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ONE

I t was a day like any other. Who’d have thought the casual twelfth of March  would  be  a  Thursday  to  remember?  Stan  Stein  certainly  had  no idea  what  was  going  on.  At  twenty-three,  you’d  have  thought  that  he’d be  happy  about  graduation  being  around  the  corner.  His  business administration course had gone perfectly. Which is just about the only thing that went well for him. 

A towering physique of five foot four inches, glasses, shaggy brown hair, zero self-confidence and the ability to trip over his own feet meant he was a perfect target for bullies. And having the body mass index of a twelve-year-old meant there wasn’t a damn thing he could do about it. So, just days away from  graduating,  he  found  himself  surrounded  by  three  rather  large  young men. 

“I’m  failing  my  English  class,”  the  largest  of  the  three  announced.  John Lennernan. Quarterback on the college football team. More meat than brains, and he didn’t like people pointing out the fact. 

“I-it’s  not  m-my  fault  you  gave  me  the  w-wrong  course  notes,”  Stan mumbled softly. 

“For  fuck’s  sake,  you’re  pathetic,”  he  shoved  the  smaller  man.  “You’re the  smart  one,  aren’t  you?  You  should  have  known  I  gave  you  the  wrong notes!” 

Stan trembled in front of the larger man. He knew he had no chance. He hoped  that  by  his  senior  year,  the  bullies  would  have  stopped,  but  even freshmen  were  bigger  than  he  was.  If  Kelly  was  here,  she’d  put  John  in  his place, but she was at fencing practice. The very place Stan was heading when John and his goons spotted him. 

“Well, what are you going to do about it?” 

Stan flinched. “I-I can write another report.” 

“You’re  goddamn  right  you  will.  And  to  make  it  up  for  me,  I  want Kelly’s number.” 

“... No…” 

John  froze.  It  was  the  first  time  he’d  ever  heard  the  tiny  man  use  that word before. “What did you say to me?” 

“N-no,” Stan repeated, staring at his feet. 

The  next  shove  nearly  knocked  Stan  to  the  ground,  but  he  bounced  off one of the goons instead, who shoved him right back. 

“I wasn’t asking!” 

Stan  closed  his  eyes.  Kelly,  perfect  Kelly.  She  was  the  light  of  his  life. 

Tall,  smart,  athletic,  charismatic  and  beautiful,  to  a  fault.  She  was  the  best thing that ever randomly moved in next door, and he was going to be damned if he broke her trust by handing out her phone number. 

“I’m  not  giving  you  Kelly’s  number.  If  you  want  it,  you  can  ask  her yourself.” 

John gaped for a moment before setting a scowl and pulling back his fist. 

Stan’s  eyes  opened  a  crack  when  he  heard  the  bully  shift  his  weight. 

Glancing  up,  he  saw  the  fist  coming.  Two  things  in  that  instant  happened. 

The  first,  Stan  jumped  back  while  twisting  away,  narrowly  missing  John’s wild punch. The second, a loud electric buzzing filled the air, and Stan’s head felt like it had exploded. 

Collapsing to the ground, he groaned in pain. His ears were ringing, and he wondered if he’d been tased. Opening his eyes to ward off whatever attack had been thrown at him, he saw the three bullies laying on the ground around him. They groaned and held their heads as well. Sitting up, Stan flinched and rubbed  his  eyes  before  looking  around.  Everyone  in  the  area  was  on  the ground  as  well.  A  loud  pop  brought  Stan’s  hearing  back  into  play  and  he could hear screaming, crying, and calls for help. 

Crawling madly over the bullies, all he knew was that he had to escape. 

The  further  he  got,  the  more  he  could  make  sense  of  what  he  was  seeing. 

Something  terrible  had  happened.  The  whirring  of  a  helicopter  passed  by overhead,  and  Stan  watched  on  in  horror  as  the  machine  crash  landed between two of the buildings. It went up in a fireball, and Stan staggered to his feet before running in the opposite direction. Everywhere he looked was chaos. Cars crashed, people fallen over. Bicycles toppled with riders groaning

in pain. A few, like him, were up and moving already, but there were others that didn’t move at all. A car leaped onto the sidewalk, the driver slumped in the seat. Stan saw his life flash before his eyes, when at the last second one tyre  caught  something  in  the  grass  and  the  car  swerved,  instead  slamming into what was the science building. 

“Oh god!” Stan trembled. 

And so he ran. 

He  didn’t  stop  for  anything.  Fires,  crashes,  cries  for  help.  None  of  it mattered. Stan just kept moving. The man was not a hero. He wasn’t strong. 

He wasn’t brave. And he was going home. Running as quickly as he could, he  ignored  the  chaos.  An  explosion  rang  out  inside  a  nearby  building  and debris blew out the front door. Stan ran forward and surprised himself as the debris rained harmlessly around him. He’d never had good luck before, so he wasn’t about to take his chances. 

The  trip  home  was  filled  with  hazards.  Fires  had  broken  out  throughout the  city.  People  were  scared  and  acting  out.  Bricks,  bottles,  and  pipes  were drawn and thrown. Looting was rampant, and the authorities were struggling to  keep  it  contained.  The  only  police  officer  Stan  saw  was  hiding  in  an alleyway between buildings, nursing a large gash down his side. The officer saw Stan and waved for him to approach. 

“Don’t go that way,” the cop hissed. “Group of guys. I don’t know what their class is, but one of them has my gun.” 

Stan  just  blinked  at  the  man  and  nodded.  “R-right,  gun.  Is  it  safe  to double around the block?” 

The cop grimaced, “Nowhere’s really safe at the moment, kid. What class are you?” 

Stan frowned, “Class?” 

“Didn’t you see it?” The cop asked. 

“See what?” 

“The screen?!” The cop shook his head. “I was out on patrol and I heard a loud buzz. I passed out and when I came to my head hurt. And when I opened my eyes, I was looking at a screen. It told me about my class. I’m a defender, by the way. Not sure what that means, but I have a high constitution.” 

Stan  just  stared  blankly  for  a  moment  and  shook  his  head.  “I  remember the buzz and my head hurting. But I didn’t get a screen.” 

The cop frowned and nodded. “Alright. How about this then? Where are you trying to go?” Stan gave him the street he lived on and the cop nodded, 

knowing it was within walking distance. “Alright kid-” 

“I’m twenty-three,” Stan mumbled. 

“I’m going to try and run interference. I’ll get their attention and try to get them  to  follow  me.  In  the  meantime,  you  sneak  around  the  other  way.  And when you get the chance, run.” 

Stan  nodded,  and  the  cop  patted  him  lightly  on  the  shoulder.  Taking  a deep  breath,  Stan  headed  down  the  alleyway  to  the  far  side  while  the  cop stuck his head around the corner. He gave Stan a wave to move and stepped out of view. Stan trembled in fear, before steeling his resolve, and slipped out of the alleyway, and froze. 

CLICK-CLICK

Stan  froze  at  the  sight  of  the  gun  just  outside  of  arm’s  reach.  A  rough-looking man holding a half empty whiskey bottle held it. 

“P-please?” Stan trembled. 

BANG! 

The man fell back, firing off a shot with a second loud BANG. Stan burst into action. Several more shots rang out, and he heard bullets whizzing past. 

Stumbling,  Stan  fell  in  a  heap  as  a  truck  rolled  over  the  top  of  him.  He gasped,  realising  how  lucky  he  had  been  that  the  truck  went  right  over  him like that. Scrambling to his feet, the driver of the truck got out, holding a bat. 

“C’mere  little  piggy!”  The  man  yelled,  coming  towards  him.  “Worlds changed, you little bitch. Let ANARCHY REIGN SUPREME!” 

As  the  man  wound  up  to  swing,  Stan  flinched,  but  the  man  slipped  on broken glass and the bat went wide. 

“Shi-fuck!” the man grunted, hitting the ground. 

But  Stan  wasn’t  paying  attention.  He  was  on  the  move  again.  Running with all his might, he ducked, weaved and avoided people as best he could. 

Things  were  thrown,  debris  fell  from  buildings.  The  sound  of  sirens  and gunshots  filled  the  air.  Stan  ignored  them  all  as  he  ran.  He  could  see  home and  was  heading  straight  for  it.  He  could  also  see  the  lack  of  cars  in  the driveway of both his and his neighbours’ house. That meant… Kelly… Stan slammed to a halt in the front yard and turned around. Cars sped past. A few distant gunshots rang out and Stan, not for the first time, felt very small. 

Fishing the house key from his wallet, Stan slipped inside. Heading into the lounge, he turned on the television. 

“-ts  that  this  is  a  worldwide  event,”  the  announcer  was  saying.  “Repeat, we  have  reports  that  this  is  a  worldwide  event.  Authorities  have  introduced

martial law to all residents. So please, everybody remain calm and at home.” 

Stan flicked over to the next channel, but after watching the blank screen for a few minutes, Stan realised it was off the air. Flicking a few over, they were the same, until he hit a local TV station that was running. 

“Game!”  The  wide-eyed  young  woman  was  staring  bug  eyed  at  the camera. “It’s all a game. Skills, stats, classes, everything. Pick up your RPG

manuals and start reading. Unless this goes away, life as we know it is over!” 

Stan  flicked  back  to  the  news  channel,  which  was  playing  footage  from around  the  country.  Stan  saw  the  injured  and  dead.  Destroyed  buildings, wrecked cars. He also saw police and even the military taking action. Soldiers were  being  deployed,  and  in  some  places,  people  were  fighting  with  them. 

Others were being welcomed. Stan just shook his head and checked the time before  pulling  out  his  phone.  Trying  for  his  mother’s  phone  number,  he wasn’t able to get through. Same with his father, and after a second effort for both, he couldn’t get a hold of Kelly either. 

BANG! 

CRASH! 

Stan fell on the floor and scrambled for the far side of the room. He could hear people outside running around. Some were trying to help whatever crash had happened just outside. Stan covered his ears and tried to block it all out. 

He’d  always  wondered  what  life  would  be  like  inside  of  a  video  game,  but seeing  it  for  real  was  something  else.  He  pictured  himself  tall,  broad shouldered  and  muscular.  And  here  he  was,  the  world  devolving  into  chaos and he was still the same sad scrawny thing he’d always been. Laying on the floor, he closed his eyes and tried desperately to imagine himself somewhere else. 

He didn’t know how long he’d been laying there, but it was dark when he heard a scuffle outside. It sounded like a pair of footsteps, and Stan sat back up.  Taking  out  his  phone,  he  could  see  he  didn’t  have  reception  at  all anymore.  But  lights  were  on  outside,  so  he  could  see  the  silhouette  of someone in the front yard. 

“You’re a pretty little thing,” a male voice called out. 

The figure in the front yard seemed to shift slightly, before a larger figure that  Stan  couldn’t  see  darted  into  view.  The  first  figure  seemed  to  sidestep and swipe their arm. Stan saw the flash of silver, followed by a cry of pain. 

The  bigger  of  the  two  went  down  in  a  heap,  and  the  first  flipped  over  what Stan realised was a sword. And slammed it into the attacker’s chest. 

With a wet slick, the figure pulled the sword free before turning to Stan’s home. Stan trembled and crouched against the wall as the figure approached. 

He held his breath and tried to remain silent as they stepped onto the porch and gripped the door handle. Stan screamed internally as he realised he had never locked the door behind him. He froze in sheer terror as it opened and the figure stepped inside, before reaching for the light switch by the door and flicking it on. After being in the dark for so long, Stan was instantly blinded and threw his arms up to defend himself. 

“Stan!” Kelly cried. 

“Kelly-oomph!?” 

The force of Kelly’s hug knocked the wind out of him. But he hugged her back.  As  her  natural  red  hair  fell  in  front  of  his  face,  Stan  recognised  the scent of her shampoo and finally let everything out. Trembling, he let out a few quiet sobs. Kelly shifted on the floor and pulled him onto her lap. He was too frightened to be humiliated by the action and clutched her tightly as she stroked his hair. 

“It’s going to be okay,” Kelly whispered. “I’m so glad you got home safe. 

I was so worried.” 

“I’m  s-sor-ry!”  Stan  choked  out.  “I  was  com-coming  to  w-watch  you, when it all happened. I-I ran. I ran all the way home.” 

“Shhhh shh shh,” Kelly rocked him gently against her. “You’re safe now. 

You  did  the  right  thing.  I’d  never  forgive  myself  if  something  happened  to you.” 

“R-really?” Stan asked, looking up at her. 

Kelly was beautiful. She smiled down at him, and Stan looked up into her perfect  blue  eyes.  Being  so  close  mesmerised  him  and  she  blushed.  The moment Stan realised he was staring, he turned away. But before he could get up, Kelly pulled him back down onto herself. And in the tight embrace of the woman he’d never admit he loved, Stan drifted into a fitful sleep. 

Many  hours  later,  that’s  how  they  were  found  by  Stan’s  parents.  Kelly asleep,  leaning  on  the  wall,  beside  a  bloodstained  sword.  She,  herself,  was coated  in  yet  more  blood,  but  that  Stan,  who  had  fistfuls  of  her  top  mostly covered. She woke briefly, seeing both his parents standing over her, but Mr Stein draped a blanket over the pair of them. 

“Dead guy out the front, was you?” He asked softly. 

Kelly grimaced and nodded. “My parents?” 

“They’re  grabbing  their  things  and  heading  over.  Someone  broke  into

your house and destroyed everything.” 

Kelly nodded sadly. “I figured as much.” 

“I  tried  lifting  him  off  you,”  Mr  Stein  continued.  “Little  bugger  has  a good grip.” 

Kelly  glanced  down  and  noted  the  white  knuckle  grip  Stan  had  on  her top. She was a little concerned about all the blood that was on her, but as she shifted, Stan’s face screwed up tightly. 

“No…” He mumbled. “Keep… Keep Kelly safe.” 

She blushed and heard Mr and Mrs Stein laugh softly. 

“Heart of a warrior, that one,” the older man smiled. “Have you-” 

“No,” Kelly shook her head quickly. “No, I… I never found the right time to talk to him.” 

“When  times  are  tough,  it  can  be  good  for  like-minded  people  to  come together.  Having  someone  to  hold  can  be  a  real  comfort,”  Mrs  Stein  said softly. 

Kelly blushed and looked down at Stan. 

“Kelly…” He mumbled softly, then smiled. 

TWO

“C oncentrate, Stan!” Kelly gently chastised him. 

Stan sighed before bending and picking up the sword she’d just knocked  from  his  hand.  “I  barely  have  the  strength  to  hold  it,”  he replied softly. “Keeping up with you is impossible. It’s like you move before you actually move.” 

Kelly frowned for a moment. “You need to learn, Stan. I won’t always be around to protect you.” 

Stan just blushed and found he couldn’t look at her. Her expression had been the same for days now. A mix between worry, pity and frustration and Stan hated himself for it. The one person he strove to impress, and he was a constant failure. 

“Hey, don’t beat yourself up,” she gave him a nudge. “I might be able to disarm you, but you always manage to get out of the way in time.” 

And  that  was  the  next  issue.  Blinking  hard,  Stan  concentrated,  and  the window popped up once again. In the days when things had gone through the change, the world had divided. Most, like Stan, Kelly and their families, just wanted  things  to  go  back  to  the  way  they  were.  Others  saw  it  as  an opportunity to do whatever they wanted. And the rest took it upon themselves to protect those who couldn’t protect themselves. Scrolling through the skills list, Stan sighed. Just about everything was either a one or a two. Everything except intelligence, which sat at a solid seven, and one other, Dodge. It was the  only  thing  on  the  list  that  glowed  at  level  ten.  And  where  his  class  was listed, it simply said: Master. 

And for the life of him, Stan had no idea what any of it actually meant. In the  days  since  the  incident,  various  programs  had  run  on  television.  The

internet had exploded, after brief outages at least. Anyone with a pair of dice, or  a  flair  for  cosplay  came  out  of  the  woodworks.  The  authorities  tried  to stamp out vigilante groups that sprung up, calling themselves guilds. But the authorities  were  struggling  to  contain  the  damage  that  went  on.  So  they offered bounty hunter contracts to these groups. Then they did what they did best and started pushing their noses into everyone’s business. 

Stan  was  still  wondering  what  to  tell  the  auditor  when  they  showed  up. 

There  were  videos  online.  An  individual  in  a  suit,  guarded  by  several  high-level personnel. Their firearms were now mostly for show, beside brutal hand to hand weapons, that had become popular in recent times. But things weren’t all bad. For every big, tough asshole, there was a big tough asshole that didn’t LOOK  big  and  tough.  There  was  already  footage  of  a  small  girl,  maybe fifteen, taking down a group of men who tried to extort her. By the time the police arrived, she was cleaning blood from under her nails. According to the news reports, she ran a guild on the other side of the country. 

“So  what  do  you  think  of  all  this  talk  about  ‘masters,’”  Kelly  asked, prodding Stan along to take a seat while they took a break. 

Stan shrugged. “I’m not sure. I don’t know whether to believe the report.” 

He referred to an incident on a livestream the day before. 

“Do you really think masters are a threat?” 

Stan frowned and shook his head. “No. I think people are threats. Masters are just people. Even if it IS true and there’s a master for everything. Do you really think the master of fishing is dangerous?” 

Kelly  smirked  and  shook  her  head,  “No,  but…  What  about  a  Master  of stealth, or assassination? That’s… Kinda scary, right?” 

Stan wondered about his own designation and sighed. “What if the master of stealth is just a scared little kid hiding from the monsters under their bed? 

What  if  the  master  of  assassination  is  a  slave  being  held  in  captivity,  just wanting to be free?” 

Kelly  blinked  and  looked  at  him.  Stan  blushed  and  stared  at  the  ground once  again.  He  hadn’t  plucked  up  the  courage  to  talk  about  that  first  night. 

After  he’d  humiliated  himself  by  crying  on  her  until  he’d  fallen  asleep,  it mortified him, waking up with his hands on her breasts. Kelly didn’t seem to have  minded,  but  Stan  was  so  terrified  she  secretly  resented  him  touching her. 

“How are you two holding up?” Kelly’s father asked, coming around the house. Stan spotted the mace hanging from his belt and wondered at the mild-

mannered man using it. 

“We’re… Getting somewhere,” Kelly said evenly. 

Stan sighed. “I’m hopeless.” 

“You are not!” She protested. 

“Kelly,  the  only  thing  I  seem  to  be  good  at  is  dodging.  The  moment  I actually try to defend myself, I’m out in a second flat.” 

She  frowned  as  her  father  came  up  and  clapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 

“And yet, after all that, you got home safe, on your own, without a scratch.” 

Stan just shrugged. “I ran away.” 

“I had to throw out the shirt you wore that day, because it had bullet holes in it,” Stan’s mother said, stepping out the back door. 

“Bullet holes?” Kelly gasped and grabbed Stan’s hand. “Someone shot at you?” 

“I-I guess,” Stan mumbled, feeling the cool touch of her fingers wrapped around his own. 

Kelly sighed. “Stan, look at me, please?” 

The small man sighed and lifted his face. She smiled down at him and his heart paused mid beat at the sight. 

“I don’t think any less of you for running,” she said softly. 

Stan sighed as he felt small tears form at the edges of his eyes. Standing, he  gave  her  fingers  a  squeeze  and  shook  his  head.  “I’m  not  ashamed  of running,” he mumbled. “I’m ashamed that I left you there.” 

“Stan!” Kelly called as he released her hand and walked inside. She made to  get  up  and  follow,  but  her  father  placed  a  hand  on  her  shoulder.  “Dad, stop! I-” 

“Need  to  listen  for  a  moment,”  he  interrupted  her.  Kelly  pouted,  but Stan’s  mother’s  hand  on  her  shoulder  settled  her  down.  “He  doesn’t  even know how much he loves you. Does he?” 

“I’m not-” 

“Don’t lie,” Stan’s mother smirked. “My husband and I knew the day he met you. We all discussed it years ago.” 

“Daddy?” 

“It’s  fine  pumpkin,”  he  smiled.  “He  might  not  look  it,  but  get  some confidence and some training into him. I’m sure he’ll surprise us all.” 

Kelly nodded and slowly stood. “I’m going to take a quick walk.” 

“Dinner will be ready in an hour,” Stan’s mother said. 

“Thank’s Mrs. Stein.” 

Stan had been sitting in his room all night. Kelly was avoiding him. Both their  parents  were  quiet.  He’d  gone  down  to  dinner  when  his  mother  had called, but he’d only collected his plate and taken it back to his room. When he  got  up  to  take  a  shower,  the  unfinished  portion  of  his  meal  had  been removed. But whoever collected the plate didn’t leave any other sign they’d been in his room. Stan just pulled on a pair of loose-fitting pants. Shorts got caught around his junk and going nude wasn’t something he felt comfortable with when there were other people in the house. 

What was unexpected was for his bedroom door to open, and for Kelly to step into his room in a nightgown. 

“H-hey,”  Stan  mumbled  softly.  Kelly  smiled  softly  and  seemed  nervous about  something.  Stan  picked  up  on  it  immediately  and  put  aside  his  own discomfort for the time being. “Kelly, what’s wrong?” 

“N-nothing,” she said nervously as she strode up to the edge of the bed. 

Stan shifted over and gestured for her to sit, which she did with a grateful smile. “Sorry, it’s… The couch.” 

Stan nodded, “It’s okay. I said from the start it was fine.” And it was. He knew the couch was lumpy, but that didn’t bother him. He was more worried about Kelly and had offered from the start for her to sleep in his room. But she wouldn’t have it. 

“Stan,”  Kelly  said,  as  he  got  up  and  headed  for  the  door.  “Can  I  have  a hug?” 

He paused and suddenly felt extremely nervous. But when Kelly opened her arms, he crept closer. They hugged when they were younger, but as she got  taller  and  more  attractive,  Stan  had  slowly  pulled  away  from  physical affection. He saw how the other guys treated her and always made sure she was  comfortable.  But  as  he  leaned  down  into  her  embrace,  the  scent  of  her recently washed hair and skill filled his senses. The feel of her skin as he put his arms around her was electric. So he was completely unprepared for her to slowly but firmly drag him up her body as she laid back on the bed. 

“Kelly!” He squeaked. 

“Shhh,” she hushed him. 

“Kelly what ar-” 

She rolled to the side and pressed his face into her chest. Here, he froze in place as she cradled him against her. Stan was petrified. He tried not to think of the impossible softness now pressing into his face. But she had asked for a hug,  and  a  hug  she  was  going  to  get.  Putting  his  arm  around  her,  Stan  laid

perfectly still. 

“That’s nice,” Kelly mumbled. 

Stan swallowed nervously and jumped slightly as her fingers ran through his  hair.  Her  soft  touch,  the  most  intimate  they’d  been  in  years.  The  most intimate he’d been with ANYONE. And… Stan relaxed into the feeling until he slowly drifted to sleep in Kelly’s embrace. 

Light was coming through the window when Stan opened his eyes. Only he wasn’t quite where he was. Kelly had rolled towards him, before pulling his  head  onto  her  shoulder.  Kelly  firmly  pinned  him  in  place  with  one gloriously smooth and firm leg hooked over his hip. She had trapped one of his  hands  under  her  hip,  while  the  other  was  firmly  wrapped  around  her breast. It may have simply been to keep the delicious flesh from suffocating him. But Stan trembled as he felt her firm nipple pressed between his fingers. 

Slowly loosening his grip, Stan lifted away from the forbidden flesh, only for Kelly to take his hand and put it back where it was. 

“Warm,” she mumbled softly. 

“B-but-” 

“No,”  Kelly  grumbled  softly  and  squeezed  him  just  that  bit  tighter. 

“You’ve had your hand there all night. You can leave it there a little longer.” 

“I didn’t know!”  Stan hissed. “Kelly,  I’m holding your  b… I’m holding your breast!” 

Kelly sighed softly before opening her eyes. “We used to hug all the time as  kids.  When  a  woman  hugs  someone,  there  happens  to  be  breasts  in  the way.” 

“I-I know that, I just-” 

“Why’d  you  stop  hugging  me,  Stan?”  Kelly  asked,  ignoring  his protestations. 

“I don’t… Kelly…” 

“Remember that day?” 

Stan nodded softly, not wanting to press into her breasts any more than he already  was.  “The  day  you  moved  in.  You  said  you  went  to  the  park,  and those boys were there. They tried to get you to play with them, and you told them to leave you alone.” 

“And they didn’t,” Kelly mumbled. “I was so small back then. Even you were bigger than me.” 

Stan sighed, but couldn’t refute the comment. He had resigned himself to the  knowledge  he  would  be  forever  small.  Kelly  reminding  him  of  the  fact

changed nothing. 

“That’s the day I fell in love with you,” Kelly whispered. 

Stan froze. “No, Kelly,” he shook his head. Sitting up, he saw the surprise on her face. “I can’t. Just look at me. I’m nothing and you deserve so much better  than  I  could  ever  give.  I’m  small,  weak  and  pathetic  and  I  don’t deserve someone so utterly perfect loving me. You-” 

SMACK! 

Stan sat at the dining table a short while later. His mother raised an eyebrow at  the  red  handprint  etched  on  his  face,  but  said  nothing.  She  just  placed  a plate of fried eggs and bacon in front of him. A moment later, Kelly stumbled down the stairs, fully dressed and looking more angry than she had ever seen. 

“Morning Kelly,” she said. 

Kelly turned a beaming smile to the older woman. “Good morning Mrs. 

Stein. Breakfast smells wonderful.” 

Slightly flustered, she plated up a second helping and put it in front of the young woman. There was tension in the air and she couldn’t help wondering what caused it all. She’d poked her head in before bed and saw them cuddling while asleep, so the atmosphere this morning was odd, to say the least. 

Stan  finished  first  and  rose  with  his  plate.  Seeing  that,  Kelly  stuffed  the rest of her breakfast into her mouth and followed him to the sink. 

“Come on,” she snapped. 

Stan felt her hand close around his wrist and she dragged him outside into the  morning  sun.  She  dragged  him  to  the  spot  where  they  had  practiced  the day before and shoved him back. Picking up the training sword they had been using the day before, she threw it at him. 

“Kelly, I-” 

“Save it,” she snapped. 

“No Kelly. I really think we need to talk.” 

“Really?”  she  asked  sarcastically.  “And  just  what  do  you  want  to  talk about?  How  pathetic  you  are?  Or  how  about  the  fact  where  you  feel  like you’re on some crusade to protect me from yourself?” 

Stan opened his mouth before she burst into movement. Stan remembered the  training  from  yesterday  and  raised  his  own  weapon.  She  brought  the

practice  blade  around  in  an  arc.  Only  this  time,  Stan  knew  he  didn’t  have  a chance.  Despite  that,  the  first  blow  deflected  awkwardly  off  his  training sword.  Kelly  appeared  as  surprised  as  he  was,  but  snarled  in  anger  and brought her weapon around for a second blow. This, Stan did not manage to deflect.  Like  all  the  times  yesterday,  she  ripped  the  blade  from  his  hands, sending it tumbling across the yard. 

“I’ll show you pathetic!” She snarled, raising her weapon. 

Stan froze in terror. He’d been on the receiving end of her ire a few times over  the  years.  But  this  was  the  first  time  he  feared  for  his  own  safety.  Her sword whipped around, aiming to hit him in the side of the ribs. And… Stan dodged.  He  acted  without  thinking,  simply  by  kicking  his  legs  back  and sucking in his side. The blade missed him by fractions. But Kelly pressed on. 

An  uppercut  to  the  side  of  Stan’s  face  missed  by  an  even  narrower  margin, before she threw a kick at his chest. This Stan dodged by rotating his hips and gaping at her muscular leg that appeared where his chest had been. 

With  a  snarl,  she  tossed  her  weapon  aside  and  stormed  back  into  the house,  while  Stan  watched  in  shock.  But  his  eyes  opened  in  terror  as  she stormed back out, drawing her sword. Stan hadn’t paid attention to it that first night,  and  he  hadn’t  seen  it  since.  But  if  he  wasn’t  mistaken,  that  was  the sword  gifted  to  the  fencing  school  over  a  century  ago.  It  was  a  real  to  life rapier hand forged by a recreationist who studied at the school. 

Tossing aside the sheath, she advanced on Stan, who backed away. 

“Pathetic?” She snarled. 

“Kelly!” her father yelled, running out of the house. 

But she wasn’t listening. Aiming a swing at Stan’s windpipe, he did as he always  did  and  right  at  the  last  moment,  leaned  just  out  of  the  way.  Three more  swings  of  her  rapier  and  all  she’d  successfully  hit  was  the  cuff  of  his shirt when she stabbed at his shoulder. When her father rushed up to stop her, she turned on him. Swishing the blade around and forcing him back, before going on the offensive against Stan. Stan was both in awe of her ferocity and terrified as the beautiful woman rained down hell on him. But no matter how she tried, she just couldn’t land a hit, and even her father seemed to realise as he  stood  back  to  watch.  By  now,  all  their  parents  were  outside.  Kelly’s mother looked horrified, as Stan’s mother looked worried. Both their fathers were in awe. 

But Stan saw nothing. He just saw the woman he loved as beads of sweat dripped  down  her  face.  He  saw  the  anger  and  frustration  on  her  features, 

alongside her determination. And he moved. Each stab, he turned away. Each swing  he  leaned  over  and  when  she  stepped  in  close,  or  pinned  him  against the  fence,  Stan  always  found  a  gap  to  dive  out  of  the  way  to  make  more room. Until finally, she tossed her sword away and tackled him to the ground. 

Stan, feeling her weight atop him, froze and waited for her to continue to pummel him. But she began to shake instead. 

“Kelly?” 

She  slowly  crawled  up  his  body  before  lifting  herself  into  a  crawling position. And the tears of laughter that rolled down her cheeks didn’t confuse him  any  more  than  the  softness  of  her  lips  as  she  kissed  him.  Stan  took  the moment  he  knew  he  was  about  to  die  and  held  on.  Kelly’s  tongue  pressed into  his  mouth,  and  he  wrapped  it  in  his  own.  She  moaned  softly  and  Stan moaned  right  back.  She  clung  to  him  desperately,  cupping  his  head  and holding  his  cheek.  All  he  could  smell  was  the  scent  of  her  skin,  and  all  he could taste was her wonderful mouth, right up until she pulled away. 

“You’re a master, aren’t you?” Kelly asked with a small edge to her tone. 

It  sounded  like  a  question.  But  Stan  knew  it  was  closer  to  an  order.  He nodded slowly, “Dodge.” 

She  nodded  and  hugged  him  close.  “If  you  ever  call  yourself  pathetic again, I’m going to tie you down, THEN beat you.” 

“Not kill?” He joked. 

Kelly just shook her head slowly. “No, I tried that already. Those training swords felt weird.” 

Stan frowned for a moment. “You’re one too, aren’t you?” 

She leaned in and kissed him again. “Dueling.” 

“Stan?!” His mother called out. “You okay?” 

Stan just stared up at Kelly, who blushed, and gave a thumbs up towards the sound of his mother. She sighed, knowing they were going to be fine. 

“What are we going to tell the auditor?” Stan asked. 

Kelly’s smile thinned. “I don’t know.” 

Sliding  off  the  small  man,  she  took  him  by  the  hand  and  hoisted  him upright. And after quickly patting him down to get the grass and dirt off, she took  his  hand  and  dragged  him  back  inside.  Their  parents  just  watched  her go, with a series of amused smiles. Stan wasn’t sure what was happening and was even more confused as she pushed him into the bathroom. 

“Kelly, what-” 

“Get undressed,” she said evenly. 

Stan was about to retort when she pulled off her shirt. Stan froze. It was one thing waking up with his hand on one of her breasts, but as she reached for the clasp at the rear. His jaw practically fell out as her bra came away. 

“Stan,” Kelly said firmly. “Get undressed.” 

He nodded slowly and took off his shirt. But he felt her hands fumbling with his pants and froze at the sight of her breasts up close. He looked her in the eyes as she blushed furiously before pushing down his pants. Stan froze in  shock  as  his  fully  erect  cock  sprung  out  and  hit  her  in  the  thigh.  She glanced down at it and frowned. 

“What?” Stan asked. 

Kelly blinked before looking him in the eyes and went even redder than she was. “I… Um… I didn’t think… You’re not very proportional.” 

Stan frowned, then glanced down at his cock. “Is it that small?” 

“Small?!” Kelly snorted before shaking her head. “Stan, what you’ve got isn’t about to rear up and bite me. But you are definitely not small.” 

He froze as he felt her hand grip him softly. “Kelly!” He whimpered. 

“It’s so warm,” she remarked softly, as she gently stroked him. 

Stan  fell  forward  into  the  heavenly  pillows  that  were  Kelly’s  breasts. 

Impossibly soft and warm, he inhaled her scent before shuddering as he fired jet  after  jet  of  sperm  onto  her  thigh.  Kelly  gasped,  feeling  his  cock  throb, before his face pressed into her breasts. When she felt the gooey spray hit her skin, she gripped just a little tighter and stroked just a little harder. Stan was torn between dumbfounded at the most intense experience of his life and the utter humiliation of being a two-tug chump. 

“I’ve never done that before,” Kelly confessed. 

Stan just looked up at her as she examined the sticky mess on her hands. 

She gave it a sniff before licking it and smacking her lips. Stan’s eyes went wide as his cock firmed up, and Kelly glanced down as it prodded her thigh once again. 

“Does… it always make that much? And… Get hard so quickly?” 

Stan thought about it and didn’t have an answer. “I don’t know.” 

Kelly nodded before reaching for the shower knobs, turning on the water. 

Then  she  quickly  wiggled  her  pants  down  and  Stan  saw  the  purple  lace boylegs she wore. 

“You  like?”  Stan’s  head  snapped  away  in  an  instant,  trying  desperately not to be a creep. But she took his chin with her clean hand and directed him to  look  her  in  the  eye.  “Do  you  honestly  think,  after  what  I  just  did  to  you, 

that I’d be offended by you looking at me in my underwear?” 

“I… I…” Stan looked for the words. 

Kelly  just  shook  her  head  before  leaning  down  and  kissing  him  softly. 

“Stan,  listen  to  me  very  carefully.”  She  waited  until  he  nodded  and  locked eyes with her. “I’ve known you since I was a child. When you saved me that day,  I  thought  I  had  my  protector.  But  when  I  started  growing,  and  you didn’t. I decided I was going to be yours instead-” 

“Kelly,” Stan interrupted, but she placed a finger on his lips. 

“I got fit, I got strong, and I shaped my body to perfection, with the idea that one day it would be you to put your hands on it. So don’t you dare tell me  that  after  I  worked  hard  for  a  decade  to  be  perfect  for  you,  that  you’re going to throw it all away, out of some bullshit machismo. I want you. I’ve ALWAYS wanted you. And if you want me, please? Just tell me?” 

“I don’t deserve-” 

“If you finish that sentence, I’m going to slap you again.” Stan grimaced and  tried  to  look  away,  but  she  pulled  his  face  back  to  hers.  “I’d  like  an answer Stan.” 

“You know how I feel about you,” he tried. 

But Kelly shook her head. “I want to hear you say it.” 

“Why?” 

“Because you’ve never said it out loud, so even you haven’t heard it.” 

Stan trembled and took a deep breath before clearing away a tear. “John Lennernan was roughing me up the day of the incident. I was trying to get to your  fencing  class  to  watch  and  walk  with  you  home.  He  demanded  your phone number as an apology for messing up one of his reports.” Stan paused as Kelly narrowed her eyes. “I told him no. It was the first time I’ve stood up to  a  bully.  Because  I  realised  I  would  do  anything  not  to  break  your  trust. 

You’re  the  first  thing  I  think  of  in  the  morning  and  the  last  when  I  go  to sleep. You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, and no. I don’t think I deserve you. No man does.” 

Her  eyes  narrowed,  and  she  opened  her  mouth  to  snap  at  him.  But  Stan smiled softly, and she paused. 

“I love you Kelly. With all my heart and soul. I think I always have, and I know I always will.” 

Her expression softened, and she kissed him softly. “Good answer.” 

With  her  hand  on  his  face,  Kelly  pointed  his  chin  down  before  slowly wiggling  her  hips.  Stan  gaped  in  awe  as  the  purple  lace  slid  down  between

those perfect thighs. Her mons slowly came into view, coated in a fine layer of  fuzz.  She  kept  it  neat  and  trimmed,  but  it  covered  her  entire  bikini  area. 

The fine hairs framed her pussy perfectly and Stan realised he was salivating at the sight. 

“If you promise to scrub my back, I’ll scrub yours,” Kelly whispered. 

Stan  snapped  back  to  reality  as  she  turned  and  hopped  under  the  spray. 

He watched her toss back her long red hair and wet it down. Under the water, it pulled straight, halfway to her waist. Kelly ran her fingers through it before pulling it around to her front and opening her eyes. Stan just stared at what he could only describe as some kind of succubus and stumbled into the shower after her. Her hands went for the soap, but Stan beat her to it. Grabbing the soap, he rubbed up a lather, before gently wiping around her neck and chin. 

Kelly  smiled  and  grabbed  the  shampoo  and  she  luxuriated  in  the  feeling  of his  hands  on  her  body  while  she  concentrated  on  washing  her  hair.  She trembled  as  his  fingers  lightly  brushed  over  her  nipples.  It  wasn’t  the innocent  touch  as  they  slept,  but  now  the  hands  of  a  being  that  desired  her. 

There  was  only  one  place  he  failed  to  wash,  and  when  Kelly  cleared  the shampoo from her eyes, she smiled at his blush. 

After reversing their roles, where she was far less nervous about touching certain areas. A  panting and slightly  uncomfortable, Stan stepped  out of the bathroom. Behind him, a smiling and cheerful Kelly. They both ignored their parents’  looks  as  they  strode  past  the  living  room  and  into  Stan’s  bedroom. 

But he paused as they passed the window. 

“Kelly?” 

The  taller  woman  was  just  about  to  drop  her  towel  when  she  heard  the tone in his voice. Strolling up beside him, she looked out and frowned at the person  knocking  on  her  home’s  front  door.  It  was  a  middle-aged  woman holding a clipboard. Beside her, and behind her, with two more at the curb, were four men, with pistols and melee weapons strapped at their hips. 

“We better get dressed,” Kelly whispered, pressing her lips to the crown of Stan’s head. 

THREE

S crambling into Stan’s room, he ripped open the wardrobe and grabbed out a hoodie and a pair of pants. 

“Shit, my clothes are out there,” Kelly whispered. 

Stan turned and saw her standing nude before him. But she wasn’t paying attention to him as she stared at the door. 

With a small gulp, Stan blinked slowly. “Here,” he said, holding out the hoodie. 

Kelly  smiled  softly  as  she  took  the  garment  and  slipped  it  on  as  Stan dived  back  into  his  wardrobe,  withdrawing  a  pair  of  baggy  board  shorts.  At least,  for  him,  they  were  board  shorts.  Kelly  took  them  with  a  smile  and slipped  her  legs  into  place.  Stan  got  to  stare  like  an  idiot  as  her  perfectly round ass filled them entirely like a pair of short shorts. But it was her giggle, before tapping him on the nose, that brought him back to reality as someone knocked on the front door. 

“Shit,”  Stan  mumbled,  scrambling  to  find  a  shirt  and  some  pants  for himself. 

“What do we tell her?” Kelly asked softly as the sounds of their parents heading for the door reached their ears. 

“I don’t know,” Stan mumbled, stuffing himself into a pair of sweatpants. 

“Stan, you’re the smart one here. What do you think we should do?” 

He froze before quickly tossing up his options. On one side of things, this was  the  government.  Lying  to  them  was  bad.  On  the  other  side  of  things, there was a live stream of a ‘self professed’ master being arrested and hauled off to god knows where. There just wasn’t a lot of data to go with for the time being. 

“You’re  a  duelist,”  Stan  said  quickly.  “If  they  ask  for  skills,  rattle  them off,  but  nothing  over  five.  It  looks  like  it’s  a  training  and  age  thing.  You’re athletic and a champion fencer, so saying you have a duelling level of five or so is something you can back up.” 

“What about you?” Kelly asked. 

Stan  bit  his  lip  as  he  pulled  on  a  shirt.  The  sounds  of  the  woman introducing herself came from outside. 

“Stan?” she repeated. 

“Kids!” Stan’s mother called. 

Stan just met Kelly’s eyes and nodded before opening the door. 

“Coming!” Stan called out, heading for the front door. 

The  woman  stood  with  a  clipboard  and  a  pen.  She  was  a  brunette,  with glasses  and  a  grey  business  suit.  She  wore  comfortable  looking  flats  and smiled softly as they approached. The men on either side of her looked like gorillas. Thick arms and chests, they were a head taller than the woman. One carried a large mace, the other an axe. They both carried a handgun and wore sunglasses that covered their eyes. 

