“Yeah?”

“Now this. This was gay as hell.”

She winked at me and we both started laughing.

Chapter 11

 

Later, when Jazzus had retired to her own bed and the rest of the guild was snoozing softly, I slipped out of my bed and packed my bag: a change of clothes, the bow and arrow I’d taken from the vault, and a few sets of food and healing potions for the road. I tugged on the supple leather boots to match my ranger costume and padded softly out of the barracks, making my way to the guild’s massive front doors. But rather than opening the monstrosities, I popped through the side door and then stood on the road outside my guild house.

I looked back at the place I’d spent so many hours laughing and joking with my friends, gave a weary sigh, and shifted my pack onto my shoulder.

“Where ya going, goldie?”

I almost leapt out of my boots as Erlix unstealthed beside me, but then I rolled my eyes and fixed him with a withering glare.

“Not that it’s any of your business, but I’m of no use to my friends, so I’m going away for a while.”

“Going away and doing what?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know yet. Figuring out how to level up, I guess. I got stuck in this stupid girly avatar in the first place to help my friends, but I can’t help my friends unless I’m powerful enough to be useful against Vierdimin and his cronies.” I turned to stare across the zone to the horizon. The sun was just beginning to peek up over the mountains in the distance, and the mists of the morning still laid low on the fields. “And I’m not coming back until I can help them.”

Erlix finished picking his teeth with his dagger, slipped it into his belt, and shrugged. Then he started marching down the road the way I had been looking.

“Cool,” he said. “Let’s go.”

“Wait, what? You’re not coming with me.”

He snorted. “Like hell I’m not, goldie. They’ll eat you alive out there without some protection. Besides, I still haven’t gotten to show you my amazing halfling penis.”

I sighed. “Okay, fine.”

“Okay, what?”

“Whip it out.”

“Whip what out?”

“Your dick. I want to see if it’s actually everything you claim it is.”

He squinted his eyes at me and put his hands on his hips. A long moment passed, and then he shook his head. “No. I don’t think you want it bad enough.”

“No?” I exclaimed. “Are you kidding me?”

He turned on his heel and started marching down the road. “You’re not ready. When you’re ready to see the cock, then I’ll show you the cock. It’s gonna blow your mind, goldie! It’s gonna blow your mind.”

“H-hey!” I cried. Those little halfling legs of his moved fast, and he was already cruising down the road toward Lorengarde. “Erlix! Wait up! Erlix?”

“Keep up, goldie!” he called over his shoulder. “We need to make double-time to the city if we’re gonna get you leveled up in time for your guild fight. I have a plan. But first I need to unload all these magical items I liberated from your guild vault.”

“What?” I asked. How on earth did he manage to do that? I thought stealing from the guild vault was impossible for non-guildies…

I raced to keep up with him, leather soles padding the dust as I chased after the speedy little halfling. I didn’t know what he was planning, but the halfling did seem to know the game mechanics in and out, and he’d already proved he was clever enough to do things that shouldn’t be possible.

“How did you do that?” I called out. “Erlix? Erlix!”

I wondered what his plan to level me up quickly was… if he could really get me leveled in time for the fight with Vierdimin, though, I wasn’t about to turn his help down.

I was huffing and puffing by the time that I caught him, right at the zone line into North Lorengarde Orchards - Level 5. As the plains around us slowly shifted into a lightly wooded medieval forest area, I crossed my arms and nudged the halfling with my hips.

“Well? What’s the plan?”

“Ow! Watch it goldie. Save the humping for the bedroom. That’s the plan.”

“Excuse me?”

“Just like I said. This game is like any other game. You gotta work with the mechanics instead of fighting them. I’m a dirty little halfling thief, right?”

I nodded. “The dirtiest.”

He smiled. “Aww, goldie, you noticed. But anyway, so I embrace that. And the game rewards me in all kinds of small ways. In your case, you’re a Courtesan. That’s just a fancy way to say ‘prostitute.’”

“Hey!”

Erlix shrugged. “Don’t fight it! It’s what you are, right? Or what your avatar is anyway. You wanna rake in the levels? We gotta take your streetwalking career semi-pro.”

I narrowed my eyes at the little dude. “What are you suggesting exactly?”

“We’re almost to Lorengarde,” he replied. “And the first thing you’re doing is going to Kirth’s Inn and renting a room.”

“Kirth’s inn?” I was starting to get an inkling of what the dirty little halfling was planning, and I wasn’t sure I liked it. “What am I going to do in Kirth’s inn?”

At the rate we were moving we’d already crossed through the North Lorengarde Orchard’s and had gotten to the city gate of Lorengarde proper. The guild had chosen a good location for their guildhouse—close enough to an allied city to easily call on help if we were attacked, and it made supply runs to the city easy. Erlix paused outside the city gates and started rummaging around in his pack, and then produced the materials to craft a wooden sign and etch some lettering onto it. He shoved the mats into my hands and waved me into the city, past the leering guards whose eyes were fixated on the leather thong that barely concealed my crotch.

“Come see us later, boys,” Erlix said with a wink as we passed. Once we were inside, he turned to me again. “Multi-level marketing schemes, goldie. They’re genius. And they’re gonna get you leveled faster than you can blink.”

“Excuse me? Erlix, I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

He pointed at the materials for the sign in my hands. “You’re gonna write some prices on that board for ‘courtesan’ services. Rock-bottom cheap prices. The cheapest ever. And you’re going to put it outside Kirth’s and wait upstairs in your room.”

My face paled. “Gross.”

“How else do you expect to level fast, goldie? The more NPCs you seduce of varying levels, the faster you shoot up in levels.”

I ground my teeth, but he was right. I was in Fantasy Realms Online now. For better or worse, I had to play by their rules. “Fine. But how are we gonna get enough people to come in even with cheap prices? They have to see the sign, and there’s a lot of competition.”

Erlix beamed at me. “That’s where I come in. I’m a genius. You’re going to give me half your take to spread the word around town and send customers your way.”

I narrowed my eyes at him. “Why?”

“Because I’m going to give half my take to everyone I recruit to spread the word for me, up to 10 people. And they’re going to do the same. We’ll all get rich while you earn profits for us! All you have to do is fuck the customers and write down who sent ‘em so we can divvy up the loot later. And don’t worry—I’ll take care of that for you.” He smiled wider. “Like I said! Multi-level marketing. We’ll get rich and you’ll get tons and tons of levels.” He hooked his thumbs behind his belt and rocked back and forth on his boots, looking super proud of himself.

I blinked at him. Then I blinked at him again. “A pyramid scheme. That’s your plan?”

“If you wanna be crass about it. Sure.”

“That’s… genius.” I couldn’t believe it. It was the dumbest idea ever, but it was so dumb that it just might work. Not on real players, but on NPCs? NPCs who’d never heard of such a thing? And all I had to do was go to Kirth’s and then fuck all of Lorengarde.

“I sure think so. You ready to get started?”

I sighed. I couldn’t believe I was about to do this. But realistically, I didn’t see any other way to help my guild out in time for our big fight with Vierdimin. There was no other way to get me high enough in level as a courtesan. I didn’t wanna be totally useless. I straightened my back, pushed my chest out, and adjusted my chest straps. “Okay. Fine. Let’s go.”

“That’s the spirit, goldie! Let’s make some coin…”

I did as he asked me and headed straight to Kirth’s, where I placed my crafted sign outside the door with appallingly low prices compared to other courtesan services. I was about to drive the market for sex in Lorengarde down to bargain-basement rates, but hopefully the other NPC girls wouldn’t hear about and drop their rates until I was well into my leveling. When I rented the room, Kirth gave me some side-eye, but then shrugged. Money was money, and I wasn’t the first whore to set up shop in his tavern. I left instructions with the doorman to send people my way and trudged up the steps to my room. Once there, I stripped off the leather, leaving me in a simple silk pair of bra and panties. I arranged myself on the bed and waited for the plan to begin.

It didn’t take long before the first curious patron wandered into my room to check out the super cheap goods. A Townsman - Level 7.

“Hello there,” he said. “I’m here for a blowjob.”

I sighed, dropped to my knees, and popped the Seduce skill before working his dick like the world-class hooker I was. His eyes rolled back into his head as he squirted his load all over my tits a few moments later. DING! A shower of golden sparks surrounded us as I hit level 6. 