“You must be Stan and Kelly,” the woman smiled. “I’m Beth, and today we’re  just  running  a  survey  of  everyone  in  the  area.  We’re  just  after  your class and a basic idea of your skill levels. We’re hoping to make some sense of  all  this  and  having  everyone’s  details  is  the  first  step  in  creating  an information database to help us.” 

“That makes sense,” Kelly said softly, squeezing Stan’s hand. 

The  woman  seemed  to  catch  the  movement  and  made  a  small  note  that got Stan’s attention. But she remained polite and smiled right back. 

“We’ll start with you, shall we?” She turned her eyes on Stan. 

“R-rogue.” 

“Was that rogue?” 

“Yes,” Stan replied quietly. 

She made a note. “And your average skill level?” 

“Between  one  and  two,  across  the  board,”  Stan  mumbled,  slightly embarrassed. 

Beth  eyed  him  for  a  moment  before  nodding  and  making  a  note.  “And your highest skill?” 

“Dodge,” Stan mumbled. Beth seemed to eye him for a moment, and he felt  the  weight  behind  her  gaze.  “Four,  it’s  level  four.  Everything  else  is either a one or a two.” 

She  seemed  to  accept  that  and  made  a  few  scribbles.  But  Stan  wasn’t paying attention to her. One man out on the street was holding a device. Stan couldn’t  be  certain,  but  it  looked  like  a  directional  microphone.  One  of  the high-powered  ones  that  record  sounds  over  long  distances.  And  he  was holding it under one arm, pointing it at the house while looking straight down the  road.  It  may  have  been  a  coincidence,  but  his  colleague,  in  comparison, was looking in all directions, except directly at the house. 

“Stan?” Beth called softly. 

Stan jumped and shook his head. “Yes, sorry?” 

“I asked what your most recent skill increase was, if any.” 

“Duelling.” 

Kelly gasped, “Really?” 

Stan nodded. “Yeah, I went up to level two yesterday when you were…

training me.” 

“That’s  just  lovely.  I’m  sure  your  big  sister  is  very  proud  of  you,”  Beth smiled. 

Stan blinked at her. “Are we done?” 

“We sure are,” Beth smiled. 

Stan  just  turned  on  the  spot  and  walked  away  as  his  cheeks  heated. 

Though he heard Kelly correct the woman, to a small burst of laughter. Stan just  headed  out  the  back  door  and  sat  down  on  the  rear  porch.  His  father stepped out a few moments later and sat beside him. 

“You okay?” 

Stan nodded. “Yeah… Just… Am I really that small?” 

“Does it matter?” 

Stan  looked  at  his  dad,  but  only  saw  his  genuine  expression.  So  Stan thought about it for a moment. He thought about the goons, but then he was reminded of the fifteen-year-old girl who was only a little bigger than he was. 

“Not really,” he admitted with a sigh. 

“Then why are you out here moping?” 

Stan  looked  at  his  feet  for  a  moment.  “Because  I  don’t  want  to  be  an embarrassment to Kelly.” 

“I’m guessing since you showered together, you talked it through?” 

Stan  nodded  and  couldn’t  help  the  smile  that  broke  out  across  his  face. 

“Yeah-” 

“Bitch!” Kelly snapped, storming out behind the two of them. 

Before  Stan  could  ask  what  was  wrong,  Kelly  pulled  him  around  and

kissed him. Stan froze at the feel of her lips and kissed back as she moaned into his mouth. When she pulled away, all he could see was her smile. 

“Don’t  pay  any  attention  to  stupid  shit  like  that,”  Kelly  growled.  “I’ve never cared that you were smaller than me. I’m taller than most people.” 

“You don’t-” Stan trailed off as her eyes narrowed. 

“Let’s go for a walk,” Kelly breathed. 

Stan looked at his father and got a blank stare in return, so he stood and shot  Kelly  a  smile.  She  led  him  inside,  where  Stan  followed  her  into  his room. He’d thought she was going to get changed, but instead she pulled on a pair of shoes. Stan did the same and stood as Kelly picked up her rapier and strapped it to her waist. 

“Just in case,” she said. 

Stan nodded and followed her out of his room. After a quick goodbye to both their parents and a stern warning about safety, they stepped out the front door.  In  the  daylight,  Stan’s  home  was  situated  in  a  quiet  part  of  suburbia. 

One  direction  led  to  the  intersection  that  led  back  to  town  and  college.  The other was a park that backed into a forestry. 

“Remember that game we played as a kid?” Kelly asked. 

“Which one? The one where you ran and teased me about not keeping up while running away?” 

“That  one,  yeah,”  she  smiled.  “I  always  told  you  if  you  caught  me,  you could kiss me.” 

Stan blushed. “It was a safe bet. I never had a chance.” 

They walked silently together for a time, when Kelly let out a soft sigh. “I always hoped that one day, you’d catch me.” Stan looked up at her, but she had a wild gleam in her eye. “Catch me, you can kiss me.” 

Before  Stan  could  take  another  step,  Kelly  burst  into  action.  Stan  was  a step behind, but Kelly’s long, powerful legs carried her quickly out of reach. 

She laughed happily as she ran into the park and quickly put space between them in the trees. Stan rushed after as quickly as he could, trying to keep up. 

They never used to stray too far from the sidewalk into the deeper parts of the forest. But Stan spotted the flash of Kelly’s red hair as she ran ever deeper. 

With a grin, he went after her. 

Running  along,  he  paid  attention  to  his  feet.  He  avoided  the  twisted, gnarled roots as he ran in the direction he last spotted Kelly. She, on the other hand,  was  now  well  out  of  sight.  They  hadn’t  played  this  game  since  they were  children,  and  Stan  had  never  caught  her  before.  So  he  didn’t  have  his

hopes up. He was more concerned about tripping and falling like he used to do. 

Running  along  at  a  slower  pace,  Stan  was  following  Kelly’s  footsteps. 

Fast as she may be, but she wasn’t trying to evade him. Just outdistance him. 

But a flash of red to his right caused him to startle. Twisting violently to one side,  Kelly  lunged  through  the  gap  where  he  stood.  Her  triumphant  yell turned into a sharp yelp as her foot caught the very roots Stan was avoiding. 

And as she stumbled, Stan threw himself at her. His small impact was all it took  to  bring  her  down,  but  that  was  the  intention.  Rotating,  Stan  thumped into the ground in a heap, with Kelly safely perched atop him. 

“Stan?!” 

“Mmmm,” he groaned. 

“Oh, my god are you okay?” 

“Fine,” he grunted, as he avoided looking straight down the partially open hoodie she wore. 

Kelly frowned for a moment before leaning down against him. “You did it.” 

“Did what?” Stan asked, locking his eyes to her face. 

“You caught me,” she smiled. “After all these years, you finally did it. So I guess… You get to kiss me.” 

Stan watched as she leaned down with a soft smile. He still wasn’t used to the  idea  of  kissing  the  most  perfect  woman  on  earth.  But  he  really  wasn’t expecting to feel her hand slipping between them, either. 

“Kelly-” 

“Kiss me Stan,” she mumbled. 

Before he could complain, Kelly’s lips met his own. But he sucked in a lungful of air as her hand gently massaged him through the front of his pants. 

She moaned softly as she stroked him. Stan was frozen in purgatory. On one side  of  things,  kissing  Kelly  was  heavenly.  On  the  other  side  of  things,  her hand on his cock was sending his anxiety through the roof. She pulled away slightly and saw the conflicted expression on his face. 

“Stan, I just want to make you feel good. But I’ll stop if you want me to, okay?” 

Stan  was  breathing  heavily  as  her  hand  slowed  right  down.  He  blinked and  swallowed  down  some  of  his  nervousness.  “I  don’t  want  to  disappoint you,” he said quickly, closing his eyes as if to hide. 

Kelly smiled and kissed him softly, before sliding to one side, so she laid, 

pressed up against his hip, with her leg over his own. “Stan, look at me for a moment.”  she  paused  long  enough  to  watch  him  drag  his  gaze  back  to  her. 

“It’s  okay.  This  is  normal,”  Kelly  whispered,  pushing  down  the  front  of  his pants. 

Stan  flinched  as  his  hardened  cock  sprung  free,  but  he  flinched  harder when Kelly took it in her hand. He gasped as she stroked her hand slowly up and  down.  As  amazing  as  it  felt,  there  was  a  small  voice  in  the  back  of  his head. It cheered that after the hand job he got that morning, and the touching in  the  shower.  It  wasn’t  the  mind  bending  overstimulation  it  had  been.  But not by much. 

“See?” Kelly shot him a sultry smile. “A little practice and you’re doing much better already.” 

“Kelly,” Stan trembled. 

“Just tell me when you’re going to cum,” Kelly whispered into his ear. “I want you to cum. I want this.” 

“I-I’m going-!” 

Stan  gasped  as  Kelly  bent  down  and  took  the  head  of  his  cock  in  her mouth. She suckled on the head like a lollipop, while continuing to stroke his length.  Stan  dug  his  fingers  into  the  ground  as  he  desperately  tried  to  hold off.  He  didn’t  know  why  she  was  doing  what  she  was  doing,  but  he  was terrified  of  it  not  being  what  she  wanted.  That  all  came  crashing  down  a moment later. 

Kelly  let  out  a  small  moan.  Opening  her  mouth,  she  slid  halfway  down his  cock,  before  pinching  tightly  with  her  lips.  She  wrapped  her  tongue around the head and slowly withdrew to the tip. Stan held his breath through the first motion. But as she loosened her lips and slid back down his length, he lost the fight. 

“Oh fuck,” Stan grunted. 

Kelly  moaned  in  delight  as  she  felt  the  first  spray  of  his  cum  splatter across  her  tongue.  She  instinctively  swallowed,  before  going  back  to  the same motion she was before. With the slow suck back to the tip. At the tip, she dragged her hand up towards her lips as he sprayed jet after jet into her mouth. Kelly swallowed before sliding his cock back into her mouth. 

Stan was in a world of his own as Kelly sucked him through his orgasm. 

Each pull of her mouth over his cock sent him cross-eyed. The idea that she continued  even  as  he  filled  her  mouth  was  a  tremendous  turn  on.  The knowledge  she  was  swallowing  with  every  stroke  spurred  him  on,  and  Stan

was left gasping and trembling by the time his orgasm waned. Kelly popped off the end of his cock before giving him a wide smile. Then, just to rub in what she had done, she made a very obvious swallow, earning another throb through Stan’s still firm cock. 

“Could  do  with  some  pointers,  but  that  wasn’t  half  bad,”  a  masculine voice called. 

Kelly  froze  and  glanced  around.  Even  Stan  hadn’t  heard  anyone approach. But as a group of four men stepped into view, it was obvious they had been too focussed on themselves. 

“Now what?” the first speaker, black-haired, middle-aged with a hammer on his hip and standing left of centre, questioned. “What on earth is a pretty little thing like you doing with a scrawny little kid like that?” 

“He’s twenty-three,” Kelly growled, standing up. 

“More  like  a  solid  eight  and  a  half,”  the  brown-haired,  muscular,  and shirtless man on the far right said with a chuckle. He wasn’t armed at all from the looks of things. 

“Dude,”  the  one  on  the  far  left  snapped.  He  was  smaller  than  the  other three and wore a shirt with an action figure, firing a bow. Which made sense from  the  bow  strapped  over  his  shoulder.  “Why  are  you  so  obsessed  with dicks?” 

The shaved man, with a spiked club, right off the first speaker, just shook his  head.  “Are  we  going  to  fuck  this  slut  or  talk  about  dicks?  What  does  it fucking matter?” 

Kelly narrowed her eyes as she drew her rapier, before offering Stan her hand and helped him up. 

“Now, now,” the first speaker frowned. 

“Kitty has claws,” the bald one grinned. 

Stan quickly tucked himself away as Kelly got into a ready position. Stan looked  around  for  something,  anything  he  could  use,  but  was  left  empty-handed. He didn’t even have the stick he used for training. 

“Leave,” Kelly said in a dangerous tone. “All of you, just leave.” 

“Sure  thing,”  the  leader  smiled.  “Put  down  the  sword  and  just  let  this happen, and I promise you’ll both live through it.” 

“K-Kelly,” Stan mumbled. 

“Stay behind me, Stan,” she shot back. 

“Y-you can’t t-take all four,” Stan stammered nervously. 

She knew he was right. Three melee opponents and the one with the bow. 

Even  if  Kelly  could  take  down  the  first  three,  the  one  with  the  bow  would have her. He was already pulling his bow off and knocking an arrow. 

“Spread out,” the leader instructed. 

The one with the bow took a few steps back to make room as the three of others  branched  out.  While  the  bald  guy  approached,  the  leader  moved  left. 

The shirtless one went left, flexing his fingers. Stan would have a think about his class later, being unarmed. But… He was too, so even that wouldn’t mean much. 

The  bald  one  with  the  spiked  club  rushed  in  with  an  overhead  swing. 

Kelly sidestepped to avoid the blow. If it weren’t for the weight of the club, he  may  have  been  able  to  redirect.  But  the  momentum  carried  through  and Kelly  wasted  no  time  whipping  the  rapier  up.  She  slashed  deeply  into  his arm, sending a line of crimson through the air. The bald guy let out a yelp as he dropped his weapon, but Kelly was already moving on. The shirtless one came  up  behind  her,  attempting  to  grab  her  in  a  bear  hug.  But  Kelly  must have been expecting it as whirled around, swinging the blade for his face. But the big guy laughed as he ducked back out of harm’s way. Their leader let out a snarl as he rushed in, aiming for her shoulder with his hammer. Kelly, on the  other  hand,  was  a  master  dueller  and  was  already  waiting  for  him. 

Deflecting  the  blow  with  her  rapier,  she  slapped  him  with  the  back  of  her hand, knocking him back several paces. 

The leader went red with fury, before he and the shirtless one rounded on Kelly once again. But movement from the archer sent Stan’s blood cold. He drew his bow back and was aiming directly at Kelly, just waiting for the right moment  to  take  the  shot.  And  Stan  somehow  realised  that  even  at  a  master level as a duelist, she would be extremely lucky to dodge…

“AHHHH!” Stan roared. 

Charging  the  archer,  the  man  swung  towards  him  instead.  Stan  heard Kelly cry out his name, but he ignored her. She had her own problems, and he had his. The archer seemed to shake his head at Stan a moment before he released  the  arrow.  Stan  saw  the  lethal  projectile  jump  out  towards  him. 

Without thinking, Stan rotated his shoulders and the projectile whistled past harmlessly. If Stan was surprised, the archer was more so, right before Stan slammed into him at full speed. 

He  didn’t  weigh  a  lot,  but  neither  did  the  archer,  who  let  out  a  loud, 

‘oomph,’  as  he  hit  the  ground,  spilling  the  bow  and  quiver  full  of  arrows around them. Stan scrambled to remain on top as the archer tried to roll him

over. But clearly he had at least some experience at this. Stan found himself grabbed and dumped on the ground as the archer pinned him down. Pulling back  his  fist,  Stan  snapped  his  head  to  one  side  and  the  archer’s  knuckles slammed into the ground beside his ear. 

“FUCK!” he shouted, sitting more upright. 

Stan  threw  his  hands  out  and  felt  the  hard  shaft  of  an  arrow.  Without thinking,  he  gripped  it  tightly  and  stabbed  into  the  archer’s  ribs  with  all  his might.  Stan  felt  grim  satisfaction  as  the  metal  head  disappeared  below  the archer’s skin. The archer threw himself back, grabbing the arrow. Stan hadn’t been  paying  attention,  but  it  was  a  true  hunting  arrow,  with  a  barbed  head, and the archer struggled with it. 

Stan  grabbed  another  and  dived  on  top  of  the  man  with  fire  in  his  eyes. 

Stan narrowly missed taking out the archer's eye as the archer yelled for help. 

The archer, having longer arms, threw a punch, but Stan leaned out of reach before slamming the fresh arrow into his arm. The archer let out a cry of pain this time, now stabbed twice. 

Stan felt the hairs on the back of his head stand up and dived to one side. 

The moment he was out of the way, the leader slammed his hammer into the archer’s  sternum  and  Stan  cringed  at  the  solid  crack.  The  archer  froze  and gaped, clearly in terrible pain, as the leader saw what he’d done. 

“Sid?”  He  trembled.  “SID!”  Sid  either  lost  consciousness,  or  couldn’t speak, and the leader let out a yell. Turning to Stan, he was in a rage. “YOU

MADE ME KILL MY BROTHER!” 

Stan  scrambled  backward  as  the  man  advanced.  Trying  to  stand,  he  fell over a tree root immediately and rolled onto his back in a last-ditch attempt to ward off the man’s hammer. So he had the perfect view of Kelly stepping up behind  him.  The  man  gasped  as  Kelly’s  rapier  protruded  from  between  his ribs. She let out a vicious snarl, shoving him to one side, letting him fall as she withdrew her blade. The wet slick was followed by a heavy thud, and the man  groaned  pitifully.  But  Kelly  left  him  as  she  approached  Stan.  Tossing her sword aside, she got on her knees and started patting him down. 

“I’m okay,” Stan whispered. 

Kelly mustn’t have heard him as she continued checking him over. 

“Kelly!”  Stan  snapped.  This  time,  she  seemed  to  jump  and  locked  her eyes on him. “I’m okay.” 

Her  face  twisted  as  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks  and  she  fell  on  top  of Stan. He just squeezed her as tightly as he could, holding her against himself

as she cried. It was only a momentary burst of emotion, though. As the leader made gurgling noises, Kelly took a deep breath and stood up. Taking Stan’s hand, she pulled him upright before running her eyes over him. Stan did the same for her, noting a bit of blood that didn’t look like hers, and a lot of dirt. 

Glancing  down  at  the  leader,  he  had  a  grimace  on  his  face  as  blood  frothed from his lips. 

“Lung,” Stan observed. 

Kelly nodded. “That’s what I aimed for.” 

Stan  glanced  over  at  the  archer,  who  was  motionless  on  the  ground, before surveying the area for the other two. Bald guy was lying face down in a  puddle  of  blood,  while  the  shirtless  man  stared  blankly  ahead,  one  limp hand still holding his spilled intestines. 

“Grab their weapons?” Stan asked. 

Kelly nodded and bent over the leader as he coughed up coagulated blood onto the ground. Stan went to the archer. His eyes were open, but glassy, and he  didn’t  move  as  Stan  pulled  off  his  quiver.  By  the  time  he’d  collected  all the loose arrows along with a few broken ones, Kelly was back with the bald guy’s  spiked  club  and  a  sheathed  dagger  on  a  belt.  He  held  still  as  Kelly wrapped the belt around his waist and shot her a grateful smile as she stepped back. 

The dagger was on his left hip, like a sword, so Stan drew the blade and admired  it.  It  was  a  thick,  dual  edged  thing,  with  a  fuller  that  ran  the  entire length of the blade. Resting it on his forearm, Stan smiled. In general, if the blade is longer than your forearm, they classed it as a sword. But this dagger was  so  close  he  could  have  argued  it  either  way.  Kelly  just  smirked  as  she watched. 

“Come on, let’s go home,” she said. 

Stan  nodded  before  glancing  at  the  leader  as  he  watched  them desperately,  as  if  begging  for  their  help.  Stan  felt  strange  as  he  followed  a step  behind  Kelly  as  they  left.  They  walked  in  silence  until  they  found  the footpath  that  would  lead  them  home.  What  they  weren’t  expecting  was  to come face to face with one of Beth’s gorillas waiting for them. 

“You two okay?” He asked. 

Kelly froze as Stan pulled to a halt beside her. “We’re fine, did you-” 

“Heard the commotion,” the man said. “What happened?” 

“They attacked us,” Kelly said evenly. 

“They were going to rape her,” Stan offered softly. 

Kelly  nodded.  “Four  of  them.  An  archer,  one  with  a  hammer,  a  spiked club and one who was unarmed but knew how to throw a punch.” 

“Four assailants, and here you are holding their weapons, not a scratch on you?” the man raised an eyebrow. 

“One’s still alive. If you hurry, you could ask him,” Kelly replied evenly. 

The man made a noise. “Go home. I’ll check this out.” 

The large man stepped into the trees, clearly following their tracks. Kelly just grabbed Stan by the hand and hastened him out of the park. They hurried home, not that there seemed an obvious reason to. Beth and the other goons weren’t  anywhere  they  could  see,  so  it  was  even  more  odd  that  one  had shown up like that. 

When  they  got  back  to  Stan’s  house,  Kelly  yanked  open  the  door  and dragged  Stan  in  behind  her.  Closing  it  quickly  behind  them,  she  flicked  the lock  and  turned  around,  freezing  at  the  sight  of  both  their  parents  gaping  at them. 

“Is that blood?” Kelly’s mother asked. 

She  and  her  husband  were  both  rather  tall,  and  Stan  had  a  brief  flash  of recognition. Mrs Blair wasn’t a young lady, which suggested that Kelly was going to be a fox when she was older. 

“What  happened?”  Stan’s  father  asked,  stepping  up  to  check  them  both for injuries. 

Stan looked at Kelly, who shrugged. They spent a few minutes explaining what had happened, minus the sexual stuff. They fielded questions from both their parents’ and none of them had an explanation as to why the goon was waiting  for  them.  It  may  really  have  been  a  coincidence  after  all.  Questions answered, Kelly dragged Stan back into the shower. They quickly undressed and  moved  to  stand  under  the  showerhead  together.  There  was  no  playing around this time, as they simply held one another and enjoyed the sensation of one another’s comfort. 

When they got out, Kelly wrapped herself in a towel and waited for Stan to  do  the  same  before  heading  for  his  room.  Stan  followed  on  behind  and closed  his  bedroom  door  behind  him.  The  soft  thump  of  a  towel  hitting  the floor  snapped  his  head  around  as  Kelly  kissed  him.  She  gently  but  firmly pulled his towel away, tossing it aside as she had her own. With their bodies pressed together, Stan was too mentally frazzled from the events of the day to do  anything  less  than  concentrate  on  the  feeling  of  her  in  his  arms.  Kelly steered him around and walked him towards his bed. 

When  Stan  felt  the  frame  on  the  back  of  his  legs,  he  instinctively  sat down. Kelly kept moving, kissing him even as she forced him to lie back on the bed. She took his hands and placed them on her hips, before laying atop him. Stan lightly traced her skin with his fingers as he felt her nipples press into his chest. Kelly moaned softly and Stan firmed up in moments. The head of his cock shifted into position between Kelly’s legs. 

She  took  advantage  of  the  situation  by  lifting  her  hips  slightly  before lowering  her  pussy  onto  his  cock.  Stan  shuddered,  feeling  the  fuzzy,  warm sensation  of  her  labia  pressing  against  him.  But  as  Kelly  began  rocking  her hips,  even  he  let  out  a  small  groan.  Kelly  used  the  underside  of  his  cock  to masturbate.  She  humped  her  clit  against  him  and  revelled  in  the  lust  he displayed. Those light touches on her skin slowly morphed into firm strokes until  finally  she  felt  his  fingers  slightly  digging  into  her  skin.  Feeling  the small, shy man she’d loved for years, succumbing to his lust was enough to push her over the edge. 

Releasing  his  mouth,  Kelly  sat  up.  Stan  glanced  down  to  where  their crotches met and saw the slick mess between her legs. As she thrust her hips back and forth, he watched the head of his cock peek out the top of her labia, before vanishing to glide across her silken entrance. 

“Oh god,” Kelly groaned. 

Her  pace  increased  and  Stan  watched  as  she  tilted  her  head  back  in  a silent  scream.  There  was  a  small  amount  of  hot  fluid  that  poured  over  his crotch and Stan froze as he realised she was cumming. Without thinking, he grabbed her hips as she shuddered and started keeping her pace. Pushing and pulling  her  back  and  forth  along  the  length  of  her  cock.  Kelly  gasped  and slapped  her  hands  into  his  chest,  and  Stan  flinched  as  he  felt  her  nails  bite into  his  skin.  But  he  continued  to  drag  her  hips  back  and  forth  until  she suddenly raised herself slightly. Pausing, Stan looked up at Kelly. 

She stared down at him, puffing heavily with a strange gleam in her eye. 

Reaching down behind herself, Stan felt her hand wrap around his cock. He felt  the  slickness  of  her  fingers  as  she  lifted  his  erection  upward.  Reversing her hips, Stan went wide eyed as he felt his cock slip inside her. 

“Kelly!” Stan choked. 

Releasing  his  cock,  Kelly  straightened  her  back  and  slowly  circled  her hips.  Stan  laid  there,  staring  at  the  point  as  his  cock  vanished  between  her labia as Kelly massaged and stretched her entrance. 

“You’re so hard,” she remarked softly. “You’re always so hard for me.” 

Stan opened his mouth to reply, but gasped instead as Kelly sank slightly lower.  The  head  of  his  cock  slipped  inside  her,  and  Stan  lost  track  of  his words. She rotated her hips, partially impaled on Stan’s cock, while she got used to the intrusion. 

“You feel so good in me,” Kelly smiled and bobbed her hips. 

Stan gasped again, feeling his cock momentarily slide deeper inside her. 

The feeling of her silky smooth tunnel sliding over his flesh had him on edge already. 

“Kelly-” 

She placed a finger on his lips to silence him. She could see the conflict in his eyes, and she knew what he was about to say. “I want it. I want to feel you  squirt  up  inside  me,”  she  smiled  widely,  lowering  herself  even  further onto his cock. It was a delicious stretch she could feel. Knowing it was Stan, after  all  this  time,  she  was  about  to  climb  the  walls  herself.  “Cum  for  me Stan. You own this pussy, so you need to mark it. To make it yours forever.” 

Stan  shuddered  softly  before  tensing  up.  Kelly  bounced  her  ass  up  and down.  Sliding  Stan’s  cock  in  and  out  of  herself,  rapidly.  She  felt  him  tense and smiled as he started almost hyperventilating. But it was the first pulse of his  cock  that  caught  her  attention.  She’d  felt  it  when  she  sucked  him,  but feeling  it  pulse  inside  her  was  so  much  more.  Each  brief  pulse  of  his  cock was a squirt of his seed being pumped into her. With a small cry of joy, Kelly dropped her entire weight onto Stan’s lap. 

Stan was losing his mind as he came inside Kelly. He didn’t know what he’d  done  to  deserve  to  associate  with  such  a  perfect  woman,  but  cumming inside  of  her  was  otherworldly.  So  when  she  dropped  her  hips  to  his  own, Stan found himself buried to the hilt inside her. If there was any doubt as to where  he  was  cumming,  they  threw  it  out  the  window  as  Kelly  desperately humped  herself  against  him.  Stan  wrapped  her  in  his  arms  as  he  kissed  her furiously. But it was the sudden squeezing, pulling and milking sensation that wrapped  around  his  cock  that  surprised  him.  He  felt  Kelly  inhale  rapidly before she let out a series of squeaks. Stan held her close and did his best to thrust his cock up into her. It must have been the right thing, as Kelly nodded frantically, even as she continued kissing him. 

Several minutes later, Kelly smiled softly. She kneeled either side of his hips,  while  laying  atop  him,  laying  her  head  beside  him  on  his  pillow.  Stan was still erect and still buried inside her. She slowly shifted her hips back and forth, creating just the barest stimulation. The feeling of being full of his cock

was wonderful. But she had an odd feeling something was up. Concentrating, she brought up her skills menu. Everything was listed. If it was a physical act of  some  description,  there  was  a  skill  for  it.  Unlike  Stan,  most  of  her  skills were at least a two. Even things she had had nothing to do with, such as horse riding or fishing, were at a slightly higher level, for no other reason than she was  fitter,  stronger  and  healthier  than  others.  Or  at  least  that  was  her impression of things. It was almost as if, whatever brought on the change, did so using their life skills, strengths and experiences to take a snapshot of their current actions and create the system based on context. 

It made her concerned that Stan was probably trying to dodge something when it happened, leading him to be the master, in the same way that she was duelling  with  fencing  sabres  when  it  happened  to  her.  Looking  through  her list, she paused at dodge. Where yesterday, it was a three, it now read four. 

Not only that, but beside the four was ‘(0/2).’

“Stan?” Kelly mumbled softly. 

“Yeah, Kelly?” 

“Check your duelling skill.” 

Stan  frowned  before  doing  just  that.  Scrolling  through,  he  found  it  and frowned. “Says I’m now level three with a zero slash two beside it.” 

“I was a three at dodge, but now I’m a four with a zero slash two,” Kelly mumbled. 

Stan turned his head to look Kelly in the eye as she smiled at him while their noses briefly touched. 

“You’re beautiful,” Stan told her. 

Kelly just smiled wider and cuddled in closer. 

FOUR

S tan was having the most wonderful dream. The evening air was cool, there was a pleasant breeze that ran over his skin. And Kelly. The most beautiful  woman  in  the  world.  She  was  looking  up  at  him  with  a  shy smile. Not that she had any reason to look so adorably innocent, with half of Stan’s  cock  in  her  mouth.  Sliding  her  head  up  and  down,  Stan  shuddered softly at the sensation. Her tongue lapped gently over the head of his cock as she withdrew. 

“Are you going to cum for me?” 

Stan  nodded  his  head,  aching  to  be  back  inside  her  mouth.  But  Kelly smiled shyly as she crawled up his body. The wind picked up, and the blinds parted, filling the room momentarily with sunlight. Kelly’s skin glowed and Stan suddenly realised he wasn’t dreaming. Right as she pushed his cock into her awaiting depths. 

“Oh fuck,” Stan groaned. 

“I love you  Stan,” Kelly gasped,  lifting her hips  before impaling herself fully on his cock. 

Stan  reached  up  and  took  Kelly  by  the  shoulders.  Pulling  her  down,  she smiled as he went for her mouth. They kissed firmly as Kelly rocked her hips. 

Not to be outdone, Stan thrust up inside her, matching each of her movements with  one  of  his  own.  The  soft  tap  of  their  hips  meeting  was  the  only  sound outside  heavy  breathing.  Stan  was  racing  towards  his  own  end,  as  Kelly’s pussy  drooled  heavily  over  his  cock.  She  was  breathing  hard  and  making small sounds of pleasure. 

Stan  felt  her  grab  his  wrist  before  she  pulled  his  hand  up  to  grab  her breast. He palmed the impossible softness as she adjusted her grip and forced

his hand to squeeze her flesh. It was too much for Stan as he tensed. 

“Yes!” Kelly groaned. “Do it! Cum in me!” 

Stan gasped as her pussy throbbed around him. He gripped Kelly tightly to him as she cried out into his shoulder. Without thinking, he bit firmly into her shoulder as he shuddered and came. The feeling of his teeth drove Kelly on as she bucked firmly, driving him to new heights as he filled her. 

Stan  and  Kelly  froze  as  they  stepped  into  the  dining  room.  All  four  of  their parents  were  sitting  quietly,  drinking  cups  of  coffee.  And  in  that  moment, Kelly’s hand trembled as Stan lost his ability to speak. 

“Good  morning,”  Stan’s  mother  smiled  thinly.  “Now  we’re  all  here,  I’ll bring out breakfast.” 

Stan and Kelly moved to the table and sat. It was… Extremely awkward. 

But their mothers prodded things along until the chatter started back up. Stan focused on the meal, to the exclusion of everyone else other than Kelly. He didn’t  have  any  regrets,  but  the  sounds  Kelly  made  in  bed  were  rather obvious.  With  a  sigh,  he  opened  his  skills  and  pondered.  His  level  three  in duelling now had a ‘(1/2)’ beside it. 

“Kelly, check your skills,” Stan mumbled. 

Kelly’s father snorted with laughter while the room stared at him. He took a  deep  breath  and  apologised  before  going  back  to  his  breakfast.  Kelly’s mother slapped him on the back of the head before giving Stan a wink and a smile. He realised they probably thought there was some kind of sex skill that he’d been working on and died a little inside. The last thing he wanted was either of their parents talking about their sex lives. 

“Thank  you  for  breakfast,  Mrs  Stein,”  Kelly  said,  standing  with  her empty plate. 

Stan watched her head out the back door before feeling four sets of eyes settle on him. He quietly scooped the last of his meal into his mouth before scampering  off  after  her.  Rushing  out  the  back  door,  he  was  just  in  time  to see  Kelly  toss  his  training  sword  over.  Catching  it,  Stan  held  up  his  hand before Kelly could rush in. 

“I think I should make it shorter,” Stan said. 

Kelly blinked, before nodding, “Alright, make it quick. I want to see how

much you’ve improved.” 

Stan nodded and led her into the shed where his father kept his tools. Stan didn’t know a lot, but he knew the very basics. Locking the straining sword into  the  bench  vice,  he  grabbed  a  wood  saw.  Using  his  forearm  to  measure where to cut so it was the same length as the dagger, Stan started cutting. It only took a few minutes before the clatter of wood rang out. 

“Grab a file, clean up that edge,” Stan’s father said, surprising them both. 

Stan looked over and saw where his father was pointing, before grabbing the  tool  he  needed.  Adjusting  the  sword  in  the  vice,  Stan  spent  a  few  extra minutes rounding the edge and making it look more comfortable. 

“Better,” the older man smiled. “Just a little effort now can save us from hassles later. Now you won’t get splinters.” 

“Didn’t think of that,” Stan mumbled. 

“Thank you Mr Stein,” Kelly smiled. 

“You’re welcome,” he grinned back. 

Stan  watched  him  leave  and  wondered  once  again  what  had  happened. 

His father wasn’t overly tall, but he wasn’t short like Stan was. He was also far bulkier, whereas Stan was scrawny in comparison. If not for their shared hair and eye colour, it would be a hard sell to prove parentage. But even so small, his father loved him all the same. 

“What?” Kelly asked softly. 

Stan  shot  her  a  smile.  “Just  thinking  how  lucky  I  am  to  have  such amazing parents.” 

Kelly  nodded.  “We  both  did.  Dad’s  always  liked  you,  and  mum’s  been egging me on to throw myself at you for years.” 

Stan  just  blushed  as  he  followed  Kelly  out  into  the  yard.  She  led  him across the lawn and Stan realised they had an audience. Kicking a clump of grass, he stumbled slightly, but caught himself before he face planted. But the awkward moment was exactly what Kelly was waiting for. Whirling around, the  practice  sword  was  aimed  at  his  face.  Stan’s  immediate  reaction  was  to drop, and the blade whirled past harmlessly. 

“Use the sword,” Kelly ordered. “You can’t dodge everything.” 

Stan  grit  his  teeth  and  readied  himself  for  her  second  blow.  She  didn’t telegraph,  simply  thrusting  straight  towards  him.  Stan  shifted  sideways without thinking and Kelly ripped her sword sideways to eviscerate him. Or at  least  it  would  have,  had  she  connected,  and  it  had  been  a  real  blade. 

Surprising  both  of  them,  Stan  raised  his  weapon,  deflecting  the  blade  at  the

last  moment.  With  a  grin,  Kelly  stepped  up  and  made  a  series  of  patterns. 

Stan tried his best to deflect each one as they went. More often than not, he was  successful  blocking  a  single  strike.  But  the  moment  he  did,  Kelly  did something  unexpected,  and  he  resorted  to  dodging.  It  was  slow,  dreary progress for the both of them. Kelly was annoyed at the slow rate of progress, while Stan just felt inadequate in front of her. 

“Create  an  opening,”  Kelly  said,  swinging  her  weapon  at  her  smaller opponent.  “You’re  small,  you’re  quick  and  I  can’t  hit  you.  Use  that  to  your advantage.” 

Stan  frowned  when  she  called  him  small,  but  it  was  simple  reality.  He took her words to heart, though, and tried testing things out. In an overhead slash,  Stan  would  have  simply  sidestepped  and  prepared  for  the  slash  that would follow. So this time she raised her hand to bring it down on his head. 

Stan shifted forward. Kelly grinned, realising he was trying. She slid one leg back  and  brought  the  overhead  blow  down,  regardless.  But  Stan  saw  her move, slipping under her arm at the last moment. He made a half-assed strike towards her ribs, but Kelly seemed to predict the movement and she deflected his strike before darting back. 

“You… You just tried to hit me.” Kelly frowned. 

Stan  realised  in  that  instant  and  dropped  the  sword.  “Oh,  oh  Kelly,  I’m so-” 

“Don’t  you  dare  apologise,”  she  snapped  crossly  at  him.  “This  is  what we’re training for.” 

“Kelly, I could have hurt you!” Stan shouted. 

She  just  smirked.  “Stan,  do  you  really  think  you’re  good  enough  to actually  hit  me?  I  know  you  weren’t  really  trying  just  then,  but  even  if  you did, I don’t think you would have landed.” 

“You two need different opponents,” Mr Blair called, as he stepped onto the lawn. 

“You think?” Kelly asked. 

He nodded, “Your skill levels are too wide, he’s obviously much better at dodging, and you’re much better at duelling. He’s overwhelmed by your skill and  is  dodging  to  compensate,  but  he  can’t  land  a  hit  on  you,  so  you  aren’t dodging.” 

“Faith, or Clarissa, can one of you take a few swings at Kelly?” He asked their  mothers.  “Keep  her  on  her  toes.  She’s  not  allowed  to  defend,  just dodge.” 

“Dad,” Kelly smiled nervously. 

He  waved  off  her  concern  as  both  their  mothers  rounded  on  Kelly.  Her mother,  Faith,  was  armed,  while  Stan’s  mother,  Clarissa,  accepted  Kelly’s with a smile. “You,” he pointed at Stan, “Will duel with me.” 

“W-what class a-are you?” Stan mumbled. 

“Soldier,  your  old  man  is  a  craftsman,  which  is  why  he’s  not  the  one standing here,” Mr Blair replied. 

Stan  nodded  and  raised  his  weapon.  Out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye,  Kelly yelped as she narrowly avoided a swing from her own mother, before Stan’s smacked her on the ass. 

“Don’t worry about them. They won’t hurt her,” Mr Blair said, stepping in.  “Concentrate  on  my  movements.  Most  people  you’re  going  to  find  out there  will  only  have  the  basics  down.”  He  readied  himself  with  a  practice sword that looked more like a club. “Swing,” he made an overhead chop that Stan found much easier to deflect. “Stab,” he thrust towards Stan, who only just managed to turn the attack. “And slash!” This time, Stan was ready as the horizontal blow came towards him. Deflecting the blow upward, Stan slipped under  the  larger  man’s  arm  as  he  did  with  Kelly.  Only  this  time,  he connected. 

Mr Blair stumbled back, holding the side of his ribs with a grimace. “That is why you shouldn’t be training with Kelly yet,” he grinned. 

Stan looked over at Kelly, who was staring at him with heat in her eyes. 

But that didn’t last as both their mothers rounded on her. 

“Think quick!” 

Stan  turned  back  to  Mr  Blair  and  deflected  the  overhead  swing  coming towards him. They traded blows for a few minutes as the big man grinned at him. They broke away and took a quick breather. “I think the level indicator is  just  a  level  of  comfort  more  than  anything,”  he  said  as  Stan’s  father brought them all water. 

“I’ll say,” Stan’s father grinned. “I’ve never used a wood plane before. It felt comfortable in my hand when I tried it out, but I still needed to practice how to actually use the thing.” 

Stan  nodded.  “That’s  an  interesting  observation.  I  wonder  how  far  that goes. Would some skills be useless to people who don’t know how to utilise them?” 

“Probably,” Mr Blair nodded. 

“I need to work out skill sheets then,” Stan sighed. “What else is there? 

Strength, constitution, ballet?” 

They  continued  practicing  for  the  rest  of  the  morning.  Stan  was  in  the unique position that they could disarm him with a lucky strike. But even with Mr  Blair  and  his  mother  both  ganging  up  on  him,  neither  could  strike  him. 

Kelly, on the other hand, while she could dodge most things she saw coming, she was brutally efficient with her sword in hand. 

As lunch time had rolled past, they broke to eat. Stan helped Kelly inside. 

She was frustrated and a little sore from her own training. Her natural agility was  enough  that  unless  her  opponents  got  around  to  her  back,  they  rarely landed a hit. So the primary target of their attacks had been her ass. 

“Here,” Stan’s mother appeared with a tub of aloe-cream. “I’d offer to rub it in, but I don’t think she’d appreciate the gesture.” 

Stan nodded before following Kelly into his room. He closed the door, as Kelly  slowly  shuffled  out  of  her  tights.  Stan  saw  the  welts  on  her  ass  and frowned. 

“Kelly, these-” 

“Were  necessary,”  she  winced.  “It  won’t  kill  me  or  do  anything permanent, but it was an excellent way to get me to concentrate.” 

Stan frowned as she gingerly laid over the edge of the bed. Kneeling on the  floor,  she  laid  her  top  half  on  the  bed  and  sighed.  Stan  just  blinked, staring at the red lace boylegs that were around her knees. 

“Cream first, then you can fuck me. Just be gentle.” 

Stan  trembled  slightly  before  stepping  up  behind  her.  Getting  to  his knees,  Stan  opened  the  tub.  The  cream  was  thin,  but  had  a  slight  cooling sensation  on  his  fingers.  Scooping  some  out,  Stan  put  down  the  tub  and rubbed it over both palms. Reaching for Kelly’s ass, she flinched as his hands brushed against the redness. But her flinch turned to a low moan as the cream went to work. 