“Thanks,” he murmured, before slapping some coins on the nightstand and stumbling toward the door. 

I wiped my lips off and called after him. “Wait! Who sent you?”

“A little halfling rogue,” he said over his shoulder. “Erlix. He’s telling everyone.” I nodded and marked him down in my inventory notes.

Soon word got around. Erlix’s plan was working like a charm, and plenty of customers wanted more than just a blowjob. After the first few, I didn’t even bother putting my clothes back on. They were lining up outside the door to take me, one after the other, the next practically stepping into the room even before the one before him had finished. I’d expected that they wouldn’t want sloppy seconds, but the NPCs he was sending my way didn’t seem to care, and it seemed that the real players had better things to be doing.

I fucked humans on my back, let the orcs and kobolds take me from behind, and the elves always wanted me to ride on top of them. I had so many screaming orgasms that I was dizzy, and my nipples were sore from being hard for hours at a time. DING! DING! DING! DING! DING!

The levels flew by as I took steaming squirts over and over and over again, using Seduce on one NPC after another, dazzling them with my sexual prowess and taking their coin before kicking them out the door. And Erlix had been busy! Soon the notches on my list were appearing next to a stack of names that was thirty people long. The halfling’s pyramid scheme was actually taking off, because the NPCs he’d recruited weren’t savvy enough to see through it like real humans would be. I worked all day and all night, not needing to stop for either sleep or food, and my world became a whirlwind of dicks and orgasms and dings. I stared at my own heaving breasts and the tavern ceiling so much that both images got burned into my brain, and I saw my swollen, oft-nuzzled nips in my mind’s eye whether my real eyes were open or closed. I dimly worried what this might do to my psyche later to literally have so much sex pounded into me, but I was too busy with the cocks to focus on that.

It went on like this for days, and at the end of each day Erlix would pop in to count up the money, give me my cut, and go out to distribute the rest among his little pyramid network. Each time he’d wink at me. “Looking good, goldie. Keep it up! Get those levels!”

Finally, a week had passed. My guild was headed out to battle Vierdimin the following day, and Erlix and I had closed up shop to regroup. I had managed to reach Level 43 in an unheard-of amount of time. I still couldn’t quite believe that we’d gotten Lacey to nearly the same level as Kromgorn with less than a week of work. Hard work, I had to admit, but not entirely without its pleasures…

Erlix sat beside me on the bed, counting his money, while I iced my crotch and flicked through screen after screen of weird sex-related skills I had no idea how to use because I’d leveled too quickly to learn my class properly.

“What are these skills, even?” I wondered. “Kama Sutra? Motorboat? Vejazzle?”

“Slow down, there,” Erlix said without lifting his eyes from the stacks of gold arrayed around him. “You’ll figure out the advanced maneuvers eventually. You don’t wanna try to get fancy for the first time in a high-stakes fight. Stick to Charm and Seduce. It’s the backbone of your class.”

“If you say so… I’m amazed we got me to level 43. But I’m worried it’s still not enough.”

“It should be enough to let you in on the guild fight, right? You can at least seduce a few of their goons now.” Erlix grinned. “Plus we’re rich, goldie! You fucked a lot of dudes over the last few days. Even at your low rates there’s a fortune to go around.”

I nodded. He was right. I’d actually be useful in the guild fight. Erlix’s crazy, sex-fueled plan had saved the day. He’d earned his little treasure trove.

Now all I had to do was make my way back to the guild hall, convince Topper to let me fight with them, and…

My thoughts trailed off as a blinking message appeared in the lower corner of my screen. What’s this?  I expanded it, and my eyes widened as I read the contents.

ALL GUILDIES: We’re going today. Someone tipped off Vierdimin to what we’re planning. No time to lose. Get to the Secret Order guild house for an all-out assault! —Topper

“Shit!” I leapt off the bed, dropping the ice pack, and began to hurriedly yank on my leather armor pieces.

Erlix jumped, scattering coins, and glared up at me, but his expression changed when he saw how worried I looked. “What is it?”

“There was a traitor inside the guild… We have to go now. They’re attacking Vierdimin today!”

Erlix began to sweep the gold into his backpack in big armfuls. “Well, let’s go! No time now to distribute these earnings to the pyramid network… I’ll get them back later. Hurry, goldie!”

I rolled my eyes, but there was no time to argue. We burst out the door and ran at full speed for the Wyveryn Master.

Chapter 12

 

By the time Erlix and I touched down on our wyveryns in the Plains of Woe, where the Secret Order guildhouse was located, the battle was in full swing. The landscape of the Dark Legion territories was grey and barren, with twisted black trees reaching up toward a reddish-black sky of churning clouds, and the red spatters surrounding the fallen bodies already littering the ground fit right in with the color palette of the dismal landscape.

“Blech,” Erlix said. “Who would want to have their HQ here? The edgiest of edgelords?”

“Shut up and come on,” I muttered, racing toward the battlefield. I readied my bow even though I didn’t really expect to use it much.

As we got nearer, I spotted Topper and Vierdimin wading through a crowd of nameless NPC mercenaries on both sides, trying to reach one another. Bodies flew left and right as Topper’s Holy Sword of Righteous Flame flashed again and again, while blackish-purple beams vaporized our own side’s mercs as Vierdimin swept his Lv. 80 Staff of Matter Manipulation back and forth across the battlefield from his levitating position above the fray. He had his whole posse of evil goons out, too—the dark elf warrior Nambla, the evil faerie sorceress Lefay, and the half-ogre barbarian Wugduz all launched vicious assaults against my guildies as we pressed Topper’s offensive plan, trying to break Vierdimin’s lines so we could capture the dark Lich.

“I need to help them,” I said, clenching my fists tight around my bow. I loosed a couple of arrows into the fray just to do something, taking out a few level 20 kobold NPCs in tabards of the Secret Order, and felt weirdly proud of myself despite it not being much of an achievement.

“I don’t know, goldie. Those PCs look pretty mean…” Erlix had his daggers out and flipped the right one over and over in his hand as he studied the battlefield. I’d never seen him look so focused. But he was right. Vierdimin’s lieutenant’s were all high level—at least in their 60s, and I didn’t have much chance of my Charm landing on them.

“I have to do something!” I stomped my foot in frustration and sent another arrow streaking toward a lowbie kobold, catching him in the throat. He fell with a shrieking gurgle. “It’s nice to not be totally useless again, but I didn’t spend a week taking all the dick in Lorengarde so I could wipe out NPCs at half my level... my guild needs help!”

Erlix nodded. “Okay then. Stay put. I’m gonna go scout around…”

“Wait!” I called, but Erlix had already vanished. Damn that rogue! Like hell I’m staying put…

I swept my gaze across the battle again, trying to find my friends. Topper was giving as good as he got, but the rest of our guild wasn’t doing so well. Tigraine and Sensei were both healing furiously, but the strain on their faces told me they were barely keeping up with the damage from Vierdimin’s forces, and Haxor was nowhere to be seen—although as an assassin, that wasn’t surprising. The other members of our guild were hurting badly. I wondered if Topper had already found and dealt with our traitor, or if he was still out here on the battlefield somewhere waiting to betray us again… the thought made me sick. 

Then I saw something worse: Jazzus, pinned down and writhing on the ground under the effects of some kind of dark magic. The battle had moved past her, but she was convulsing and appeared to be unable to move. I scrambled down the hill I had been standing on, climbing over the fallen bodies of kobolds and humans alike, and raced over to her.

“Jazzus!” I cried, dropping to my knees beside her and grabbing her by the shoulders. Dark energy coursed all around her, shaking her body, and her eyes were shut tight. Her teeth clenched in a grimace of pain. “Say something! Can you move?”

Her eyes fluttered open and attempted to fix on mine, though it looked like she couldn’t focus. She tried to say something through her clenched teeth, but she was shaking too hard. Then she glanced down toward her pack and tried to speak again, fighting through the pain.

“Hang on!” I dove for the fallen pack and dug through it until I found a dispel scroll. I stood up, read the words on the scroll, and breathed a sigh of relief as the dark magic melted away from her body. Thank goodness Jazzus had the sense to pay extra for a level 1 scroll anyone can use.

Jazzus gasped, sitting straight upright. “Gods, Lacey! Thank you! Those disabling spells are so much worse when you can’t just log out and wait for them to pass.”

“What’s going on?”

She staggered to her feet, leaning heavily on her battle staff. “You saw the message. Someone tipped the bad guys off. We don’t know who yet, but when I find out…” Jazzus growled and grasped her staff tightly, causing a swirl of flame to spin around the head. Then she released it and shook her shoulders. “Anyway, we’re losing. Vierdimin had time to get ready for us, and their average level is higher. We’re doing our best. They’re only going to get stronger as long the curse holds in game.”

Jazzus seemed to notice my level for the first time and did a double take. “Whoa, Lacey. 43? You’re higher level than I am! How did you do it so fast?”

I blushed. “Erm… long story. I’ll tell you later. Right now Topper needs us!”

She nodded. “Right. Let’s go!” Jazzus raised her staff and rushed back into the fray with a blood-curdling yell, hurling fireballs left and right. After a moment’s hesitation, I followed her, firing arrows with abandon at everything that moved.

By myself, as a courtesan, my combat skills wouldn’t have been good enough to hold my own for very long at all, but it was much easier when I was following in the wake of a hardened battle mage like Jazz. I was really sucky DPS backup, but I was just mopping up after everything she burned. We slew hordes of NPCs as we worked our way to the center of the field, where Topper and Vierdimin were nearing one another.

I chewed my lip as I let another few arrows fly. “Are we really going to attack Vierdimin?” I shouted.

“Topper is going to need all the help he can get!” Jazzus called over her shoulder. “He can’t fight him alone. We’re better than nothing!”

I nodded, hardening my pretty face into a mask of grim determination. Jazzus was right.

With a final burning slice, Topper put down the orc nearest him and stepped into a momentary clearing in the battle long enough for Jazzus and me to reach him. We fanned out on either side of him and waited, breathing hard. Topper gave me an incredulous sidelong stare.

“Krom? How did you gain 40 levels in just a few days?”

“It’s Lacey now! And no time to explain… here comes Vierdimin!”

I pointed to the dark Lich lord who floated less than 30 feet away from us now, holding his black staff up menacingly and cackling with glee.

“Get behind me,” growled Topper, raising his fiery sword in front of his face.

As Krom, I would have argued, but as Lacey, I meekly did as he requested. Jazzus slid into place beside me, and we both lifted our weapons toward Vierdimin.

“Cute little force you assembled here, Topper,” Vierdimin said, his voice dripping with malice. “It’s a shame my mole tipped us off. It was a stupid plan, anyway. How could you hope to contain me? My staff has the power to destroy anything.”

“Yeah, well we’ll see how it does against my sword,” Topper replied. “And when I find your mole, I’m going to make them wish they’d never been born.”

Vierdimin rolled his eyes. “So dramatic.”

“Why don’t you just release us?” Jazzus demanded. “You did your little spell and you sealed yourself in the game. Nice work. But you didn’t have to trap us too!”

“What would the fun in that be?” Vierdimin turned and made a dismissive gesture, vaporizing one of our mercs that had been sneaking up on him. “NPCs are a bore. I need other people to rule over and play with if my game world is going to be entertaining for me.”

“You’re a sick fuck,” I said. “Some of us have families that need us in the real world.”

Vierdimin shrugged. “Maybe you should have spent less time playing games then. Who are you anyway?” Then a spark of recognition lit in his eyes. “Oh, the barbarian trapped in the whore. I heard about you.” He broke into a long, gleeful laugh. “How’s life on the feminine side, sweet-tits? Get used to it. Maybe I’ll make you my personal concubine just for fun, once I crush your friends here.”

“Over my dead body.” Topper crouched lower, preparing to spring into action.

“That’s the idea,” Vierdimin said. “And I won’t even have to get my hands dirty.”

“What?” Topper’s eyes widened as Haxor materialized behind him, unstealthing and driving both his daggers deep into Topper’s back. Topper fell to his knees, severely weakened by Haxor’s paralyzing poisons, and then crumpled into a ball.

“Haxor!” Jazzus cried, stumbling back a few steps. “You’re the mole? How could you!”

Haxor shrugged. “Vierdimin told me he’d let me out if I betrayed you all. Sorry. It’s just a game, and I miss my girlfriend.”

Jazzus tried to unleash a spell on him but Haxor had a counterspell ready, and he slammed an anti-magic shield onto her before she could react. Then he grabbed her wrists and bound her with rope while she fought. Vierdimin chortled above us and Topper quivered on the ground.

“Fucking spellblade!” Jazzus struggled hard but she was no match physically for the much-higher level character. 

“Hey!” I cried. Everyone had just been ignoring me, and I was sick of it. “Try this on for size!” I took aim at Haxor’s throat and unleashed a volley of arrows.

Plink. Plink. Plink. They barely scratched his HP, and Haxor smirked at me. “Really? A Courtesan with a bow, 25 levels lower than me? That’s cute, Krom. Why don’t you wander off and fuck a few more dudes while we finish mopping up the guild.”

I blinked at him, feeling a sense of helplessness wash over me. I could barely hurt him. Vierdimin floated down and touched him on the shoulder. I watched in horror as his guild tag flipped over from Shining Army to Secret Order.

“Haxor?” I asked helplessly. “Really? You’re going to betray us like this?”

“We never had a chance against the Lich, and we all knew it,” he replied. “He’s too powerful. There’s no defense against that staff.”

“Your friend is wise,” Vierdimin said. “Unlike that joke of a paladin writhing on the ground.” He jerked his thumb at Topper. “No, the Shining Army is done for. This game, this world, is mine now. And there’s nothing any of you can do to stop me.”

I glanced around the battlefield once again. Tigraine and Sensei had fallen to the ground, and Vierdimin’s lieutenant’s had either killed or disabled all of my guildies with Hold Person spells. Topper was still incapacitated, with Haxor’s boot resting on his chest. Jazzus was bound and helpless, on her knees at Haxor’s feet. My shoulders fell. It was over, then. My leveling and my attempt to help my guild had been too little, too late.

A scream of rage ripped through the air, and Erlix materialized on Haxor’s back, unstealthing just in time to drag a poisoned dagger across Haxor’s throat. It only took half of his HP away, but he failed the poison save and fell to the ground, disabled by the same paralyzing concoction affecting Topper. Erlix spit on Haxor and turned toward Vierdimin, his daggers raised.

“Erlix!” I cried. “You got him!”

“Never discount the halfling,” Erlix replied with a wink. “Now let’s make short—” Erlix made a strangled hurk noise as a black beam of energy lanced out from Vierdimin’s staff and wrapped around his throat and limbs, knocking him to the ground and scattering his daggers. He grasped at the dark tendril tightening around his throat, slowly leeching his HP away, but couldn’t seem to free himself.

“You don’t seem to understand,” Vierdimin said. “This is my playground. There’s no trick you can pull. No last minute gimmick you can use. You can’t beat me within the rules of the game, and the rules of the game are all there are for us now.”

“Goldie!” Erlix struggled to get the words out from a constricted throat. “Goldie, use the game mechanics! Go with your class strengths!”

He was crazy. I was only level 43. Vierdimin was level 80. There was nothing in a million years that I could do to him that he wouldn’t resist. Vierdimin knew it too. He gestured toward me, and I felt myself lift off the ground and float toward him as if carried by a giant, invisible hand that grabbed my body, molesting me in all my intimate places as I drew close to him. I struggled against the hand in my tight leather, feeling truly uncomfortable for the first time as the Lich leered at my body. I hated to think what he might be able to make me do with his dark magic…

I frantically popped my menus and looked for something, anything, some forgotten skill I could try so he wouldn’t just take me without a fight.

And then… I saw something. It was a long shot, but it was my only chance. I grabbed a potion out of my bag and downed the contents in a single gulp.

Vierdimin’s eyes widened as the tag above my head bumped from Lv. 43 Human Courtesan to Lv. 83 Human Courtesan. I looked Vierdimin square in the face, suspended in the air across from him, and smiled.

“Charm,” I said.