“That’s so much better,” Kelly sighed. 

Stan smiled as his hands rubbed over the globes of her ass. She wiggled her hips slightly and Stan froze at the sight of her pussy. It gleamed between her legs, with a line of grool that slowly dripped down between her legs. 

“Stan?” Kelly called. 

Stan  shook  his  head  and  went  to  the  front  of  his  pants.  Kelly  heard  the movement and turned to look at him as he steered his cock into her pussy. 

“Oh fuck, Stan!” she whimpered. 

Holding her hips, Stan thrust his entire length inside her. Kelly trembled

in  place  as  he  fucked  her  firmly  from  behind.  He  watched  as  his  cock vanished inside her willing hole. Then he watched her labia gripping at him as  he  withdrew.  Shifting  upward  to  get  a  better  stroke,  Kelly  gasped.  Each thrust of his cock dragged along the front wall of her pussy. She loved riding his cock, but taking him from behind like this was driving her crazy. She was already getting close to cumming when Stan increased his pace. 

“Fuck, I love this pussy,” he growled. 

“It’s yours,” Kelly whimpered. “Please, just keep fucking me!” 

Stan grinned as she tilted her head down. He watched her hands claw at the sheets before she let out a muffled cry. Her pussy clamped down on his cock  as  her  orgasm  hit.  Stan,  remembering  her  request,  kept  fucking  her  as she  convulsed  beneath  him.  Right  now,  in  this  moment,  he  felt  powerful. 

Gone  was  the  small  boy,  scared  of  everything.  All  that  mattered  was  Kelly, who,  through  a  mouthful  of  blanket,  was  begging  and  pleading  for  him  to cum. Slamming his cock into her with all his might, all Kelly could do was whimper. His weight was on her hips and she was kneeling on the floor. She couldn’t close her legs, they were already closed. Rolling would be difficult with him holding her in place. There was no quick, rational way to escape the intense,  overwhelming  pleasure  of  Stan  fucking  his  massive  cock  into  her, over and over again. 

And she loved every moment. 

If  the  world  ended  at  that  exact  moment,  her  last  thoughts  would  have been mind altering ecstasy that would continue forever. But it wasn’t the end of the world. Her new life with Stan was just beginning, and he snarled as he hammered  his  cock  into  her.  Tightly  gripping  her  hips,  Stan  thrust  himself fully  inside  her  and  trembled.  She  felt  the  small  twitches  of  his  cock  and started cumming all over again. Stan must have appreciated her orgasm as he trembled  and  shook,  even  as  she  trembled  and  shook.  He  was  a  gentleman, though,  leaving  his  cock  buried  inside  her.  She  sighed  and  enjoyed  the sensation  of  cumming  around  the  rigid  form  of  his  cock.  When  her  spasms finally calmed, Stan withdrew and flopped onto the bed beside her. 

“Sex is good, huh?” She whispered. 

Stan nodded, before frowning, “Ummm.” 

Kelly smirked. “You just realised you’ve been cumming inside me, huh?” 

“Yeah…” Stan trailed off. 

Kelly giggled. “I’ve been getting the shot for a few years now. I’m due in a few weeks for the next one. You can cum inside me all you want.” 

Stan  felt  himself  getting  hard  before  there  was  a  firm  knock  on  the bedroom  door.  “If  you  two  are  done  fucking,  there’s  lunch!”  Stan’s  mother called. 

Stan  blushed  furiously  before  meeting  Kelly’s  equally  blushing expression. He rolled over and gave Kelly a quick cuddle before they both sat up.  Stan  tucked  himself  away  as  Kelly  made  sure  he  noticed  the  wet  mess between her legs as she pulled up her panties. Then, after changing her pants to something a little less likely to show a wet spot, they made their way out for lunch. 

“They got another master,” Mr Blair said as they stepped into the dining room. 

“What did they say about that?” Stan’s father asked. 

“Not  a  lot,”  Mr  Blair  sighed  as  he  nodded  to  Stan  and  Kelly  when  they came  in.  “All  that  got  was  footage  of  the  man  screaming  about  fascism  as they stuffed him into the back of a wagon.” 

Stan  glanced  at  Kelly,  who  looked  like  she’d  smelled  something unpleasant. “Did they say what he was a master of?” 

Mr  Blair  shook  his  head.  “Nah,  news  report  was  one  of  those  breaking news things. They didn’t have any details other than the video.” 

“So we don’t know if he attacked anyone, or if the authorities just came and got him, then…” Kelly mused. 

“Surely not?” Mrs Stein sighed. 

“Whole  world  is  full  of  people  with  sudden,  new  abilities,”  Stan  said softly, catching all their attention. “World militaries, seeking to exploit their strongest  resources.  World  leaders  trying  to  reassure  the  public.  I  mean, there’s  still  backlash  about  the  LGBT  community.  Now  there’s  people running around with potentially unstoppable skills and strengths.” 

“Oh fuck,” his father slumped back in the chair. 

They  all  sat  for  a  moment  before  Stan’s  mother  remembered  the sandwiches she made up. Placing the spread before them, they all sat down to eat.  Stan  felt  Kelly’s  hand  entwine  with  his  own  and  he  turned  to  see  her questioning  expression.  Blinking,  he  realised  what  she  wanted  to  know. 

Looking up his stats, sure enough, his duelling was now at level four with an

‘(0/4)’ beside it. He gave a small nod, and she smiled back before winking, so he knew it had worked for her as well. 

“Hey,  umm…”  Stan  broke  the  silence  as  he  reached  for  a  sandwich.  It was  lettuce  with  curried  egg.  A  favourite  of  his.  “Anyone  have  any  rapid

advancements in skills?” 

“We’re  married,  lover-boy,”  Mr  Blair  smirked,  sending  Kelly’s  and Stan’s faces red. 

“No,”  his  father  intervened,  giving  his  friend  a  quick  shove.  “I’m guessing your training with Kelly is going well?” 

Stan nodded. “Yeah, my duelling is much better now.” 

“My  dodge  is  too,”  Kelly  said  with  a  pout  that  made  both  their  mothers smirk. 

Stan  smiled  and  tried  not  to  blush.  If  he  remembered  correctly,  she  was now a level five in dodge. That in itself would be an enormous improvement. 

With  promises  to  continue  training  later,  Stan  fired  up  his  computer.  With Kelly  beside  him,  they  did  their  research.  While  the  government  went  into their  own  details,  Stan  was  confident  in  the  abilities  of  the  gaming community at large. He was able to find a website quickly. A ‘Grandmaster Hanson set it up.’ It was just what Stan was looking for. 

There were no real names, or at least, there weren’t supposed to be. Some listed their names anyway, Mr. ‘Samuel Carmichael the 3rd.’ But most went with  nicknames,  or  just  a  single  abbreviated  name.  And  each  and  every member listed their age, basic experiences and their skill lists. The list filtered out  any  that  were  level  one.  Those  didn’t  matter,  as  all  skills  were  at  least level one. The ones that mattered were two and up. 

Everything  was  listed,  from  smithing  to  sailing  and  even  things  like negotiation  and  diplomacy.  Some  people  clearly  had  careers,  like  a  ‘Bob’

who  worked  as  a  builder  and  had  a  construction  skill  of  four.  Bob  listed himself as almost forty, and Stan began looking through the stats. 

“What did you just realise?” Kelly asked, noting Stan’s sudden surge of activity. 

“An idea about how levels work,” Stan replied, finding more and more to support  his  theory.  “Look  here,”  he  said,  pointing  at  a  name.  “This  woman says she’s an Olympic weightlifter. She has a strength level of six. This guy,” 

he gestured to the next on the list, that he’d filtered for the stat. “Strength of five, and he lifts weights competitively.” 

Stan went through the list, finding different people with different levels of skill. He compared them to their age and experience, and it suddenly all made sense to a degree. 

“The  skills  are  linked,  like  life  experiences.  Just  about  everyone  in developed  nations  has  an  education  level  of  at  least  two.  That’s  elementary

and secondary schooling. Those that went to college all have at least a level three,” Stan grinned excitedly. “Look here, a doctor. After college, she went for  a  full  doctorate  and  she  says  her  medicine  skill  is  level  four.  And  this one,”  Stan  pointed  to  a  name  of  someone  who  says  they  authored  a  book about  theoretical  physics  in  their  sixties.  “This  person  says  their  education level  is  five.  It  looks  like  people  are  roughly  going  up  a  level  per  decade. 

Some  things  cross  over,  like  education  and  medicine.  Medicine  piggybacks off  education  to  get  a  boost,  before  continuing  on  its  own  level.  But Education comes up as well, as they’re still learning!” 

“Is that listed anywhere?” Kelly asked. 

Stan frowned before going to the attached forums and scanning through. 

If it was, nobody had mentioned it anywhere obvious. So he opened a ticket to the mods and wrote a detailed message about his theory and posted. It was only a moment later when one mod commented on his ticket, asking if they could post it publicly. Stan replied with his agreement and the mod sent back a  request  for  a  name.  Stan  thought  about  it  for  a  moment  and  replied  one word. ‘Dodge.’ The mod was silent for a few moments before thanking him. 

Flicking  back  to  the  main  page,  Stan  scrolled  through  the  names  before freezing as they saw one highlighted in red. 

“Master Baiter?” Kelly asked. 

Stan  frowned  and  clicked  on  their  name  before  growing  concerned. 

Master Baiter was apparently a man in his fifties. Most of his skills were in the two’s and three’s. All except one. His fishing was at ten. He was a master. 

“There’s a link,” Kelly whispered. 

Stan  glanced  over  and  clicked  it.  The  link  took  them  to  a  page  about  a fishing vessel that had vanished off the coast. Authorities stated his ship sank during  a  storm,  but  other  fishermen  were  disputing  the  claim,  saying  the weather  on  the  night  was  clear  according  to  their  own  equipment.  Clicking back, Stan saw the little red ‘M’ beside the name. Clicking on that, almost a dozen entries were listed. 

Four  were  red,  including  Master  Baiter’s,  and  when  Stan  checked  them, they were linked to news articles. The first was to the man Kelly’s father had spoken  about.  It  even  had  the  footage  of  his  screaming  about  fascism,  just like he’s said. Flicking back to the page, Stan saw he claimed he had a level ten in woodcutting. 

The next red name on the list was the incident they’d heard about prior. A young man claiming to be the Master of disarm, and the link to the livestream

of him being violently arrested. He fought hard and, true to his namesake; he disarmed most of the officers, grabbing him. But eventually the pop of a taser went off and through his screams, they got cuffs on him and hauled him off. 

The third red name took them to an older woman. She’d provided a photo for the page of her dressed as a succubus. She claimed to have a level ten in seduction. According to the link on her page, she was reported missing just a few days ago. 

Flicking  back  to  the  names,  Stan  was  about  to  start  checking  the  others when one turned red. Stan’s heart stopped as he clicked. It was a page for a young woman who listed her name as Polly. She was apparently the Master of  Singing.  There  were  two  links  on  her  page.  The  first  took  Stan  to  a recording  she  had  made.  Her  voice  within  the  confines  of  the  enormous cathedral  was  hauntingly  beautiful,  and  Stan  felt  Kelly  lean  against  him  as they listened. Eager to see the next, they went back and clicked the next link. 

Someone took this one on a shaky mobile phone. 

“HELP!” the familiar voice screamed. “Please help me!” 

“Quit struggling, you’re only making this worse-” 

“AAAAAIIIIIIIIIII!”  she  screamed  at  such  a  high  pitch  the  person  with the phone seemed to cringe. 

But  they  carried  on,  pointing  the  camera  down  a  dark  alleyway,  where two men in suits held the singer between them. The first slammed his fist into her head, silencing her as her head rocked back. 

“Hey!” the person with the phone yelled. 

The closest man in the suit turned and faced him. Stan froze, recognising him as the one who had come with Beth and who had found them in the park. 

The man didn’t pause for a second, raising a handgun. 

“Wait!” 

BANG! 

The camera clattered to the ground as the sounds of the holder gasping in pain were cut off with a second... 

BANG! 

“Livestream,  shit,”  the  familiar  voice  growled,  before  the  recording  cut off. 

“Oh my god,” Kelly whispered. 

“We can’t tell anyone,” Stan said. “Nobody, not even our parents.” 

“Stan, they’ll find out eventually,” she hissed. 

Stan tried to refute her, but his complaint died on his lips, even as another

green name turned red before his eyes. 

“We need a way to monitor things. Make it so we’re visible to the public. 

That  way,  people  will  notice  if  someone  tries  to  take  us,”  Stan  whispered. 

“We don’t need to be famous, just recognisable….” He glanced up at Kelly and saw the fear in her eyes. “We need to start a guild.” 

FIVE

S tan sighed for the fiftieth time that afternoon. 

“It’ll get better,” Kelly smiled as she walked beside him. 

Stan nodded, “It’s just so… Cliche.” 

“Yeah,” Kelly giggled. “What are the odds there was a little old woman who lost her cat?” 

“Searching  for  a  lost  pet  is  like  RPG  one-oh-one,”  Stan  grumbled.  “It’s basically a fundamental part of every game released since forever.” 

Kelly nodded. “It’ll be a good starting place.” 

“I know,” Stan grumbled. 

“What are you complaining about anyway?” Kelly asked as they reached the  next  light  post.  “You  said  it  yourself.  There’s  going  to  be  large  groups that’ll come in and jostle for the big jobs. So focussing on the smaller, more boring stuff they’ll reject will be our ‘in’” 

Stan nodded again as he put the poster up, before Kelly ran a strip of tape top and bottom. There were signs up left, right and centre about the various guilds  starting  up.  Posters  from  A4  all  the  way  up  to  billboards  with  flashy characters  and  artwork.  Each  of  them  advertising  services  from  theft prevention to personal bodyguards. There was even a subtle hint on one that they’d do discounts for paramilitary applications. 

Stan  had  just  walked  around  the  neighbourhood  and  knock  on  people’s doors. Most often, nobody needed a heavily armed unit to show up and guard against intruders. But he figured someone might pay them to watch the house while they went away for the weekend. Or in this case… Mrs Olga’s cat had been scared off a few days before, when a widowmaker branch came down in the night. Mr Fluffikins, the white Persian, hadn’t been seen in almost three

days, and she was extremely worried. So armed with a ream of paper, a roll of  tape  and  their  parents  raised  eyebrows  as  the  office  supplies  store  had viciously mugged them over the price of ink. They had a bunch of posters to put up around town. 

“It’s  kinda  funny  though,  right?”  Kelly  asked  as  they  started  walking again. 

Stan sighed and nodded his head. “It is. I just think I’m in denial.” 

Kelly snorted and shook her head. “Why?” 

Stan  walked  for  a  few  moments  before  shrugging.  “Every  time  I  played one  of  these  games,  I  was  always  the  hero.  I  was  big,  strong,  skilled,  and  I felt powerful.” 

“You’re a dork, you know that?” Kelly shook her head. “You’re the man I fell in love with. And you’re perfect, just the way you are.” 

Stan blushed furiously and stared at his feet. So he completely missed the plank of wood sticking out of the trash can he passed. The wood stuck him in the  side,  and  Stan  let  out  a  yelp  as  he  stumbled  and  fell  over  on  his  ass.  It wasn’t a hard fall and Stan was more embarrassed than hurt. 

“Are you okay?” Kelly asked, offering her hand while her lip trembled as she fought to laugh. 

Stan  sighed  and  reached  for  it  before  pausing.  Across  the  road,  in  an alleyway, was a familiar-looking cat. Kelly gripped his hand and pulled him upright before turning to see what he was looking at, and this time she really did laugh. 

“What are the odds?” She asked. 

Mr Fluffikins looked no worse for wear as he dug through the bin across the road. Stan just shook his head and waited for a gap in the traffic to cross. 

Stepping to the curb beside Kelly, they waited patiently as the traffic moved along. There was a red light a little way down and Stan waited for a gap to emerge.  It  was  none  too  soon.  Stan  crossed  the  road  as  Mr  Fluffikins  got  a move on. The fluffy white cat must have had a sixth sense for people wanting to get their hands on him as he trotted down the alleyway. 

Kelly giggled softly as they watched that fluffy tail take a left at the far end.  They  hurried  along  and  came  around  the  corner  to  an  odd  situation.  A group of three  familiar looking young  men, surrounding a  young woman.  It appeared they were playing piggy in the middle. She had a large stuffed bear they  were  tossing  between  themselves  as  she  desperately  tried  to  snatch  it away. 

“What the fuck, John?” Kelly snapped. 

Stan  jolted  at  the  sound  of  her  voice,  but  watched  as  John  Lennernan turned and took in the sight of them. He caught the bear and threw it towards one of his compatriots before swaggering over. 

“Kelly, hey. Long time no see,” he grinned, ignoring Stan completely. 

The  other  two  shot  him  smirks  as  they  continued  with  their  game.  Stan never learned their names, they acted as cronies for John and little else. The young  woman  was  of  Asian  descent.  Shoulder  length  black  hair,  extremely petite and even shorter than Stan, perhaps a hair over five feet tall. Her face was  twisted  as  she  sobbed  openly  while  the  two  six-foot-plus  footballers laughed softly and made animal noises. 

“What the hell are you doing?” Kelly demanded. 

“Awww,”  John  grinned  awkwardly.  “She’s…  My  cousin.  We’re  just having a game.” 

Stan,  knowing  he  was  being  ignored,  slipped  past  the  larger  bully  and towards the trio. The girl only had eyes for the bear as she finally slumped in the middle and watched. She crumbled inside as the men laughed and threw it over her head. The shorter of the two was closest to Stan, while the taller, and considerably larger, was opposite the girl. She just looked so broken by what was happening. 

Stan did not know where his courage was coming from. But as he came up behind the shorter man, Stan got ready, even with a stack of paper under one arm. They were throwing the bear closer to her, trying to bait the girl into lunging  for  it.  And  Stan  waited  for  the  taller  to  try  an  underhand  toss.  It passed  by  the  girl’s  face  by  bare  millimetres  and  had  she  been  expecting  it, she’d have caught it. Her eyes flicked up in hopelessness as she realised what had happened. And locked on Stan. As the shorter man held out his hands to catch the bear, Stan darted in, grabbing it mid flight. 

Before  the  two  guys  knew  what  was  happening,  He’d  closed  the  gap  to the  girl  and  shoved  the  bear  into  her  open  arms.  Her  twisted  expression flashed to a relieved smile as Stan gave it back to her. But she wasn’t out of the woods yet. 

“Run, now!” He snapped. 

The  girl  seemed  to  blink  for  a  moment,  before  taking  his  advice  and sprinting away before the two goons knew what had happened. 

“Hey,” the shorter one grunted. “You fucked with our game!” 

Their  raised  voices  and  the  sight  of  movement  as  the  girl  fled  caught

John’s  attention.  He  turned  on  the  spot  and  stared  at  Stan  in  disbelief.  So  it distracted him as Kelly drew her rapier. As the weapon came out, Stan felt a sudden urge and slid to the side. The shorter of the two guys literally fell on his  face  where  Stan  was  standing  a  moment  before.  He  couldn’t  help  but snort  a  laugh  as  the  guy  struggled  to  his  feet,  while  the  taller  of  the  two rushed  over,  winding  back  for  a  well  telegraphed  punch.  Stan  turned  as  the fist hurtled towards him, and as close as it came, he hit nothing but air. 

“FUCK!” John yelped. 

Stan  and  the  two  knuckleheads  turned  to  see  John  cradling  his  bleeding knuckles  while  a  knife  lay  on  the  ground.  Kelly  had  her  rapier  up  and  had clearly  done  some  non-lethal  damage.  John  turned  his  enraged  expression towards Stan. 

“Kill the pipsqueak, then help me fuck this bitch up!” 

Stan watched as the taller pulled another knife and stepped quickly back. 

The shorter, climbing to his feet, moved to help John, leaving Stan with only one  of  them  to  deal  with.  Pulling  his  sword,  Stan  ignored  the  smirk  on  the guy’s face. 

“You even know how to use that?” He asked. 

“Do you?” Stan retorted. 

The  guy  snarled  and  rushed  in,  swinging  wildly.  And…  Stan  couldn’t help  but  think  Kelly’s  dad  had  the  higher  duelling  level.  These  guys obviously  could  hold  their  weapons,  but  flicking  his  sword  across,  he deflected the blade with far too much ease. His opponent seemed to be in a state  of  disbelief  as  he  rounded  on  Stan  a  second  time.  This  time,  he  tried brute strength. Closing in, he drew back for a stab. But Stan just twisted and slipped  under  his  arm.  He  watched  the  sensitive,  unprotected  ribs  as  he moved  and  decided  against  outright  murder.  These  guys  needed  an  ass kicking, sure. Death, maybe not. 

“Fucking  hold  still!”  The  guy  yelled,  swiping  his  knife  at  Stan’s  eye level. 

Stan just leaned back as the blade passed by harmlessly, before casually poking him in the side with his sword. The intent wasn’t to cause a grievous injury. But Stan saw the wisdom in John’s bleeding knuckles. As the tall guy yelped  and  leaped  back,  Stan  pressed  on.  With  every  swing  of  the  guy’s knife,  he  deflected  or  dodged  with  ease.  Stan,  while  not  a  master,  was confident in his ability to duel. It just wasn’t a common skill to have in the modern era. Especially not in the early RPG days like this. 

Step  by  step,  Stan  pushed  his  larger  opponent  back.  Every  opening  he exploited. A slight cut here. A nick there. Within moments, his opponent was wide  eyed  as  he  bled  from  multiple  minor  injuries.  The  most  recent,  a shallow  cut  to  the  inside  of  his  elbow  that  made  it  painfully  distracting  to move his arm. 

“STAN!” Kelly yelled. 

He  felt  the  need  to  move  and  spun  before  leaning  back  as  John’s  knife swung  overhead.  Without  thinking,  Stan  lashed  out  and  his  sword  bit  into John’s  leg,  sending  the  jock  to  the  ground,  screaming.  Stan’s  original opponent took the opening to go for a lethal stab at Stan’s kidneys. But Stan continued with the spin, slicing deeply into his forearm as he overextended. 

His  opponent’s  blade  hit  the  ground  as  the  backstabbing  coward  howled  in pain. All the while, John gripped his bleeding leg wound, snarling. 

“FREEZE!” 

Stan  turned  and  saw  a  pair  of  familiar  faces.  First,  being  the  girl, clutching her teddy tightly to her chest. The second was the cop that helped him escape on day one. The man had his pistol raised in one hand while his palm rested on the pommel of a broadsword on his hip. Stan immediately put his  hands  up  and  stepped  away  from  his  two  bleeding  opponents.  Looking around,  he  was  happy  to  see  Kelly  in  a  similar  position,  as  the  short  one groaned from his position, face down on the ground. 

“Who was who, miss?” The cop asked. 

The  girl  pointed  to  everyone,  but  spoke  far  too  quietly  for  Stan  to  hear her. The cop seemed to struggle as well, but nodded his understanding as he seemed to lower his weapon slightly. 

“Disarm!” 

“Yes,  sir!”  Stan  called,  relieved  he  could  lower  his  arms  again.  The paperwork was heavy. 

Slowly lowering his sword, he slid it back into the sheath and unclipped it.  Stan  walked  to  Kelly,  who  was  closest  to  the  wall,  and  they  put  their swords together before backing off. John and the tall one simply tossed their knives aside, while the short one didn’t seem to want to move. So Stan went over and kicked the knife away from where he’d dropped it. 

The cop seemed to nod before he went over and started applying medical aid. A quick pair of bandages later, John and his two cronies were handcuffed on  one  side,  while  Stan  and  Kelly  sat  on  the  other.  The  cop  stood  between them as the girl spoke in hushed tones about what had happened. 

“Man, we need an ambulance!” The tall one complained. 

John  just  stared  at  Stan  and  Kelly  with  death  in  his  eyes.  The  third, judging by the black eye, broken nose, small cut over a lump on his head, and his inability to keep his eyes fixed in one place, probably had a concussion. 

“Look  kid,”  the  cop  sighed  as  he  paused  in  his  writing.  “Medical  is coming.  But  with  all  the  shit  going  on  these  days,  it  might  be  awhile, alright?” 

“I have rights!” he shot back. 

The cop nodded. “Yes, and one of them is to remain silent, remember?” 

“Shit,” he grumbled. 

The cop shook his head before nodding at the young woman. They both approached where Stan and Kelly waited quietly. 

“Aren’t you…” 

Stan nodded. “Yes, and thanks. I got home safe.” 

“For  what  good  it  did,”  the  cop  sighed.  “I’m  officer  McCrath,  and  this young woman has just finished explaining how you came to her rescue. How did you know she was in trouble?” 

“We didn’t,” Kelly frowned. “We were after a cat.” 

“Cat?” 

Stan  turned  over  the  stack  of  paperwork  in  his  arms  to  show  the  poster. 

“This one. By chance, we spotted him and followed him in here.” 

The  cop  frowned  for  a  moment.  “What  on  earth  are  you  two  doing wandering around town looking for a cat in these times?” 

“That’s  exactly  why  we’re  doing  it,”  Kelly  shot  back.  “All  these  guilds offer  protection,  security  and  big  things.  Nobody  wants  to  do  the  little  stuff like this.” 

“Alright,” the cop nodded. “Point taken. It’s just dangerous out here these days.” 

“You don’t say?” Stan mumbled softly. 

Officer  McCrath  might  not  have  heard  him,  but  Stan  spotted  the  girl smirk for a moment. 

“Right  so,  you’re  after  a  cat.  You  stumble  in,  these  guys,”  he  gestured over his shoulder at the goons. “They’ve stolen the little miss’s teddy. You,” 

he nods at Stan, “get it back. They go on the attack.” 

“That’s accurate,” Stan nodded. 

“I  saw  how  it  ended,”  McCrath  nodded  to  himself  as  he  made  a  note. 

“Alright, let me speak to the three musketeers, and I’ll let you know what’s

happening. You miss, are free to go. I have your details if we need anything else.” 

“Thank you,” she mumbled, before flashing Stan and Kelly a quick, shy smile. 

They  watched  her  run  away  with  quick  steps  as  McCrath  went  over  to John and his cronies. 

“She wants you to fuck her,” Kelly whispered. 

Stan inhaled so hard he choked and Officer McCrath turned to the sound of Stan coughing up a lung before going back to what he was doing. Getting himself  under  control,  Stan  heaved  in  a  lungful  of  air  before  glancing  at Kelly’s bemused expression. 

“Are you trying to kill me?” 

“No,” Kelly giggled. “But you might kill her, choking on that dick.” 

This time, as Stan coughed, McCrath turned and gave the pair of them an odd  look  before  going  back  to  whatever  it  was  he  was  saying  to  John.  Stan ended up standing and facing the wall while Kelly giggled beside him. 

“What are you doing?” Officer McCrath asked. 

Stan  sighed  and  turned  around,  but  just  shook  his  head.  “I’m  fine,  just trying to keep my mind elsewhere.” 

Kelly’s  giggle  didn’t  do  him  any  favours,  but  Officer  McCrath  had  an expression on his face that looked suspiciously like, ‘don’t want to know.’

“Alright,  well,  I  have  your  details.  The  information  we  got  from  the young  miss  says  you  acted  in  her  defence.  So  if  that  changes,  we’ll  be  in touch.” 

“We’re free to go?” Stan confirmed. 

Officer McCrath nodded, “Remember kid, I’m a defender. Even if the law was interested in investigating every minor scuffle that went on in town, and they’re not. Nobody’s going to prosecute you for coming to someone’s aid.” 

“Thank you Sir,” Kelly smiled. 

Stan  wished  him  well  as  he  turned  and  followed  Kelly  out  towards  the main  street.  The  whole  way,  he  could  feel  John’s  eyes  boring  holes  in  his back. 

“You didn’t see where Mr Fluffikins went, did you?” Kelly asked. 

Stan just groaned and shook his head. Part of him wanted to go back, but there was a fair commotion and he doubted the cat would have hung around. 

The  sound  of  a  siren  approaching  doubled  that  opinion  and  Stan  sighed, before shrugging. 

“Let’s do a lap of the block.” 

With Kelly at his side, they did just that. A big series of lefts as they went around,  before  Stan  sighed  and  started  for  the  nearest  light  pole  to  put  up another poster. 

“Excuse me,” a tiny voice said. 

“Oh,” Kelly smiled widely as she turned. 

Stan  was  a  moment  behind,  before  he  stood  there,  shocked  that  she  had gotten  so  close.  It  was  the  girl  they’d  rescued.  She  was  standing  there, hugging  her  teddy  tightly  to  her  chest,  while  Mr  Fluffikins  seemed  to  be rather content, despite being stuffed between her chest and the bear. 

“Oh wow,” Stan gaped for a moment. 

“I saw your posters,” she mumbled. 

“Thank  you  so  much!”  Kelly  grinned  and  stepped  up  to  the  girl,  who seemed  to  shrink  back  for  a  moment.  Kelly  spotted  it  and  froze  before continuing  in  a  much  gentler  tone.  “My  name  is  Kelly,  that’s  Stan,”  she gestured.  “We’re  starting  our  own  guild  and  finding  that  cat  was  our  first job.” 

“Oh,” she said nervously. “So… He’s not your cat?” 

Kelly  shook  her  head.  “No,  but  we’d  be  happy  to  split  the  reward  with you. It’s not a lot, but you did the hard work.” 

“What kind of reward?” She asked in a small, but hopeful, voice. 

“One-hundred dollars, and a signature on our official application for the guild. It’ll be split between the three of us. We need to show progress as an organisation before we can get officially recognised,” Kelly smiled. 

“I’m Miyu,” she introduced herself in a quiet voice. “Can I hold the cat?” 

edit here

“Sure,” Kelly smiled. 

Stan  couldn’t  believe  the  luck  of  the  situation.  First,  they’d  spotted  Mr Fluffikins, then they’d lost him, rescued Miyu, and then she showed up with the  cat!  Even  splitting  the  reward  wasn’t  an  issue.  And  it  was  only  the  first day.  They  walked  quickly  back  the  way  they  had  come.  Mrs  Olga  was  a street  over  from  where  Stan  and  Kelly  lived,  so  it  wasn’t  all  that  far.  The whole  way  they  went,  Kelly  tried  to  coax  Miyu  into  conversation.  But  she was  monosyllabic  in  most  of  her  answers.  Kelly  didn’t  seem  offended, though, understanding the young woman was more likely shy than unhappy. 

Stan,  on  the  other  hand,  just  hoped  she  was  okay.  He  had  an  odd suspicion something was wrong. But the one time she’d looked at him, their

eyes  had  met,  before  she  blushed  furiously.  She  had  stoutly  refused  to  look up from the ground since. Stan just couldn’t help but shake the small feeling he  had  that  something  was  wrong.  Not  with  her  specifically,  but  with  her situation, whatever that may be. But without her saying something, there was no way to find out if she needed help, without prying. And she didn’t seem keen on them prying. 

Mrs Olga's reaction as they knocked on her front door minutes later was ecstatic. Her small, hunched frame meant nothing as she crushed poor Miyu in a hug. Mr Fluffikins made it obvious he’d been enjoying his out-of-town experience as she smothered him in affection. She invited the three of them inside while she went to find her purse, not expecting them to retrieve him so quickly.  And  it  was  as  she  was  doing  so.  Her  phone  rang.  Mrs  Olga apologised as she took the call and quickly became quite worried. 

“Let  me  just  check,”  she  said,  stepping  into  the  lounge  where  the  three were waiting. “My daughter has fallen ill and I need to leave town for a few days.  I  know  it  isn’t  really  anything  worthy  of  a  guild.  But  my  nephew  is allergic to cats. Could I pay one of you to come by, feed my baby, and water the plants?” 

Stan just smiled. “That would be fine.” 

Kelly  took  out  her  phone  and,  with  the  aid  of  an  app,  created  a  quick document  to  sign.  Mrs  Olga  had  signed  one  already  for  her  cat.  They introduced the app as a simple way to keep a public record of guild business. 

Guilds weren’t the government. They did their business in the open, and Stan had jumped on the idea. The more public their lives were, the better. It was hard to make people disappear if they were well known. 

“Lovely,”  Mrs  Olga  smiled  as  she  used  her  finger  to  run  a  signature  on the page. Then she handed a small bundle of cash to Kelly. 

“Mrs Olga,” Kelly frowned. “We agreed on one-hundred dollars. You’ve provided one-hundred and fifty.” 

“Consider  it  a  bonus  for  finding  him  so  quickly,  and  agreeing  to  the second  job,”  the  old  woman  smiled  as  she  handed  Kelly  a  key  for  the  front door. “I’d offer a cup of tea for your trouble. But I really need to pack.” 

“Not to worry Mrs Olga,” Kelly smiled. 

“Thank you for the opportunity,” Stan nodded. 

Miyu said nothing, just giving Mr Fluffikins a pat as she followed them out the front door. As they stepped out, Kelly checked the time. They really only  had  a  couple  of  hours  until  they  were  expected  home  for  dinner.  She

turned to Miyu, who was looking nervous. 

“Miyu, we live nearby. Would you like a cup of tea, maybe something to eat?” 

Stan watched the flash of desperation in her eyes for just a brief moment before she went back to staring at the ground. “I don’t want to intrude.” 

Kelly  frowned.  “Miyu,  thank  you  for  your  help  today.  I  was  hoping  we could  talk  to  you  about  the  possibility  of  joining  our  guild.  But  in  the meantime, this is yours.” 

Miyu glanced up at the money being offered to her and she reached out slowly. Kelly let her take it, and Miyu looked like she was about to cry. Stan had  no  problems  with  Kelly  giving  Miyu  all  the  money.  He  just  wished  he knew what was wrong. Even as a stray tear rolled down her cheek. 

“Come on,” Kelly  said softly, taking  Miyu by the  arm. “You’re hungry, aren’t you? A bite to eat would do you some good.” 

Stan  wondered  at  her  words  before  following.  Kelly  steered  the  smaller woman around the block and straight towards Stan’s home. Only pausing as she  watched  workmen  in  her  old  home.  But  her  parents  were  still  at  Stan’s house, so she kept moving. Pulling the front door, the trio stepped inside. 

“Hey kids,” Stan’s mother called. “Who’s your friend?” 

“This is Miyu,” Kelly smiled as her parents waved as they moved into the kitchen. “She helped us out today, and we were hoping to recruit her.” 

“Oh lovely,” Stan’s mother smiled. “I’ve got just the thing.” 

She  placed  a  plate  of  cookies  on  the  table.  Stan  thanked  his  mother, taking one, as Kelly took a second. And only when Kelly nodded at Miyu did she  take  one  for  herself.  Stan  kept  an  eye  on  her,  as  she  seemed  to  want  to take large bites, but restrained herself to small nibbles. As they chatted, they spoke  to  Miyu  about  joining  up  with  them.  And  after  an  explanation  about minimum numbers, pay and an exchange of information, they settled it. What Stan,  Kelly,  and  their  parents  found  odd  was  when  Miyu  very  adamantly refused  to  stay  for  dinner.  She  was  quiet  and  passive  in  almost  every conversation  until  that  point.  So  they  quickly  accepted  it  when  she  firmly stated she needed to leave. And after a quick goodbye at the front door, Stan and Kelly headed back for the kitchen. 

“What’s going on next door?” Kelly asked. 

Her parents exchanged looks for a moment before her father smiled. “The times  are  changing,”  he  smiled  softly.  “Stan,  your  parents  have  agreed  this may  be  for  the  best.  We’re  moving  out.”  Stan  froze  as  Kelly’s  hand  found

his, but her father quickly backed down. “Not like that!” He waved his hands, seeing their immediate reactions. “We’re moving in here, with Stan’s parents. 

There’s enough room for us here and there’s safety in numbers for us older folks.” 

“So what, you’re selling the house?” Kelly asked. 

“No,” he shook his head. “We’re giving it to you.” 

“What?” Stan asked, not quite believing his ears. 

“Stan,” his mother chimed in. “You’re a grown man, with a wife,” -Kelly squeaked-  ”And  a  future  to  organise.  With  how  things  are  right  now,  your father  and  I,  along  with  Kelly’s  parents,  have  decided  that  we  should  all move into one place, and you can live next door.” 

“But…” Stan mumbled. “What if…” He tried to think of something, but only  came  up  with  a  blank.  He  turned  to  Kelly  as  she  stared  at  him  with  a sparkle in her eye. “W-would… Would y-you…” He stammered softly. 

“Are you going to ask me to be your wife?” Kelly asked. 

Stan froze as both their mothers made squealing noises. Then he nodded his head. “Please?” 

Kelly’s  lip  trembled  as  a  tear  rolled  down  her  cheek.  But  the  smile  that broke  out  over  her  face  made  her  answer  even  before  she  spoke  it.  “I  don’t know why I’m crying,” she sobbed. 

Stan  slipped  off  his  chair  and  got  to  his  knee  as  Kelly  smiled  and hiccupped. “Kelly, would you do the honour of making me the luckiest man on earth by becoming my wife?” 

“Mums, dads,” Kelly said, looking around the room at both their parents. 

“Please  forgive  the  sounds  that  are  about  to  come  from  my  husband’s bedroom.” 

Stan was still blushing as Kelly shoved him into the room. She was like a cat in heat as she slammed the door closed and rushed in. Stan had no time to prepare as Kelly physically lifted him and deposited him on the bed. Nor did he have a response as she started ripping his clothes off, literally in the case of his shirt. As the tattered remains of the garment hit the floor, Kelly kissed him viciously. Stan was so turned on it hurt as she trapped his cock between them. But only for a moment, as Kelly kicked off her pants. 

He  let  out  a  soft  groan  into  Kelly’s  mouth  as  she  grabbed  his  cock  and forced it into her wet pussy. Pulling away from the kiss, Stan gaped at her as she  sat  up.  Her  tall,  feminine  form  was  revealed  as  she  yanked  her  top  and bra off a moment later. Throwing herself back down on him, Kelly thrust her

hips back and forth, slamming her pussy up and down on his cock. 

“Husband,” she whined. “I want my husband to cum inside me.” 

Stan  groaned  as  she  stared  into  his  eyes.  Her  pussy  was  already trembling.  She  was  so  turned  on.  “I  had  no  idea  my  wife  could  conduct herself as such a slattern,” Stan grinned. 

Kelly just paused, “Did… You just call me a slut?” 

Stan’s grin shifted. “Ummm, if-” 

“Call me a slut,” Kelly groaned, rocking her hips. “Tell me how you own me.” 

Stan blinked as she stared down at him with wide eyes. “I own you,” Stan said as she bit her lip. “And your pussy.” Kelly blinked and smiled. “All of you,  mine,  and  I  don’t  share.”  Kelly  moaned  softly.  “You’re  nothing  but holes  for  me  to  slide  my  cock  into.”  Kelly  gasped  and  looked  terribly offended.  But  the  rapid  pooling  wetness  between  them,  as  well  as  the increase  in  pace  as  she  fucked  herself  against  him,  told  Stan  the  truth.  “I’m going to use you to boost my duelling level, then leave you somewhere to act as a depository until you provide me with children.” 

Kelly’s mouth dropped open as her pussy clenched hard. Her movements became jerky and uncoordinated. Stan shoved with his hips and tipped them over, so he was on top. Kelly just writhed slightly as Stan settled himself on top.  Wrapping  one  arm  around  her  shoulders,  and  the  other  supporting  her head, Stan forced her to look at him. Then he started thrusting his length into her as she came around him. 

“That’s a good girl,” Stan said, as his own orgasm rose. “You cum on my dick, like the good little slut you are.” 

“Stan-” 

“No,” Stan growled, forcing his cock into her with all his strength. “Don’t say my name. I want you to scream it as I cum inside you.” 

Kelly’s eyes rolled into the back of her head. It was surreal. She’d been the  strong  one  in  the  dynamic.  There  was  no  illusion  that  she  was  the dominant  one  in  her  relationship  with  Stan.  And  yet,  as  his  cock  slammed into her, and his words degraded her, she felt something boiling up inside her. 

The firm thrusts of his cock slamming up inside her suddenly increased until he bottomed out. Kelly felt a throb and realised he was cumming. His words about screaming flew through her mind, and she opened her mouth. 

“STAN!” 

SIX

S tan slowly came awake to the sight of an angel drooling on his shoulder. 

Literally.  The  corner  of  her  mouth  was  open  a  crack  and  there  was  a sticky  line  from  her  mouth  onto  Stan’s  shoulder  before  pooling  under his  armpit.  And  she  was  STILL  the  most  gorgeous  thing  he  had  ever  seen. 

Gently rolling, Stan tried his best to hold her steady, but she frowned before her  eyes  opened.  Stan  stared  at  her,  stuck  in  a  trance  as  Kelly  stared  right back. 

“Good m-” 

“I love you so much,” Stan interrupted softly. 