Chapter 13

 

Vierdimin failed his save, and I dropped to the ground. I looked at my hands in surprise. I can’t believe it… it actually worked. And now Vierdimin is charmed until I release him, and no one in his guild can hurt me.

“Yeah, goldie!” Erlix cried. “Go get ‘em.”

“What is this madness? How could you possibly charm me?” demanded Vierdimin. 

I grinned. “Potion of Temporary Level Boost.” My level flickered, and I felt myself drop back down to my old level, the spell’s magic already exhausted. But it had done what I needed it to. “And now you’re charmed until I say otherwise.”

Vierdimin howled with rage and unleashed a black beam from his staff on me, but the magic passed harmlessly through me. He shot me again and again to no effect. Then his lieutenants, who had been standing on the side lines, rushed in and tried to carve me up with their swords, but I laughed as the blades passed harmlessly through me.

“Sorry guys,” I said. “Charm prevents hostile actions from the target and his whole guild. You can’t even tie me up as long as I keep Vierdimin charmed. Now…” I raised my little bow and pointed it at Vierdimin, loosing a volley of arrows at him. Plink. Plink. Plink. I watched his HP drop from 100% to 97%. I smiled. “Not much, but I have all the time I need. Say, don’t the server rules allow for full corpse looting? That’s a nice staff you have there, V.”

Vierdimin’s mouth dropped open, and something that looked like fear sparked in his eyes. He began to stammer. “Why y-you… you fucking punk. I will destroy you. You and everyone you care about.”

I kept releasing arrows while he talked. Plink. Plink. Plink. Plink. Plink. His HP was down around 85% now. “Great, Vierdimin. Just stand still. Beating the Lich is easier than I expected.”

“Fuck you,” Vierdimin muttered. “I will find away around this.”

“Not today!” I cried. Plink. Plink.

“Retreat!” Vierdimin shouted. He cast a prepared ritual, Evacuation, and a blindingly bright flash lit up the battlefield. When the light faded, his whole force had disappeared… including Haxor. With the dark casters gone, the magic holding our forces in place faded. Erlix dusted himself off and cut Jazzus free, and Haxor’s poison finally wore off on Topper.

“I can’t believe that worked…” Topper muttered. “Nice work.”

“Lacey, you saved us!” cried Jazzus. She rushed over to sweep me up in a big hug, and my heart swelled with pride.

“I can’t quite believe it worked either,” I said. “But it did.”

“Make sure you don’t release that Charm spell,” Erlix warned.

“Not a chance. I’m not done with Vierdimin yet. None of us are. And now we have a secret weapon.” I stared at my hands, and then ran them over my body. My pert breasts, my sexy legs, my ample hips. “Who knew that Lacey the Courtesan could end up being our most powerful tool in this fight?”

“Do I still get credit for this?” Jazzus asked with a smile. “The fact that we have her here is technically my fault…”

I smiled back. “Look, just because I’ve started to have fun as a girl doesn’t mean you’re off the hook for getting me trapped in this body. You still owe me, okay?”

She stepped a little closer, keeping her arms looped around my neck. “How will I ever make it up to you, Lacey? I’ll have to figure something out…”

Topper looked at Erlix in confusion. “What’s up with those two?”

Erlix started picking his teeth with his dagger. “Now that the fight’s over, they’re probably thinking about giant halfling cocks. It always gets the ladies going.”

“Have you seen it yet?” Jazzus asked me.

I shook my head. “He wouldn’t show me. I called his bluff. He must be ashamed of it.”

Erlix sighed. “Well, I still don’t think you want it badly enough, but I suppose you all fought hard today. You earned a treat.” He unlaced his breeches and dropped his pants. A huge penis as thick as a wrist snaked between his legs, coming down almost to his knee. Everyone’s mouths dropped open. Erlix waggled it proudly. “Told ya.”

“That image is going to be burned into my mind for quite some time…” Jazzus murmured.

Erlix laced back up, whistling to himself, and then happily started looting the corpses.

Topper shook his head. “I need some serious eye bleach. Let’s talk about something else. It’s great that Lacey has Vierdimin charmed, but now we need a plan. He’s smart. It won’t take him long to figure out how to keep you permanently away from him, or something. Your skill is useful, but we still have to trap him and get him to release us.”

“How are we going to do that?” I asked. I could see that Topper had a point. It was great that I was protected from Vierdimin and his gang, but by itself it wasn’t going to be enough to stop them.

“The leveling trick was good,” Topper said, scratching his chin. “But what would be great is if you could actually use your skills against his whole team without a potion to help. Right now you have to plink them to death. But what if you were level 80?”

I didn’t like where this was headed, but Jazzus was nodding along. “We need to get you up to Vierdimin’s level. It’s the only way. Then you can lead the assault.”

“Hmm. But she already pulled out all her stops to hit level 43. How do we get her to max level before the Secret Order can find a way to stop us?” Topper tapped his nose thoughtfully.

“You guys, I don’t know about this…” I said.

But then Erlix piped up, clearing his throat. “About that,” he said. “I might have a few ideas… let’s start by getting the materials for a sign.”

“A sign?” Jazzus asked.

I put my face in my hands and moaned.

“What is a sign going to do for us?” Topper asked.

Erlix tossed his tiny cape over his shoulder with a flourish and raised his palms in the air. “Let me teach you a little bit about multi-level marketing…” he began.

I leaned against Jazzus, burying my face in the sweet-smelling hair that twirled down past her shoulders. She stroked my hair and hugged me while she and Topper listened to Erlix spin his grand plans to get me power-leveled to 80.

“Shh, shh, it’s going to be okay,” she whispered. “We’re together, and that’s what matters. You did it, Lacey. You saved your friends. Whatever the plan is, we’re going to beat Vierdimin together and get out of here.”

And somehow, I knew she was right.

Thanks for reading Fantasy Swap Online!
- xoxo, Alyson
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Don’t miss Alyson’s follow-up to Fantasy Swap Online, Pleasure Bound (Book 2 of Fantasy Swapped Online)!

 


[image:  ]

 

Pleasure Bound (Book 2 of Fantasy Swapped Online)

 

In the hyper-realistic player versus player MMORPG Fantasy Realms Online, Kromgorn the Barbarian remains trapped alongside his friends by the evil schemes of the Lich-Lord. But despite finding a temporary way to fight back against their enemies in the Secret Order, he’s still stuck in the avatar of a simpering Courtesan named Lacey—a female character that was designed exclusively to get down and dirty with the in-game pleasure system.

 

When the Lich-Lord’s lackeys use a dirty trick to capture his best friends and guildmates, Kromgorn—now Lacey—is forced to learn some dirty tricks of her own, since she’s the only one left around to rescue them! What’s a helpless little girl to do in a man’s world? But Krom isn’t one to back down from a challenge, even if he is humiliatingly ineffective as Lacey. He sets out with his raunchy halfling pal Erlix to rescue his friends, no matter what he has to do to save them.

 

Can he rescue his friends and discover the Lich-Lord’s evil plan before real-world events conspire to trap them in the game forever? If he doesn’t hurry, he might end up living in Fantasy Realms Online as a cute little Courtesan for the rest of his life… and the most worrying part of all is that he might be starting to like that idea.

 

 

An excerpt from Pleasure Bound:

 

Now that our skin was touching (or my skin was touching his illusionary skin, anyway), the tension was thick in the air. I could tell how badly he wanted me from a million small signals that a female body is perfectly calibrated to read in a man, and that same body was screaming for me to give in and let him attend to my ravenous, feminine needs. My sex felt hot and wet between my legs, the gems having long since morphed away back to the light blonde dusting of soft pubic hair, and I suddenly straddled Fiero, bringing my crotch into contact with the rapidly growing bulge beneath his loincloth.

He growled with need, and I mewled my assent, grinding against him and shuddering with the little jolts of pleasure each pelvic rotation sent through me.

“Take me,” I murmured softly into his glamoured ear, activating Seduce on my charmed pet.