Kelly  smiled  widely  before  noticing  the  cold  patch  on  her  face.  Lifting her head, she turned and realised what it was. 

“I’m sorry,” she blushed, wiping his shoulder with her hand. 

Stan slowly shook his head. “Don’t be. I love everything about you, and that includes when you drool on me.” 

Kelly  snorted  and  dropped  her  face  into  the  crook  of  his  neck.  “You finally did it,” she murmured. 

Stan smiled and held her close. “Did what?” He asked, not knowing quite for sure what she was referring to. 

“You asked me to marry you,” Kelly mumbled. “I thought I’d have to ask you.” 

Stan  smiled  and  enjoyed  the  feeling  of  her  bare  skin  pressed  against  his own. The overwhelming love he had for Kelly could finally blossom. And he was  never  letting  her  go  again.  “Did  I  ruin  your  plans?”  He  laughed  softly, before freezing as her fingers traced up the length of his morning glory. 

“No… I was just making them.” 

KNOCK KNOCK

They both froze before Kelly removed her hand and slipped onto the bed beside  Stan.  Stan  gave  her  a  look,  but  she  looked  equally  grumpy  that  they had  been  interrupted.  So  he  dropped  the  verbal  jab  he  was  preparing  and turned to the door. 

“Stan? Kelly?” Stan’s mother called. 

“Yes?!” 

“That girl from yesterday is on the front porch.” 

Kelly slipped out of bed as Stan sat up. “We’ll be out in a moment.” 

He  heard  his  mother’s  footsteps  as  she  quickly  left,  and  Stan  got  to  his feet. Kelly was pulling on another of his hoodies and he froze, watching her pull  on  a  pair  of  pants  without  underwear.  She  flashed  him  a  wink  before tossing a shirt at him. A minute later, the two of them stepped out of Stan’s room.  Kelly  led  the  way  to  the  front  door  that  was  partially  open,  but  what they saw outside had them concerned. Miyu, in the same clothes as the day before, curled around her bear as she slept on the front steps. 

Kelly  stepped  around  the  prone  girl  and  quickly  got  to  her  knees.  She reached out to stroke Miyu’s hair, when the small girl snatched Kelly’s hand a  fraction  before  they  touched.  Miyu  let  out  a  squeak  before  sitting  upright and hiding her face in her teddy. 

“I’m sorry!” She squealed. 

Kelly  leaned  in  and  wrapped  Miyu  in  her  arms.  Miyu  broke  into  quiet sobs  as  Kelly  hushed  her  gently.  Stan  was  at  a  loss,  but  glanced  over  at  his mother, who was watching from across the room. She made a rubbing motion on her stomach, and Stan nodded in agreement. 

“Kelly, bring her inside. We could all do with some breakfast.” 

Miyu  hiccupped  softly,  but  stood  and  remained  docile  in  Kelly’s  arms. 

Stan  stepped  aside  as  Kelly  brought  her  in  and  they  went  right  into  the kitchen. Mrs Stein was making them all a coffee, including Kelly’s parents, who had joined them. 

“Good morning kids,” Mrs Blair smiled at the three of them. 

“Morning mum,” Kelly smiled. 

“Morning everyone,” Stan repeated. 

“Good morning,” Miyu softly squeaked through her teddy. 

Kelly  steered  her  into  a  seat  and  Stan  got  comfortable  while  his  mother made them all breakfast. Nothing special, just a big helping of porridge each. 

Stan ate at the bench while his parents, Kelly and Miyu, sat at the table. They

ate quickly and quietly, each enjoying the breakfast treat. With a little brown sugar,  it  was  perfect  to  start  the  day.  What  surprised  Stan  was  Miyu,  who went  around  and  not  only  collected  everyone’s  dishes,  but  she  insisted  on washing  them  all.  While  she  was  doing  so,  Kelly  sent  Stan  off  to  feed  Mr Fluffikins while she had a chat with Miyu. 

With a wave goodbye and a strange stare from Miyu, Stan made his way to  Mrs  Olga’s  house.  The  key  fit  smoothly  and  he  let  himself  in  as  Mr Fluffikins  jumped  down  from  the  kitchen  table.  Stan  made  his  way  into  the kitchen  and  spotted  a  cupboard  with  a  cat’s  paw  on  it.  On  the  bench  above was a note. Mr Fluffikins got biscuits and lactose free milk in the mornings and a sachet of wet food for the evenings. Stan nodded, realising they would need to visit twice a day. 

Mr  Fluffikins,  hearing  Stan  open  the  familiar  cupboard  door,  was suddenly  under  his  feet.  Stumbling  over  the  living,  fluffy  obstacle  course, Stan  found  Mr  Fluffikins’  bowls  and  filled  them  up.  He  then  took  a  tour  of the house to make sure all the doors and windows were locked and secured. If he was here, he may as well check everything over. It wouldn’t look good if someone robbed her, and he never realised. That or if Mr Fluffikins got out an open window in another bid for freedom. 

With the cat happy and content, Stan stepped outside and moved around the house. The garden at the front was rather simple, but the one in the back was  far  more  extravagant.  Stan  had  no  questions  about  why  Mrs.  Olga wanted  someone  to  water  them.  It  was  a  paradise  of  flowers,  beautifully arranged  bushes,  and  small  fruit  trees.  He  located  the  hose  quickly  enough and wheeled it out carefully. Then he started at the back and worked his way towards  the  house.  It  was  slow,  but  not  terribly  tedious.  The  smell  of  rain filled the air amongst all the wonderful plants. The insects came out and Stan admired a small pond where frogs croaked while he watered the surrounding plants. It was a beautiful way to start the day. 

So  it  was,  of  course,  when  he  heard  the  latch  on  the  side  gate,  that everything  went  wrong.  Stan  shut  off  the  hose  and  placed  it  on  the  ground before  heading  in  the  noise's  direction.  What  he  wasn’t  expecting  was  for there to be a rather large man strolling through the garden. In his right hand was a long-sword, and in his left was a large revolver. Stan froze at the sight of him and the man did the same. 

“Who are you?” He demanded. 

Stan frowned. “Who are you?” 

“Look,  kid,”  the  man  growled.  “I’m  not  being  paid  to  fuck  around.  Do you work for or know someone by the name of Stan Stein?” 

Stan took a deep breath. “I’m Stan.” 

The  man  frowned.  “Seriously?”  Stan  nodded  and  the  man  just  looked incredulous. “How the fuck did you take down Cory and Sid?” 

Stan blinked. “Sid, the archer?” 

The man nodded slowly. 

“Technically  Cory  killed  him.  He,  Sid,  and  another  guy  were  going  to rape my wife and make me watch.” 

The man sighed and nodded his head. “Look kid. I don’t know how you did it, and knowing your side of things, I’m real sorry to tell you. But you’ll be seeing your wife in the afterlife.” 

Stan  saw  the  gun  pulled  from  the  holster  and  reacted  as  the  round  tore through  the  air  at  eye  level.  Diving  to  one  side,  Stan  went  for  his  sword, before realising he’d forgotten it. The big man seemed stunned for a moment that he had missed, and that was all it took for Stan to move. 

“Hey!” He snapped. 

Stan ignored him as he ran through the garden. The big man gave chase, but didn’t have a clear shot. Stan hit the back fence and started awkwardly, trying  to  climb  over  it.  Despite  his  new  prowess  with  a  blade,  he  still  only had a strength and agility level of one and two. 

“Oh,  come  on,”  the  big  guy  said,  seeing  Stan  halfway  over  the  fence. 

“Give  up,  let  me  shoot  you  and  I’ll  make  it  quick.  Don’t  make  me  chase you.” 

“Bring it, big guy!” Stan snapped. 

Then he simply fell back. By miracle or design, his fall let him dodge the second shot as well. And while he impacted the ground behind the fence, he missed the large pointy rock poking up from the earth beside him. Rolling to his  feet,  Stan  got  up  and  started  running  as  a  third  round  whistled  past  his head. Mrs Olga’s house backed directly onto the park where Stan and Kelly had first gotten together. It didn’t take a genius to place trees between himself and  the  gunman.  But  that  wasn’t  lasting  long.  For  a  big  guy,  he  was  pretty quick. 

“Just  for  this!”  He  shouted  from  behind  Stan.  “I’m  gonna  break  your fucking legs first!” 

Stan  grit  his  teeth  and  surged  onward  as  a  branch  exploded  as  a  large calibre  round  slammed  into  it.  Twisting,  Stan  darted  through  a  gap  in  the

trees and found the path. There were several people who were staring at him in  shock.  They’d  clearly  heard  the  gunshot,  so  none  dared  move  as  Stan rushed towards home. With the big guy on his tail, Stan would have been a sitting  duck.  But  the  hitman,  or  whatever  he  was,  seemed  reluctant  to  shoot with witnesses. 

Stan  ran  down  his  street  towards  home.  There  were  several  vehicles parked awkwardly on the road with their doors open. “Kelly!” He yelled. 

As  he  passed  the  neighbours,  something  caught  his  eye.  Ducking  and rolling, he avoided whatever it was. But the man behind him didn’t. 

“What the f-URK!” 

Stand  sprung  to  his  feet  and  turned  around  as  he  heard  a  shrill  scream. 

Miyu…  She  perched  on  his  back  with  her  knees  on  his  shoulders.  She  was holding a thin wire wrapped around each hand and around the big guy’s neck. 

Though  he’d  got  his  hand  up  in  time  to  prevent  her  from  crushing  his windpipe. 

“Fuckin. Bitch!” He choked as he raised his gun. 

Miyu spotted it coming and screamed angrily as she yanked hard to one side. Stan flinched as he squeezed the trigger. But with Miyu controlling him, the  shot  went  easily  wide.  The  man  let  out  a  choked  sound  before  Stan watched the wires cut through his skin. Blood poured from a series of razor thin cuts from around the man’s neck and wist. 

“Stan!” 

His head snapped around as Kelly threw his sword at him. Reaching out with  both  hands,  Stan  caught  it  and  drew.  While  Miyu  kept  the  hitman’s attention, Stan rushed in, only to spot the revolver come up. Staring straight down the barrel, he watched it rotate to a solid, ‘CLICK.’ Stan knocked the barrel aside with the flat of his sword before driving the blade into the man’s gut. The man threw a kick that Stan dodged easily before slashing him across the  stomach.  He  doubled  over  and  Miyu  tumbled  forward  as  well.  Stan opened his arms as Miyu landed on top of him. She let out a startled squeak before twisting violently out of Stan’s grip. She still hadn’t released the wires and yanked them forward with a cute snarl. 

The man made a choked scream as his trapped arm came free. Stan’s face went  pale  as  he  spotted  the  severed  hand  fall  to  the  ground,  but  that  was  in stark  contrast  to  his  terrified  expression.  Miyu  looked  furious  as  she  gave  a last heave on the wires and the man stiffly collapsed. Stan watched the head roll onto the road before turning to look at Miyu, who suddenly looked like

she was going to cry. 

“Hey-” 

“I’m sorry!” She squeaked. 

“Sorry?” Stan asked. “Miyu, you’re amazing!” 

She blinked, before meeting his eyes for the first time. “Really?” 

“Really!” Kelly called, running to join them. 

“Kelly, where’s our parents?!” 

“They’re fine,” she reassured him. “Miyu and I took care of them. I was more worried about you. When I realised you didn’t have your sword, I was worried.” 

Stan sighed and turned to Miyu, who was trembling slightly as she looked at the blood on her hands. “Come on, let’s get you inside.” 

Miyu was catatonic as they brought her in. Stan’s parents, true to Kelly’s words, were unharmed. But that didn’t go for the half-dozen men laying face down  in  the  front  yard.  One  had  a  rifle,  the  rest  with  various  hand  to  hand weapons.  Each  and  every  one  had  vicious  wounds,  from  stabs,  to  cuts  to another  missing  their  entire  head.  Stan  just  blinked  at  the  raw  carnage  and took in the fact his parents didn’t have a speck of blood on any of them. As Stan brought Miyu inside, they could hear approaching sirens. 

“We’re going to be famous,” Kelly sighed. 

Stan nodded. “Not that… That’s a terribly bad thing.” 

“Use it,” Kelly nodded. 

Stan agreed. “This just got big quick. People are going to ask questions. 

So  let’s  capitalise  on  it.  That  girl  running  her  own  guild  started  like  this. 

Nobody would dare make her vanish.” 

“Vanish?” Miyu asked softly. 

Stan froze and looked at the small woman beside him. Glancing at Kelly, he  saw  the  faint  nod.  “We  think  someone  from  the  government  is  taking masters.  There’s  a  site  where  everyone  posts  their  stats  and  there're  links  to people who have said they’re masters. They’re all going missing and there’s footage of them being arrested without the media reporting on any crimes.” 

“Are...”  Miyu  squirmed  and  rubbed  her  hands  together.  “Are  you…

Masters?” 

“Duelling,” Kelly said. 

“Dodge,” Stan nodded. 

Miyu trembled slightly before bowing her head. “Assassination.” 

The three stood in shock as the sirens got louder and louder. And it was

Kelly who broke the silence. 

“Miyu, this changes nothing. But we should talk tonight.” 

She nodded before heading to the kitchen sink to wash her hands. 

“Kids!” Mr Blair called. “You better come out here!” 

Stan  sighed  as  Kelly  moved  off.  He  was  next,  with  Miyu  following straight after. 

“And  there  you  have  it,  folks.  Three  young  heroes  taking  on  the  mob!  If you’d  like  more  information  on  their  guild,  their  details  will  be  on  our website. I’m Sara Felton from Bleeding News.” 

Stan sighed as he looked away from the television. “That could have been worse.” 

Kelly shrugged as she snuggled against him. “It could have, but-” 

Her phone chimed. Picking it up, she checked it over before snorting and handing  it  to  Stan.  Stan  looked  at  the  email  displayed  from  an  elderly gentleman who lived two houses down from Mrs Olga, who wanted someone to  check  his  mail  daily  for  the  next  week.  Even  as  he  read  it,  her  phone chimed again. The notification bar read ‘Resume.’

“Well  shit,  this  worked  way  better  than  I  thought  it  would,”  Stan  said, giving Kelly back her phone. 

“Will it work, do you think?” Miyu asked. 

Stan glanced over at her. She was wearing one of Stan’s hoodies and little else. She’d pulled her knees up and pulled the hoodie over them so she was in her own little comfy cocoon. Kelly had been a little jealous of her doing so, but put the thought aside. Stan’s baggy hoodies were comfortable for her to wear. It wasn’t Miyu’s fault she was the one in a million person smaller than he was. Even if she’d never say that out loud. 

“It was that or hide,” Stan said. “If we hide, that might work for a time. 

But  then  you  risk  someone  finding  out.  But  right  now,  we’re  three  masters under  one  roof  and  we  took  down  an  entire  group  of  armed  men  single-handedly.” 

Kelly nodded. “We took them by surprise, though.” 

“Surprise  or  not,  we  still  came  out  on  top  with  no  injuries,”  Stan shrugged. 

They sat for a while as Stan glanced over at the clock on the wall. It was as  familiar  as  he  remembered,  but  it  all  felt  different  now.  This  wasn’t  his home  with  his  parents.  This  was  his  and  Kelly’s  home  and…  Miyu’s  for  at least the time being. She hadn’t wanted to admit it, but Kelly and Stan were certain  she  slept  on  their  porch.  The  address  she  gave  was  to  a  women’s shelter  and  from  the  reviews,  she  probably  got  locked  out  for  getting  back late.  She  had  cried  a  little  when  they  told  her  she  could  stay  with  them  and cried  a  little  more  when  she  saw  the  bed.  Kelly’s  phone  chimed  again, making them all laugh softly. 

She  checked  her  phone  and  let  out  a  small  sigh.  “I  think  we’re  going  to have to start hiring.” 

“What for?” 

“This is an elderly estate that wants a night patrol to come around. They said something about security being attacked and a burglary.” 

Stan frowned. “When do they want us to start?” 

“They want to meet in the morning.” 

Stan nodded before sighing. “Miyu, do you know where the lights are?” 

“Yes,” she replied softly. 

“Awesome. I think I’m going to head to bed.” 

“I’ll be along shortly,” Kelly smiled and shifted to let him up. 

Stan blew her a kiss before waving goodnight to Miyu and headed to the bedroom. It used to be Kelly’s parents, and it was still technically their bed. 

But the mattress and sheets were all new. The house had been trashed when the workmen came in, and most of their belongings had been loaded up and disposed  of.  Only  a  few  things  like  photo  albums,  and  Kelly’s  childhood stuffed otter had been kept. So it felt a little odd, but not uncomfortable, as he stepped  into  what  was  now  his  room.  Where  he  would  spend  his  time  with Kelly.  Sighing,  he  closed  the  door  behind  himself  and  stripped  to  his underwear, before crawling into bed. Pulling the blanket around himself, he was just in time to see Kelly step into the room. 

She pushed the door closed behind her, before shooting Stan a smile and posed sexily. “Oh, waiting for something?” 

“Only my beautiful wife,” he shot back. 

Kelly’s sexy pose drooped for a moment as she surged with a mixture of love and lust for her small husband. Unzipping Stan’s hoodie that she wore, it fell to the ground. She wasn’t wearing a bra, but kept her back to him as she bent and slipped her pants down her legs. Stan groaned seeing the silky black

boylegs  she  wore  beneath.  He’d  seen  images  of  women  in  g-strings,  but something about the way boylegs cupped a woman’s ass and hips really did it for him. He wouldn’t complain regardless of how beautiful Kelly was, but as she turned and strode towards him, he felt himself grow hard. Kelly paused at the  side  of  the  bed  and  wiggled  her  hips  as  she  pushed  them  down,  giving Stan a closeup view of her chest as she bent over. As she stood, she threw the blanket off before frowning fiercely. 

“Stan,  I  have  one  demand  as  a  wife.  If  you  get  in  this  bed  wearing underwear again, I will cut them all into pieces.” 

Stan  blinked  before  quickly  shuffling  out  of  his  underwear  and  tossed them aside. Now he was as naked as she was, Kelly climbed onto the bed and kissed  him  fiercely.  Stan  immediately  went  to  heaven.  Kissing  Kelly  was otherworldly  at  the  best  of  times.  The  scent  of  her  hair  and  skin  drove  him wild and the taste of her lips took him to places he’d never experienced. He let out a small grunt as her hand found his cock. 

“Mmm, No!” Stan pulled away. 

“What?” Kelly asked, suddenly looking unsure. 

Stan kissed her quickly. “You always make me feel good. I… I wanna try something.” 

“Stan what-” 

“Remember, slut, I own you!” Stan admonished her. 

She blushed and trembled in arousal. Which Stan was relieved to see as he pulled her over to straddle him. He slipped his arms between them before palming her ass and dragging her upwards. Kelly was confused at first, until Stan  started  sliding  down.  Her  eyes  went  wide,  and  she  giggled  when  she realised  what  he  was  about  to  do.  But  that  was  nothing  compared  to  the feeling of his hot breath right on her clit. 

“Beautiful,” Stan whispered. 

Kelly’s breath hitched as Stan slowly licked the outside of her labia. The second lick was firmer, and Stan pushed a little deeper. But he also knew she was too high. Wrapping his arms around her hips, Stan gave her a few pulls. 

Kelly  widened  her  stance  as  she  lowered  her  pussy  onto  his  face.  Stan moaned  softly  at  the  impossibly  warm  feeling  of  her  labia  on  his  lips.  The taste was slightly tart, and she had a scent that reminded him of nothing like fish. 

“Oh Stan,” Kelly whimpered. 

Stan  moaned  as  he  lapped  between  her  legs.  Her  flesh  parted  over  his

tongue and Stan traced out her inner labia as he built a mental map of what he was  doing.  Kelly  shifted  forward  and  gave  her  better  access  to  her  vagina. 

That  he  explored  eagerly  with  his  tongue,  sliding  it  as  deep  into  her  as  he could.  It  was  as  she  trembled  and  she  started  producing  more  lubricant  that Stan decided he quite enjoyed her taste. But it didn’t last long as she suddenly swung off him. 

“Kelly?” 

“I wanna do you as well,” she moaned. 

Turning  around,  Kelly  lowered  herself  clit  first  over  Stan’s  mouth.  He had  a  perfect  view  of  her  pale  white  ass  as  he  ran  his  tongue  over  her sensitive  flesh.  When  he  felt  her  hands  on  his  cock,  Stan  reached  up  and palmed Kelly’s firm cheeks. He admired how as he played, her labia opened and closed as he licked. The beautiful pink-red of her insides was delightful, and  Stan  remembered  somewhere  he’d  read  about  it  being  described  as  a flower.  And  he  couldn’t  help  but  appreciate  that  distinction.  The  hot  mouth that  closed  over  Stan’s  cock  made  him  gasp  momentarily.  And  purely  by chance,  he  closed  his  lips  over  Kelly’s  clit.  Kelly  moaned  softly,  and  the sensation  had  Stan  moaning,  too.  That  caused  them  both  to  moan,  and  Stan subconsciously began to suckle. 

The rolling ball of heat within Kelly exploded into waves of passion. She felt her pussy clenching over itself and regretted not having Stan’s hard cock inside  while  she  did  so.  But  the  gentle  suction  on  her  clit  was  perfect,  and those  same  vaginal  spasms  tugged  lightly  on  her  own  clit.  She  fell  limbless and slid Stan’s cock to the back of her throat under the force of gravity. She had  been  holding  her  breath  as  she  came  and  having  his  cock  blocking  her airways meant little. Right until she felt his cock pulse inside her mouth. 

Stan  didn’t  even  try  to  hold  back.  The  moment  he  saw  Kelly’s  pussy throb in front of his face, he was on the edge. When she slid his cock into the back of her mouth, it pushed him over. But as the first spurt of cum filled her mouth, she swallowed, and his length passed into her throat. With him buried to the hilt down Kelly’s throat, Stan lost himself in bliss. Cumming straight down  her  throat  was  the  most  intense  thing  he’d  ever  felt.  So  much  so  that when she suddenly pulled away, Stan gasped in relief. But it wouldn’t last as she  shuffled  forward,  pulling  her  clit  from  Stan’s  mouth.  He  never  got  the opportunity to ask what she was doing, as she swiftly impaled herself on his cock and leaned back as she rode him hard and fast. 

Miyu  locked  eyes  with  Kelly.  The  large,  confident  and  downright

gorgeous  woman  smiled  as  she  slipped  Stan’s  cock  inside  herself.  She  had put  aside  Teddy  where  he  was  safe,  but  Miyu  was  feeling  extra  naughty. 

Even after Kelly had spoken to her about it, she was still unsure of how she was going to feel. Right until she saw Kelly had, in fact, left the door open a crack.  She  hadn’t  been  sure  of  what  she  was  seeing  at  first.  At  least  until Kelly  turned  around  and  bent  over  to  suck  Stan’s  cock.  That  cock  looked huge  and  Miyu  felt  a  little  intimidated.  But  that  didn’t  stop  her  hand  from sneaking into her underwear. The plain cotton panties were the only type she had ever worn. They were soft, but Miyu wished she had some nice ones like Kelly wore. 

She bit the side of her finger as she lightly pinched her clit to hasten her own orgasm. Kelly was beautiful and Miyu’s eyes were locked on the point she saw Stan’s cock vanish inside her. It was shameful. Lewd. Wrong. And yet, Miyu flinched and gasped as she slowly worked a pair of fingers inside herself.  With  one  hand,  she  rubbed  circles  over  her  clit.  Kelly,  seeing  the action,  mimicked  her  and  Miyu  felt  her  lust  increase.  With  her  other  hand, she  probed  at  her  own  pussy  with  a  pair  of  fingers.  She  felt  so  dirty  as  her pussy leaked all over her hand. Her clit throbbed gently and Miyu got ready for the onslaught of pleasure she sought after. In the shelter, there were other women  around.  And  while  she  knew  they  touched  themselves,  she  had refrained. 

So  watching  these  two  gorgeous,  wonderful  people  pleasure  each  other. 

Miyu’s legs trembled as she felt the heat rise. Kelly let out a loud cry as her body  shuddered  and  Miyu  collapsed.  When  her  ass  hit  the  floor  in  her pleasure filled delirium, her fingers were forced up inside herself. The sudden pinch  and  stretch  of  being  invaded,  even  by  her  own  fingers,  had  Miyu convulsing. She felt her own pussy squeezing her fingers, and Miyu silently screamed as she squirted all over the floor. 

Leaning  forward  to  relieve  the  pressure  on  her  g-spot,  Kelly  grinned  at the sight through the gap in the door. Miyu’s fingers buried inside herself as her  hips  twitched  and  jerked.  The  reflection  on  the  floor  made  Kelly  grin when she spotted the small squirts of fluid jetting out between her fingers. 

“Keep going, slut, I haven’t cum inside you yet.” 

Kelly  shuddered  as  she  felt  him  twitch  inside  her.  “Yes,  husband,”  she grinned and rocked back and forth. As sensitive as she was, she wanted that cum. 

SEVEN

S tan woke to the now familiar sight of Kelly drooling on his shoulder. 

But that wasn’t the only thing he noticed. Sniffing softly, Stan swore he could  smell  bacon.  As  gently  as  possible,  Stan  rolled  towards  Kelly, who,  just  like  the  morning  before,  frowned  cutely.  But  as  her  eyes  flicked open, Stan pressed his lips into hers. She smiled and let out a cute moan of delight, before pulling away and wiping her mouth of the drool. 

“Don’t you dare apologise,” Stan growled. 

Kelly  smirked  and  nodded  her  head  before  she  sniffed  the  air.  “That smells good.” 

“I don’t know if it’s mum or Miyu,” Stan commented. 

Kelly  pursed  her  lips  for  a  moment.  “If  it  was  your  mum,  she’d  have woken us to go back next door for it.” 

And just when they weren’t expecting it, there was a small polite knock on their bedroom door. “Breakfast!” Miyu called. 

“Thanks!” Kelly called back. 

“That answers that then,” Stan smiled and collected another kiss. 

They  dressed  quickly  before  heading  out  to  the  dining  room.  Sure enough,  Miyu  was  ready  and  waiting  for  them.  She  was  wearing  Stan’s hoodie again as a dress, but had an apron tied on over the top. Teddy was set on  the  bench  where  he  could  watch  and  Miyu  was  plating  up  bacon  beside some tasty-looking omelettes. 

“I hope this is okay,” she smiled nervously. 

“It’s  perfect,”  Kelly  grinned  and  skipped  across  the  room  to  give  the smaller woman a hug. “But we don’t expect you to cook for us.” 

“It’s  fine,”  Miyu  blushed,  unable  to  return  the  hug  with  her  hands  full. 

“I’m  an  early  riser  and  it’s  been  a  long  time  since  I’ve  been  able  to  use  a kitchen.” 

“Alright,” Kelly nodded, pulling away. “We’ll talk about it later. I think for now, we should eat and go see that retirement village.” 

Stan  nodded  before  taking  a  seat.  Kelly  joined  him  a  moment  later  as Miyu  set  the  table  and  sat  down  with  her  own.  Stan’s  first  impression. 

Heaven.  There  was  nothing  wrong  with  his  mother’s  cooking,  but  Miyu’s was on a whole other level… Which…

“Miyu, is cooking a skill?” 

“Level five,” she mumbled. 

Stan nodded and caught Kelly’s eye. “Miyu, do you really want to join us then? With a level five in cooking, I’m sure you could get a job in just about any restaurant in town.” 

Miyu froze for a second, “Do… Do you not want… me?” 

“We’re  not  pushing  you  into  any  situation  you  don’t  want,”  Kelly  said quickly.  “We’d  love  to  have  you  join  our  guild.  And  even  if  you  didn’t, you’re  still  welcome  to  stay  here.  I  don’t  want  you  going  back  to  that shelter.” 

Miyu’s  lower  lip  trembled  for  a  moment  before  she  took  a  mouthful  of omelette. She closed her eyes as she chewed and swallowed before smiling as a  collection  of  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks.  “If  I  can  cook  for  you  all,  I’d like to stay as part of the guild.” 

Stan  nodded,  “We’d  love  to  have  you,”  before  pausing  as  he  noticed Kelly’s relieved sigh. 

At  the  end  of  their  meal,  Kelly  diverted  Miyu  away  from  the  dishes  so they could find her something to wear, while Stan scrubbed up instead. There really wasn’t a lot, as Miyu had cleaned as she had cooked. It really was just the pan and the dishes they used for the meal itself. Needless to say, he was finished well before Kelly and Miyu were back. So he made up some travel coffees. 

“Thank you, Stan,” Kelly said, dashing into the kitchen for her mug with their swords gripped in hand. 

Stan  gave  her  a  grin  as  she  pressed  her  lips  to  his  own  and  froze  at  the sight of Miyu. She was wearing a pair of Kelly’s one size fits all tights under a short skirt. The top she wore had long sleeves, but was loose enough it had crept down her shoulder a little. And despite her obvious discomfort at what she wore, she had that perfect ‘girl-next-door’ look going on. 

“What do you think?” Kelly asked. 

Stan flinched, realising she had caught him. He glanced up at Kelly and saw  no  hostility…  Just  a  playful  smile.  Turning  back  to  Miyu,  who  was staring at the floor, Stan smiled. “You look great. But maybe we should get some uniforms or something?” 

“Worry about that later,” Kelly sighed. “Maybe we can look into it when we get paid from this next job?” 

Stan  nodded  in  agreement.  “Alright  ladies.  Let’s  head  on  over  and  feed Mr Fluffikins on the way.” 

Mr  Fluffikins  was  his  usual  self  when  they  arrived.  Miyu  took  over immediately, while Kelly looked over any property damage and Stan watered the plants. In the end, they got off surprisingly easy. Other than a few scuffs on some stones from the big guy taking shortcuts, there was remarkably little damage except a bullet hole in the back fence. With the plants taken care of and Miyu waving goodbye to the affectionate Mr Fluffikins, they made their way to the retirement village. 

“Should we stop and see that other guy?” Stan asked. 

Kelly nodded. “Yeah, we’ll swing in on the way home.” 

Miyu  just  nodded  her  head  quietly,  teddy  clutched  to  her  chest.  Stan wondered at the situation she must have been in to end up a master assassin. 

The quiet, unassuming, overly polite girl was living in a women’s shelter. So that  meant  she  had  quite  the  backstory,  if  she  were  ever  willing  to  divest herself of it. Stan just hoped she stuck around. Ignoring the lizard brain part of him that took over whenever he saw Kelly naked, he found Miyu a delight to speak to. She was intelligent, articulate, and had good ideas when lightly pressed. 

They continued chatting as they approached the retirement village. It was a fenced in community called, ‘All Hallowed Retirement.’ Kelly led the way in  with  Miyu  in  the  rear.  She  grabbed  the  front  door  and  pulled  it  open  as Stan went inside and froze. 

There  was  a  young  man  with  a  balaclava  over  his  head,  holding  a crowbar.  The  receptionist  was  cowering  on  the  floor  with  an  obvious  head wound and there were the sounds of someone destroying things in the room beyond. The man in the balaclava turned and frowned at the three of them. 

“Hey, aren’t you?-” 

“Get him!” Kelly snapped. 

Stan yanked his sword free and rushed in. The man’s eyes went wide as

he stepped back, tripping over the poor woman on the ground. He went down hard with a yell. Stan leaped over them both, knowing Kelly or Miyu could take care of one guy already on his ass. Rushing through an open door in the back, there were three more figures in balaclavas. Also in the room were two more office workers. An elderly couple, both looked tousled but unharmed as the leader of the trio lifted a gun to Stan. 

“Wrong move, kid,” he said. 

Stan  ducked  and  ran  towards  the  closest  thug  as  the  gun  went  off.  The shot was loud and rang his ears, but it did the same to his opponents as well. 

The  first  man  he  approached  had  dropped  his  weapon,  a  large  machete,  in order  to  rummage  through  a  filing  cabinet.  He  had  an  open  bag  beside  him filled with cash, a few jewels and what looked like various financial records. 

No doubt to help steal identities and empty bank accounts at a later date. He managed  little  more  than  to  raise  his  hands  before  Stan  slammed  his  sword into  the  thug’s  side.  Unfortunately,  the  leader  wasn’t  the  loyal  type.  The second  shot  took  his  own  ally  in  the  back  and  the  man’s  pained  cry  turned into a choking splutter as the bullet tore through a lung. 

The  second  thug  chose  that  moment  to  rush  in.  He  had  a  large  bat  and Stan leaped back, yanking his sword free in the same motion. The bat wielder swung wide, and Stan found it ridiculously easy to duck under it. Now, a bat is  a  solid  weapon,  same  as  an  axe  or  any  other  blunt  instrument.  The problems occurred when you weren’t skilled enough to use it, or you used it against someone with enough skill to say… Dodge. All that mass meant there was a lot of energy and it forced the man to wrestle with the momentum of the bat. Stan, seeing the opening, slashed him across the middle, opening his guts  to  the  air.  As  the  thug’s  eyes  went  wide  in  pain,  Stan  leaped  aside, dodging a third blast of the leader’s handgun. 

“Stan!” Kelly cried. 

Stan  watched  the  leader  change  targets,  and  his  heart  leaped  into  his chest.  Kelly  stood  in  the  doorway,  pointing  at  the  leader  as  he  brought  the gun around. Stan saw Kelly and knew for certain that she wasn’t going to get out of the way in time. His only choice, the only thing he could think of, was to  throw  himself  in  harm’s  way.  Turning,  Stan  burst  into  motion,  right  as Miyu  leaped  up  from  behind  the  leader,  razor  wire  in  hand.  Stan  threw himself in from of Kelly with his arms out wide. He blocked the man’s shot, even as Miyu ripped the wire across his neck. The thug’s head yanked to one side as his flesh split open and he fired. 

Stan  blinked  as  a  line  of  heat  tore  across  his  cheek.  Kelly  screamed behind him, and Stan watched as Miyu took her target to the ground with a ferocious  snarl  of  her  own.  A  powerful  hand  slammed  into  his  shoulder before  ripping  him  around.  Kelly  grabbed  his  face  and  turned  his  cheek before one word escaped her lips. 

“Why?” 

“Because I love you more than life itself.” 

Kelly’s  lip  quivered,  and  she  nodded  her  head  before  turning  her  head. 

She  ignored  the  sounds  of  wet  gasping  and  Miyu’s  growling,  even  as  the older couple tried to look anywhere but at the ground while Miyu dealt with the gunman. 

“Medkit?” 

The  old  man  blinked  for  a  moment.  “Thought  that  door.”  he  pointed  to one side. 

Kelly released Stan and stalked off, returning a moment later with a red bag. She took Stan by the arm and shoved him into a chair. 

“Is he okay?” Miyu asked. 

Kelly nodded. “Just a cut.” 

Stan  hissed  as  Kelly  applied  an  antiseptic,  but  held  still  when  she narrowed her eyes at him. Miyu slipped past into the room where Kelly had retrieved the bag, and the sound of her washing her hands filled the room. 

“Should we call the police?” The old man asked. 

“Yes,” Kelly replied. “And were these the ones robbing people?” 

“Wait, you’re the ones we emailed?” 

Kelly  nodded  before  turning  back  to  apply  a  small  bandage  to  Stan’s cheek. “Yes, we were coming in this morning to discuss what you needed.” 

The old couple stared in shock for a moment before nodding. “Is Bellinda okay?” 

“I’m fine, dad!” the receptionist called from the front room. “The police are on the way.” 

The  old  man  sighed  in  visible  relief  as  the  woman  did  the  same.  Stan hadn’t realised it was a family run business, and he was very much relieved that they arrived when they did. 

“No,” the older woman shook her head in disbelief. “No, this group was new, we… We might need better security.” 

Stan nodded slowly. But it was Kelly who took out her phone. “I suppose we can start on recruitment, then. Where to start?...” 

“Do you need help?” The receptionist, Bellinda, asked, stepping into the room. “The guy you knocked out isn’t going anywhere.” 

Stan  took  in  the  sight  of  her.  She  was  a  little  older  than  he  was,  maybe late  twenties.  She  was  average  height,  making  her  a  little  taller  than  Stan, with her blonde hair done up in a bun. With her spectacles and smart-casual suit, she definitely had the sexy secretary look going on. 

Stan  was  about  to  open  his  mouth  to  let  them  know  he  could  handle  it himself  when  Bellinda  continued.  “If  you  want  to  hang  around  for  a  while after the police are done, I’ll give you a hand making some calls.” 

“In  the  meantime,”  the  older  gentleman  said,  stepping  up,  offering  his hand for Stan to shake. “You can call me Merve, and this is my wife, Liz.” 

“Thank you for coming to our rescue,” Liz smiled and gave each of them a hug after they shook hands with Merve. 

“Bellinda,” Kelly called. “Come over, let me take a look at that.” 

She  had  been  trying  to  conceal  it,  but  the  cut  on  her  head  from  the  first thug’s  crowbar  was  obvious  when  she  turned  it  towards  her  parents.  Liz gasped as Merve snarled and stormed off into the front room. Stan chose not to follow when he heard the sounds of muffled squealing and heavy thumps that  went  on  for  a  few  minutes.  When  Merve  finally  returned,  it  was  in  the company of several officers who froze at the sight of Stan, Kelly and Miyu. 

“Hey, aren’t you?…” 

Stan  nodded  as  Kelly  giggled.  “The  guy  in  the  front  asked  the  same thing.” 

The  officer  frowned.  “This  is  the  third  incident  we’ve  had  with  you involved.” 

“Then  do  your  jobs  better,”  Liz  snapped  at  the  officer.  “We’ve  been ringing  you  every  three  days  for  weeks  and  it  takes  hours  for  someone  to show up. I emailed them yesterday, and they rescued us this morning!” 

The  officer  took  a  step  back  under  the  woman’s  tirade  and  held  up  his hands, “Sorry, lady, I don’t know anything about that.” 

“EXACTLY!” she yelled. “Which is why I want you to do whatever it is you want to do and leave. If the police aren’t interested in protecting people, we’ll employ others who will!” 

Stan,  Kelly  and  Miyu  sat  quietly  while  the  two  officers  took  statements from  everyone.  They  answered  questions  politely,  elaborating  where necessary.  While  this  went  on,  other  officers  moved  in,  cuffing  the  living thug  from  the  front  room,  before  having  him  taken  away  in  an  ambulance. 

The other three were not so lucky. Stabbed and shot died of rapid blood loss and  trauma.  Stomach  eviscerated  suffered  a  massive  heart  attack  and  died shortly after. While the leader… Well, when razor wire is used to cut most of the way through the spinal column, starting at the front of the throat, there’s not much left keeping them alive. Stan still wasn’t sure how she could cause that  sort  of  damage  without  cutting  her  own  hands,  but  he  wasn’t  about  to question her skills or abilities. Nobody had even seen her enter the room, let alone sneak around behind the guy. 

“Right,” the officer sighed. “I guess we’ll be in touch then.” 

He didn’t wait for a response, before gesturing to his partner and they left without another word. 

“Entire world’s gone to shit,” Liz muttered. 

Stan wanted to agree, but he spotted Kelly out of the corner of his eye as she  chatted  with  Bellinda,  and  put  the  thought  immediately  from  his  mind. 

Not in a million years would he give up his wife. 

“Right,” Merve nodded. “So, do you want to quote us a fee, or will it be an hourly thing?” 

Stan  blinked  for  a  moment,  before  realising  Merve  was  addressing  him directly. “I ah… We use an app for guild business. Everything is transparent and  over  the  table.  We  take  cash,  electronic  transfer  or  even  barter  in  some cases.  We  just  write  up  a  little  contract,  state  what’s  needed,  what  you’re paying us and we both sign off.” 

Stan  was  stunned  as  they  stepped  out  of  the  office  and  into  the  midday sunlight. Their security was staying on to act as a deterrent. But now, instead of  calling  the  police  when  there  was  a  problem,  they  would  contact  Stan. 

Initial  callout  fee  was  three-hundred  dollars  for  three  to  attend  for  an  hour, with  half  that  for  every  hour  after.  All  in  all,  a  decent  contract.  As  the  trio stepped out onto the curb, there was a familiar, smiling woman. 

“Stan,  Kelly,  Miyu,  I  see  you’re  making  a  name  for  yourselves,”  Sara Felton smiled from beside her camera mounted on a tripod. 

“Are you stalking us?” Kelly asked. 

Sara snorted and shook her head. “No, I’ve a police scanner in my car and was nearby. It was so close to the last incident, I figured I’d act on my hunch. 

Worst  case,  two  incidents  in  one  area  could  mean  something.  Best  case,  I spot you three again.” 

Stan  nodded  along.  It  made  sense.  “I  suppose  you  want  to  know  what happened?” 

“Please?” Sara asked, holding her hand over to the camera. 

Stan  appreciated  she  hadn’t  been  filming.  He’d  seen  the  paparazzi  and how they got in people’s faces. Seeing her act with restraint was something he approved, and with Kelly’s and Miyu’s nods, they seemed to as well. 