Fiero laid me back against the soft mulch of the forest floor, and I marveled at how complete and thorough the illusion I’d created was. I had to concentrate very, very hard to pierce through the veil that deceived all five of my senses, which were telling me I was about to be bedded by a strong, tan, handsome human prince—albeit one with a magnificent golden tail. He gently untied the laces binding my breasts, releasing them for the second time today, and slid my skirt off over my raised hips. I lowered my padded ass back down onto the ground and giggled as I spread my legs for him, letting myself be deceived by the illusion. If I wasn’t trying to pierce through it, it was shockingly good… almost as good as a polymorph spell in terms of deception.

The dragon/human prince’s skin was pleasantly warm to the touch, and I writhed in delight as he nuzzled and stroked me up and down my entire body, wiggling in anticipation for the main event—my sex was screaming for his attentions, but he went to my breasts first, opening his handsome mouth and licking all over them, paying extra attention to the nipples. I purred as the pleasant sensations made me wetter and wetter. It felt heavenly—his roving fingers were thick and warm and reassuringly insistent.

“All of you,” I whispered hoarsely in his ear. “I want to feel you fill me up and stretch me out…”

I felt ridiculous saying such things, and my cheeks burned with embarrassment to think what a version of myself from two weeks past would think about me now, but I didn’t care enough to stop him—I wanted that hot, girthy dragonkin bulge I’d seen beneath his loin cloth. The feel of a man stripping my clothes away, lusting over my body, and touching the delicate curve of my hips, the soft arc of my back where two little dimples formed just below my waist, was all more amazing than anything I’d ever experienced as either Kromgorn or in real life.

I spread my legs wide and held my ankles in the air with my own hands as he gently grasped my back and took me with a single grunt. I gasped and lolled my head back. First he went slow, letting me feel the heat of his body as he worked, but then his own need drove him faster, and his steady breathing shifted to a needy, frenzied panting.

My pulse and breath quickened along with his, and I rocked my body against him, helping him in his efforts… My eyes widened suddenly at a new sensation: a warm, rough, insistent probing at my rear. I glanced down in confusion, confirming that his hands, feet, and other parts were all accounted for.

But then—oh my god. His tail?

 

 

Want even more sexy, silly erotic fun? Subscribe to Alyson Belle’s newsletter and you’ll get an exclusive FREE book, Forbidden Flirtations!

 

(If you can’t click the link, you can copy/paste - http://alysonbelle.com/free-books/ - into your web browser.)
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An excerpt from Forbidden Flirtations:

 

As I made my way to the central stage, I could feel the eyes of the crowd on me and see them whisper to each other. There weren’t any other glitter-covered girls around, and it was obvious to everyone what I was here for. I struggled to push myself up the four feet required to get up there, and then felt a strong hand on my ass helping me up. I squeaked as it gave a little squeeze and turned around to see a handsome man with wavy black hair wink at me and smile. I huffed, but I appreciated his help. 

The music faded into another song as the DJ cut over, and I realized that everyone was looking at me expectantly. I swallowed nervously. The bass beat faded in. I wiggled my hips and started to gyrate in time with the music. Heather had been right. This body knew how to move, and still being just the tiniest bit high helped me along. I tried to close my eyes, smile, and just flow with the music.

They loved it. I felt shockingly self-conscious, but I’d also never felt so free. These strangers were staring at me, staring at my half naked body, at my breasts and my ass as I wiggled along with the music in the silliest costume I’d ever worn. It was humiliating and powerful and exhilarating all at the same time.

Glitter flew off my limbs with every fluid motion, and I began to touch myself: caressing my breasts and pushing my fingers sensually down my body, teasing at my pussy through my black lace panties, taunting the crowed. Neither the men nor the women could keep their eyes off of me. Even the other girls onstage below me had turned to watch, barely dancing themselves. I was beautiful. I was a goddess, and everyone wanted to watch me take it all off.

I reached behind my back and unhooked the bra first, enjoying the cheers and the gasps as my naked tits bounced out in front of everyone. I shook them, letting them ripple, as I swung around the brass pole set into the middle of platform. Running on pure instinct, I lifted my left leg straight up into the air and grabbed my ankle, grinding hard against the pole with a happy moan at the shock of pleasure that ran through my pussy. I was surprised at how flexible this body was!

Next I dropped onto all fours and crawled forward along the stage, still wagging my ass along with the thumping beat. Men at the edge of stage hooted and waved at me as I approached. 

Rolling back onto my haunches, I grabbed both ankles and spread my legs wide, snapping them back together and then opening them again. Then, in a single motion I slid my panties down my legs and over my ankles and tossed them into the crowd. People went wild.

Now I was totally naked, except for the glitter, crawling around on the floor like a horny animal. I could see the men’s cocks straining against their pants as I flashed my pussy at them, and I could see the women shifting in their seats, some of them even touching themselves as I writhed beautifully on the floor. 

I started to finger myself like I’d seen girls do at some of the dirtiest clubs I went to, and the cheering intensified, almost drowning out the music. I slipped fingers in and out of my pussy, arching my back and working myself relentlessly on the stage, and thumbed my clit for the extra little shocks of pleasure. I was losing myself in the moment again, forgetting anything but how amazing I felt. I lost myself to the euphoric feelings of stroking and fingering my sweet cunt, naked in front of a crowd…

But suddenly one of the men climbed up on stage with me! I scrambled back, startled. I felt so vulnerable lying on the ground naked as he towered over me, erection bulging at the front of his pants. He held a hand out to me. I calmed down. What was he going to do in front of the whole club like this?

I reached out and took it, and he smoothly pulled me to my feet. Then he picked me up by my waist and tossed me over his shoulder, giving my ass a few quick slaps while I was there.

“H-hey!” I cried, my cheeks burning. Everyone was cheering him on, and I saw Heather laughing at us from the bar. 

The man hopped off the stage and started carrying me to the back of the club, where I saw that Door #4 had a green light now. Heather rose and headed toward us too.

“Wait a minute!” I shouted over the music. “What’s behind door #4? What are you going to do to me?”

I kicked my feet helplessly, breasts bouncing as I struggled against his burly muscles. He held my petite form easily and swatted my rear again as he kicked the door open.

“Calm down, hot stuff,” he said in a deep, sexy voice that matched his rugged good looks. “You’re about to find out.”

Go get the rest, totally FREE, right here: http://alysonbelle.com/free-books/

Now turn the page for a special preview of other sexy stories by Alyson Belle…
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VR Gender Swap: A 4-Book Virtnet Chronicles Bundle

 

Mike Wantry has always wondered what it would feel like to be a girl, and thanks to the magic of full-body virtual reality his dreams are finally possible! There's just one problem: All gender and sex programs are blocked on his VR machine.

 

When he finds himself home alone one day, he decides to "borrow" his step-sister's machine and see what it's like to walk a mile in her shoes. Everything is going well until her girlfriend Amy catches Mike in the act. She decides to have a little fun with him by showing him exactly what being a girl means!

 

Now Mike is in over his head and the action is getting hotter every second, but can he get out of his female VR body before he starts to like it a little too much? If Amy has her way, he might be stuck like this forever...

 

That would be terrible... wouldn't it?

 

An excerpt from VR Gender Swap: A 4-Book Virtnet Chronicles Bundle:

 

After a moment, Amy opened a full length mirror next to him. He gawked at the girl staring back at him in it. She was still a tanned, pretty brunette with long, flowing hair, but she had soft brown eyes instead of his sister’s sharp greens, she was slighter of build, and she was two inches shorter than the previous avatar he’d worn. She was standing spread eagle, hair curled and heavy make-up perfectly accentuating her dark features. She was dressed in a lacy black push-up bra and matching thong. The sight of that, along with the feel of the rough lace against his ass and breasts, drew another little spasm out of Mike. While Amy and Kyla’s avatars were grown women in their early twenties, this girl didn’t look a day over eighteen. She looked… well, she looked like she could be Kyla’s avatar’s little sister.

“That’s better,” Amy said, smiling at her handiwork.

“How can you do all this?” he asked, panting.

“Virtnet hacking,” Amy explained. “Pretty advanced stuff. Who do you think taught your step-sister her programming skills, huh? I’ve got all kinds of fun toys for us to play with. Most of what I’m doing is highly illegal.” She arched an eyebrow at him, smiling. “But then, you won’t be telling anyone, will you?”

He gulped and shook his head, brown curls bobbing back and forth.

“I didn’t think so. Want another little taste of what I can do? Check this out… Mikala.”