The  interview  only  lasted  ten  minutes.  Stan  and  Kelly  took  turns explaining  what  had  happened,  minus  the  gory  details.  Miyu  blushed furiously  as  they  heaped  praise  on  her  for  taking  down  the  ringleader,  and Sara began to wrap things up. 

“So,  now  that  you’ve  saved  three  innocent  lives,”  she  talked  them  up. 

“Where are you heading now?” 

“We’ve a new client in the area who needs a small job done,” Stan said, giving Sara a smile. 

“Oh?”  Sara  grinned,  thinking  she  was  onto  something.  “Something secretive?” 

Kelly shook her head, “No, just organising for someone to walk over and check an old man’s mail for a week.” 

Sara seemed to pause and frown for a moment. “Forgive me, but you took on  gang  members  yesterday.  Today  you  rescued  three  people,  and  now you’re walking around collecting mail?” 

“The  police  are  busy  running  around  tackling  drug  dens  and  organised crime,”  Stan  said  evenly.  “The  larger  guilds  are  acting  like  private  militias, taking  on  major  security  contracts.  Despite  the  situation’s  we’ve  found ourselves  in,  we’re  out  to  cater  to  the  little  guys.  Our  first  client  really  was someone with a lost cat. Which is for the best really. We don’t have a car yet, so staying local is in everyone’s best interests.” 

Sara  blinked,  before  smiling  widely.  “Well  ladies  and  gentlemen,  the peoples’ champions details will be on our website. This is Sara Felton from Bleeding News.” 

She smiled before reaching for her camera and switching it off. Then she turned to the trio. “Thank you. You’ve been great.” 

“Peoples’ Champions?” Stan asked. 

Sara shrugged. “It’s catchy, and tell me I’m wrong.” 

Stan opened his mouth, but felt Kelly touch his arm instead. “Sara, what do you think the next few months will be like?” 

She frowned for a moment and nodded her head. “I think that either I’m going to be reporting your deaths within the next two weeks. Or I’ll be one of the many paparazzi trying to borrow a moment of your time.” 

“What  is  your  opinion  of  the  various  masters  that  have  gone  missing  or been arrested over the last few weeks?” Kelly asked. 

Sara  frowned  immediately.  “Officially,  I’m  not  supposed  to  talk  about that.” 

“And  if  someone  wished  to  remain  viewed  in  a  favourable  light  within the media, in return for exclusivity?” Stan asked softly. 

Sara  blinked  for  a  moment.  “Well,  should  this  individual,  or  individuals as the case may be, wish to make it harder to make go away? Then finding a like-minded  news  reporter,  amenable  to  their  cause,  would  probably  be  to their benefit.” 

“And are you amenable to our cause?” Kelly asked. 

Sara  took  a  deep  breath  and  smiled.  “Keep  it  up,  kids.  I’m  rooting  for you.” 

With  practiced  ease,  Sara  collapsed  her  equipment  and  got  it  stowed, before giving them a toot as she drove past. They walked in silence for a few minutes before Kelly cleared her throat. 

“We’ve got a couple of interviews this afternoon set up and a few more tomorrow.” 

Stan glanced at her, and she shrugged. “Where is this all going?” 

Kelly frowned for a moment, but it was Miyu who spoke first. “Where it needs to.” 

They  walked  in  silence  for  a  while,  and  Stan  let  out  a  soft  sigh.  “We recruit,  keep  the  numbers  down.  I  don’t  want  big  yahoos  running  around. 

Small  people  with  small  skills.  People  are  scared  to  go  outside  these  days unless they have the right class. So let’s promote that as a service. We can be escorts  to  and  from  school  for  kids,  help  little  old  ladies  with  the  shopping, set up a few night patrols looking for small crimes, that kind of thing.” 

“And what if we stumble into something bigger?” Kelly asked. 

Stan just shrugged as their destination came into view. “We haven’t had problems so far.” 

Mr  Harris  was  packed  and  ready  to  leave  when  they  arrived  a  few minutes later. The old man smiled, signed off on the app for fifty dollars, and handed  over  a  key  for  the  front  door.  With  a  promise  to  check  back  every morning  on  the  way  to  feed  Mr  Fluffikins,  he  was  satisfied,  and  they  made their way home. Stan checked over the app and nodded at the progress. 

“Security will be a big help for the application, since it’s ongoing. If we can get another, we can apply for full guild status. We just need a name and

maybe a new member or two,” he grinned as they approached home. 

Miyu remained silent as usual, while Kelly nodded her head. “What about other things, like actual work?” 

“What, like mowing lawns or something?” 

Kelly nodded quickly. “Yeah, I mean. Why not? People are more likely to pay attention if the streets are clean, the parks are mowed, and it’s our people on everything.” 

Stan nodded in agreement. “We need a uniform then.” 

“Or a patch,” Miyu added. 

“Patch would work, yeah,” Kelly mused. “Pick a set of guild colours for our members to wear, add a patch, people will know, to look for us.” 

“Umm,” a large woman stammered as they approached the front door of the house. “Are you… Are you with the guild?” 

Stan  took  in  the  sight  of  her.  About  six  and  a  half  feet  tall,  making  her larger than Kelly. But she was twice Kelly’s width. The woman looked like she could bench press a compact car, which meant her bright pink pixie cut really stood out, with her pale blue eyes. 

“You’re early,” Kelly smiled. 

“You’re Kelly?” the woman asked, offering a hand to shake. 

Kelly  nodded  and  took  it,  giving  it  a  few  firm  pumps.  “Yes,  I’m  Kelly. 

This is Miyu, and my husband Stan.” 

“Oh, I didn’t know you were married,” she nodded along, giving Stan a once over. 

“We’re  not  yet,  technically,”  Stan  added.  “But  she  said  yes,  and  I’d sooner throw myself off a bridge.” 

“HA!” the woman boomed. “If you like, I could throw you!” 

Kelly  giggled  while  Miyu  seemed  to  hide  behind  them  both,  and something  in  the  large  woman  must  have  recognised  it.  Suddenly  dropping her big attitude, the woman straightened up. 

“Right,  sorry.  Not  very  professional  of  me,”  she  smiled.  “My  name  is Harriet Crawford.” 

“It’s fine,” Stan said, gesturing for the door. 

The big woman turned, before flinching, “Right yeah, sorry.” 

She stepped aside so Kelly could unlock the front door to let them all in. 

Harriet  followed,  grimacing  as  her  hair  brushed  the  underside  of  the doorframe. 

“I’ll put on some tea,” Miyu said, scampering away. 

Stan and Kelly turned to Harriet, who was looking nervous. “If you’d like to sit,” Kelly offered. 

Harriet  nodded  and  gently  lowered  herself  onto  the  couch  as  Stan  and Kelly took seats across from her. 

Kelly  gave  her  a  smile.  “Well,  before  we  get  right  into  it.  Why  do  you want to join our guild?” 

Harriet  frowned  and  let  out  a  sigh.  “I  really  suited  this  thing  when  it started. I’m a barbarian. Big, strong, and I don’t need to be smart. But… The guild  I  joined  sees  me  as  a  woman,  before  they  see  me  as  a  guild  member. 

And  when  I  started  cracking  heads  to  prove  a  point,  the  boss  started  giving me shit jobs.” 

“You know we’re not big yet. We don’t offer wages. We’re going to offer contracts. You agree to a job, you get paid for that job and a small cut comes back to the guild for expenses,” Stan said evenly. 

She nodded. “How much of a cut are we talking?” 

“Ten  percent,”  Stan  replied.  “Guild  takes  ten  percent,  we  split  the  rest between participants in equal shares.” 

“And how many are joined?” 

“You’ll be number four,” Kelly answered. 

“How many jobs have you got on right now?” 

“Three,” Stan said nervously. “We’re feeding a cat and watering plants at one address. We’re checking mail at another and we’re on call for security at a facility nearby.” 

“Feeding  cats?”  Harriet  frowned.  “News  said  you  were  fighting mobsters.” 

Miyu appeared, and the conversation paused. She carried in a tray with a teapot  and  some  cups.  She  went  around  and  offered  sugar  and  milk  for everyone. Kelly had her tea black, Stan with a dash of milk. Harriet asked for three  teaspoons  of  sugar  and  enough  milk  that  when  Miyu  left,  she  looked like she’d was in pain. 

Stan  chuckled  at  the  small  woman’s  expression  and  turned  back  to Harriet, who was smiling appreciatively at her cup. “Yes, mobsters. We upset someone and… Well they might come back, but we aren’t looking.” 

Harriet nodded, “So you’re not looking to pick fights, cause mayhem and feud with other guilds?” 

“Nope.” Kelly shook her head. 

Harriet nodded again. “I worked as a landscaper before all this.” 

Stan grinned and glanced at Kelly, who grinned back. “Welcome aboard.” 

EIGHT

S tan looked up at the goddess perched above him. He could make out Kelly’s expression as she silently gasped in pleasure. The slick feeling of  her  pussy  sliding  over  his  cock  was  driving  him  towards  his  end. 

He’d fought as hard as he could not to cum as she had the first time. It had quickly devolved into a game where Stan tried to hold himself off as much as possible. In return, Kelly was peaking her second orgasm…

RING RING! 

Freezing, Stan blinked at the sudden intrusion to their lovemaking. Kelly lifted  herself  off  his  throbbing  cock  and  grabbed  her  phone  and  quickly answered it. 

“Yes, this is Kelly?” She blinked. “Right, give us a few minutes.” Stan sat up  as  Kelly  hung  up  the  phone  and  she  turned  to  him  with  a  grimace.  “We need to go. Retirement village is being robbed again.” 

“Shit.” 

Kelly  scrambled  out  of  bed  before  bursting  out  of  the  room  to  wake Miyu.  Stan  grabbed  some  comfortable  clothing  for  her  and  tossed  them  on the  bed.  Grabbing  a  shirt  and  some  loose  pants  for  himself  to  wear,  Kelly rushed back in, muttering her thanks about seeing the clothing. They dressed quickly, before Miyu appeared at the doorway, wearing tights and a slightly too  big  shirt.  Stan  glanced  away  after  making  note  that  she  needed  new clothes and grabbed his sword. 

“Think we need Harriet?” Kelly asked as they rushed out the front door. 

Stan  thought  for  a  moment  as  they  jogged  across  the  front  lawn.  “Call her. If she wants in, we’ll give her a cut. Let’s make a good impression.” 

They  jogged  to  keep  up  the  pace  while  not  exhausting  themselves.  Stan

spent  the  entire  trip  in  agony.  Their  interrupted  lovemaking  left  him  with  a serious case of blue balls, and every jolt of his feet on the pavement reminded him.  Kelly  seemed  to  have  the  same  thought  as  she  gave  him  an  apologetic smile while on the phone with Bellinda, letting her know they were coming. 

No doubt Kelly was as frustrated as Stan, but she’d orgasmed once already. 

Something that, despite the situation, Stan was rather proud of. 

When they arrived at the village, the office door was open and Merve was waiting just in front. “What took you so long?” 

“Sorry,” Kelly frowned. “We don’t have a car, so we had to run.” 

Merve sighed, “Right. We’ve got them on camera. Same as always, they used  a  code  to  get  in,  kicked  down  Mrs.  Cartwright’s  door  and  they’re carrying everything she owns out to a small truck.” He showed them a map of the  facility  and  pointed  out  exactly  where  they  were.  “If  they  follow  their usual pattern, Mrs Cartwright will be tied up and left on the floor somewhere. 

If she struggled, they’d have hit her.” 

“Right,  preference  for  death  or  capture?”  Stan  asked,  suddenly  feeling cold at the thought of an old woman being brutalised. 

“Just make it stop,” Merve sighed. “It’s gone on long enough.” 

Stan nodded, “Let’s go.” 

Merve led them through their office and through a back door to let them into the village. It was essentially a ring road with smaller offshoots that, on paper, looked like a child’s drawing of a sun. Where they needed to go was immediately  right  and  into  the  first  right  turn.  The  trio  jogged  over  as  Stan tested  his  sword.  When  they  came  around  the  corner,  it  was  obvious  what was going on. A small truck was parked in by a large van. The house’s lights were  on  and  there  was  a  stream  of  a  dozen  men  of  all  ages  hauling  things. 

Some  worked  in  teams  to  carry  furniture,  while  others  came  out  with  small bags of what was probably more valuable loot. 

“Miyu, sneak in and find Mrs Cartwright,” Stan whispered. Miyu nodded and changed direction, quickly scampering over a fence. Stan just blinked at how easily and quietly she managed it before shaking his head. “Kelly, sneak around to the other side of the van, and I’ll take them from the front.” 

“I don’t like it,” Kelly mumbled. 

“I know,” Stan agreed. “But remember, they can’t hit me. So I’ll distract them, and you come in behind when they’re all busy.” 

Kelly sighed and used the cover of darkness to move around the far side. 

Stan took a deep breath and marched up to the crew of thieves and cleared his

throat. 

“Evening!” He called. 

The  men  froze  and  turned  to  look  at  him  before  the  one  closest  stepped up. “Fuck off, kid, this has nothing to do with you. Granny’s moving house is all.” 

“Cam,  that’s  the  guy  from  the  news!”  Another  called  from  the  front porch. 

Stan nodded slowly as his nerves set in. Despite his confident directions he gave to Miyu and Kelly, he wasn’t used to taking charge. “L-look, we’ve been hired as security here. So, h-how about, you just put it all b-back.” 

“Little  prick’s  so  scared  he’s  mumbling,”  Cam  laughed.  “I’m  guessing you somehow got the drop on those mobsters, right? Or was it those bitches with you? They got some secret skill set that caught them off guard. I don’t see them now though,” he laughed again. 

Stan  blinked  before  gritting  his  teeth.  For  whatever  reason,  this  guy calling Miyu and Kelly ‘bitches’ really put him on edge. 

“Awww, kid, looks like he’s gonna cry!” Cam taunted. 

Stan ripped his sword out and charged. The man flinched and went for his weapon, but it was too late. Stan slashed him from hip to shoulder, opening him  up  with  a  scream.  Charging  past,  the  next  man  by  the  truck  raised  a handgun.  Sidestepping,  Stan  didn’t  even  flinch  as  he  heard  the  crack  of  the weapon  going  off.  Nor  did  he  stop.  With  the  first  miss,  the  man  readjusted and  fired  a  second  time.  Stan  ducked,  ignoring  the  rushing  wind  overhead, and hacked into the side of the man’s leg. He let out a scream and swung his handgun  to  brain  him.  Stan  saw  it  coming,  and  with  two  options,  chose  the one he thought gave better results. Rapid gunfire swiftly drowned the man’s pained  scream  as  his  hand  tumbled  away  in  a  red  arc,  still  clutching  the weapon. 

The hail of bullets came thick and heavy. Stan dodged and weaving with zero hesitation as he closed with the row of men who had dropped their loot in favour of their weapons. There were three with guns raised, with another two holding swords behind them. But it was the cry from behind that really caught his attention. It was female, shrill… And it sounded just like Kelly. 

“Let’s go!” someone shouted. 

Stan swung at the closest man, slicing him across the ribs and forcing him back. But it was shallow, and the man rushed around. The next was a sword wielder, and it forced Stan to duel as Miyu appeared, wires wrapped around

the neck of the second swordsmen leaving him to deal with the first. 

“Fuck, Conrad!” 

“LEAVE EM!” One of them shouted as the rest piled into the vehicles. 

The  men  streamed  past  as  Stan  parried  and  dodged.  His  opponent  was good, but Stan was better. With his shorter reach though, Stan was almost at a standstill,  and  he  still  didn’t  know  if  Kelly  was  alright.  Leaning  back,  Stan watched  the  tip  of  his  opponent’s  blade  pass  through  where  his  nose  was  a moment  earlier.  He  stepped  in  to  take  advantage  of  the  opening,  when  the man  sidestepped  and  followed  up  with  a  back  handed  punch.  Stan  saw  it coming  and  ducked  under  the  man’s  arm.  Before  Stan  could  reciprocate,  a loud  BANG  rang  out.  He  felt  the  spray  of  something  wet  and  warm  on  his cheek as his opponent collapsed like a puppet with its strings cut. To show an elderly woman in the doorway, holding a revolver. 

“Stan!”  Kelly  cried,  as  the  van  peeled  out  with  the  truck  lumbering behind. 

Spinning  on  the  spot,  Stan  caught  sight  of  Kelly  laying  on  the  ground between  two  dead  bodies.  The  old  woman  fired  several  more  shots  at  the fleeing  vehicles  before  someone  started  shooting  back.  The  old  woman ducked for cover as Miyu leaped aside. Stan just ran for Kelly. 

As  he  grabbed  her,  she  let  out  a  cry.  She’d  been  hit  twice,  once  high  in the  shoulder,  and  the  other  in  the  leg.  She  was  bleeding  and  couldn’t  do much. 

“Someone call an ambulance!” Stan yelled. 

“I’ve got her,” the old woman snapped, shoving him aside. 

Stan growled as he got up, but saw the old woman gesture at Miyu. “You get over here. Your man has some hunting to do.” 

Stan  blinked  as  Kelly  moaned  when  the  old  woman  slammed  Miyu’s hands down on Kelly’s shoulder, before doing the same to her leg. “But-” 

“No buts!” The old woman yelled. “I’m a nurse. She’ll be fine. That truck might just be slow enough!” 

Blinking,  Stan  snarled  and  took  off  running.  The  van  was  already  gone, but the truck was a different matter. Whoever was driving it was in a panic. 

The rear door was still open and as the truck rolled heavily to one side to take the turn, it caught on a light post. That caused the truck to jerk straight for a moment  and  instead  of  passing  through  the  gate,  it  slammed  into  the  brick wall beside it. 

Rushing up to the truck, Stan could see the driver point a gun at him. The

crack  of  the  bullet  didn’t  even  register  to  Stan  as  he  sidestepped  and  kept coming. 

“What the fuck, man!” the driver yelled, firing the rest of the magazine to the same effect. 

Stan  reached  the  door,  yanking  it  open  and  the  man,  in  a  last-ditch attempt,  tried  to  kick  him.  Twisting,  Stan  dodged  the  kick  and  stabbed  the driver  in  the  chest.  He  gasped  in  pain  before  Stan  grabbed  him  by  the  shirt and  dragged  him  bodily  from  the  truck.  Dumping  him  on  the  ground,  Stan yanked the sword out and laid the blade across his throat. 

“WHERE ARE THE OTHERS!” 

“Fuck you, man!” the guy grunted. 

Stan  snarled  and  got  ready  to  rip  the  sword  through  his  neck  when  he heard someone shout. 

Looking  up,  Merve,  Liz  and  Bellinda  were  standing  by,  watching  in horror,  beside  a  dozen  other  residents  who  were  coming  out  to  see  the commotion.  But  it  was  Harriet  that  caught  his  attention,  sitting  on  her motorcycle on the other side of the open gate. 

“Hurry up! We can still catch them!” 

Springing  up,  Stan  couldn’t  resist  kicking  the  man  while  he  was  down, before  running  for  Harriet.  She  was  on  a  large  cruiser,  wearing  jeans,  a leather  riding  jacket  and  an  open  face  helmet.  Reaching  behind  as  Stan approached, she unclipped a second helmet that was strapped to the rear and handed it to him. 

“Hurry!” she growled. 

Stan stuffed it on his head and fiddled for a moment with the strap, before Harriet swatted his hands away and did it up herself. 

“They shot Kelly,” he growled. “They’re all gonna die!” 

“Ha!” Harriet laughed as she turned the key. “Called it!” 

Stan  climbed  on  behind  the  large  woman  and  flinched  when  the  bike exploded  into  life.  He’d  heard  something  about  straight  pipes  at  some  stage and figured this was what they were talking about. Harriet grabbed both his arms  and  pulled  them  around  her  waist.  Stan  frowned  at  the  closeness.  But then she twisted the throttle, letting the bike roar. Instinctively, Stan clutched her,  which  probably  saved  him  from  an  embarrassing  incident  as  the  bike leaped into motion. 

The  only  thing  louder  than  the  engine  was  the  rushing  wind.  The acceleration wasn’t anything Stan had ever felt before, but before he knew it, 

she braked, causing Stan to slide up against her back. Her ass slipped to the left  and  Stan  had  little  choice  but  to  follow  as  it  pinned  his  legs  to  hers. 

Before  he  could  rationalise  why  she  was  about  to  fall  off,  he  felt  her shoulders  shift  and  the  bike  leaned  over.  Stan  could  see  the  ground  coming closer  as  the  bike  roared  and  sped  up  again.  They  continued  in  a  similar fashion,  blasting  down  the  road,  before  he  felt  Harriet  slap  his  leg.  He glanced  up  to  see  her  pointing  at  a  dodgy-looking  warehouse  the  van  was approaching. Stan didn’t even realise they’d caught up. 

Slamming  on  the  brakes,  the  bike  slowed  to  a  halt  as  the  van  pulled  up hard. Someone inside started rolling up the door to let the van in as the rest turned  to  meet  Stan  and  Harriet.  A  couple  drew  guns,  while  the  rest  ran forward with swords, axes, and clubs. 

“Best. Guild. Ever!” Harriet howled. 

Reaching for the side of the bike, what Stan had thought was part of the aesthetics  was  actually  a  long  handle.  Attached  at  the  end  was  an  axe-head, and  Stan  blinked  as  the  large  woman  hoisted  a  weapon  almost  as  tall  as  he was.  Shaking  his  head,  Stan  ran  towards  the  approaching  men  as  Harriet stormed up beside him. She overtook in moments, howling with laughter as she swung her axe, cleaving the first man in half. That caused them to scatter, while the ones with guns shouted for them to get out of the way. 

Stan went after them first. Rushing through the scattering men who had to deal  with  Harriet,  Stan  closed  with  the  shooters.  There  were  a  pair  of  them and they trained their weapons on him immediately. The first fired a shot that Stan didn’t even need to dodge as it passed by. The second shoved the first for his miss and this time Stan jerked his head as the round passed by. Then they  both  started  firing.  Dodging  and  weaving  around  each  shot,  Stan  just about came to a stop when they ran out of ammunition. 

With  a  grin,  he  charged.  The  first  was  fumbling  for  a  reload,  while  the second  dropped  his  gun  and  pulled  a  knife.  Stan  slashed  the  one  reloading across the wrist and he stumbled back with a pained yell. The second darted in,  only  to  catch  Harriet’s  axe,  thrown  from  several  metres  back  as  she  ran up. The man jerked and collapsed onto his back with the handle sticking up. 

So it was perfect for her to grab it as she ran by, shoulder checking the first shooter  as  she  went  by.  As  the  man  went  down,  Stan  rushed  in  to  follow Harriet.  She  had  charged  into  a  group  of  six  and  was  laughing  and  hooting madly as she swung her axe into the shoulder of the one straight ahead. 

With her back exposed, the one closest to the door rushed in with a mace, 

but missed Stan, who slammed his sword into the man’s kidney. Then it all went  to  hell.  Harriet  and  Stan  fought  back  to  back.  Harriet,  with  mighty swings  of  her  axe  while  Stan  dueled  with  those  who  saw  him  as  an  easier target. But neither were making any real headway, at least until another small group ran in armed with automatic weapons. They raised their guns and Stan opened his mouth to shout for Harriet to run, when. 

“FREEZE!” 

The gunmen spun around and were promptly shot full of holes. The men fighting with Harriet and Stan turned and ran as uniformed officers swarmed into  the  building.  At  their  sight,  Stan  dropped  his  sword  and  held  up  his hands  as  they  leveled  several  guns  at  him.  The  loud  thunk  of  Harriet’s  axe came a moment later. The solid thump of being tackled to the ground came after that. 

Stan  stood  in  the  small  white  room,  reaching  for  Kelly’s  hand.  She’d  gone into surgery to remove a bullet from her shoulder and to close up the artery in her  leg.  After  spending  the  night  being  questioned,  before  Merve  and  the others  could  give  statements,  they  released  him.  Harriet’s  bike  had  been impounded  as  evidence,  so  Stan  had  called  his  parents,  who  had  picked  the pair of them up. They had dropped Harriet at home before Stan’s father drove him to the hospital where Miyu was waiting with Kelly. They’d been talking softly  when  he’d  come  in,  and  Miyu  had  blushed  and  shuffled  out  of  the room so Stan could speak to Kelly. 

“Hey,” he called softly. 

Kelly smiled up at him. “Did you get em?” 

Stan nodded, “Yeah. I did, but…” 

“I’m fine,” she blinked tiredly. 

“I left you,” Stan frowned. 

“What would you have done differently?” 

“I could have stayed,” he offered. 

Kelly shook her head. “Mrs Cartwright was a nurse. She and Miyu looked after me. All you could have done was watch. Going after those guys was the right call.” 

“But-” 

“No  buts,”  Kelly  squeezed  his  hand.  “What  happened,  happened  and there  wasn’t  anything  you  could  do  to  change  it.”  Stan  let  out  a  sigh, followed by a yawn, and Kelly smiled up at him. “Go home Stan.” 

“Kelly-” 

“You’ve been up all night with the police. I know, they were here when I woke  up  to  tell  me  you  and  Harriet  had  been  arrested.  So  that  means  you haven’t been home to sleep yet.” 

“No…” 

“Go  home  Stan,”  Kelly  smiled.  “The  nurses  were  saying  they’d  release me later today.” 

“You were shot!” Stan frowned. 

Kelly smirked, “And they didn’t hit anything vital. Go home, and I’ll see you there in a few hours. Mum’s coming by later to keep me company.” 

Stan wanted to argue, but he felt a soft hand slip into his own. Turning, he saw Miyu’s tired smile and realised she probably hadn’t slept either. 

“Let her look after you, Stan,” Kelly whispered. “We’ve already spoken about it.” 

Stan felt the tug on his hand as Miyu led him away, and with a last glance at Kelly’s beautiful smile, he went with no further complaint. 

“You okay?” Stan’s dad asked. 

Stan just nodded. “She wants me to go home and sleep.” 

“Probably for the best.” 

Stan  and  Miyu  climbed  into  the  back  of  his  father’s  car  for  the  drive home.  Miyu  seemed  to  want  comfort,  clinging  to  his  hand  the  entire  drive. 

She did have to release his hand when they got back to Stan’s parents’ house. 

Though she quickly regained it as they waved goodbye and headed for their own home. Stan felt exhausted as he unlocked the front door and Miyu closed and locked it behind him, still clutching his hand. He expected her to drop it at that point, but instead, she practically dragged him into the main bedroom, then again into the ensuite. 

Stepping  into  the  shower,  she  turned  on  the  taps  and  checked  the  water temperature as Stan waited for her to leave. Only she didn’t. Stan froze at the sight of her bare back as she lifted off her borrowed top. Then she shimmied off  the  tights,  showing  she  hadn’t  been  wearing  underwear  at  all.  Stan  was stunned,  even  more  so  as  she  turned,  showing  her  furious  blush.  Her  small breasts sat high on her chest and came to small points. And though she was extremely petite, it was still obvious she was a grown woman. 

She  stepped  closer  and  Stan  stepped  back.  “Let  me  undress  you?”  She asked quietly. 

“Miyu, what’s going on?” 

Miyu started looking nervous as she reached out and grabbed the hem of his pants. “It’s okay. Kelly knows what we’re doing.” 

Stan  blinked,  realising  exactly  what  Kelly  had  said  as  they’d  left,  and blinked again as his pants fell down around his ankles. Stan remembered to breathe  as  his  underwear  joined  his  pants  and  felt  the  painful  throb  of  his balls as his cock began to rise. He stepped out of his pants and turned away, but Miyu grabbed his shirt and lifted. Without thinking, Stan raised his arms and Miyu left him standing for just a moment, before she steered him under the hot water. 

Stan  sighed  as  the  water  washed  over  his  skin.  He  looked  down  at  the swirling red from the old blood. Then he felt Miyu’s hands as she scrubbed at his  back.  Stan  gave  into  the  sensation,  being  too  tired  to  care  as  the  small, beautiful woman pampered him. 

“Turn around, please?” 

Stan  snorted,  coming  awake  from  his  daydream,  and  turned.  Miyu scrubbed  down  his  front.  At  first,  nothing  really  registered  other  than  the relaxation until he felt her hand wrap around his cock. He grit his teeth as his painful  erection  came  to  full  mast.  Her  hands  were  soft  and  rubbed  at  him insistently. His balls hurt with each small pull, but he needed the release so badly that he opened his eyes so he could ask if it was okay. Only she wasn’t standing in front of him. The soft lips that closed around the head of Stan’s cock made him jump. He leaned forward, bracing himself against the wall as Miyu wrapped an arm around his leg for balance. 

Stan  looked  down  as  Miyu  looked  up  at  him  with  wide,  nervous  eyes. 

With  one  hand  holding  her  steady,  the  other  gently  cupped  and  stroked  his balls  as  she  bobbed  the  first  couple  inches  of  his  cock  in  and  out  of  her mouth. 

“C-cumming!” Stan growled. 

Miyu made a small noise as Stan erupted into her mouth. He expected her to  pull  away,  to  make  a  noise,  to  do  something.  Instead,  she  moaned  softly and suckled on it, swallowing as he fired his seed into her mouth. The intense pressure of his orgasm, combined with his unintended denial, was painful to overcome.  Stan  gasped  loudly,  feeling  every  pulse  of  his  orgasm  explode from  him,  only  to  be  swallowed  away  by  Miyu’s  eager  mouth.  It  felt  like

hours before her mouth slowly came away. Her soft hand stroked him slowly before she placed a small kiss on the head. That made Stan shudder. 

Stan  watched  her  slowly  stand,  blushing  nervously  the  whole  time.  She blinked  up  at  him,  wiping  away  the  water  that  had  collected  on  her  face. 

“Was… Was that okay?” She asked nervously. 

Stan kissed her. 

She froze, still as a statue. 

Fearing he’d done something wrong, Stan pulled away, only for Miyu to gasp softly. She then seemed to shake herself from whatever thought she had, and this time, her arms snapped around Stan’s neck as she pulled him down into a kiss of her own. Stan liked the way she smelled and tasted. It differed from  Kelly,  but  still  so  very  good.  His  semi  hard  cock  rose  once  again  and pressed between Miyu’s slightly open legs. She blinked and made a squeak. 

Stan  pulled  away  as  she  reached  down  between  them.  As  her  hand  closed around his cock, Miyu raised a leg and wrapped it around Stan’s waist, before adjusting  her  hips.  When  the  head  of  his  cock  pressed  into  the  molten, slippery entrance to her pussy, Stan moaned. Pushing her into the wall, Miyu squeaked in surprise, before letting out a loft sigh of pleasure. Stan kissed her again, before rocking his hips as his cock slid further inside. He rocked back, pulling almost free, before driving himself forward again. And the water on his back went cold. 

With a yelp, Stan reached for the tap and quickly shut it off before Miyu giggled.  The  soft  movements  of  her  body,  combined  with  the  tiny contractions caused by her laugh, caused her to flex and bob on Stan’s cock. 

So, with a growl, Stan grabbed her remaining leg and lifted her body from the ground. With her pinned against the wall, Miyu’s only choice was to hold on to Stan and he pushed his cock firmly inside her. 

“Stan!” Miyu squeaked. 

The  feeling  of  her  fingers  penetrating  herself  was  one  thing.  But  Stan’s cock  pushing  inside  was  something  else.  Miyu  didn’t  feel  human  anymore. 

She  existed  in  a  delirium  of  pleasure.  Pleasure  given  to  her  by  the  tool pushing  up  inside  her.  As  Stan  kissed  her,  she  snapped  back  to  reality  and moaned softly. 

Stan thrust firmly, but slowly, in and out of Miyu’s pussy. She was wet, slick, but extremely tight. But the small moans she made, along with the way she clung to him and rocked her hips, told him he wasn’t doing anything she wasn’t enjoying. 

“STAN!” Miyu squealed. 

On his next thrust, a jet of hot liquid sprayed out from between her legs. 

Stan  froze  at  the  sensation  before  feeling  her  pussy  clench  down  hard.  He looked  up  at  her,  seeing  her  open  mouth,  silent  scream  and  knew  she  was cumming.  Grabbing  her  tightly,  Stan  pumped  his  cock  into  her.  He  had  no intention of letting himself get blue-balled again and he wasn’t about to stop until  she  told  him  to.  Her  pussy  was  like  a  silken  vice,  gripping  him  and sucking hard with each outward stroke. Miyu trembled with each thrust as her body  fought  its  own  fight-or-flight  instinct  as  he  fucked  her  through  her orgasm.  The  harder  his  cock  slammed  into  her,  the  harder  she  came,  until finally he buried himself to the hilt. Miyu’s eyes snapped open as Stan kissed her  hard.  His  cock  was  pressed  right  to  the  back  inside  her  and  she  felt  a small throb. 

All over again, she was cumming as Stan grunted and filled her up. 

NINE

S tan opened his eyes and let out a yawn as an oddly familiar weight was pressed  against  him.  Turning  to  kiss  Kelly,  Stan  froze  at  the  sight  of Miyu staring at him. All at once, the memory of their evening together crashed down on him, and Stan suddenly felt very nervous. Miyu must have sensed this, as she seemed to whither under his gaze. She slipped out of the bed and left without a word, leaving Stan alone with his thoughts. 

He had no actual idea how Kelly was going to react to the knowledge that he  had  slept  with  Miyu  while  she  was  recovering  in  the  hospital.  She’d alluded to Miyu looking after him, but surely she didn’t mean for it to go that far. Stan’s phone chimed, and he rolled over to check it. 

HOME IN TEN

Stan grimaced and sat up. There was no hiding this, not that it would be the right thing to do. Honesty was best in a situation like this. Even if Kelly left  him,  Stan  wanted  to  be  able  to  say  he  did  the  right  thing  in  the  end. 

Getting out of bed, Stan dressed quickly, before grabbing out some fresh bed sheets  to  put  on.  First,  though,  Stan  wanted  to  get  the  house  ready.  Exiting the room, Miyu’s door was closed, and the house was silent. 

Stan made his way into the kitchen and put the kettle on as he heard a car pull into the driveway. With a sigh, he turned and headed for the front door. 

Sure enough, it was Kelly’s parents. His father was opening her door as her mother  held  her  hand.  Stan  immediately  rushed  in  and  his  heart  skipped  at her  beaming  smile.  She  was  bandaged  around  her  shoulder  and  there  was  a thickness to her leg that her skirt covered that told him the same. 

“Hello my husband,” she smiled. 

Stan couldn’t help smiling back as he took her hand. Kelly, between her

mother and Stan, was brought inside while her father brought in a crutch for her to use while at home. 

“Alright,  I’ll  stop  by  later  tonight  and  make  sure  you  don’t  need anything,” Kelly’s mother assured her. 

“It’s  fine,  mum,”  Kelly  smiled.  “Miyu’s  still  here.  Anything  Stan  can’t help with, she can.” 

“What about meals?” 

“I can cook,” Miyu said softly. “In fact, if you like. I could make a family meal for everyone tonight?” 

Kelly’s  parents  exchanged  a  look  before  her  father  smiled.  “That  would be lovely. Shall I invite your parents, Stan?” 

“You’re all welcome,” Miyu confirmed on his behalf. 

Stan  smiled  a  little  thinly  as  he  thought  about  how  the  next  few  hours were going to go, as Kelly’s parents said their goodbyes. Then Stan was left helping Kelly into the lounge. 

“I’ll make tea,” Miyu said softly. 

“Thank you, Miyu,” Kelly smiled. 

As  Miyu  scampered  away,  Kelly  smiled  at  Stan,  who  looked  rather nervous, as he cleared his throat. “I think we need to talk.” 

Of all things, he wasn’t expecting her to grin. “Was she good?” 

Stan just blinked. “What?” 

“Was  she  good?”  Kelly  repeated.  “Wait,  was  it  bad?  Is  that  why  you’re both looking so nervous?” 

Kelly  looked  like  she  was  starting  to  fret  as  Stan  took  her  hand.  “Wait, you mean you wanted us to have sex?” 

“Of course!” Kelly frowned. “What else did you think I meant?” 

Stan frowned, “I… Y’know…” 

“I’ll  try  to  be  a  little  more  forward  in  the  future,”  Kelly  smiled.  “Miyu, can you come here for a moment?” 

Miyu  appeared,  looking  nervous,  but  she  smiled  politely  as  she approached. “Yes?” 

“Miyu, did you enjoy my husband last night?” 

Miyu  seemed  to  tremble  for  a  moment,  before  nodding  her  head.  “Yes, but I don’t know if he feels the same.” 

This  time  Stan  snorted.  Kelly  was  giving  him  a  strange  look  as  Stan stared in wonder at Miyu. Then he remembered how she slunk out of bed that morning  and  he  sighed.  “Miyu,  I  woke  up  this  morning  and  thought  I’d

betrayed  Kelly.  You  were  wonderful,  but  I  thought  I’d  just  ruined  my relationship with Kelly.” 

Miyu  perked  up  as  Kelly  sighed,  “Miyu,  come  here  a  moment.”  Miyu awkwardly came forward and Kelly took her hand. “Do you regret sleeping with Stan?” 

“...No…” 

“Stan, do you regret sleeping with Miyu?” 

“No.” 

Kelly  shrugged.  “Good,  because  I’ll  be  out  of  action  for  a  week  or  two. 

So Miyu, if you like, our bedroom will be open for the foreseeable future.” 

The small woman blushed furiously, before scampering away towards the kitchen. Stan found himself alone with Kelly, who smiled softly at him. “I’d like a kiss.” 

Stan snorted softly and did as she asked. Sitting up, he moved closer and, being  as  gentle  as  he  could,  Stan  kissed  her.  Kelly  made  a  small  moan  and kept hold of his hand as Stan sat down beside her. 

“Have you checked your stats?” She asked. 

Stan  froze  for  a  second,  then  pulled  them  up.Scrollingg  through  his  list, he quickly found assassination, and sure enough, beside the number two, was

‘(0/2).’

“Yeah, it worked,” Stan nodded. 

“Good,”  Kelly  smiled  as  Miyu  appeared  with  a  tray  laden  with  a  teapot and some cups. “Miyu, did you check your dodge skill?” 

“Yes,” Miyu said softly. “It has a zero slash two beside it and went up a level.” 

Kelly nodded. “Good, hopefully that means there aren’t limits.” 

Stan frowned. “What, are you going to pimp me out a heap?” 

Kelly squirmed slightly. “A little.” 

“Kelly!” 

She blushed, but shook her head as Miyu timidly poured tea for each of them. “Stan, did you maybe think the government knows this?” 

Stan froze before frowning. “I don’t want us to sleep around just for skill points.” 

“That’s  not…”  Kelly  mumbled  for  a  moment.  “That’s  not  quite  what  I meant.” 

Stan frowned as Miyu remained quiet. “Then what do you want?” 

Kelly  bit  her  lip.  “I…  Can  you  do  something  for  me  real  quick?”  Stan

frowned slightly and nodded his head. “Kiss Miyu for me.” 

Stan  blinked  as  Miyu  froze  in  place.  Stan  glanced  at  Miyu  before  going back to Kelly. “Why?” 

“Stan, Miyu, please?” 

Stan sighed and looked at Miyu, who looked extremely nervous. But she met  his  gaze  and,  for  once,  didn’t  break  eye  contact.  That  was  right  until someone knocked on the front door, making the three of them jump. 

Miyu  was  out  of  her  chair  first,  heading  for  the  front  door.  Stan  was  a moment  behind  to  see  who  it  was  as  Kelly  waited  on  the  couch  where  she was most comfortable. Stan was a little nervous about who would come by, especially  after  the  eventful  week  they’d  had.  So  it  was  with  slight  surprise and  a  lot  of  relief  when  Miyu  opened  the  front  door  to  Sara,  smiling awkwardly. 

“Good morning. Is now a good time?” 

Miyu turned as Stan gave her a smile. She hadn’t brought the camera up and Stan liked her attitude. She was treating them with respect. Treating them as people, before they were a story. 

“Come in,” Stan smiled. “Miyu, is there enough tea for four?” 

“I’ll get another cup,” Miyu darted off towards the kitchen. 

Sara came in and Stan closed the door. The reporter looked around. This was  the  first  time  they’d  been  so  close  to  one  another.  She  was  only  a  few inches  shorter  than  Kelly,  but  that  still  meant  she  was  taller  than  Stan.  Sara was also slightly plump in a manner that drew Stan’s eye. She had medium length brown hair that matched her eyes and she gave him a nervous smile. 

“I heard Kelly was injured.” 

“I’m fine!” Kelly called from the living room. 

Sara  sighed  and  nodded  as  Stan  gestured  for  her  to  go  in.  “Honestly,  I wasn’t sure what I was getting into as I drove over,” she said, stepping into the room and pausing at the sight of Kelly. “What happened?” 

“Shot twice,” Kelly smiled. 

“Shot?”  Sara  gasped.  “No  wonder  the  police  wouldn’t  let  me  near  the place.  I  swung  by  the  retirement  village,  then  the  warehouse,  and  they wouldn’t let me anywhere near either of them.” 

“How did you get on scene so fast?” Stan asked. 

Sara looked a little pensive. “I actually live nearby. It’s how I got here so fast that first day. And I’ve sorta been keeping an ear out ever since.” 

Miyu  appeared  with  a  tray  of  biscuits  and  another  cup  and  broke  the

awkward silence. She expertly poured tea for Sara, who let out a happy sigh at the taste. The biscuits were a shortbread and matched well with their tea. 

“So, have you come to a decision about what we asked?” 

Sara nodded as she swallowed the piece of biscuit she’d been savouring. 

“I have, and I’d like to take you up on it. There’s something going on and…

Are all three of you… Y’know?” 

Stan glanced around at Kelly and Miyu, and saw they were both looking at him. “Yes, we three are masters.” 

“Wow,”  Sara  breathed.  “And,  do  you  mind  telling  me  what?…”  she trailed off. 

“Duelling,” Kelly offered. 

“Dodge,” Stan added in. 

Miyu fidgeted for a moment. “Assassination.” 


Sara froze. “You’re shitting me?” Miyu shook her head and Sara laughed. 

“I mean, I got a little from the reports, but I didn’t believe you… Wow.” 

Miyu  blushed  and  grabbed  another  biscuit  as  Sara  looked  around  at  all three of them. Which, of course, was when Stan froze. “Oh shit. We forgot to feed My Fluffikins!” 

Without another word, Stan stood and rushed into the bedroom to grab his keys  and  wallet.  Throwing  on  a  pair  of  shoes,  Stan  ducked  back  into  the lounge to give Kelly a kiss. But she quickly grabbed his hand and nodded at Miyu.  She  shuffled  slightly  in  place,  still  flustered  by  Sara’s  attention.  She was  also  making  every  effort  not  to  look  at  him.  Stan  kissed  Kelly  again before quickly moving around, ignoring Sara’s confused expression. 

“Miyu?” Stan asked. 

Miyu  very  slowly  looked  up  at  him.  And  held  perfectly  still  as  Stan kissed her lightly. As Sara gaped in confusion, Stan pulled away and rushed out the front door. 

“Stan!” Kelly called. Stan skidded to a halt and turned as Kelly glared at him. “Sword?” 

Stan blinked and patted his side. “Right.” 

Ducking back inside, he grabbed his sword from the room where he’d left it, then hurried out again. He kept up a quick jog as he headed for Mrs Olga’s house. It only took a couple minutes to arrive and when Stan let himself in, Mr  Fluffikins  made  his  displeasure  known.  Quickly  feeding  the  cat,  Stan headed out back to water the plants, making sure not to get too much water on  the  leaves.  Early  morning  or  late  afternoon  was  fine  for  that,  but  the

midday sun would burn the more sensitive plants if they were wet. 

And with the first responsibility of their day completed, Stan stepped out the  side  gate  onto  the  curb.  The  walk  home  took  a  little  longer.  With  Mr Fluffikins fed, there wasn’t any reason to rush. Stan even swung in to check the old man’s mail before making his way home. But it was the look of three ladies that finally brought Stan to a halt as he stepped through the front door. 

Kelly was practically vibrating with excitement while Miyu blushed furiously as she stared at the floor. Sara, on the other hand, smiled awkwardly. 

“What?” Stan asked. 

“I’d like to run a test,” Kelly smiled. 

Stan  closed  the  front  door  before  moving  into  the  room  proper.  “What kind of test?” 

“I have a level two in dodge,” Sara mumbled. 

Stan gulped before looking at Kelly, who grinned widely. “Kelly?” 

“Stan, think of it like a science project,” Kelly smiled hopefully. “What if this is why the government is picking up masters?” 

Stan  froze  before  glancing  at  Miyu  and  back  to  Kelly.  “But…”  Stan leaned against the wall and thought about the possibilities. He thought about what ELSE they could be doing? Short of locking them up, there weren’t too many options. It’s not like humanity had a history of always doing the right thing. Looking up, Sara was looking as nervous as Kelly did. Miyu seemed to have found the world’s most interesting thing on the floor and refused to look away. 

“Stan-” 

“You want to sleep with random people to boost them up as some kind of army, to protect ourselves?” Stan asked the room. 

“No,” Kelly frowned. “I want US to sleep with certain people. At the very least,  giving  a  few  extra  skills  here  and  there  will  promote  the  idea  they should  stick  around.  At  best,  yes,  if  someone  attacks  us,  we  may  have  help defending ourselves.” 

Stan sighed and slumped his shoulders. He thought about her words, but couldn’t  wrap  his  head  around  the  idea  of  Kelly,  Miyu  or  Sara,  for  that matter, sleeping with another man. 

“I don’t think I can,” he mumbled softly. 

Kelly frowned. “You’ve already done it once-” 

“I know, and that’s why I’m a hypocrite.” Stan let out a long sigh. “I… I don’t want you sleeping with other men…” 

“Miyu, I’m out of action right now. If Sara’s fine with it, could you lick her clit please? It’d be good to know if it works like that, too.” 

Stan  gaped  at  Kelly’s  casual  request  and  felt  the  pressure  in  his  head increase  as  Miyu  slipped  off  the  couch  and  started  crawling  towards  Sara. 

Sara looked shocked, but as Miyu crawled into her lap, their lips met. 

“Yeah,” Kelly smiled. “Yeah, I can get into this.” 

Stan  sucked  in  a  lungful  of  air  as  Sara  and  Miyu  started  to  get  heavy-handed. A shirt flew across the room, swiftly followed by a second. Miyu let out a squeak as Sara suddenly shoved forward, pinning the smaller woman to the floor. With a few quick shoves, Stan was staring at a pair of asses while Sara laid over Miyu. But it didn’t stop there. Neither of their hands were idle. 

Sara let out a noise of protest as her pants suddenly slipped back over her ass. 

They  left  Stan  speechless  as  Sara’s  panty-clad  ass  waved  at  him.  But  it wasn’t without protest. 

“You little bitch!” Sara growled. 

Miyu let out a series of muffled giggles as Sara shoved her back. Those giggles  turned  to  quiet  squeaks  as  Sara  yanked  her  skirt  off,  along  with Miyu’s underwear. 

“Oh!” Miyu cried as Sara shoved her legs open. 

That was as far as she got before she let out a low gasp. Sara was keener than  anyone  had  realised  as  she  dived  between  Miyu’s  legs.  She  left  Miyu writhing in pleasure as Sara played her like a fiddle. Stan caught Kelly’s eye, and she smirked at him. 

“Science, my husband, science.” 

If  that  wasn’t  any  more  convincing,  Sara,  with  one  hand  holding  Miyu down, slipped the other up between her legs. Hooking her panties, she gently tugged  them  aside  before  pushing  her  fingers  between  her  labia.  Stan watched  as  she  rubbed  herself  softly  before  opening  her  fingers,  spreading herself  wide  so  Stan  could  see  the  drooling  mess  waiting  for  him.  With  a groan, Stan stumbled forward. 

Sara  was  moaning  into  Miyu’s  pussy.  The  small  woman’s  clit  was extremely  sensitive,  so  that’s  where  she  had  latched  her  mouth.  She  hadn’t been  with  a  woman  since  college,  and  it  was  something  she  had  always missed. Now, it was all she could think about. Miyu had come to her, and the moment  their  lips  touched,  she  wanted  her.  The  smaller  woman  was  docile and  pliable  to  her  needs.  Within  moments,  they  were  both  undressed.  But Sara wanted what she wanted. Pushing Miyu to the floor, Sara felt her pussy

clench at the thought of being fucked while eating Miyu’s pussy. 

But  as  Stan  pushed  his  cock  into  Sara,  she  froze  at  the  limb  that  was forcing itself inside. Pulling away from Miyu’s dripping pussy, Sara turned to see what Stan was doing, only to freeze. It was just him. No random toy, no trick, just a small man with a massive cock. 

“Oh fuck,” Sara grunted, feeling it stretching her insides. 

Stan saw the pleading look on Miyu’s face and, without thinking, grabbed Sara by the back of the head and shoved it down between Miyu’s legs once again.  Sara  was  tight,  but  silken  smooth  and  exactly  what  he  wanted  right now. With Kelly subtly and gently rubbing herself, Stan pushed most of his cock into the older woman. Sara shuddered softly as Stan withdrew, but she moaned as Stan forced himself back inside. 

It  conflicted  Miyu  with  how  she  felt.  On  one  side  of  things,  following Kelly’s  instructions  felt  right.  On  the  other,  she’d  never  thought  about actually being with a woman before. But the feeling of Sara’s tongue pushing into  her  drove  off  any  fragments  of  doubt.  When  Sara  sucked  on  her  clit, Miyu  raced  to  her  end  like  nothing  else,  when  she  suddenly  pulled  away. 

Before  Miyu  could  register  why  Sara  had  stopped,  she  was  back  again. 

Laying on the floor, Miyu looked up at Kelly, who was gently masturbating while watching her intently. Sara jerked forward slightly, her mouth pulling on her clit, and the sensation pushed her right to the edge. 

Stan  heard  Miyu’s  cry  as  he  fucked  Sara  from  behind.  But  Sara  wasn’t letting her escape, even as Miyu’s legs kicked uselessly. He met Kelly’s eyes as  she  watched  on.  It  was  hard  for  Stan.  She  was  touching  herself  and  he could  see  she  wasn’t  wearing  panties  under  her  skirt.  They  were  probably uncomfortable to wear with the bandage and that made him want her, despite his urge to coddle her. 

“Sara!” Miyu squeaked as she writhed. 

Sara  groaned  as  she  began  to  cum  around  Stan’s  cock.  The  taste  of Miyu’s  pussy  had  her  excited  and  ready.  But  the  shock  of  Stan’s  cock pummeling her insides pushed her over. The situation wasn’t something she ever expected to be in, but the younger man was packing and she was loving every moment. It had been a while since she’d been good and fucked and he ticked all her boxes and some. As her pussy clenched, Stan’s hips gripped her ass, and he slammed himself inside her. 

Stan grunted as Sara’s tight pussy gripped and pulsed. The sensation had him  biting  his  lip,  and  he  quickly  realised  he  wasn’t  able  to  stop.  Without

thinking, he grabbed her hard and forced himself deep. Sara seemed to shove herself  back  and  her  pussy  milked  his  buried  length,  even  as  he  pulsed  and filled  her  as  deeply  as  possible.  He  grunted  and  heaved  as  Miyu  took  the opportunity to escape Sara’s mouth. With a long, shaky sigh, Stan pulled his cock free and admired the white drips that quickly appeared. Sara slumped to one  side  and  Stan  watched  it  leak  over  her  thighs.  But  it  was  Kelly’s  soft moan that caught his attention. 

Glancing  up,  Kelly  had  shifted  on  the  couch  to  open  her  legs  as  far  as comfort  would  allow.  And  she  smiled  at  Stan  as  she  stroked  Miyu’s  hair between her legs. Stan blinked as he watched the small woman’s head bob up and down with each lick. 

Miyu was overcome with her own lust. The beautiful Kelly that made her feel  comfortable  and  safe.  Kelly  who  was  tall,  strong  and  beautiful  in  ways she  believed  she  wasn’t.  Kelly,  whose  pussy  tasted  divine.  Miyu  did  not know what had come over her, but Kelly was smiling down at her as Miyu’s tongue  danced  over  her  clit.  But  it  was  the  casual  wink  Kelly  gave  her  that put Miyu on edge. 

Stan pushed his cock into Miyu for the second time. It had only been the night  before  that  he’d  slept  with  her.  But  the  sight  of  her  going  down  on Kelly  had  done  something  to  him.  Despite  his  fatigue,  despite  already cumming inside of Sara, he found himself hard and ready. Pushing into Miyu from  behind  felt  natural  and  Kelly’s  moan  as  Miyu  doubled  down  told  him everything was fine. 

Unlike Sara’s substantial, curved ass, Miyu was rather slender and firm. 

But that just made him feel more powerful as he pushed his cock into one of the few people he’d met, smaller than he was. 

“Is  this  what  he  did  last  night?”  Kelly  asked.  Miyu  whimpered  in response, so Kelly locked eyes with Stan. “Well? Did you?” 

“No.” Stan shook his head as he slowed his thrusts. “I picked her up and fucked her against the wall in the shower.” 

Miyu began to tremble, and Stan felt her pussy throb over his cock. She’d already cum once and knew she was about to again. 

“Oh, next time I want to watch that,” Kelly moaned as she ran her fingers through  Miyu’s  hair.  “Would  you  like  that,  honey?”  She  asked  the  small woman  between  her  legs.  “Me  there,  holding  your  hand,  while  my  husband fucks you against a wall?” 

Stan watched Miyu’s subtle nod and grit his teeth as her pussy tightened

as she reached her peak. 

“Oh god are you always this freaky?” Sara asked. 

Kelly grinned, “Honestly, first time.” 

“Here,” Sara patted Stan on the insides of the thigh. “Open up.” 

Stan  was  initially  worried  about  what  she  was  doing  back  there,  but  he did what she asked. He felt her hand take his balls as he slowly fucked Miyu from behind, and he blinked as she kissed them gently. But it was a moment later when Miyu squealed he realised what was really going on. 

Miyu  found  herself  trapped  in  place.  She  was  riding  on  the  edge  of  her orgasm.  Stan’s  thick  cock  pushed  into  her  from  behind.  It  was  only  the second time she’d had sex and found herself wanting it, and him specifically. 

In front of her was Kelly’s wet pussy. Her cute little clit was delicious as she nuzzled,  licked  and  sucked  on  it.  But  it  was  the  familiar  feeling  of  Sara’s tongue running over her clit that broke her. Sara snorted at the sudden spray of  girl-juice  that  Miyu  sprayed.  But  she  didn’t  let  up  for  a  second.  They trapped  Miyu  in  a  vicious  cycle  of  pleasure.  Kelly’s  firm  grip  on  her  hair contrasted  with  Sara’s  soft  tongue.  But  it  was  the  thick,  throbbing  cock slamming into her that put her in her happy place. Impossibly hard, thick and long.  As  it  thrust  inside  her,  Miyu’s  body  locked  up,  and  she  wasn’t disappointed. 

“Oh fuck,” Stan grunted. 

His grip tightened over Miyu’s hips as he ground himself deep inside the small woman. Miyu recognised the throb of Stan’s cock as he started to cum inside her. And as Sara’s tongue worked her clit, Miyu’s mind went blank as she took a back seat and let the pleasure consume her. 

“Oh, shit…” 

The trio paused as Miyu continued to whimper and rock back and forth. 

Kelly was speechless as Stan turned his head. Sara decided to just pretend she  wasn’t  there  anymore.  Harriet  blinked  at  the  trio  as  she  leaned  through the front door. 

“I… Um… There’s… Something, need, now, umm…” 

Harriet leaned back out and closed the door. Stan blinked and turned back to the ladies as a low rumble filled the air. It was like a truck coming past the house, but this was moving far slower as it went past. More to the point, as it did  so,  it  seemed  to  pause,  before  a  loud  engine  revved  as  whatever  it  was reversed.  Pulling  his  cock  out  of  Miyu,  who  cried  out  at  the  sudden  loss  of sensation,  Stan  tucked  himself  away.  Spinning  on  the  spot,  he  ran  for  the

door  and  looked  out  the  window,  as  a  Marauder  armoured-truck  pulled  into the driveway. Where it rumbled to a stop. 

“What the hell is going on?” Stan asked nobody in particular. 

The driver’s door opened, and a young man stepped out onto the top step. 

He leaned over the open door and waved at Harriet. “Hey ummm, is this the residence of The People’s Champions?” 

TEN

“A nd that’s all there is really,” the man smiled, before climbing down from the back. 

Stan  followed  down,  before  Miyu,  Sara  and  finally  Harriet  to stand  by  Kelly,  who  wasn’t  able  to  follow  up  the  ladder.  All  their  parents were out in the yard staring with the same shock Stan felt as they looked over the vehicle. A Marauder APC anti-mine vehicle. Painted black with People’s Champions painted on each side in big white lettering. It took ten people, two in  the  front  with  a  further  eight  in  the  rear.  The  only  real  modification  that had been done to it was the weapons rack. Instead of holding rifles, they had changed it to hold swords and other things. 

“Questions?” the man asked. 

Stan  just  blinked.  “Lots.  Who  are  you,  and  why  are  you  giving  us  a tank?” 

The man seemed to pause for a moment and shook his head. “Sorry, I’m Sampson Cartwright, CEO of Abelard Electronic Solutions…” He looked at all our blank faces for a few moments. “Gam gam didn’t call, did she?” 

“Gam gam?” Kelly asked. 

Sampson sighed and shook his head. “My grandmother, I believe she was the one who provided first aid for Kelly.” 

Stan gaped like the rest of them, but shook it off a moment later. “That’s the who, now the why?” 

Sampson chuckled nervously, “That’s twofold. First, believe it or not, we already  had  the  marauder.  My  father  was  ex-military  and  started  a  security firm  when  he  retired.  But  with  the  advance  of  electronics,  he  pushed  into cybersecurity and his brand new truck went into storage soon after he bought

it.” 

“So why give it to us?” Kelly asked. 

“Gam  gam  said  it  was  time,”  he  shrugged.  “It’s  been  sitting  in  storage, taking  up  space.  It  costs  money  for  upkeep,  whether  or  not  it  moves.  Tires don’t last forever, neither do oil nor batteries. I was looking at selling it and got  a  call  from  her  this  morning.  Printing  the  sticker  took  a  couple  hours and… Not to be a complete weirdo, but information collection is literally my job, so finding an address wasn’t hard.” 

“We can’t even drive it-” 

“I can,” Harriet cut Stan off. 

Sampson gave her a grin. “Look. Pros and cons. Free truck, bullet proof, will take a large explosive to crack, road legal. Cons, maintenance and fuel. 

But It had a service last month, the tires are new, and I filled the tank on the way over.” 

“And you’re just going to give it to us?” Stan asked. 

Sampson nodded, “Yeah though… I wouldn’t mind hiring you.” 

“We’re not a paramilitary,” Kelly frowned. 

“I’m not asking you to be,” Sampson smiled. “But you’re already doing a little  security  work.  I’m  hoping  I  can  incentivise  you  to  show  up  with  the truck,  at  events  and  things.  Or,  if  we  get  a  new  contract  and  need  to  move product, you show up to keep an eye on things.” 

Stan thought about it for a moment, then frowned. “Product?” 

“Computers,  servers,  cameras  and  other  stuff.  Some  of  our  security systems  cost  hundreds  of  thousands  of  dollars.  We’ve  even  started  moving into  physical  security  with  blast  proof  shutters  for  doors  and  windows.  We currently hire external security to monitor things while we move products, so having you working in house saves me money.” 

Stan glanced over at Kelly, who gave him a small nod. “Alright, let me do up a contract.” 

“No need,” Sampson said, taking out his phone. “I’ve already done one.” 

Stan spent a few moments reading the contract from front to back. And it was  everything  he  said.  The  Peoples’  Champions  took  ownership  of  the marauder and took over all expenses. In return, they would agree to provide security  work  when  available.  The  security  work  itself  could  be  negotiated, but would start at a pay of…

“One-thousand an hour?” Stan frowned. 

Sampson blinked, “Is that not enough?” 

Stan looked up at him. “No, just… We’re a small group, and that’s a lot of money.” 

Sampson shrugged. “I did the math. External companies that provide the services  I  want  need  retainers.  I  pay  them  if  I  use  them  or  not.  By  offering you  a  flat  rate,  I  know  exactly  what  you’re  going  to  cost.  I  already  know you’re capable. And I don’t have to pay you if I don’t need you.” 

With  a  second  check  of  the  contract,  Stan  sighed  and  handed  it  back. 

Sampson gave them all a grin before handing over a set of keys. “Now, how about I shotgun and point out a few things while someone drives me back to the office?” 

Stan sat in the passenger seat beside Harriet as they left Sampson at the front door of his building. The vehicle was surprisingly quiet inside and the seats up front were comfortable. Unlike the jump seats in the rear. 

“This is great,” Harriet chuckled for the fiftieth time. 

Stan just looked around. He could see right over all the other cars on the road.  The  few  people  he  spotted  pointed,  while  others  took  photos.  “We’re getting attention.” 

“All publicity is good publicity,” Sara said from the back. 

Stan  couldn’t  help  but  agree  and  nodded  along.  “You  realise  we’re driving an anti-tank vehicle to feed a cat and check some mail, right?” 

“Someone tried to kill you while you fed that cat,” Sara reminded him. 

Harriet  swung  wide  into  the  street  and  brought  the  marauder  to  a comfortable stop in front of the house. “I’ll wait here.” 

Stan nodded and released the door. The things were so heavy they opened and closed by themselves with the use of motors, and it took a few moments. 

Stepping  out  onto  the  ledge,  Stan  looked  around  before  climbing  down. 

Making his way inside, Mr Fluffikins was his usual self. After a few pats, he wanted to be fed. And with the furry dictator taken care of, Stan let himself out to water the plants. Heading around to the hose, Stan froze at the sight of a middle-aged man waiting for him. 

“You must be Stan,” he said. Stan watched as the man turned on the tap and  uncoiled  the  hose.  He  continued  watching,  right  up  as  the  man  offered the nozzle to him. “Relax, I’m here to talk. If I wanted you dead, I wouldn’t

be here.” 

Stan blinked and took the offered hose. “I might surprise you.” 

The man chuckled, “You already have.” Stan kept an eye on the man as he started watering the plants. “I have to say, it’s strange to see someone like you performing such menial jobs.” 

“A job is a job,” Stan said. 

The man just smiled. “A man after my heart. I’d like to offer you a job.” 

“No,” Stan said immediately. 

The man just blinked. “You haven’t even heard me out yet.” 

“You’re  here  alone.  You’ve  spoken  about  the  possibility  of  wanting  me dead.  Either  you’re  part  of  the  mob,  or  you  want  me  to  join  a  paramilitary group.” 

“Not join, I want you to help lead it,” the man smiled. 

“No.” 

“Stan, a man in my position, only asks once.” 

Stan  shrugged  as  he  moved  on  to  the  next  set  of  plants  to  hose  down. 

“You’ve asked. I said no. You can leave now.” 

“Kelly is a beautiful woman-” 

The man’s surprise, as Stan ripping his sword out, was only matched by Stan’s surprise as his blade tumbled to the grass. The man had reacted as fast as Stan had, knocking the blade aside and twisting it from his grip. They both stood,  staring  at  one  another  for  a  moment,  before  the  man  threw  a  punch. 

Ducking, Stan rolled and ran across the yard for the sword. The big man was only a moment behind. Stan snatched it from the ground and whirled on the man. He didn’t stop. Sidestepping, the man caught the sword and before Stan could get a firm grip; it was again twisted free and tossed aside. In the same process, the man launched, aiming to grab Stan around the middle and hold him in place. 

Stan  shook  off  the  shock  of  being  disarmed  twice  and  dived,  comically, between the man’s legs. 

“Little shit!” The man roared. 

Stan  raced  across  the  yard,  snatching  his  sword  up  for  the  third  time. 

Turning around, the man had his gun up, pointing straight at Stan. He opened his  mouth  to  yell,  but  Stan  raced  forward  instead.  The  man  shouted,  before squeezing the trigger. Stan heard the bullet whistle past him as he shifted at the last moment. The man’s eyes went wide as Stan closed in. Firing a second shot,  Stan  jinked,  feeling  the  rush  of  the  wind  as  that  bullet  missed  too. 

Swinging low, Stan aimed for the man’s stomach. Bringing the sword into an uppercut, the man swung his gun to block the strike. The impact jarred Stan’s arm and, for the third time, the blade spun off into the grass. 

“Stan!” Harriet yelled. 

The  man  whirled  around,  aiming  for  Harriet  as  she  rushed  with  her  axe held high. Stan saw the fear spread across her face as the man took aim with both hands… And did the only thing he could think of on short notice. It hurt him  emotionally  to  do  so,  but  the  feel  of  the  man’s  nuts  shifting  as  Stan punched with all his might was something that he will take to his grave. The man,  on  the  other  hand,  violently  jerked,  sending  his  shot  high  and  wide, before dropping to one knee. 

Stan threw himself on the weapon as the man lurched and pulled it away. 

Scrambling back, Stan tossed the gun at Harriet, who had skidded to a halt. 

But Stan didn’t stop as he ran and collected his sword. Giving it a wipe on his pants,  Stan  slid  it  back  into  the  sheath  before  spotting  Sara  with  her  phone out,  recording  everything.  Ignoring  her  for  the  moment,  Stan  heard  violent retching  and  turned  back  to  the  man.  Sure  enough,  he  was  vomiting,  while trying to get his feet under him. Harriet held the gun at her side with her axe over her shoulder as she watched on. 

Coming back, Stan watched as the man staggered to his feet and snarled at  the  both  of  them.  “You  made  your  point,”  he  spat,  before  pulling  at  his pants  to  try  and  relieve  the  pressure  on  his  crotch.  He  awkwardly  stepped closer and held out his hand. “My gun?” 

“You can pick it up from the cops,” Stan said evenly. 

The man grimaced. “Fuck, all of you.” 

“In your dreams, little man,” Harriet snorted. 

The man stumbled towards the gate before spotting Sara with the phone. 

With  a  frustrated  snarl,  he  limped  off  as  quickly  as  he  could  while  Sara filmed him. Stan just sighed and brushed the grass from his clothing before a big smack on his behind signalled Harriet helping him. 

“Thanks,” Stan grumbled. 

“You’re welcome. Got any more to do?” 

Stan nodded. “Yeah, just a few minutes.” 

“Do you know who that was?” Sara asked. 

Stan  picked  up  the  hose  that  was  spraying  water  across  the  yard  and shook his head. Spotting her with the camera, Stan smirked. “No idea who he was. Said he wanted me to help run a paramilitary group. When I said no, he

threatened  my  wife  Kelly,  who  was  badly  injured  last  night.  We  fought,  I won, he left.” 

“It seemed like a fair struggle,” Sara said in her reporter voice. 

“Not really,” Stan shrugged, watering the plants again. “He obviously has a  high  disarm  skill.  But  he  couldn’t  actually  hit  me,  even  without  my sword…” Stan shrugged again. 

“You’ve heard it first with Sara Felton from Bleeding News.” 

Stan  watched  her  fiddle  with  her  phone  for  a  moment,  before  frowning and stepping close. “Seriously though, you okay?” 

Stan nodded, “Yeah. He was just waiting out here. Started talking, being all friendly till I said no.” 

Sara nodded, “Come on then. Finish up, I’ll run over and check the mail, then we should get you home.” 

Stan nodded and got to it as Sara rushed off. Harriet came to stand beside him as she watched the reporter leave. “I umm…” 

Stan looked up at the big woman as she seemed to struggle with what she was about to say. “You okay?” 

Harriet  shifted  and  looked  down  at  him.  “Thank  you,  that…  I  wasn’t getting out of that. I was a goner and…” 

“You’re one of us now,” Stan gave her a grin. “I don’t know what you’re used  to.  But  my  idea  of  a  guild  was  that  of  a  big  family.  One  where  we  all look out for one another.” 

“Thank you Stan,” Harriet said with a nod. “Thank you for giving me a chance.” 

Stan  shrugged  off  her  thanks  and  a  few  minutes  later,  he  climbed  back into the passenger seat of the truck with Sara getting herself strapped into the rear.  The  drive  home  took  no  time  at  all,  and  Harriet  pulled  the  big  vehicle right into the driveway. By the time Stan got out, Miyu was standing by the open front door with a polite smile as Stan and Harriet approached the front door. Sara was a little slower, darting out to grab a laptop from her car. 

“Thanks,” she smiled at Miyu, who closed the door behind them all. 

Kelly was perched on the couch with her leg up. She clutched a cup of tea in her hands and shot them all a smile as their parents smiled at everyone. 

“Oh right, the dinner,” Stan nodded. 

“Oh,” Harriet paused. “Should we-” 

“I have enough for everyone,” Miyu said quickly. 

“I don’t want to intrude,” the big woman mumbled. 

Miyu  shook  her  head  gently.  “It’s  fine.  I  was  making  a  large  meal, anyway. When you and Sara got here, I just made it a little bigger.” 

“If you’re sure.” 

“Have a seat,” Stan gestured to the couch. “Have you met our parents?” 

After  a  set  of  introductions  went  around,  the  inevitable  questions  arose from Sara’s laptop coming out. That led to Stan and Kelly’s parents listening in shock about Stan’s fight, while Harriet started shifting uncomfortably. 

“Honestly,  son,”  his  father  remarked.  “I  don’t  know  if  the  truck  is  a blessing or a curse. If people are trying to kill you…” 

“I  know,  dad,”  Stan  agreed,  chewing  on  one  of  Miyu’s  biscuits.  “But…

There’s something else going on that we should probably discuss.” 

“Nothing illegal is it?” Kelly’s mother asked a tad fearfully. 

Stan grit his teeth. “I… Don’t… Think so?” 

That  got  them  all  frowning,  so  Stan  explained  about  how  they  were  all masters. Sara kept an ear out, but didn’t speak or ask questions as Stan made his explanations. He told them about lying to Beth when she came to collect their details. That was the part Stan wasn’t sure about being illegal. But their parents  seemed  to  understand  their  concerns  when  Sara  helpfully  showed them the reports on masters vanishing. The only one Stan worried about was Harriet,  who  remained  quiet  and  stoic  the  whole  time,  and  through  their evening meal. Though she did compliment Miyu on one of the chicken dishes she had made. 

With  their  parents’  bellies  full,  goodbyes  were  spoken,  and  they  headed home,  leaving  the  guild  members  and  Sara  behind  in  the  house.  They  sat around before Sara smiled and sat up. 

“Done. My boss will get that in the morning and the story will go live.” 

Stan  nodded  before  remembering.  “Kelly,  didn’t  we  have  interviews today?” 

“Yeah,” she sighed. “First cancelled, the second… Wasn’t great, and the third didn’t show up.” 

Stan frowned. “Is that normal?” 

“It can be,” Sara frowned. “But depending on their reasons, it may be for the best. So don’t worry yourselves too much about it.” 

“I  might  know  someone,”  Harriet  mumbled.  The  room  paused,  and  she looked uncomfortable for a moment. “In my last guild there was a girl… She applied as a mechanic when they started looking into company vehicles. She didn’t last as long as I did.” 

“You’re  thinking  about  maintenance  for  the  marauder,  right?”  Kelly asked. 

Harriet nodded, “Yeah. She fixed a bunch of things while we were there. 

Even some dude’s phone once. But she took off after a few guys gave her a hard time.” 

“Do you know where she is?” Stan asked. 

Harriet nodded, “Yeah, but… There’s a problem.” 

Stan  sat  beside  Harriet  in  the  marauder  as  they  pulled  into  the  junkyard. 

Activating the floodlights, they pulled through the gates and crawled along. 

“You think she’s here?” 

Harriet  nodded  slowly,  “Yeah,  she  mentioned  it  a  couple  times  that  she had a place when she couldn’t make rent.” 

Stan frowned and kept an eye out. “You think she’ll come out?” 

“She might,” Harriet said with a hopeful grin. “She might be curious, or I might get out on top and call her name.” 

What  they  weren’t  expecting  was  to  see  a  black  sedan  parked  beside  an open hatch, right in the side of a large scrap pile. Between the hatch and the sedan  were  two  men  in  suits  wrestling  a  person  between  them.  Stan’s  eyes went  wide  as  he  recognised  one  man  who  worked  with  Beth  and  his  blood went cold. 

“Oh shit, they have her!” Harriet snapped. 

Both the men froze at the sight of the marauder that came to a halt before them.  One  wrestled  the  person  to  the  ground.  A  young  woman,  covered  in filth, in an oversized jacket and drawstring pants. She wore mismatched boots and  her  blonde  hair  was  probably  a  shade  or  two  lighter  than  it  looked  if  it were  clean.  She  was  snarling  and  kicking  despite  being  held  easily.  The second man, the one Stan recognised, withdrew a badge and held it out in the light. Stan and Harriet opened the doors and climbed down. 

“Look,  I  don’t  know  which  organisation  sent  you.  But  we  have  this handled,” the man said firmly. 

“You have what exactly?” Stan asked. 

The man frowned. “Who are you?” 

“Is she under arrest?” Harried asked. 

The man stepped back. “Problem,” he blurted to his partner. “Look, we’re here  on  official  business.  So  get  back  in  the  truck  and  leave.  This  doesn’t need to get messy.” 

The second man suddenly yelled out as the woman on the ground bit his finger.  He  snatched  his  hand  away,  and  it  gave  the  woman  a  moment  to scream. 

“Help! They’re kidnapping me!” 

Stan  was  the  first  to  move.  Ripping  his  sword  out,  the  familiar  guard raised  and  fired  his  pistol  in  the  same  movement.  It  must  have  been  a practised motion, and he was sure of himself as he spun on Harriet. So it was a surprise as Stan slammed his sword into the man’s guts. He let out a choked gasp as the other man started yelling into his radio for help. Unfortunately for him,  his  distraction  led  to  Harriet  ploughing  into  him.  The  woman  snarled like an animal as she slammed him into the ground. Taking him by the shirt, she hauled him off the ground and literally picked him up over her head. The man cried out in terror as she tossed him several metres through the air. 

Stan yanked his sword free of his own target as the man slumped to the ground, groaning in pain. Then he turned to the woman, who scrambled back away from him in terror. Stan froze in place before putting his sword down. 

“I’m not going to hurt you. Are you okay?” 

The woman shuddered before letting out a sob. “Oh god, they’re going to kill me!” 

Stan frowned. “What do you mean, kill you?” 

Stan  turned  when  the  woman  pointed  with  a  trembling  finger.  The  man he’d  stabbed  was  holding  a  gun  and  pointing  right  at  him.  The  flash  of  the shot had Stan throw himself to the side, before racing back towards the man. 

He  fired  twice  more,  hitting  nothing  but  air.  Stan  didn’t  question  it  as  he drove  his  sword  into  the  man’s  chest.  The  man  snarled  at  Stan  as  the  blade sunk lower. And Stan felt the burn of the gun barrel press into his stomach. 

“Dodge this.” 

BANG! 

“Stan!” Harriet roared. Stan staggered back as the man fell limp. Harriet tackled  him  to  the  ground,  pressing  his  stomach.  “Fleur,  in  the  back  of  the truck, there’s a medkit!” 

Stan  blinked  and  struggled  to  breathe  from  the  pressure  Harriet  was using. His midsection hurt, as the woman ran to do as Harriet asked. 

“Harriet!” Stan choked. 

“Don’t talk,” Harriet trembled. “Shit, I don’t have enough friends for you to up and die on me now.” 

Stan grunted as Harriet increased the pressure. Running steps approached and Stan’s vision was going starry as Fleur slid to a stop. 

“Move your hands,” Fleur said softly. “I need to… What the fuck?” 

Stan gasped as the pressure vanished and he could breathe. “Oh god,” he flopped and sucked in a second lungful of air. 

“Stan?!” Harriet squeaked girlishly. “I-I thought-” 

“Master,” Stan said groggily as his vision slowly returned to normal. 

“Master?” Fleur asked. 

“Shit,”  Stan  grumbled,  giving  himself  a  shake.  “Please  don’t  tell anyone?” 

“What are you both doing here?” She asked. 

“Hoping  to  hire  you,”  Harriet  said  with  a  relieved  sigh.  “We  got  that today,”  she  gestured  over  her  shoulder  at  the  marauder.  “Was  hoping  you might be interested in taking a deal to keep it running for us.” 

Stan  sat  up  as  Fleur  blinked  and  got  to  her  feet.  She  walked  over  and started  looking  at  it.  Frowning,  she  ran  her  hands  over  the  wheel  arches before pausing. She reached in and plucked out a small black box. 

“Tracker,”  she  said.  Stan  frowned,  but  Fleur  kept  going  around  the vehicle until she got back to the start. “Need to re-pack the front bearing. It’s been sitting a while, and the grease isn’t the greatest, but the rest is okay. It’s like new despite the age.” 

Stan blinked. “You’re a master too, aren’t you?” 

Fleur  nodded  slowly  before  looking  away.  “Mechanic.  I  fix  things, sometimes make them better. The question is, can you afford me?” 

“I… Don’t know,” Stan said with a frown. “I was going to offer you what I did, Harriet.” 

“Which is?” 

“An equal share,” Stan mumbled. “But how about a roof over your head? 

Meals,  hot  water  and  an  equal  share.  In  return,  you  keep  our  equipment going.” 

Fleur seemed to flinch slightly before glancing around. “You’re… You’re not gonna make me… Y’know?” 

“He’s taken care of,” Harriet said, letting Stan know what she was about to ask. 

“No,”  Stan  shook  his  head.  “Nobody’s  making  you  do  that,  or  anything

else.” 

“What about the other guys?” 

“He’s  the  only  guy  in  the  guild,”  Harriet  said.  “He’s  good  too.  Already saved my life, and he’s not a prick about it.” 

Stan saw the nervous indecision in her eyes and offered an olive branch. 

“Tell  you  what.  Come  back  tonight.  Grab  something  to  eat,  have  a  shower. 

We’ll wash your clothes and you can decide in the morning. Right now it’s late, and my wife is at home waiting.” 

“You make her stay home or something?” Fleur snarked. 

“Someone shot her twice, so yes,” Stan said evenly. 

Fleur suddenly looked uncomfortable, “Sorry.” 

“It’s fine,” Stan nodded. “You in?” 

Fleur  looked  over  at  Harriet  who  stared  right  back.  Then  she  sighed, 

“Yeah, alright. I could use a shower at the very least. But ummm… What are we doing with these guys?” 

“Shit,” Stan whirled around at the two bodies and the sedan. “They were calling for help.” 

“Didn’t work,” Fleur chuckled darkly. “I saw you coming and disabled it before  he  could  get  the  call  out.  Just  give  me  a  few  minutes  to  get  it  all ready.” 

Fleur, with the help of Harriet, stuffed both of the men into the back seat of their car. The one Stan had stabbed was dead, but the other was still alive. 

He  was  badly  injured,  though,  seeming  unable  to  move  from  some  spinal injury. He glared at them and made noises of protest as the door closed. 

“Right, one sec,” Fleur said. 

Stan watched as she hopped into the driver’s seat and the engine fired up. 

He had no idea if she had keys or something else was going on. But it quickly became  apparent  what  she  was  doing  as  she  pulled  up  in  front  of  a  car crusher. She got out before going around to the crane parked beside it. 

Fleur was humming in the back seat as they drove back. Stan felt conflicted about what had happened. Those men, at least one, were still conscious when she dropped the car into the crusher. The small cube that came out at the end leaked blood as she casually loaded it onto a pile and hosed off the mess from

the machine. Then he remembered the videos. The singer, screaming for help as  they  punched  her,  the  cameraman  shot,  and  all  the  others  that  had vanished. 

“You okay?” Harriet asked. “That… Was unexpected of her.” 

Stan swallowed and nodded his head. “There’s going to be a lot more of that if you stick around.” 

“Yup,” Fleur called from the rear. 

Stan sighed in unison with Harriet. “C’mon. Let’s get you home to your wife.” 

Stan smiled and nodded. It had been a busy day, and holding Kelly for a while would make him feel better. 

ELEVEN

I t was soft whispering that Stan noticed first. Two voices, soft, feminine and  punctuated  with  a  nervous  giggle.  The  bed  shifted,  and  a  weight settled  down  on  either  side  of  Stan’s  hips.  The  very  softest  touch  lifted his morning glory upward before a mouth closed over the head. Stan blinked and  opened  his  eyes  as  Kelly  let  it  pop  out  from  between  her  lips.  Holding eye contact, she angled his cock back towards Miyu’s awaiting slit. 

“Oh  shit,”  Stan  mumbled,  watching  Miyu  lower  herself  down  on  his cock. 

Her  labia  parted  to  allow  him  entry  and  Kelly  smiled  widely,  before turning  her  head  and  obscuring  his  view.  But  Miyu’s  sudden  gasp  told  him exactly what she was doing. 

“Kelly…” Miyu whimpered. 

Stan just laid back and relaxed as Kelly licked from their joining up over Miyu’s clit and back again. Miyu did her best to ride him, leaning back and gently rocking her hips in place. Despite her subtle complaints, she was very obviously  enjoying  what  was  happening.  After  all,  even  when  they  didn’t invite the small woman to their bed, she usually joined them in the night. It had  been  three  weeks  now  since  they  had  shot  Kelly.  Three  weeks  of preparations,  work  and  building  public  trust.  But  they  could  all  feel something coming. And not just Miyu. 