What had she just called him? Amy tapped at her screen a few more times and Mike’s head spun… it felt like someone was unpacking his brain, jumbling it up in a box, and then shoving the pieces back in with a new arrangement.

Mikala blinked. What had Amy just done to her?

“Poor girl,” teased Amy. “I can see you’re confused.” She brushed her virtscreen to the side, where it hovered in the air, and slinked towards Mikala with a sly smile. Amy towered over her now. She reached out and rested a finger on Mikala’s lip, halting the stream of questions that threatened to come tumbling out of the trembling girl.

“Virtjacks directly interface with your brain,” Amy said, bringing her other hand to slide up Mikala’s torso and cupping her breast. “Which is how you actually feel these delightful sensations.” She squeezed once. Mikala stifled a gasp. Amy gently teased at her nipple, through the bra, and Mikala squirmed in her bindings. Amy leaned in close again. “But it also provides a backdoor for someone with unscrupulous intentions to root around in there and play with your thoughts,” she continued. “Which is why you might have noticed that you think your name is Mikala now, and you can’t think of yourself without using female pronouns.”

Now Mikala did gasp. Amy was right. She understood that in fact her name was Mike, and that she was a boy, but for some reason she couldn’t seem to wrap her head around the concepts and apply them to herself right now. They kept sliding away from her. Stop thinking your name is Mikala, she thought. You’re not a girl, you’re a boy! she thought. It was no use. Her brain told her that her name was Mikala and that she was a girl, like she’d been born with the knowledge.

“I don’t think we need these bindings anymore,” Amy said, tapping Mikala on the nose. And just like that, her hands and legs were free. She started to fall to her knees, sore after being held spread eagle for so long, but Amy caught her wrist and held her up, one hand sliding around Mikala’s slender waist to pull her close once again. She wiggled against Amy, trying to push away, but the taller girl was also so much stronger than Mikala’s new avatar. Amy held her fast, laughing.

“Sorry, Mikala,” she said. “Your hot little body wasn’t made to fight.” Amy leaned in close, brushing her soft cheek against Mikala’s jawline and whispered into her ear, once again: “But that doesn’t mean you don’t have other uses.” She jerked Mikala’s wrist down and twisted it behind her back, forcing her towards the bed. Mikala whimpered and struggled against Amy, legs tensing and pushing as they edged towards the silky sheets. She’d never felt so powerless. Mikala couldn’t decide if she felt humiliated or more turned on than she’d ever been. Maybe both.

Amy shoved Mikala the last foot towards the bed with a thrust of her hips, hanging onto her wrists as she tumbled onto the sheets, bent over the side of the bed. Then Amy was behind her again, one arm pinning her down, pelvis thrust against Mikala’s backside, grinding into her. Her other hand dropped to Mikala’s pussy, fingers thrumming a cadence against her clit through the thin material of her thong. Mikala moaned, suddenly lost in ecstasy.

“Mmmm,” said Amy. “Yeah, moan for me, you little slut.” And then she jerked Mikala’s thong down in a single motion and slid two fingers deep into her throbbing, soaking pussy, working them furiously in and out while Mikala lay helplessly pinned. She writhed against Amy’s hand, almost crying at the sensation. All thoughts, all logic had flown from her head. There was no shame, no fear, no panic… just Amy’s fingers, sliding effortlessly in and out to part her aching lips again and again. 

“More…” she begged.

“What did you say?” asked Amy, pulling her fingers out and slapping Mikala’s ass with three quick slaps. Each of them made Mikala jump with a little burst of pleasure. “What does my pretty little slut want?”

“Pleaaase, more… harder…” she panted, face half-buried in a pillow. Her face burned, but she was too far gone for shame, now. She was lost in her lust, and all she wanted was for Amy to come back and fill her tight little pussy with something, anything; whatever would stop the agonizing ache that demanded attention in the soft, wet place between her legs.

“My little slut wants more?” Amy asked, feigning surprise. “Well, I’m not sure my hand is going to cut it… But I can get something that might.” She snapped her fingers and Mikala saw her virtscreen pop up out of the corner of her eye. Amy tapped a few times and then Mikala felt something thick and warm pressing against her leg. “Yeah,” continued Amy. “Some girls are fine with fingers. But pretty little sluts like you need a hard, throbbing dick inside of them to calm them down, don’t they?”

Mikala struggled to twist to the side and see what was going on… She caught a glimpse of Amy, toga-dress hiked up, her perfect blonde body now sporting a seven-inch cock that poked proudly out in front of her, thick and fully erect. Her clear blue eyes twinkled with amusement as she bobbed her hips with a little thrust. Both girls watched it bounce in the air. Mikala was torn between horror and wonder. Was Amy going to shove that giant thing inside of her tiny pussy? Would it even fit? It looked so huge to Mikala. The smirk that spread across Amy’s face as she watched Mikala’s eyes widen suggested that she was going to try. Mikala squirmed and quivered trying to escape, but she was still held firmly in place by Amy’s iron grip.

“Whoa, hey…” she said. “I uh, I’m not sure we need to go there, Amy…”

Amy’s eyes shined. “Second thoughts, little slut? Don’t worry. I promise your pussy can take it. You’ll see. Who told you you could move, anyway?” She gave a little growl and twisted Mikala’s arm, forcing her to straighten out. Her face pushed back against the pillow. Mikala couldn’t see Amy at all now, but she could feel her leaning in, pressing her arm down against the small of her back to force Mikala’s bottom to tilt up. Panic shot through Mikala and she slammed her thighs tight, locking them shut with all the force her little body could muster. Amy was just playing, just threatening her, right? She couldn’t possibly mean to actually fuck her like this...

Mikala felt Amy’s firmly insistent knee push against the back of her locked thighs as the smooth skin of Amy’s new cock rubbed against the outside of Mikala’s leg. “Mmmm… you have such soft, supple legs,” Amy said, her voice straining with what sounded like poorly-concealed lust, now. Her free hand rubbed against Mikala’s tensed ass, stroking it softly as she played with the helpless girl. 

“Amy?” Mikala squeaked. “Amy… you’re not really going to…”

Amy cut her off by forcing her thighs apart with a sudden push of her knee, prompting a squeal from Mikala. Her legs shuddered as she tried to squeeze them back together, and she bucked against Amy, but Amy just kept her knee where it was and forced Mikala back down. It was impossible! Amy was twice as strong as Mikala, easily. Now Mikala was really getting worried. She wriggled and squirmed and fought to try and get away, but Amy just laughed and kicked Mikala’s legs further apart with a quick knock of her knee against either thigh. Mikala lost her footing and felt her stomach slide down flat against the mattress. Her panic intensified. Her legs were splayed wide and her pussy felt cool in the open air.

“Amy?” cried Mikala desperately. “Amy, you’re just teaching me a lesson, right? Right? Lesson over? Amy?”

“Oh man,” groaned Amy. “Yeah, I was, but damn… you’re such a hot little slut. And the thing about giving yourself a virtnet cock…” Mikala felt the thick, warm length of it bouncing in the air again, slapping between her legs and against her pussy. “...is that you need to use it as badly as a boy does…”
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Savagely Swapped (Book 1 of Gender Swapped by the Witch Queen)

 

The powerful warrior-king Azlato gets a taste of his own pleasure tents from an unusually feminine perspective when he crosses the wrong woman!

 

Azlato, the most powerful chieftan of the grassland people, is used to having his way with women. With each conquest of a neighboring tribe, he selects the most beautiful female captives to serve his men in their pleasure tents and delights in their subjugation.

 

When the gorgeous queen of a newly conquered tribe warns Azlato that she won't stand for her people to be used like this, he mocks and ignores her. To punish him, she gives him a taste of his own medicine by swapping bodies with him and sending Azlato to his pleasure tents in her body!

 

Now Azlato is seeing the world from a whole new perspective. Can he adjust to his new life as a nubile pleasure maiden and escape the witch's curse before the enchantment becomes permanent?

 

 

An excerpt from Savagely Swapped, Book 1 of Gender Swapped by the Witch Queen:

 

I had had enough of the witch’s parlor tricks. It was time for me to take her to my tent and break her to my will by the sheer force of my animal magnetism. But first, I would need to rob her of her confidence, lest she set an example for the other women.

“Jeriah—” I said. “Strip her. I wish to inspect my goods.”

Jeriah reached for her tightly bound chest, eager to rip the dress off the nubile woman, but then hesitated. “Azlato… what if she possesses sorcery we have not seen before? Perhaps we should rob her of her voice.” I considered his words. He made a good point. We had silence powder, common for subduing captured warlocks. I’d never had to use it on a witch before, as pitiful as their magic usually was. But then I entertained the idea of having my way with a completely silent woman, and my cock swelled a third time, nearly bursting out.

“I am unafraid of her magic,” I said, “But yes. Bring the silence powder. It could be quite fun to play with her using it. Just go and place it in my chamber. I’ll take her there and use it after everyone gets a good look at her.” I grinned at her, making sure that she understood what it was I meant. I loved humiliating the women like this, letting my men leer at them in their nakedness. It made their later decisions so much easier.

She stared at me sullenly. “So be it,” she said. “You have made a most foolish choice.”

I was hardly listening to her, imagining what it would feel like to run my tongue all over her ravishing body. I wondered again what her nipples looked like, beneath that tightly bound heaving bosom, and pictured my long, throbbing cock penetrating her tight, wet pussy.

She started muttering under her breath again as Jeriah left to fetch the powder, and my other men took his place to hold her tightly.

The smoke of the fire had started filling the tent with the rich scent of the incense our medicine men burned in it, and my eyes watered as the pungent aroma floated over to me. My head swam suddenly, a brief dizzy spell. I raised a hand to my head and took a step away from the beautiful witch, trying to steady myself. The woman’s chanting had grown louder and more rhythmic. She was trying to intimidate me, no doubt, but her silly tricks weren’t frightening to me. I shook my head, trying to clear away growing cobwebs. Had I had too much to drink?

Something was wrong. “Jeriah…” I called, but my vision was beginning to black out. Stars flashed before my eyes, suddenly, and I was dazed and disoriented. I shakily stared at the ground in front of me, willing everything to come back into focus. I felt weird, and it was like the whole room had shifted somehow in a way I couldn’t explain. My vision hadn’t yet returned all the way, and I wobbled unsteadily on my feet.

I tried to raise a hand to my head again, but my wrists snapped against a leather strap that seemed to be tied to my feet. I growled. That bitch of a witch! Had she magicked some bindings onto me somehow? I flexed my impressive muscles to snap easily through the bindings as I’d done a dozen times before when fools tried to capture me, but they hardly gave at all, no matter how hard I strained. Shocked, I pulled harder at them, but still in vain. What mystical material was this that it could withstand the might of the most powerful man of the plains people?

I heard scattered laughter around me, and someone hooted, “Look at her struggle, Azlato. She’s sure lost her nerve.”

“No doubt because she finally understands how serious things have gotten, now,” I heard someone else say. Someone with my voice. What was happening?

My vision started to clear, finally, and the first thing that swam into focus was an enormous pair of breasts directly in my downward-facing field of vision, tightly bound in strips of woven cloth. I was momentarily excited, until I realized the breasts were pointed the wrong direction — facing out from me. These were… these breasts appeared to be my breasts. I now looked around and realized a few other bizarre details. Like, for example, my elbows were firmly held in place by the rough hands of my own men, and my hands and feet were indeed hobbled by leather thongs. Plain leather.

As I studied my slender arms and legs with growing horror, it occurred to me that the reason my powerful physique couldn’t burst through the bindings because I didn’t have a powerful physique anymore. I snapped my gaze up and saw an image I normally only saw in the polished sheen of a mirror: My own face, grinning at me with an expression of excitement and smug satisfaction. But this was no mirror. 

I watched as my old body pointed at me, trapped as I was, and he uttered, “I think it’s time for our little slave to learn her place.” He smiled a secret, horrifying smile at me which carried over the sure and certain knowledge that it was the witch currently piloting my body, just as I was piloting hers. Somehow the bitch of a witch had caused us to swap places!

“Let me go immediately!” I roared. “As your chief, I command it! The witch has swapped places with me and the sorcery must be undone!” The words spilled out of my lips in an unfamiliar tongue and high-pitched, feminine voice that I recognized as Katjaka’s. I cursed myself for underestimating her. Jeriah had been more right than he knew.

No one responded to my commands, at first. My men simply looked at me with expressions of mild amusement. Why would they listen to the feminine commands of a bound woman of our conquest spoils?

“She’s speaking gibberish again,” one them said, leering at me.

“No doubt poor Katjaka has simply exhausted her magical reserves and dropped her language enchantments,” the real Katjaka said from my body’s lips. I realized with a sinking horror that even though I could understand my old language, this body didn’t know how to speak it without magical assistance. A rising panic flared up in me, causing blood to rush to my face and breasts. Not only might I be stuck like this for a while, but I wouldn’t even be able to seek the help of my men. I struggled again at the bonds, to no avail. I was momentarily completely helpless to Katjaka’s whims. She smiled at me again like she knew exactly what I was thinking.

“Now,” Katjaka said, crossing her newly powerful muscles across her chest and stretching my manly legs. “What was I saying? Ah yes. I was busy lecturing you about your place… as a woman. You’re clearly too defiant still, so let me drive the point home again. I’m very insistent on making it.” She gestured at my men. “Release her. I can handle her.”

She walked up and seized the bonds holding my newly slender wrists in place, and I was distracted by the way my bound chest bobbled at the motion. I shrank back from her, wiggling my hips and still struggling at the bonds, but she held my wrists tightly and easily with a single, muscled arm.

“Let me repeat my words again,” she told me, a wicked glint in her eye. “You are a woman. It is unfortunate for you that the gods cast you in such a soft, delightful form, made for the pleasure of men, but you must learn your place in this world. You are mine, and you will spend the rest of your days serving me and these men around me as your rightful superiors.”

I gulped unhappily, my legendary courage failing me for the first time in my life. It wasn’t nearly as fun hearing those words spoken to me as it was to speak them to the thousands of women I’d ordered around at my pleasure.

“And I will take such delight in your instruction,” she murmured, leaning close and staring into my eyes.
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Swapped and Popped

 

When my friend Taylor invited me on an exciting getaway weekend at his boss’s amazing mansion, I had no idea he had an ulterior motive! I agreed to help him test these nanobots, and now they’ve turned me into an unbelievably sexy, fertile sex kitten… but I’ve never even had sex before. Good thing Taylor is here to show me the ropes… I hope it doesn’t hurt too much when he pops my cherry!

 

Chase is a quiet, easygoing guy that works a regular 9-5 office job and has never really been that great with women. None of his friends know his embarrassing secret, which is that despite his age, he’s never had sex yet! Instead, he just focuses on his friendships, like with his buddy Taylor, who Chase has always thought is cool, interesting, and fun.

 

When Taylor asks Chase to come away with him for the weekend to an amazing mega-mansion overlooking the ocean and help him house-sit for his brilliant inventor boss, Chase has no idea that Taylor has a secret plan: A plan that involves testing out a new nanobot gender swap technology that both Taylor and his boss stand to make millions off of!

 

But why not try being a girl, Chase wonders? It looks like a fun time, pretty girls always seem to have it so easy, and his female friends insist the orgasms are mind-blowing. He agrees to be a test subject, and sure enough, Taylor is soon busy blowing Chase’s mind in an all-new, super-hot female body. An especially fertile female body, if Chase had read the fine print, but who has time for that?

 

Besides, obviously he’s smart enough to use a condom, right? Every girl knows better than to have unprotected sex, and especially for her first time…

 

An excerpt from Swapped and Popped:

 

I glanced down and did a double-take. I had two very impressive breasts swaying on my chest, which now felt much heavier than usual, and curling brown hair twisted down my shoulders. I slid an exploratory hand down toward my sex. Where my penis normally sat, there was just a soft, downy fuzz. I blushed and kept going until my fingers made contact with a soft, moist opening between my legs. I gasped and massaged it a little, shocked at how silky, wet, and delicate it was down there, and also how good it felt to touch it. 

“Holy shit,” I murmured. “It actually worked.” Then I squeaked, my hands flying to my mouth. I even sounded different, my voice all high-pitched and feminine.