The  extremely  shy  and  introverted  woman  had  taken  to  being  Kelly’s sexual  surrogate  like  a  fish  to  water.  Stan  had  worried  at  first  that  jealousy might  come  into  play,  but  he  needn’t  have  worried.  As  soon  as  she  could, Stan  went  from  sleeping  with  Miyu  under  Kelly’s  instructions.  To  sleeping with them both at Kelly’s insistence. Now, even on nights when they went to

bed without her, Stan still usually woke to the feel of Miyu on the opposite shoulder to Kelly. 

“Isn’t she beautiful?” Kelly whispered softly. “I could just lick, and lick, and lick.” 

Stan  groaned  as  Miyu  pulsed  around  his  cock.  The  mornings  were  the worst. It didn’t always start with sex, but that didn’t mean it hadn’t happened. 

Stan’s  duelling  skill  was  five,  with  a  (1/8)  beside  it.  His  assassination  was level  4  with  a  (6/8)  beside  it.  Likewise,  Miyu  and  Kelly  had  seen improvements  in  their  skills.  It  really  seemed  like  every  time  it  levelled  up, the  number  of…  Couplings  they  would  need  doubled.  That  meant  that anyone  with  a  high  skill  could  boost  their  skill  level  well  beyond  what  was considered  human  rather  quickly.  While  someone  with…  A  lot  of  time  on their  hands.  Could  get  their  skills  as  high  as  necessary,  depending  on  their libido. 

“Cum in her Stan, I wanna suck it out of her,” Kelly growled sexily. 

Make that (7/8). 

Stumbling  out  of  the  main  bedroom,  the  smell  of  coffee  filled  the  house. 

Which  told  them  where  Fleur  had  stayed  the  evening  before.  She  was  the perfect  guest  in  some  ways.  Tidy,  willing  to  help  out  with  chores  and relatively  quiet.  But  as  they  stepped  into  the  kitchen,  she  was  wearing  a  g-string and nothing else as she made up a pot of coffee. 

“Morning!” She grinned. 

“Fleur,” Kelly sighed. “Shirt.” 

Fleur  glanced  down  at  herself.  “Oh,  shit.”  She  grabbed  her  rather substantial breasts and kneaded them for a few moments. 

“FLEUR!” 

That time she jumped, “Right, sorry.” 

Darting from the room, the three of them sighed and shook their heads. It was easy to see what Harriet was talking about with their prior guild. She was highly  intelligent,  extremely  driven  and  motivated,  with  all  things  broken. 

Mechanic just didn’t cut it. She could practically see into an object and work out  what  something  needed.  Then,  with  a  touch  of  her  hand,  she  could diagnose problems and future problems, like the tracker that had been left in

the wheel arch of their truck. Sampson had been furious when he found out and led a team himself where he went over the vehicle looking for more bugs. 

By  the  time  they  were  satisfied,  Fleur  gave  it  a  once  over  to  confirm.  Only then did Stan trust that Sampson himself hadn’t placed there it. 

Fleur,  though,  with  her  head  full  of  so  much  genius,  seemed  to  struggle with  mundane  things.  She  could  use  a  computer  and  repair  parts  that  were broken, but couldn’t write code or see what was corrupting a program. And she  frequently  forgot  things  like  getting  fully  dressed  before  she  left  her room. She was a blonde-bombshell by definition. Pam Andersen had nothing on  Fleur.  Her  breasts  practically  defied  gravity  as  they  jutted  horizontally from  her  chest.  Her  nipples  seemed  permanently  erect  and  her  long,  blonde hair  framed  them  beautifully.  So  it  was  odd  that  someone  with  an  obvious figure like herself was only content when she was fixing something. 

“I’ll make breakfast,” Miyu sighed. 

“Yay!”  Fleur  cheered,  darting  back  in  wearing  the  same  g-string  and  a shirt that was obviously a size too small. 

She  had  come  with  little  other  than  what  was  on  her  back.  They  hadn’t risked  going  back  to  the  wrecking  yard.  Not  that  she’d  mentioned  wanting anything. Harriet seemed to enjoy taking her out. The large woman took her friend  under  her  wing  and  when  they  came  back,  it  was  usually  with something  she  needed.  The  odd  family  moved  to  the  dining  table  before someone knocked on the front door. 

“Probably Harriet,” Fleur smiled and darted off before anyone could stop her. 

Stan just sighed as Kelly shook her head. 

“Oh, my god!” Sara’s voice called out. “Get inside before someone sees you!” 

“What?” Fleur whined. “I’m covered, aren’t I?” 

“That’s  not  the  point!”  Sara  hissed,  leading  the  chastised  young  woman by the hand. “Good morning, everyone,” she said with a strained smile. “I’ve got the latest batch of resumes here.” 

“Thank you, Sara,” Kelly smiled, taking the paperwork. She immediately started flicking through and organising them. 

Fleur,  now  back  inside,  went  back  to  pouring  coffee  for  everyone.  Stan took his with a grateful smile as Fleur moved around the table. The sound of a  large  diesel  rumbled  through  the  room.  There  was  a  second  knock  on  the door and Fleur made to move when Sara got in the way. With a fierce glare, 

Fleur shuffled back into the room while Sara checked the door. 

“Morning everyone!” Harriet called out, following Sara back in a moment later. “Fleur, trucks driving perfect.” 

“Fuckin’ told ya,” the blonde grinned. “Basically new. Just needed a bit of grease to lubricate things.” 

“That  the  squeaky…  Strut?”  Stan  asked.  Receiving  a  nod  from  Fleur  at the correct terminology, he relaxed. 

“Yup,  there  was  nothing  wrong  with  it.  But  with  Harriet  getting comfortable with it, a few bits started to squeak from lack of use.” 

Stan  nodded,  relieved  there  was  nothing  seriously  wrong  with  it.  But  it had taken her a week to carry out the repairs. It was truly amazing what she could  do  with  some  wooden  beams,  some  jacks  and  a  handful  of  borrowed tools.  Stan  hadn’t  understood  a  lot  of  what  she  was  doing.  Especially  when she pulled off what looked like major suspension components. But Fleur was confident she had it handled and after it all came apart, it went back together again. Harriet, being the only one to drive it so far, took it home for the night as a ‘test drive.’

“Well eat up, we need to head off in an hour,” Miyu said, as she brought a stack of plates over. 

Stan  nodded.  It  was  their  second  job  for  Sampson.  Stan  had  the  feeling they were being used as advertising as much as anything else. It was a facility a  few  hours’  drive  away  in  the  next  city  over.  All  he’d  mentioned  were servers  and  a  truck.  Stan  had  agreed  rather  quickly.  It  was  also  the  last  job they’d  need  to  qualify  for  full  guild  status,  which  is  why  Sara  was  coming along. She had all her equipment and was going to film the parts that weren’t critical.  Sampson  had  agreed  rather  quickly,  so  long  as  she  didn’t  interfere with the job itself or film the product as it was being brought in. 

They  quickly  set  the  table  and  ate  before  the  household  occupants returned to their rooms to dress. Albeit with a bit of brow beating for Fleur. 

She  was  coming  along  in  a  support  capacity.  On  the  off  chance  something happened to the truck, she could advise. It also gave them an excuse to give her  a  cut.  Sitting  at  home  and  waiting  made  her  feel  bad  about  accepting money. So the easy fix was for her to come along. 

What they had managed to sort out in the last few weeks was uniforms. It didn’t cost much in the end. Each of them got together a few outfits of loose, comfortable  clothing.  They  stuck  with  blue  and  black.  A  local  printing company put Peoples’ Champions on the arms with their names on the breast. 

It  was  cheap,  efficient  and,  best  of  all,  machine  washable.  They  looked  like they  were  going  to  the  gym  when  they  all  dressed  up,  but  even  now  the public seemed to recognise them. 

Heading out the front door, Stan locked up as Harriet gave Sara a hand, loading her camera into the back of the truck. Miyu and Kelly headed around to  the  back  and  climbed  in.  Sara  helped  Kelly  up  the  last  step.  Her  gunshot wounds had mostly healed, but she still had a little weakness. Harriet took her usual spot as driver while Fleur jumped into the passenger seat. With a final glance back at the house and a wave at his parents, who watched from next door,  Stan  hopped  in.  Closing  the  door  behind  him,  he  quickly  took  a  seat across from Sara and beside Kelly. 

“For such a big truck, it’s kinda cramped, don’t you think?” 

Kelly snorted as the engine rumbled into life. “Think you’re cramped?” 

Stan smirked and saw the smile on her face. He knew he was small, and she didn’t rib him about it. So he knew it was in jest. They sat as comfortably as they could in the rear as Harriet backed out of the driveway. Turning onto the main road, Stan realised he was the centre of attention for three ladies. 

“What?” 

“You like Sara, don’t you?” Kelly asked. 

Stan frowned. “Of course. Even if she isn’t technically part of the guild, she’s always done right by us.” 

“Well,  about  that,”  Sara  smiled.  “It  seems  my  contract  with  Bleeding News was a little more temporary than they were letting on.” 

Stan frowned. “They’re firing you?” 

Sara  nodded  slowly,  “Yeah.  I…  I  think  someone’s  pushing  buttons behind the scenes and the studio started giving me flak about you.” 

“How so?” Stan asked cautiously. 

Sara  sighed.  “At  first  it  was  about  exclusivity.  They  didn’t  like  when  I told  them  you  wouldn’t  speak  to  anyone  but  me.  The  studio  is  kinda  small, and  they  wanted  to  get  more  people  on  you  and  I  wouldn’t  let  them.”  She shuffled uncomfortably for a moment. “But I think it’s bigger than that.” Stan and  Kelly  exchanged  glances  before  Sara  continued.  “My  boss  got  real sketchy a few weeks back. Started asking me to dig into your histories, see if I could find any ethical problems.” 

“Oh shit,” Kelly snapped. “You didn’t tell me it was this bad.” 

“I know,” Sara nodded. “I’m sorry. It didn’t matter at first because you’d made it clear that you wouldn’t talk to anyone else. But, I got my termination

paperwork  emailed  to  me  last  night,  so  now  I’m  looking  at  freelancing…

Unless I get a better offer.” 

“So…”  Kelly  pondered  for  a  moment.  “I  guess  the  question  is,  do  we need our own media consultant?” 

“Well, there is that-” 

“And  whether  or  not  she’s  going  to  get  the  privilege  of  sucking  my husband’s dick for skill points.” Kelly cut her off mid-sentence. 

Sara cleared her throat as her face went slightly red. “I was… Hoping we could discuss benefits.” 

“Tell you what,” Kelly smirked. “If you can suck his dick and keep him hard after he cums down your throat, I’ll let you fuck him after so you can get your dodge skill up to four.” 

Sara  blinked  for  a  moment  while  Stan  gaped  and  stared  at  Kelly.  But  it was  Sara  suddenly  throwing  herself  to  the  floor  that  caught  his  attention. 

Sara’s hands went for the drawstring of his pants as Kelly kissed him firmly. 

All his attention was on Kelly’s delighted moans as Sara’s hand plucked his cock  from  the  front  of  his  pants.  With  just  a  few  strokes,  he  was  hard  and ready,  despite  his  eventful  morning  and  the  previous  evening.  Kelly  pulled away to watch as Sara slipped his cock into her mouth and smiled. 

“Fuck, it’s so hot watching other women suck your dick,” Kelly whined. 

Stan  just  blinked  before  looking  down  at  Sara,  who,  despite  blushing, took him deeper with a moan. “Kelly, is this about skilling up our friends, or you getting off on some cuck-queen fantasy?” 

Kelly  giggled  softly.  “Stan,  I’m  not  a  cuck-queen.  I’m  YOUR  queen.  I will suck,” she kissed his cheek. “And fuck,” she said, licking his ear, “All I want,  when  I  want,  how  I  want.”  She  nibbled  on  the  side  of  his  neck.  “But sitting  here,  in  control  of  two  women,  who  want  you  as  bad  as  I  do  just makes me feel so… Powerful.” 

“Two women?” 

Kelly  blinked  before  turning  to  Miyu.  “Get  on  the  other  side,  take  off your pants, and rub your clit until Sara’s ready to eat you.” 

Stan bit his lip as Miyu shifted to obey, and Sara slipped her mouth free of his cock. “Kelly, you know I’m not a lesbian, right?” 

“Neither  am  I,”  Kelly  smiled.  “But  if  you  want  your  treat  twice,  you’re still going to lick her clit.” 

Sara turned to admire Miyu’s form as she hid her blushing face while she rubbed  herself.  “Dammit,  this  is  kinky,”  she  mumbled,  taking  Stan’s  cock

back into her mouth. 

Stan  just  stared  into  Kelly’s  eyes  as  he  watched  her  hand  sneak  down between her legs. It was going to be a bit of a drive, anyway. 

“If you lot are done fucking! We’re pulling in behind Sampson now,” Harriet called out. 

Stan sighed and gave himself another check. Everything was straight and neat. He only hoped his shirt came low enough to hide the grool stains on the front  of  his  pants.  Sara  was  napping  in  her  seat  while  Kelly  and  Miyu cuddled. 

“That wasn’t a complaint, by the way,” Harriet continued. “Just be nice to invite a girl next time.” 

“Girls,” Fleur added. “I’d totally eat Miyu out if Stan’s going to ram that thing into me.” 

“He big?” Harriet asked. 

Fleur made a gesture with her hands, and Stan blushed at the accuracy of her explanation. The soft hand on his leg was from Kelly, who flashed him a wink as Miyu blushed prettily from her perch on Kelly’s shoulder. 

They  drove  in  silence  for  a  few  minutes,  following  Sampson’s  truck.  It wasn’t  too  obvious  at  first  and  if  it  hadn’t  been  waiting  where  they’d  said, chances  are  they’d  have  missed  it.  By  comparison,  the  marauder  was  far more  noticeable,  and  the  truck  pulled  back  onto  the  main  road  in  time  for Harriet  to  slip  in  behind  it.  The  town  they  were  driving  into  was  a  little smaller than the one they lived in. Though that was more to do with the kind of  town  it  was.  Stan  and  Kelly  lived  in  a  college  town.  There  was  industry, sure, but there were also a lot of young people and families. This town was more commercial, and those that lived locally also worked here. 

The truck indicated to turn into the driveway of a large, but new looking warehouse. It was just off the road with plenty of parking space. Harriet hung back by a wide margin as the truck swung around and backed up to the doors. 

Stan had thought they’d open them and back the truck right in, but instead a smaller door opened and someone came out to guide the truck back as far as practical. 

When  the  truck  came  to  a  stop,  Harriet  brought  the  marauder  in  and

parked  it  towards  the  front  of  the  truck  so  Sara  could  film  and  not  get  the inside  of  the  truck  or  the  facility.  Stan  helped  get  her  equipment  up  off  the floor  before  opening  the  rear  door.  Harriet  and  Fleur  climbed  out  on  their own  through  the  passenger  doors  and  met  him  at  the  rear.  Stan  nodded  to them  both  as  he  helped  Miyu  climb  down,  followed  by  Kelly,  who  beamed widely. 

“Such a gentleman,” she remarked. 

“You can suck his dick later,” Fleur sighed. 

Stan rolled his eyes. “Right, let’s go say hi.” 

Sampson  came  around  the  truck  to  meet  them  as  they  approached.  He gave Sara a wave as she filmed from the marauder. “Glad you all could make it.” 

“Could hardly say no, could we?” Stan grinned and offered his hand. 

Sampson chuckled, “Well, you could. But then things would get awkward and Gam gam would be upset if our relationship went sour over something so stupid.” 

“Speaking of,” Stan frowned. “Is she okay? We haven’t gotten any calls.” 

“Oh  yeah,  she’s  fine,”  Sampson  smiled.  “Way  she  tells  it,  she  had  the situation  under  control  when  bullets  started  flying  and  she  rescued  you.” 

Sampson smiled, but this time, it didn’t reach his eyes. “For what it’s worth, though. Thank you. She’s a tough ol battle axe, but she’s all I have left.” 

“She helped my wife.” Stan rubbed the back of his neck with one hand. 

“She’s family, as far as I’m concerned.” 

The  ladies  all  murmured  their  agreement,  except  for  Sara,  who  was  too far away to hear what they were talking about. 

“Anyway,  this  warehouse  is  under  construction.  A  week  from  now,  this will all be a secure facility. We’re bringing in basically an entire truckload of servers, but we have to do it one by one. Servers come off the truck and to the little door. Their team brings them inside.” 

Stan frowned. “What about setup?” 

“They’re taking care of it. I’ve already made them sign a waiver for the warranty. I won’t put my signature on something I didn’t set up.” 

Stan nodded, “Right. And I’m assuming there’s no camera crews coming out today?” 

Sampson grinned, thinking about their last job. At first, Stan had thought the  paparazzi  were  out  looking  for  whatever  Sampson  was  doing.  Stan  had organised the ladies into a short line to bar the camera’s entry to the facility

they were delivering, too. Right up until someone stuck a microphone in his face and started asking questions. 

What  followed  was  an  hour’s  worth  of  “No  comment,”  before  forcing their way back into the marauder and leaving as quickly as they could. 

“Right, well, we’ll just do some patrols then,” Stan said. 

Sampson  nodded,  “Sounds  good.  We’ve  kept  this  on  the  down-low,  but there’s always a chance of things happening these days.” 

Stan  nodded.  He’d  been  ambushed  a  few  times  now  and  knew EXACTLY  what  the  man  was  talking  about.  With  everything  a  skill  these days,  it  was  easy  for  organisations  to  hire  people  they  wanted  for  specific reasons.  And  the  skills  didn’t  even  necessarily  make  sense  if  you  got  them high enough. Maybe there was a master computer hacker out there watching everyone’s moves. Maybe there was a master anthropologist who was taking notes of our actions before we’d even done them based on observations. Hell, the  guy  who’d  attacked  him  in  Mrs.  Olga’s  yard  was  obviously  skilled  in disarm and…

“Holy shit,” Stan said out loud. 

“Stan?” 

Stan just blinked. “That guy who threatened you in Mrs. Olga’s yard. He had  a  high  disarm  skill.  I  couldn’t  even  swing  my  sword  without  it  being yanked out of my hands and tossed aside like nothing.” 

“You don’t think…” 

Stan shook his head. “I don’t know what to think. There’s no proof either way. He could have been an ex-CIA or something. Who knows?” 

“I’ll keep an eye out,” Kelly whispered. “Keep your sword handy.” 

Stan nodded, testing the hilt for a moment. “Harriet, I want you to hang around  the  vehicles.  Fleur,  keep  an  eye  on  the  equipment.  I  want  you  to  let them  know  if  you  think  something’s  about  to  fail.  Kelly,  you’re  close support. Go sit by the doors and keep watch. Miyu, run through assassination techniques. If you think there’s the possibility one of us could be taken down quietly, I want you to have considered it already and be there to stop it from happening.” 

“And what are you doing?” Kelly asked. 

“Perimeter,” Stan smiled tightly. “If someone’s out there, I’ll be the first target, and the most likely to get out of the way.” 

Kelly looked conflicted for a moment before nodding. “Aye, sir.” 

With  Kelly’s  agreement,  they  split  and  broke  up  in  different  directions. 

Stan knew that even though he was the ‘face’ of the group. Kelly was really the one in charge. She was happy for him to take the lead, but he’d cave the moment she opened her mouth. Heading back out to the road, Stan watched a few  cars  go  by  before  turning  and  walking  around  the  perimeter  of  the building. It was separate from its neighbours, unlike some others in the area. 

It had a fence the whole way round, and Stan made a point to check it as he walked.  Moving  servers  was  slow  business.  They  were  large,  awkward  and rather  fragile  things.  The  slightest  bump  and  you  could  break  a  connection that would take a rebuild to fix. So it was slow work. 

Sara  seemed  to  be  doing  her  own  rounds.  Sometimes  out  by  the  road, other times talking into the camera while she had it set on a tripod. Now and then,  he  spotted  her  talking  to  one  of  the  ladies,  and  Stan  put  it  out  of  his mind. 

Stan was around the rear of the facility when he heard a gunshot. Turning, he sprinted back the way he came. If the fence wasn’t in the way, it would be quicker. They topped it with barbed wire and… Stan slid to a stop and hauled himself up the fence as quickly as he could. Reaching the top, he grabbed the barbed  wire  without  thinking  and  hauled  himself  up  and  over  it.  Nothing stabbed  into  his  hands  or  scratched  his  legs,  but  his  pants  tugged  as  he dropped to the ground. 

Racing towards the front of the building, he met Harriet, Kelly, Fleur and Miyu,  who  were  waiting  for  him.  Sampson  was  waving  with  a  smile  as  he arrived, and Kelly gave him a quick hug. 

“What happened?” 

“Car  backfired,”  Kelly  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief.  “Scared  the  hell  out  of us.” 

Stan sighed, “Oh good. I… I was really worried there for a moment.” 

“I figured,” Kelly said. “You started on the other side of the fence.” 

Stan confirmed with a nod. “Right, speaking of. I’ll need to use the gate again to get out. You’re all good?” 

“We’re  fine.  Go  be  all  macho  elsewhere  that  I  can’t  drool  over  you,” 

Fleur grumped. 

Stan  rolled  his  eyes  and  gave  Kelly  and  Miyu  a  peck  on  the  lips  each before they went back to their positions. Stan just gave Sampson a wave as he made his way between the truck and the parked marauder. Only…

“Sara?!” He called out. 

Stan looked around, then approached the marauder. She wasn’t inside and

her equipment wasn’t there either. Stepping away, Stan jogged back to Kelly, who was speaking with Sampson. 

“Where’s Sara?” 

“She was over by the marauder,” Kelly said. 

Stan froze. The marauder was on the other side of the truck from where they had all met. It wasn’t in view while they gathered in a group. 

“Sampson, have you got any cameras up?” 

“Always,”  Sampson  smirked.  “It’s  one  reason  they  won’t  let  me  inside, despite it apparently being empty other than the server room.” 

He  stepped  around  and  opened  the  truck  door.  Sure  enough,  it  had  a laptop  mounted  to  the  dash  and  Stan  watched  him  bring  up  the  camera footage from the truck. He really did have all angles covered live at all times, even inside the cab. With a few taps of the keys, he scrolled back to the last few minutes. 

“Oh shit,” he mumbled. 

Stan watched the silent footage. Like the rest of them, her head snapped around at the sound of the car backfire. She spun with the camera and started moving. And paused. She turned back and seemed to acknowledge someone. 

Sampson switched cameras, and it showed a young woman in jogging gear. 

She smiled as she came up. And drew a taser. Sara didn’t have a moment to react before the prongs hit her and she went down immediately. The moment it happened, a man in a black suit raced in. There were so many men in suits these  days  Stan  didn’t  know  if  they  were  government  or  one  of  the  gang leaders. But he grabbed Sara while the woman picked up the camera before they  both  ran  back  out  the  gate.  The  whole  thing  happened  in  seconds,  and Stan could see the footage of him racing across to meet up with everyone just a few moments after…

“Sampson-” 

“Hold on,” he said, tapping away. 

The camera shifted again, and Stan reined in his temper. He could feel the blood rushing to his face. Someone had taken Sara. 

“There,”  Sampson  said.  “Bad  news.  They’re  covering  their  plates,  so  I can’t run them.” 

“Is there good news?” Kelly asked. 

Sampson grinned. “When Sara found out where the marauder came from, she  asked  me  to  put  security  devices  in  her  camera  equipment.  Said  the footage could be valuable if something happened to her.” He tapped another

couple  of  screens  before  a  GPS  style  map  showed  up  with  a  moving  dot. 

“And that’s… Well, at least it’s her camera. Can’t guarantee it’s her, but you get the point.” 

Stan grabbed Sampsons’shand and turned him around to give him a level glare. “Get. In. THE MARAUDER!” 

Sara felt dopey as she rolled around in the backseat. Someone was struggling to get the seatbelt on her while they were moving. She’d have helped them, honestly.  But  the  moment  they  had  stuffed  her  into  the  car,  they’d  injected her with something. Snorting with laughter, she let herself flop. 

“You’re  really  not  helping,  are  you?”  A  vaguely  familiar  and  feminine voice asked. 

“Nope,” Sara giggled. “Oh god you’re in sooo much trouble.” 

“I don’t know, honey, we got you out of there pretty quick,” the woman scoffed. “Even if they had a camera on us, the plates are covered.” Sara just giggled  again  as  her  head  swam.  “Fuck,  you’re  really  out  of  it,  huh?”  The woman  finally  sat  her  up  and  get  the  belt  clipped  around  her.  Sara’s  head flopped around before she settled on the slender woman beside her. “You’re pretty. Stan’ll be sad he has to kill you.” 

“That kid isn’t about to kill anyone. Kelly might be a handful and we’ve got people watching for Miyu.” 

Sara  just  shrugged  before  breaking  out  in  a  fit  of  giggles.  “Three…

You’ve got three…Coming…” she murmured as her head swam. 

The woman beside her frowned. “Three what?” But Sara didn’t answer as the world faded around her. 

TWELVE

“W e’re not going to catch them any time soon,” Sampson said. 

Stan tried not to glare, but it was tough and Sampson spotted it. 

“Look,  a  marauder  is  an  armoured  personnel  carrier.  We’re  chasing  a high-powered  sedan.  We’ve  got  a  top  end  of  one-twenty,  but  we  can’t  use that until we’re on the highway.” 

As the marauder lurched around yet another corner, Stan grit his teeth and nodded. “Right, sorry.” 

“We’ll get her back,” Kelly patted my shoulder. 

“Then  we’ll  fucking  kill  them!”  Fleur  howled  from  the  passenger  seat beside Harriet. 

“Tee intersection coming-” 

“Left!”  Sampson  called  out,  going  back  to  his  computer.  “Then  go straight  towards  the  highway.  They’re  taking  back  roads,  but  there’s  only really two places they could be going and both of them we can get from the highway.” 

“Finally,” Stan sighed, slumping back into the seat. 

A  soft  hand  found  his  own  and  Stan  glanced  over  at  Miyu,  who  smiled nervously  at  him.  A  second  hand  was  Kelly  on  his  other  side,  and  both women did their best to keep him calm. Stan did not know how to feel about Sara  as  part  of  their  family.  She  was  older,  had  a  career,  and  quite  clearly spoke  about  using  them  to  give  herself  a  name.  But  that  most  recent  talk, where Kelly had used them as pawns in her little sex game… On one hand, he really liked Sara. She was beautiful, smart and friendly. And on the other

hand…

“They’re all fucking dead,” Stan snarled. “I don’t care who they are, they took someone important to me. They’re all dead!” 

“Stan, we have to be rational about this,” Sampson said evenly. “What if it’s someone you can’t fight? A foreign government? The military?” 

“If it were Gam gam?” 

Sampson froze, before frowning, “Killing is still a stretch.” 

“I  know,”  Stan  nodded.  “You’d  ruin  them.  Take  information,  ruin reputations and destroy their lives so they regret ever crossing you.” Sampson blinked a few times, but remained stoic. “I don’t have those skills Sampson,” 

Stan shook his head. “But what I can do is kill every single one of them and keep killing until the entire world knows what happens when you touch my family.” 

“And if it really is the government?” 

“Find  me  a  law  that  protects  the  government  from  the  repercussions  of kidnapping innocent citizens on national soil.” 

Sampson  nodded  slowly.  “Just  for  the  record,  I  can’t  help  if  it’s  the government. I tied too much of my business up in their books.” 

“We would appreciate any help you can give until we find out for sure,” 

Kelly offered. 

Stan nodded reluctantly and leaned back into the seat. 

“Am  I  the  only  one  who  thinks  it’s  hot  when  he’s  this  intense?”  Fleur asked from the front seat. 

Despite the rage he felt, Fleur would always be Fleur, and Stan couldn’t help the smirk that broke out on his face. Life had completely changed in the months since the change. He was still the small, skinny little man he appeared to be. But somewhere beneath it all, he’d learned to be content with the fact. 

And it was in no small part, thanks to Kelly. The woman who had declared her undying love for him. The woman who seemed to take delight in filling their bed with other women. The woman who he strove to be better for. Stan didn’t  need  big  muscles,  a  chiselled  frame  or  to  bench  press  a  small  car. 

Because he had these wonderful people in his life for being simply what he is. 

“Miyu?” Stan called softly. He turned to look her in the eyes and smiled softly. “Miyu, I’m going to legally marry Kelly one day. She will be my wife, and  we  are  going  to  live  in  a  big  house  and  have  lots  of  children.”  Stan paused, feeling Kelly’s hand tighten over his own. “But that doesn’t mean for

a single second that I don’t love you and want you to stay by my side.” 

“M-mistress?” Miyu squeaked. 

“Go on,” Kelly smiled softly. 

Stan  felt  the  small  missile  that  was  Miyu  take  him  to  the  ground.  Stan could  feel  tears  dripping  onto  his  face  as  she  kissed  him.  Her  small  body rubbed  over  his  own  as  she  mewed  frantically,  like  a  cat.  After  several minutes of being tossed around on the floor, Miyu finally pulled away with a broken smile and sat, trembling, on Stan’s lap. 

“Can  you  imagine  that?”  Kelly  asked  softly.  “Two  big  pregnant  bellies rubbing together while you had your way with the both of us.” 

“Both?” Miyu squeaked. 

Kelly smiled softly. “I’m sure if you asked nicely, we could talk Stan into getting you pregnant.” 

“Harriet, take the next exit!” Sampson called. “And, please. What you all do  in  your  own  time  is  none  of  my  business,  but  I  have  no  desire  to  watch this in person.” 

“Speak  for  yourself,”  Fleur  called  from  the  front  seat.  “Fuckers  don’t even share! I’ve gone through a pack of batteries just listening to what they get up to.” She turned her head to grin at us when she saw three hostile faces staring right back. “What?” 

“Is that why you never wear clothes?” Kelly frowned. “Are you trying to seduce one of us?” 

Fleur blushed slightly. “Maybe.” 

Kelly just shook her head. “You and I need to have a little chat when we get home, alright?” 

Fleur seemed to flinch. “Am I in trouble?” 

“You’re probably getting a spanking,” Kelly snorted. 

“Harriet,  you  need  to  go  through  the  lights  and  take  the  second  right,” 

Sampson called, ignoring the situation going on around him. 

Miyu  crawled  back  into  her  seat,  this  time  with  a  smiling  blush permanently  etched  on  her  face.  Kelly  helped  Stan  get  up  and  back  into  his own  seat  before  shooting  Fleur  a  quick  glare,  so  she  turned  and  faced  the front again. 

“Looks  like  they’re  taking  a  dirt  road  into  a  forestry,”  Sampson  called out. “If they stop, we’ll arrive in about forty minutes.” 

Sara  felt  the  heavy  jolting  of  being  dumped  in  a  chair.  She  was  only  barely conscious  of  her  surroundings,  but  the  small  pinch  she  felt  in  her  arm  still made her frown. Voices came from a few places around her, but she couldn’t make  out  what  they  were.  Her  eyelids  were  pried  open,  and  they  shone  a powerful  light  into  them,  making  her  disorientation  worse.  The  person  who was  checking  her  started  speaking,  but  Sara  just  shrugged  a  response,  not knowing even if it was her they were talking to. She felt herself get moved in the  chair  before  they  put  something  cold  around  her  wrists  and  the  people seemed to move away. 

“Should be pretty lucid soon,” a familiar, annoying female voice said. “I didn’t give her a lot to begin with, but the antidote works quickly.” 

“Excellent,” a male voice said with a grin. “And you brought her camera equipment. We can use that to film the execution.” 

Sara  froze  in  place,  as  the  woman  seemed  to  shift  uncomfortably.  “I thought you were kidding about that?” 

“Why on earth would you think this was a joke?” The man snorted. “He killed  my  nephew  and  his  friends.  Then  he  took  out  B-squad.  And  when  I tried to hire the little shit, he humiliated me and this bitch threw my picture up  over  the  net.  You’re  goddamn  right  I’m  going  to  kill  the  slut  and  I’m going to mail her piece by piece to his front door.” 

“Sir… It’s just-” 

“It’s just what?” The man snapped. 

“You know the government…” 

Sara  struggled  to  hear  the  rest  as  they  moved  away.  Shifting  her  arms slightly, she realised they had cuffed her in place. Her wrists were pinned at her sides to the armrests, so it would be impossible for her to raise her hands. 

Whatever these people intended, she was completely defenceless. 

“Shit,” she sighed. 

“You’re awake?” A voice asked. 

A  middle-aged  man  appeared  in  front  of  her.  Sara  glared,  but  the  man ignored her and pried her eyelid up to shine that light into her eye again. 

“Looking good. How do you feel? Nausea, light-headedness?” 

Sara  shifted  in  the  chair  and  realised  there  was  one  thing  they  hadn’t secured. And as the ball of her foot connected with the man’s crotch, he let out an awful howl of agony. Clutching himself, he went down in a heap, just out  of  reach  of  her  being  able  to  kick  him  again.  Over  the  man’s  screams, there was shouting and the sound of boots approaching before Sara’s vision

was  again  filled  with  people.  But  it  was  the  man  in  the  suit  that  had  her attention. He moved in front of her and blocked her vision as a woman stood demurely beside him. The woman who had tased her and dragged her into the back of the getaway vehicle. 

“You’re certainly a lively one, aren’t you?” 

Sara opened her mouth to speak, but flinched after the sound of a single gunshot, silenced the man’s screams. 

“That’s a little better, isn’t it?” He smiled kindly. 

Sara  tried  not  to  tremble  as  he  reached  out  and  grabbed  her  face.  He turned her head from side to side and admired her from all angles. “What do you want?” 

“For  now,  information.  Depending  on  how  that  goes,  some  nice screaming.  And…  Well,  depending  on  how  difficult  you  are,  that  could  be enough screaming for the video we’ll be sending your little boyfriend, or a lot of screaming just for pissing me off.” 

Sara  allowed  him  to  pull  her  head  around  to  face  him  directly.  He smirked as she glared at him. “You have no idea who you’re dealing with.” 

“Yes, I was told you tried to make a threat or two when you started going under.  That’s  one  of  the  first  things  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you  about.”  He reached  out  and  gently  took  Sara’s  hand  in  his  own.  “In  the  car,  you mentioned three, something’s.” 

Sara 

schooled 

her 

expression. 

“I 

was 

delirious. 

I’ve 

no-

AHHHHHHHHHHHH!” She screamed as her middle finger snapped loudly. 

Sara looked at her hand and saw her middle finger on her right hand, pointing straight up at the PIP joint. 

“Three, what?” The man smiled. 

Sara’s  eye  watered  as  he  slowly  twisted  and  pulled  on  her  injured  digit. 

He saw he wasn’t getting anywhere and shifted his grip to her index finger. 

“Y’know,”  Sara  sighed,  before  taking  a  deep  breath.  “I  know  how  this works. You ask questions and if I act up or give you answers, you don’t like or trust, you hurt me.” She had his attention, and he stared at her with an even expression, even as the woman beside him seemed uncertain. “Eventually I’ll break. You know it, I know it, everyone in this room knows it.” 

“Get  to  the  point,”  the  man  sighed,  flexing  his  hand  slightly,  putting pressure on her finger. 

Sara  grimaced  and  closed  her  eyes  before  silently  sending  out  a  prayer. 

“You  have  no  idea  what  you’re  dealing  with.  And  when  they  find  you,  and

they will. They are going to kill every single person responsible for what you do to me. And I just wanted to let you know your families are safe. Because Stan  and  the  others  AREN’T  FUCKING  PSYCHOPATHS!”  She  screamed the  last  few  words,  even  as  her  finger  broke.  She  looked  down  at  her  hand and  grimaced  as  he  took  her  thumb  in  his  grip.  Taking  a  few  deep  breaths, she looked at the large man and nodded. “Alright, I’m ready now.” 

He smirked. 

“Alright,  it’s  just  around  the  bend  through  the  trees,”  Sampson  stated, looking up from the computer. “They haven’t moved in a while.” 

“They’re definitely here?” Stan asked. 

Sampson  shook  his  head.  “Look,  if  there’s  another  road  out  and  they changed  vehicles,  then  they  could  be  anywhere.  But  her  camera  equipment hasn’t moved in twenty minutes.” 

Stan frowned and nodded. “And we have no idea what’s waiting for us?” 

“None,” Sampson sighed. “If we had a drone or two, I could do a flyover, but even then it would mean stopping, and you don’t seem keen on that.” 

“Can we-” 

“Yes,  I’ll  order  you  a  drone,”  Sampson  sighed.  “But  it’s  coming  out  of your paycheck.” 

“Deal,” Kelly nodded. 

“I can fly a drone,” Fleur called from the front seat. 

“That’ll be a perfect job for you then,” Kelly shot the woman a smile. 

“Guys, what do I do?” Harriet called. 

Stan and Kelly leaned over to look out the front window as Harriet hit the floodlights. Straight ahead was a gated fence. On either side of the gate was a simple tower and just a few moments later, the marauder was filled with the sounds of bullet impacts. 

“Oh, shit!” Harriet swerved before regaining control. 

“What did you think armoured in APC meant?” Sampson snorted. 

Harriet  shook  her  head  as  the  sound  of  impacts  on  the  glass  increased. 

“What do I do?!” 

“Drive through!” Stan yelled. 

“Oh shit,” Sampson snapped. 

Harriet cackled madly as she planted her foot to the floor. Fleur whooped and  threw  her  hands  in  the  air  as  the  marauder  sped  up.  As  the  fence approached, Harriet swerved. The marauder had no problems driving on the angle and even less ploughing through the gate. But the corner of the tower behind  was  the  real  surprise.  It  was  a  demountable  structure,  made  of  rigid scaffolding. And completely ill-equipped to handle the forces of a marauder slamming into the side of it. 

The crash of the gate was nothing compared to the crunch of the tower. It came down immediately as they passed underneath, and Stan flinched as he heard metal bouncing off the roof. A moment later, they were clear, and Stan could see the remnants of the tower settling behind them. 

“What now?” Harriet called. 

Stan looked out the front window at a large warehouse looking building. 

And right in the middle was a large roller shutter for vehicle entry. 

“Let’s get that door open!” Kelly yelled, beating Stan to the punch. 

As the marauder crashed through the roller shutter, the sound of gunshots increased  dramatically.  The  marauder  had  busted  into  an  indoor  car  park.  It only made up part of the building, but there were dozens of vehicles inside. 

Harriet didn’t stop either as the marauder slammed into the first few in line. 

The  armoured  truck  shoved  a  few  aside  and  crushed  a  few  more  before  she brought  it  to  a  halt  with  the  front  wheels  buried  on  the  hoods  of  two expensive looking Mercedes. 

“How are we going to get out?” Harriet asked. 

“They can’t hit me,” Stan said, standing up. “I’m going to give us some room. If you can’t get out of the truck, back out and stay safe.” 

“Stan!” Kelly warned. 

Stan just paused and kissed her softly. “I need to do this.” 

Kelly frowned and nodded her head. Stan kissed Miyu, who had an odd look on her face as he turned and opened the rear door. 

“Miyu!” Kelly yelled. 

Stan felt her brush past, but barely saw her as she slipped out of the back door. His heart just about stopped as a hail of bullets started pinging off the back door. Slipping out, Stan shut the door behind him and drew his sword. 

The damage and destruction around the room meant that not all the gunmen had  clear  lines  of  sight  around  the  marauder.  But  it  also  gave  them  a  lot  of cover. Miyu was nowhere to be seen as a soldier in black combat gear leaned out from around a car turned on its side. He took aim at Stan and squeezed

the  trigger.  Stan  shouted  and  ran.  He  paid  no  mind  to  the  bullets  whizzing around him and his target seemed to realise it was about to go horribly wrong for him. 

As Stan closed in, the soldier dropped his magazine and reloaded before opening fire on full auto into Stan’s torso. Stan ignored it as he swung for the man’s  neck.  Thankfully,  the  armour  he  wore  didn’t  cover  everything,  and Stan’s sword found its mark. The man made a choked cry and stumbled back, dropping  his  weapon.  More  gunfire  filled  the  surrounding  air,  and  Stan ducked  in  response.  Rushing  into  cover,  he  kept  going  as  a  second  soldier stepped out. This one did the same as the first, firing full auto at point blank. 

Stan  didn’t  pause  for  a  moment,  taking  him  down  in  the  same  way  he  had before. 

Only,  he  wasn’t  alone.  As  Stan  raced  past,  another  soldier  rushed  out, swinging a sword. It only made sense that they would have ranged and hand to  hand  units.  This  one’s  armour  was  different  to  the  shooters.  It  covered more areas, including a gorget to protect his neck. They carried a large, two-handed  sword  and  swung  overhead,  attempting  to  cleave  Stan  in  half. 

Which… Well, dodging to the side was the easiest thing in the world to Stan. 

The soldier didn’t pause for a moment as another two rushed in. The first came at him with a short blade and a shield, while the second raised a combat shotgun.  Suddenly,  with  three  opponents,  things  were  much  more  difficult. 

Stan  had  to  try  to  keep  one  of  the  sword  fighters  between  himself  and  the shooter.  Stan  had  no  idea  how  his  dodge  ability  worked,  but  against  two swords and a load of buckshot, he didn’t want to test things, either. 