I bounced up excitedly—my tits literally bouncing as I did—and grabbed Taylor’s hand.

“Come on,” I said, dragging him out of the lab. “I need to find a mirror.”

It was weird, but I was starting to get really excited. Instead of the panic I’d felt earlier, now I was just thinking how much fun this could be… all the pressure was off. I sauntered down the hall, swaying back and forth with my new, ample hips and round behind, and pushed open the door to my guest room that Taylor had shown me earlier. I remembered that there was a full length mirror in there, and now I raced over to it to get a better look at my new body.

I was stunned at how gorgeous I was. The ravishing creature in the mirror had soft brown eyes, long curling brown hair, and curves that rounded me out from my massive tits into an impossibly perky ass that curved down the elegant sweep of my back.

I poked an experimental finger at my boobs, and shivered at the pleasurable sensation of my fingertip compressing the sensitive flesh. “Wow, that feels good.”

Taylor hadn’t stopped staring at me since the nanobots had done their thing, and I could tell by the swell in his pants that my body was provoking a strong reaction in him, but the weird thing is that his was provoking a reaction in me too. Now that I’d noticed it, I couldn’t take my eyes off the bulge at his crotch. I moistened my lips, flicking my eyes between his crotch and the bed.

“Uh, Chase… Could you put some clothes on if we’re going to keep standing here like this for a while? You’re super hot and—” he reached down to adjust himself, “— it’s going to be a real problem for me if we don’t get you covered up soon.”

I placed a hand on my newly rounded hip and raised an eyebrow at him, my super-hot new form making me feel more confident than usual. I liked seeing Taylor disarmed and getting all hot and bothered. Is this why girls are always teasing guys? Look at him. This is fun!

“Maybe that’s exactly the kind of problem I want to have…” I offered with my best sultry, sex-kitten impression. I fluttered my eyelashes at him, delighted at how easy it was to maneuver this body. I was really getting into it. “Didn’t you say you were going to give me the best sex of my life? Come on, tiger.”

He coughed, and it trailed off into a squeak. “God you’re hot…” he murmured. “I just thought you were going to be fucking me… I wasn’t exactly prepared for this.”

I shrugged my shoulders, which made my tits bounce around enticingly, and stretched. Whatever the nanobots had done to me, I felt damn good, and I wasn’t about to let Taylor’s cold feet ruin my one shot at experiencing the kind of orgasms Megan had described last weekend. I was determined to lose my V-card tonight, and Taylor was going to be the one to take it.

I walked directly over to Taylor and grabbed his dick through his pants. It surged beneath my hand, and he barely stifled a groan. His fingers were shaking, and he couldn’t keep his eyes off my perky breasts, whose nipples had hardened to points in the cool villa air.

“Does that help?” I asked, blushing at my own boldness.
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Space Swapped (Gender Swapped Science Fiction Book 1)

 

Captain James T. Mitchell and his co-captain Lana King made one of the bravest sacrifices in human history when they volunteered to have their brains scanned and bodies frozen by the U.S. Human Preservation Service. In the event that mankind was ever in danger of extinction, they would be unfrozen to carry out their sacred mission: Restarting the human race!

 

Now, thousands of years in the future, James is awoken from cryo-sleep by a strange alien species to discover that humankind is long dead, and the aliens are encouraging him and Lana to do exactly what they swore to. There’s just one problem: James and Lana have awoken in the wrong bodies! Lana is determined to carry out their mission as planned, but James never expected that he’d be the one to have to get pregnant. It all seemed easier when that was Lana’s job…

 

Can James adjust to his new life as a woman and carry out the mission he swore to accomplish, or is he going to solve the mystery of how this happened and get back into his old body before Lana manages to knock him up? Find out, in Space Swapped!

 

 

An excerpt from Space Swapped (Gender Swapped Science Fiction Book 1):

 

I felt smooth, warm pressure on my lips, and a muscled arm snaking around my back again. Surprised at the sudden kiss, I reacted however came naturally to me: I kissed him back. Lana seemed to be excited by the encouragement and dipped me back, kissing me more deeply. I felt his tongue push its way between my lips, and my mouth parted, welcoming him. My nipples stiffened at attention as he pulled me closer, crushing my soft, smooth body against his rock-hard chest. His masculine down of chestnut-colored hair tickled my skin pleasantly.

“Ohh,” I moaned. He lowered me gently to the soft, yielding grass beside the pool, continuing to kiss me, occasionally dancing down to shower more kisses on my cheeks and neck but always returning again to my mouth with his sweet tongue. I wanted to object, but then he began to gently stroke my legs and breasts with long sweeps of his hands, and I was enjoying myself way too much to want Lana to stop any of this.

“I know exactly what your body loves,” he whispered seductively. “This is fun for you, isn’t it?”

I whimpered my agreement and spread my legs to touch myself for the second time, my fingers stroking through the gushing wetness of my massive arousal.

“Mmhmm,” Lana said, placing his hand over mine and helping my fingers to work my pussy lips. “You like that, don’t you?”

My eyes fluttered open and traced over the rock-hard abs, the muscular biceps, and the lust-filled eyes of the male figure above me. Lana was enjoying this every bit as much as I was, evidently. His lips parted and his tongue darted out to wet them as he helped me massage my soft, most intimate folds, the anticipation and hunger for my body obvious on his face. Each soft sweeping motion of my fingers felt amazing, and with each motion Lana’s insistent pressure on my hand pushed them a little deeper, driving me to new heights of pleasure at the strange sensation of penetration. It was wonderful. The tingle I’d felt earlier had grown into a deep, aching need to have him inside of me, and I rocked my head back and gripped the nape of his neck with my free hand, grinding into my own fingers and reveling in the ecstasy.

I groaned and reached for his shorts, clawing at the growing bulge I could see forming there. I knew exactly how badly he must be needing this right now, but I was shocked to discover how badly I needed it too. I wanted nothing so badly as for him to take his cock out and ram it over and over again into my dripping, eager pussy. Fortunately, Lana understood my frantic gestures and quickly stripped down to the nude, kicking the shorts away toward the lagoon. His cock now bounced in the sunlight in front of me, proud and rock-hard, quivering for me. I was so turned on by the idea that he wanted me that I moaned eagerly, sat up, and reached forward to take the familiar member in my mouth.

Now it was Lana’s turn to moan in delight, as my tongue swirled up and down the length of his stiff erection, taking extra care to tease him in the spot right under the tip I knew would drive him wild. I scrambled onto my hands and knees, really getting into it, and glanced up to see that he had a focused, delighted expression, panting softly and twitching with each deft movement my tongue made. I licked him extra slowly, pleased with my own performance despite being a first-timer, and his eyes actually rolled back.

“Enough,” he choked out with a grunt, and pushed me back violently. His dick flopped out of my mouth with a wet pop, still rock-hard, and I bounced back onto the soft grass, landing on my newly padded bum. My cheeks burned. I was more surprised and embarrassed than injured. What did I do wrong? I wondered.

But then before I could ask Lana was on me again. He grasped me firmly by my hips and lifted me off the ground, flipping me over like I was no heavier with a child. I collapsed forward onto my elbows, ass thrust in the open air, feeling more vulnerable and exposed than I ever had before. A fresh gush of wetness spread slowly down my thighs. I was so turned on, and I rocked my hips gently back, dying for him to fuck me on pure instinct.

I felt something hard and soft and huge glide against my pussy lips: his cock, teasing me, parting me over and over again as he rubbed it into my moistened folds.

“Fuuuuuccck,” I moaned. My nipples were so hard they hurt, brushing against my forearms, and a sweat-slicked lock of blonde hair wandered into my field of vision. All I could think about was him penetrating me, having his way with my body, and filling me up with his sperm.

He started pushing deeper, hands resting on the full womanly curves of my hips, and then paused. I could feel his hesitation.

“Oh god, don’t stop,” I panted. “What’s wrong, Lana?”

“It’s just…” She gave a little thrust, and I could feel the skin stretch in my pussy as she worked a bit deeper. “Unnh. Oh, god that feels good. It’s just… I think your body is a virgin, James. They really regenerated these bodies properly, I guess. You’ve never been fucked before. I can tell.”
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