The two men he duelled were obviously trained together. The sword and shield  rushed  in  close,  stabbing  and  hacking.  When  Stan  retaliated,  he  went completely  on  the  defensive,  trying  to  draw  Stan  back.  As  Stan  moved  to continue  the  fight,  that’s  when  the  two-hander  came  into  play.  With  Stan’s attention distracted, the man rushed in, making large sweeps. Stan, unable to block such a heavy weapon, dodged back to avoid it. 

BANG! 

Stan felt his shirt fly to pieces and the two hander paused as Stan patted the shredded mess he was wearing. 

BANG! 

Stan flinched as more black fabric puffed out. 

“What the fuck?” The swordsman slumped. 

Stan burst into action. The swordsman couldn’t duel with his large blade. 

Using the very end of the blade at the hilt, he was able to deflect a few strikes until…

BANG!” 

“Fuck!” The swordsman staggered back. Stan could see what looked like a bunch of nails sticking out of his armour. “HOLD FIRE!” He shouted. 

Slipping  to  one  side,  Stan  dodged  without  thinking.  The  shield  user swung into the space he occupied as the two-hander brought his blade down. 

The shield user, with his attention on Stan, didn’t see the massive blade as it slammed into his head. But he probably didn’t feel it either. 

“SHIT! MAN DOWN!” 

Stan glanced behind at the gunman, only to see him get jerked back by a small figure mounted on his back. 

Stan  turned  to  the  swordsman,  who  was  taking  steps  back  now.  With  a shout,  Stan  burst  into  action.  Closing  the  gap,  the  man  went  back  on  the defensive, all the while shouting for help. More gunshots started ringing out a moment and they hit the swordsman several times, including a lucky shot to the hand that made him drop his sword. Stan, not about to drop an advantage, swung hard and struck the man on the side of his helmet. He wasn’t sure if it was a killing blow, but the man collapsed in a heap. Whirling around to deal with the new shooter, Stan froze. It was Fleur holding a rifle. She waved for a moment, before suddenly turning and opening fire in another direction. 

Stan rushed in the direction of the gunfire and found numerous bodies to step over and around. More than one had their hands up by their necks, which told him who was responsible. But as he found more than one dented shield and  crushed  helmet,  Stan  realised  something  else  was  going  on.  The marauder lurched into movement and started backing away. But it only drew a few cursory shots now, as the main fighting seemed to be on the far side of the room from Stan. He waited as the marauder passed by and saw Sampson in the driver’s seat. Stan just hoped Kelly and Harriet weren’t doing anything stupid. 

As the marauder got out of the way, it swung out into the daylight. Stan put  it  out  of  his  mind  for  the  moment  and  crossed  the  room.  Several  more shots rang out in his direction, but Fleur fired back, driving the few shooters, concentrating  on  him  to  take  cover.  Stan  had  to  climb  over  a  few  of  the vehicles and found yet more bodies, but the sound of fighting was up ahead. 

Coming around a large truck, Stan saw the source. There were three gunmen who  lay  dead  while  Miyu  was  busy  wrapping  up  one  soldier  who  carried  a

spear.  He  was  fighting  frantically,  despite  Miyu  practically  standing  on  his back  while  she  sawed  those  wires  of  hers  back  and  forth.  But  the  main distraction  was  Harriet.  Twirling  her  axe  around,  she  battled  three  of  them alone, Two with shields and one, holding a two-handed sword like Stan had just faced. Unlike with Stan, who the shield users could corral, Harriet was a force  of  nature.  Even  as  Stan  approached,  she  crushed  one  of  them  under  a heavy overhead blow when he tried to step back and got caught on the edge of a shunted vehicle. 

“Fall back!” A voice over the intercom shouted. 

The  remaining  men  all  turned  and  ran  for  one  of  the  rear  doors.  Stan found himself in the way of a shooter who had been hiding. As he stood and sprinted,  Stan  caught  him  in  the  neck  with  his  sword,  separating  the  man’s head as he sprinted past. Harriet threw her axe at the two-hander, who wasn’t quite as fast as the shield user. Their armour on their backs must have been a lot thinner, as he went down with a cry. 

The  roar  of  an  engine  filled  the  room,  and  Stan  glanced  over  at  the marauder as it backed into the room before coming to a halt. The moment it did, the back door opened and Kelly rushed out with a snarl. 

“Harriet!” 

The large woman swung around with her axe as Kelly stormed over. “I…

Um…” 

“We were safe inside! You didn’t need to go out there!” 

“But-” 

“No!” Kelly snapped. “What’s done is done. But you don’t risk yourself like that when the rest of us are fine.” 

Harriet nodded softly, “Sorry.” 

“Hey, we going or what?” Fleur called, as she skipped up to us. 

I gave her a look over as she hefted the rifle and raised an eyebrow. “You can shoot?” 

Harriet  shrugged.  “Magazine  goes  here,  safety’s  here,  point  at  bad  guys and squeeze trigger here,” she said, gesturing to all the parts. 

“You have no idea what you’re doing, do you?” Kelly sighed, rubbing her face. 

Fleur shrugged. “I made it work.” 

“Alright, who’s staying here with Sampson?” I asked. 

“Nobody,”  Kelly  shook  her  head.  “He’s  got  it  locked  up  from  inside.  If they bring something in to crack it open, he’ll leave, otherwise he’s just going

to sit there until we come back.” 

“Right,” Stan nodded. “Let’s go find Sara.” 

With a chorus of agreement, Stan led the charge. They jogged quickly in the direction the defenders had moved and found a set of double doors. Stan waved  for  the  rest  to  hang  back  before  gently  pushing  them  open.  He expected  a  hail  of  gunfire  to  fill  the  doorway  and  instead  found  an  empty corridor.  Stepping  in,  Stan  gestured  for  the  others  to  follow.  It  seemed  the building was separated into two halves. The corridor ran straight to the rear of  the  building  from  Stan’s  estimation,  and  there  were  several  doorways leading  off  the  main.  As  the  door  swung  closed  behind  them,  they  made  a loud  clunk  that  sank  Stan’s  confidence.  A  wall  dropped  down  in  front  of them, cutting off any chance to move forward. 

“Door’s locked behind us,” Fleur called. “I can open it, but it’ll take me a minute.” 

The  room  suddenly  dimmed  and  Stan  realised  what  he  thought  were white walls, were really electronically opaque glass windows. Immediately to their left, a panel went transparent, showing a few familiar faces. The woman from  the  video  of  Sara’s  capture.  She  looked  deeply  uncomfortable  and shuffled nervously. The man that had tried to hire Stan before they’d fought. 

And Sara, seated in a chair beside a bench full of cruel looking implements…

“Masters,” the man said as it electronically played his voice into the room they were in. 

“Umm Sowwy,” Sara choked through heavy sobbing. 

Stan stepped to the side to look at her. Her face was swollen and bloody. 

Her eyes were barely open, and she was bleeding from her mouth and nose. 

Each of her fingers were bent and broken in different angles. She shuddered in place as she sobbed. 

“I  mean,  I  gotta  say.  When  I  pick  em,  I  really  pick  em,  don’t  I?”  He laughed. “Three masters. I mean, it was hard to get the truth out of her, but she  wasn’t  kidding.  Dodging  bullets,  killing  my  guys  without  them  even knowing you’re there. I’m guessing it’s you, red’n’sexy that’s the dueller, am I right?” 

“Why don’t you come in here and find out?” Kelly asked. 

The big man barked out a laugh. “Oh, I’m going to like you. I can tell.” 

“I doubt that,” Harriet growled. 

The man shrugged. “You’re probably right. Now, I have a deal for all of you. Put your weapons down, surrender and cooperate. And I’ll shoot Sara in

the head, right here and now.” 

Stan just stared for a moment. “Don’t you mean ‘OR’ you’ll shoot her in the head?” 

The big man smirked as Sara whimpered. “No, you heard right. See,” he reached  over  and  grabbed  one  of  her  broken  fingers,  before  twisting  it cruelly. Sara screamed and kicked her legs in agony as Harriet swung her axe at the glass. The bang of the impact was enough for the man to release Sara, but the weapon itself did almost nothing. 

“Bulletproof, you little shits,” the man laughed, before casually reaching over and flicking one of Sara’s fingers, making her cry out again. “You and everyone else needs to understand how the world works now. The strong are here  to  stay.  Those  with  the  power  to  take  what  they  want  will  take.  Those without the power will die. And those who cross us are going to die sooner.” 

“This is just a power trip for you?” Kelly gaped. “Just the equivalent of the bad man having a tantrum, is that right?” 

“Y’know  what?  I  gave  you  the  option,”  he  shrugged.  “The  only  thing that’s  going  to  be  more  painful  than  what’s  going  to  happen  to  dear  Sara  is what I’m going to do to you. Repeatedly, until you beg me to end it.” 

Stan,  hearing  those  words…  Snapped.  Rushing  the  glass,  he  swung  his sword,  desperate  to  hack  away  at  the  glass.  Desperate  to  do  something  as Sara  cried  out  in  terror  as  the  man  turned  his  attention  back  to  her.  He grabbed a curved knife from the bench and the sound of tearing fabric filled the air a moment before Sara’s blood-curdling screams rang out. The woman with the man turned her head away with a resigned expression. And… Stan suddenly  found  himself  naked  on  the  other  side  of  the  glass.  His  sword clattered to the ground on the side with Kelly and the rest. His clothes were in a heap where he stood. 

“What?” He looked at himself. 

The woman’s head snapped up and registered with him in shock. But the man turned and frowned. “What the fuck?” 

“Stan!” Sara cried out. 

With  a  snarl,  Stan  rushed  the  man.  Five  foot  four  inches  of  naked  fury and  the  large  man  was  too  shocked  to  respond  as  Stan  snatched  a  metal skewer  from  the  bench.  But  the  impact  of  that  skewer  in  his  guts  certainly registered. The man staggered back as he drew a gun. Stan Darted back and the  first  thing  his  hand  closed  over  was  a  heavy  set  of  blacksmithing  tongs. 

Stan snarled when he thought about them being used to pinch or grab some

part of Sara’s body and rushed. 

“Die!” 

The shots rang out and Stan ignored them as he closed in. Swinging the tongs, Stan snarled in frustration as they flew from his hands. Ducking a fist, Stan leaped back as the man raised his gun… Only it wasn’t pointing at Stan. 

“Be  more  fun  fucking  that  red-headed  slut  to  death  in  front  of  you, anyway.” 

Stan threw himself in front of Sara with his arms wide. 

BANG! 

There was dull thumping on the glass as Stan held his breath. He heard a small whimper from Sara strapped in the chair. Followed by a heavy thump. 

Opening his eyes. Stan took in the sight of the large man. There was a gaping hole  in  the  back  of  his  head  and  bodily  fluids,  brain  and  chunks  of  skull leaked out over the floor. 

“I’m  so  sorry,”  the  woman,  who  had  tased  Sara,  choked,  out  as  she lowered her pistol. 

THIRTEEN

“I ’m not telling him,” the nurse hissed to the man in the fancy suit. “Do you have any idea who he is? You tell him!” 

Stan sighed as the man let out an expletive before approaching. 

“Sir, I’m going to have to ask you to leave.” 

“No,” Stan said without looking up. 

“Sir, this is a hospital…” 

The  man’s  words  tapered  off  as  Stan  drew  his  sword.  The  sound  of  the machines keeping Sara sedated filled the otherwise silent corridor. 

“Sir, do I have to call the police?” 

“Are  you  really  going  to  turn  down  free  security  and  risk  multiple  lives within  a  hospital,  because  I  refuse  to  leave  a  woman  who  was  kidnapped, tortured, and then sedated?” 

The man seemed to struggle with himself for a moment. “I’ll be putting a bad review against your guild.” 

“You think I give a shit about my guild ratings when a woman I love is in a hospital?” 

“Stan,” Sara called softly. 

Turning  on  the  spot,  Stan  stepped  back  into  the  room.  She  wasn’t conscious.  Not  yet.  But  she  had  dreams.  Slipping  the  sword  back  into  the sheath, Stan did what he always did. As tears rolled down Sara’s cheeks, Stan touched her arm. Through the swelling and bruising, she cried softly as Stan did his best to comfort her. 

“Now you listen…” 

Stan  turned  and  saw  the  man  standing  perfectly  still  as  Miyu  gently cleared  her  throat  behind  him.  Stan  had  no  idea  how  her  skill  actually

worked.  He  knew  she  was  in  the  room,  but  for  whatever  reason,  nobody seemed  to  notice  her  until  the  last  moment.  And  that  moment  was  usually their last. 

“Free security,” Stan said softly as Sara’s face began to relax. “Use us as publicity.  You’re  the  first  hospital  to  hire  a  guild  for  the  protection  of  their patients. We’ll leave as soon as Sara does.” 

The man shifted uncomfortably. “I’ll see what I can do.” 

Stan shrugged and ignored the footsteps that slowly led away. 

“I’m sorry Stan,” Sara murmured. “I’m sorry.” 

“Go home Stan,” Miyu said softly. 

Stan snorted, and his head came back up. He blinked at the sight of Miyu crouched  in  front  of  him.  Stan  sighed  softly  and  leaned  forward  into  a  light kiss. 

“I’m okay,” he protested. 

Miyu smiled and shook her head. “You’re not though. You need sleep.” 

“Miyu,” Stan sighed, but the small woman kissed him again. 

“Go home Stan. I’ve been resting and Harriet will be here soon, anyway.” 

With  a  glance  over  his  shoulder  at  Sara’s  sleeping  form,  Stan  nodded slowly. “Fine, but-” 

“I’ll call if anything happens,” Miyu smiled and stepped back. “Trust me, please?” 

“I trust you.” 

With a quiet goodbye, Stan headed down the hall past the nurses’ station. 

They  watched  him  leave  with  varying  levels  of  fear  and  respect.  Stan  just ignored them. His name had come up enough times in the local media that the stares  happened  more  often  than  not.  Even  some  of  the  other  patients recognised  him.  Stan  didn’t  let  it  bother  him  as  he  made  his  way  to  the elevator.  There  was  a  small  queue  waiting  when  he  arrived.  A  mother  and father  with  their  young  daughter,  who  stared  at  him  with  big  eyes.  And  a middle-aged  man  pushing  what  was  most  likely  his  father  in  a  wheelchair. 

Stan  kept  his  distance  until  the  door  chimed  and  opened.  Several  people stepped out, including a security guard that eyed him suspiciously. 

Stan ignored the man as the family stood aside for the wheelchair. With

the old man loaded and thank you’s exchanged, Stan followed the family into the elevator and watched as the father hit the button for the ground floor. As the doors closed softly, Stan felt the oppressive silence of the elevator. 

“It’s  going  to  be  bad,”  the  little  girl  blurted.  Stan  turned  as  the  girl’s father  tried  to  hush  her,  but  she  stared  right  at  Stan  with  a  frown.  “You’ll have to go. And when you come back, you’ll win.” 

“Cindy!” the father hissed. 

But she shook her head. “You have to help them.” 

“CINDY!” the man snapped and the girl finally went quiet. 

Stan looked at the man and didn’t see any anger. In fact, he looked scared as he tried to pull his daughter away from him. 

“Thank you Cindy,” Stan whispered. 

He ignored the man’s relieved sigh as the doors chimed. This time, Stan didn’t  wait  before  he  stepped  out.  Immediately,  he  spotted  the  flash  of  a camera  and  changed  direction.  There  was  more  than  one  exit,  and  Stan headed  for  a  fire  escape.  Bursting  out  into  the  morning  light,  Stan  glanced around at the surroundings. Near the front door, several people ran over with cameras. Which meant nobody had noticed his exit yet. Turning, Stan headed for  home.  Stan  was  sure  that  either  his  parents,  Kelly’s  parents  or  even Harriet  would  pick  him  up  if  he  asked.  The  walk,  on  the  other  hand,  was going to be good to clear his head. 

He continued on home, ignoring the passing vehicles. Some of them even slowed, a few called out random words of praise. None of them he responded to. All he thought about was his family and the little girl’s words. Were they the  words  of  a  child’s  overactive  imagination?  Or  were  they  the  words  of someone  with  a  skill  he  didn’t  understand?  After  being  shot  multiple  times and passing straight through a bulletproof window, Stan had to concede that something more was happening. 

It had been several hours by the time Stan smiled at the front door of his home. He knew just beyond would be Kelly, waiting with a smile and a kiss. 

She’d give him both, and probably send him to bed. Walking up to the door, Stan  took  the  handle  and  smiled  as  it  opened.  Stepping  inside,  Stan  could smell the coffee from breakfast and hear the soft voices on the television. He could also hear the shower that told him where Fleur or Kelly would be. 

Following the sound,  it was definitely  coming from the  en-suite so Stan grinned  and  headed  in  that  direction.  A  shower  with  the  woman  he  loved would be perfect. Stepping into his bedroom, Stan undid his sword and tossed

it on the bed before reaching for the door handle to the en-suite. Twisting the handle, Stan pushed and-BANG! 

Stan  hit  the  floor.  His  vision  was  gone  and  all  he  could  hear  was  the ringing in his ears. Rolling, he hit a pair of legs and kicked out, striking the owner  and  staggering  them.  Stan  rolled  quickly  and  blinked  to  clear  his vision as four people in dark suits and balaclavas rushed him. Two from the direction of the closet and the other two from the now open en-suite. 

“Kelly!”  Stan  yelled  as  the  team  yelled  orders  at  him  with  drawn weapons. 

Stan didn’t hesitate for a second. Rushing in, he threw a punch that was batted  aside  by  the  first  attacker.  But  the  strike  the  attacker  aimed  at  Stan’s ribs, he dodged with ease. Stan leaned heavily on his skill to dodge and twist out  of  harm’s  way.  But  he  had  no  real  skill  with  unarmed  combat  and  with his sword across the room on the bed. Stan ducked under a club aimed for his head and bolted for the bedroom door. 

His attackers, not expecting him to run, didn’t immediately block his exit. 

Stan  wasted  no  time  rushing  into  the  kitchen.  He  barely  got  his  hands  on  a kitchen  knife  when  the  first  attacker  followed  him  in.  They  brought  a  club around in a swing that Stan deflected with ease. Countering with a stab, the attacker dodged back. But Stan had been quick, and the attacker hissed as the blade  cut  into  their  suit.  Before  he  could  press  his  advantage,  though,  a second  attacker  lunged  past.  Stan  sidestepped  their  tackle  and  carved  a groove down their side, sending them to the ground with a scream of pain. 

“Man down!” 

“Going lethal!” 

Stan lunged back as a third attacker appeared with a gun. Then he paused. 

The shooter raised the weapon and Stan smiled. 

BANG! 

Stan  ignored  the  rush  of  air  that  seemed  to  ruffle  his  shirt  as  the  bullet passed through him. The shot was right over his heart, and Stan looked down at the torn fabric. He looked back up at the first attacker, who was stepping closer to grab him. Swiping the knife upward, Stan caught them on the arm, leaving  a  deep  gash.  There  was  a  second  shot  fired  that  Stan  ignored  as  he went  on  the  attack.  The  injured  attacker  was  reeling  from  the  gash  in  their arm as Stan rushed in. Despite feeling uncomfortable with the knife, he made it  work  as  he  moved.  The  attacker  could  barely  keep  up.  Now  and  then, 

another  shot  rang  out.  He  could  hear  someone  shouting  in  the  background, but couldn’t make out the words. 

With  the  first  attacker  scrambling  back  and  the  shooter  moving  away, Stan found himself back in the hallway. With a flourish, he spun on the spot and  hurled  the  knife  at  the  shooter.  They  didn’t  see  the  action  till  the  last moment,  catching  the  handle  of  the  knife  in  the  eye.  But  Stan  hadn’t  even meant  that.  Using  the  distraction,  he  ran  as  suddenly  as  the  walls  shattered from  rounds  tearing  into  the  house.  Stan  ran  straight  through  into  the  main bedroom  and  grabbed  his  sword  off  the  bed.  The  room  was  filled  with airborne debris as the shooting continued. But he ignored it. Instead, he threw himself out the bedroom window. 

Hitting  the  ground,  he  rolled  to  his  feet  as  the  shrieks  of  passing  bullets sent  him  running.  He  didn’t  bother  to  look.  Kelly  wasn’t  at  the  house.  So either she had left, or they already had her. Snarling, Stan tumbled over the back fence and hit the ground. 

“Take him down!” A woman yelled. Stan blinked and stood, seeing Beth glaring at him. She raised a gun and started firing. 

Stan gave her the middle finger as he turned and ran. The agents that were closest  to  the  trees  caused  a  crossfire,  and  the  rounds  stopped  as  he  darted around their attempts to stop him. Racing into the forest, Stan’s only concern was putting distance between himself and the main attacking force. But that didn’t mean they were going to make it easy. 

As he ran, he could hear them coming up in the rear. And that gave Stan an  idea.  Running  around  a  particularly  large  tree,  Stan  ran  at  the  one  ahead and thought really hard about what he was about to do. Sliding to a halt, he pressed himself back against the bark and waited. 

“This way!” someone shouted. 

Stan  drew  his  sword  and  waited.  It  was  only  a  few  seconds  before footsteps  approached  and  someone  ran  past.  Another  followed  it,  and  Stan closed his eyes. He tried to feel the skill he’d gotten from Miyu, and as the third person approached; he burst into action. Rushing out, all he saw was the person’s eyes go wide as his sword slashed through their neck. Immediately behind them was a fourth person who tried to skid to a halt. But Stan rushed in, slamming his sword into their gut, driving them to the ground. Pulling it free, he listened to their choked gasp as the crack of a gun went off. 

Stan  ducked  and  started  running  again  as  shouts  rang  out.  He  heard screams for a medic as he ran and didn’t pause or look back for a moment. 

Stan  kept  going  until  he  found  a  path  and  turned  to  run  along  that  instead. 

Unlike  last  time,  there  wasn’t  anyone  out.  Someone  had  probably  cleared them  from  the  area  in  advance,  and  Stan  found  it  otherworldly  as  he  kept moving. Unfortunately, he also had no idea where he was. He and Kelly had always  stuck  to  the  home  side  of  the  forest  and  he  did  not  know  which direction that even was. So he kept going. 

Stan was breathing heavily as the trees thinned. There were voices up ahead, and he cautiously approached them. Those voices turned to laughter, and Stan nodded  to  himself.  Approaching  slowly,  he  caught  the  smell  of  smoke  and heard  more  laughter.  Through  the  trees,  he  spotted  a  tent  and  relaxed somewhat.  Slipping  through  the  trees,  the  people  came  into  view.  It  looked like  there  were  several  families  and  more  than  one  tent.  There  was  even  a caravan, and most were clustered around several small fire pits. Stan thought about his options, and at the very least, he needed directions. So, with a deep breath,  he  checked  his  sword  to  make  sure  it  wouldn’t  stick  and  started moving. He made his steps loud enough that he’d be heard, without being so loud  they  thought  he  was  a  bear  or  something.  Sure  enough,  he  heard someone call out. 

“Who are you?” 

Stan looked up and blinked at the owner of the voice. She must have been all of twelve years old and, by the critical eye she was giving him, going on sixteen. 

“Emily, wha…” A taller version of the young girl came into view. “Are you?”  Stan  saw  the  recognition  in  the  older  woman’s  eyes  and  nodded. 

“Emily, go find mamma. He looks injured.” 

Before  Stan  could  reassure  her,  Emily  ran  off  while  the  older  one approached. “Stan, isn’t it?” 

“Yeah,” Stan nodded. “I’m fine, really.” 

“What are you doing out here?” She asked. 

“Oh! My, that is a lot of blood. Hattie, bring him over so I can see him!” 

Stan  blinked  at  the  even  older  version  of  Emily,  who  was  gesturing  for them  to  approach.  Emily  was  standing,  half  hidden  behind  her,  and  Hattie took Stan’s shoulder. 

“I’m  fine,  really,”  Stan  smiled,  trying  to  wave  them  off.  “I  just  need directions.” 

His  protests  didn’t  stop  Hattie  from  prodding  him  towards  her  mother. 

There were others now. More faces, curious about his arrival. Stan suddenly felt  rather  nervous.  Kelly  and  Miyu  were  at  the  forefront  of  his  mind.  He wasn’t sure that they’d bother with Sara or Harriet. 

“I need-” 

“To sit down, young man. I don’t care how famous you are.” 

“I’m fine,” Stan sighed, stepping under an awning to be directed to a fold-out chair. “Really, I’m okay. I just need to know where I am.” 

“Shirt off, let’s see where this blood is coming from.” 

“It’s not mine,” Stan sighed. 

The  woman  paused  before  glancing  at  Emily.  “Go  play  with  your friends.” 

“But muuu-” 

“Go!” she snapped. 

Emily  baulked  and  took  off  out  of  the  awning.  The  woman  gestured  for Hattie to come closer, and Stan watched them both with no small amount of trepidation.  He  was  confident  in  his  ability  to  fight  them  off,  but  he  really didn’t want to. 

“Look. I don’t want to hurt anyone. I just need to get some directions. My loved ones are in danger.” 

“Kelly or Miyu?” Hattie asked. 

Stan swallowed nervously. “Both.” 

“The  media  have  been  portraying  you  guys  like  you’re  invincible.”  The older woman sighed. 

“The  media  don’t  know  everything,”  Stan  grumbled.  “That’s  why  we only talk to Sara.” 

“The reporter, she’s pretty,” Hattie commented, before blushing. 

Stan shook his head. “Please, I just need directions.” 

The older woman tsked and shook her head. “Look, we’re a little over an hour from sunset. Even if I gave you a map and a torch, you’ll be stumbling around  in  the  dark  before  you  get  there.”  She  shifted  nervously.  “Whatever you’re planning, I can take you to town in the morning.” 

Stan shook his head. “You don’t understand. I’m being hunted.” 

“Aren’t we all,” Hattie sighed. 

Stan  just  blinked  and  shook  his  head.  “Look.  Bad  people  are  after  me. 

They’ve  got  guns,  shot  up  my  house,  they’re…”  Stan  sighed.  “The government  is  hunting  masters.  I  think  they  got  Kelly.  They  were  at  my house  when  I  got  home  this  morning.  I  fought  them,  I  ran,  and  I  killed  a couple.  If  I  stay  here,  they  will  come,  and  I  don’t  want  you  or  anyone  else getting hurt because of me.” 

“That blood,” the woman murmured. 

“From  someone  I  killed.  They  were  chasing  me  through  the  forest,  so they know I came this way. And it’s better that I leave.” 

The woman nodded. “I’ll be right back.” 

She  turned  and  quickly  left  before  shouting  a  few  orders.  There  were protests  that  were  shouted  down  before  a  muffled  agreement.  She  left  Stan with  Hattie.  Hattie  smiled  shyly.  She  was  of  average  height,  with  a  dark complexion.  Hattie  kept  her  brown  hair  short  and  curled  into  ringlets.  She had  that  cute,  girl-next-door  vibe  going,  and  Stan  immediately  felt uncomfortable at the thought. 

“So, what’s it like to be famous?” 

Stan frowned. “Didn’t think we were that famous, if I’m being honest.” 

Hattie  giggled.  “Yeah,  since  that  reporter,  Sara.  She  called  you  the peoples’  champions,  and  it  kinda  stuck.  You’re  making  a  few  guilds  look bad. You’ve taken down drug syndicates, stopped violent robberies and you don’t flaunt it. The others act like celebrities and you just… Don’t.” 

Stan  shrugged.  “Because  we’re  not.  After  the  incident,  I  found  out  that Kelly loved me. And we set this up to safeguard our future.” 

Hattie nodded as the older version of her stepped back under the awning. 

“Dinner’s  up  in  ten.  We’re  leaving  first  thing  in  the  morning.  You  can  call me Sheryl.” 

Stan blinked at the woman as she made a gesture. “I’m sorry. I’m not sure I understand.” 

Sheryl sighed, “Shirt off. Now.” 

“I’m-” 

“Not going to be told twice, young man!” 

Stan blinked and slipped the shirt off. Sheryl walked around, giving him a few pokes and prods. Stan just sat uncomfortably, feeling like a piece of meat on display. 

“Well, I’ll be damned. Not a scratch.” 

“I tried to tell you,” Stan murmured, holding his hand out for the shirt. 

“You  can  go  without  for  the  night.  I’ll  get  this  cleaned  and  patched  and

you can have it back in the morning,” Sheryl said. “Hattie, wanna grab out a spare bag for him?” 

“Sure thing mamma,” Hattie smiled, before shooting Stan a grin. “Come on, I’ll grab your stuff.” 

“What is going on?” Stan asked as he stood to follow her. 

“We’ve  been  out  here  a  while,”  Hattie  said  as  she  led  him  towards  the caravan. 

She opened the door and stepped inside. Stan waited, seeing it was being used as storage. 

“You’re him, right?” A voice said. Stan turned and spotted a young man who  was  giving  him  a  weird  look.  “The  peoples’  champion,  himself,”  he snickered. 

“He  sure  is,”  Hattie  reappeared,  holding  a  pillow  and  a  sleeping  bag under one arm. 

“He looks like a fucking pussy,” the young man snorted. 

“Like you’d know what a pussy looked like,” Hattie snorted. 

The  young  man’s  face  twisted  into  a  snarl,  and  Stan  drew  his  sword. 

Immediately,  his  reaction  dropped  from  anger  to  fear,  and  Stan  felt  a  warm hand on his shoulder. 

“Put it away, please.” 

Stan  nodded  slowly  and  slipped  the  sword  back  into  the  sheath  as  the young man frowned. “Fucking pussy, pulling a sword…” 

Hattie  took  Stan  by  the  hand  and  led  him  off  while  the  young  man continued  to  swear  under  his  breath.  “Don’t  take  it  to  heart.  Coltrane  has always been a bit of an asshole.” 

Stan just shook his head. “I really shouldn’t be here right now.” 

“Look,  if  you  really  wanna  go,  nobody  here  will  stop  you.  But  mamma was  right.  It’ll  be  dark  soon  and  you’ll  be  stumbling  around  there  and probably end up lost by morning.” 

With a sigh, Stan couldn’t help but concede. He wasn’t a woodsman. He didn’t even know the park behind his house led into an actual forest. He just assumed there were more houses on the other side. 

“Where do you wanna sleep?” She asked. 

“Somewhere out of the way,” Stan replied. “There a nice spot under a tree or something?” 

“Under trees is bad. Sometimes they drop their branches and the big ones can  kill  you,”  Hattie  said,  changing  their  direction.  “But  if  you  wanna  be

alone, there’s a nice set of bushes back here that’ll give you some privacy.” 

Stan nodded and followed along behind the tents. Sure enough, in a space between  trees,  there  must  have  been  enough  light  for  some  low  bushes  to grow. They weren’t  large enough to  hide someone standing.  They formed a ring  with  a  narrow  entrance  and  were  tall  enough  that  Stan  felt  comfortable enough to nod in agreement. 

“Great,” Hattie smiled. Without prompting from Stan, she flicked out the sleeping bag and tossed the pillow on it. “I eat lunch in here sometimes, so I know there are no ant nests or anything. But it gets a little cold in the open at night.” 

“I’ll be fine,” Stan smiled his thanks. 

“FOOD!” Sheryl’s voice called out. 

“Come on,” Hattie smiled. 

Stan tried to ignore the eyes as he and Hattie ate together. She gave a running commentary on who everyone was. Stan began to think they weren’t out here on holiday and had their own secrets. How then, they knew who he was, Stan didn’t  know.  But  he  wasn’t  about  to  turn  down  a  hot  meal.  Basic  or otherwise,  it  tasted  good  and  Stan  hadn’t  eaten  all  day.  Which  was  obvious when Sheryl directed him to a second helping. 

After eating, Hattie took him aside and offered him a bucket of hot water to  wash  himself,  which  he  did  with  another  quick  thank  you.  Then,  with  a nod  of  thanks  at  Sheryl  who  was  ushering  everyone  into  tents,  Stan  headed for his sleeping bag. 

Unzipping the side, Stan got the pillow into the right spot and slipped into it. The night air was cool and he let out a long sigh as he thought of his loved ones.  No  doubt  she  was  scared  for  him,  as  he  was  for  her.  Then  there  was Miyu.  She  would  be  so  worried  about  them  both.  Stan  clenched  his  eyes, thinking about her being alone, and let out a long sigh. 

“You okay?” Hattie asked softly. 

Stan  flinched  and  glanced  over  as  Hattie  stepped  in.  He  could  see  her silhouette, but nothing else. 

“I’m fine. What’s up?” 

Hattie flicked open Stan’s sleeping bag and dropped in beside him. Stan

froze, feeling bare flesh pressed against him. Her nipples were hard and her skin was soft. He could faintly smell the soap from her bucket bath earlier. 

“I want in,” she whispered. 

Stan blinked. “In what?” 

“Your guild, or what’s left of it, anyway.” 

“You  don’t  know  what  you’re  asking  for.”  Stan  shook  his  head.  “I’m probably  a  fugitive.  Kelly’s  missing.  Miyu  and…”  Stan  blinked  before feeling awful. Fleur would have been at the house as well, and she was gone too. 

“It’s okay, Stan.” Hattie pulled him into a hug. 

“It’s not,” Stan trembled. “The government has at least one of my wives. 

They’re  probably  going  to  kill  me  and  when  I  should  be  out  there  trying  to save  them.  I’m  here  in  some  random  fucking  forest  with  a  bunch  of  kind strangers who have no idea how much danger they’re in.” 

“I  was  hoping  I  could  be  a  little  more  than  a  kind  stranger,”  Hattie mumbled. 

“I  love  the  women  in  my  life,”  Stan  whispered.  “I  don’t  want  to  betray them.” 

Hattie nodded slowly. “What if… What if I sweeten the deal?” 

Stan  rolled  his  eyes.  “Hattie,  you’re  a  beautiful  woman.  I’ve  got  half  a chub just laying here. But you don’t know the half of it.” 

The moment he said that, he felt her hand grab his dick and Stan sucked in a breath of air. “Sorry Stan.” 

She shifted quickly, and Stan squeaked as she climbed on top of him. He went to shout, but her hand pressed over his mouth, muffling him. Stan could feel  the  heat  between  her  legs  as  she  rubbed  herself  back  and  forth  on  his erection. He couldn’t help but harden in response. Hattie made a soft mewing noise  as  she  pleasured  herself.  Stan  fought  back,  unsure  of  what  to  do.  On one  side  of  things,  Hattie  wasn’t  one  of  his  ladies.  On  the  other,  she  felt amazing. 

“Seriously, I’m sorry about this. But you’re a really cool guy and I know how much they love you. So please don’t hate me for this.” 

Stan was being pinned with one hand and her weight on his mouth. Her other hand reached down and took his cock, raising it between her legs. 

“Mmm!” Stan growled. 

“Sorry,” Hattie mumbled, before sitting down on Stan’s lap. 

Stan hadn’t been expecting her to bottom out on the first push and she let

out a small squeak before trembling in place. 

“You  are  NOT  proportionate,  you  know  that?”  Hattie  grumbled.  “Holy shit, that’s a good stretch.” 

Stan just glared at her. Hattie shrugged and rocked her hips. Stan closed his  eyes,  but  the  sounds  she  made  were  nothing  to  the  sensation.  Her  body gripped his perfectly and Stan twitched involuntarily as she fucked him. He was so pent up, Stan tried to mumble, but she hushed him gently. 

“It’s okay. Squirt that up inside me. I want it.” 

Stan trembled and grabbed her hips as he came. He fired long, hard spurts of his seed up inside her. As much as he wanted to curse her for making him do  this,  part  of  him  felt  relieved  having  his  balls  drained.  What  he  wasn’t expecting was for her pussy to clench down hard on his cock. Her hand came away  as  she  kissed  him  hard  and  it  left  Stan  holding  her  in  his  arms  as  she shuddered and rocked against him. She pulled away with a dopey smile and moaned. 

“You gotta admit that was satisfying, huh?” 

Stan remained silent. 

“Look,  would  you  check  your  stats  so  you  can  understand  what  I’ve done?” 

Stan blinked in shock before doing just that. He scrolled through until he paused. Unarmed 2 (0/2). 

“Oh,” Stan whispered. 

“Yeah, oh. So you know. I’m going to want that twice more, to give you an extra level before we leave tomorrow.” 

“Check your levels,” Stan whispered. 

Hattie  frowned  before  her  eyes  started  flicking  like  she  was  reading before she paused with a surprised expression on her face. 

“Kelly, Miyu and I,” Stan nodded. 

“Oh shit, they’re going to kill me, aren’t they?” Hattie asked. 

Stan sat up and Hattie nervously lifted herself, still impaled, to sit on his lap. Stan let out a sigh. “She might, but honestly, I could use the help.” 

Twisting  violently,  Hattie  went  down  with  a  soft  squeal  of  shock.  Stan was used to performing multiple times, and as Hattie bit her lip, Stan started thrusting  back  inside  her.  Her  mouth  opened  to  moan  and  Stan  covered  it with his mouth as he fucked her into the ground. Hattie moaned through his kiss  and  rocked  her  hips  up  against  him  as  Stan  fucked  her.  After  all,  with how things had been lately, Stan could be well on his way to the third level

by the time he was done with her. 

“Oh fuck me harder, please?!” Hattie gasped loudly. 

FOURTEEN

H attie whimpered in the early morning light. She glanced at her skills list and saw 5 (7/8) beside the dodge skill. She closed her mouth and grit  her  teeth  as  her  aching  pussy  clamped  down  on  Stan’s  cock.  It was  an  agonal  form  of  ecstasy.  After  their  first  romp,  they’d  had  a  gentler second. Stan had then woken her every hour after to have another go. 

“Oh fuck,” Hattie trembled. 

“Just a little more, then I’ll stop,” Stan grunted. 

Hattie gripped his arms. Despite his size, he was made of dense muscle. 

Hattie had no idea such a small man could have so much stamina. And for the first time in her life, she truly felt like she was sated. Hell, she felt sated after the third time. Now, if not for his sperm literally pouring out every time he thrust  into  her,  she’d  be  having  issues  with  chafing.  His  mouth  pressed  into hers and Hattie moaned as she felt his cock throb inside her for the dozenth, or so, time. When he pulled away, she expected him to do what he’d done all the  times  before  and  roll  off  to  rest  before  the  next  burst  of  action.  So  it surprised her when his arms wrapped around her as he lay on her chest. 

“I’m sorry if I hurt you,” Stan apologised softly. 

Hattie  blinked,  then  snorted  and  barely  suppressed  a  laugh.  “Holy  shit Stan. Not only did you not hurt me, but when this is all said and done. I might just ask you to do it again.” 

Stan looked up at her and saw the smirk on her face. He let out a sigh and dropped  his  forehead  onto  her  chest.  He  spent  a  few  moments  inhaling  her scent before sitting up. She was as beautiful in the morning light as she was under the evening moon. And…

“You okay?” Hattie asked, seeing him frown. 

“Kelly,” Stan sighed. 

“You think she’ll be mad?” 

Stan thought about it for a moment. “She’d be mad if we had sex for no reason, and I tried to hide it. But I think she might like you.” 

Hattie smiled, “I hope so.” 

“Trust me, Hattie, the safest thing for you to do is to stay here with your family. Being associated with me is going to be bad.” 

Hattie wondered if he was trying to get rid of her for only a moment. But the sincere way he looked her in the eye made it obvious his warning came from a level of care. Not one of, morning after regret. “Ok Stan.” 

Stan  smiled  in  relief.  Bending  over,  he  kissed  her  again.  He  made  a promise to himself that when things were safe, he’d look her up again. Make sure at the least she was happy and well. 

“You kids done in there?” Sheryl called. 

Stan froze and Hattie blushed, “Yeah mamma. We’ll be out in a minute!” 

“Just checking. I don’t need a bucket of water to get you two up,” Sheryl called as she walked off. 

Stan blinked. “Is she gonna be mad?” 

Hattie smiled. “You scared of my mamma?” 

Stan grinned but nodded. “A little.” 

“Good,”  Hattie  giggled.  “So  you  better  get  out  of  me  before  she  comes back. She wasn’t kidding about the bucket of water.” 

They  crawled  out  of  the  sleeping  bag.  Hattie  had  a  bag  of  clothing  that she’d dropped into the clearing. Stan tried not to stare as Hattie crawled into her  bag.  But  the  mess  that  leaked  from  her  pussy  and  down  to  her  knees transfixed him. 

“Hattie, are you-” 

“Yeah, been on the pill to regulate my cycle for years now,” she said over her shoulder, pulling out a bra and shirt. “Gonna give that little sucker a run for its money, though, huh?” 

Stan  swallowed  and  nodded  before  crawling  out  after  her.  The  two  of them  dressed  and  packed  up  the  sleeping  bag.  Stan  was  extremely  nervous about the state they’d left it in. For every drip soaking into the pad she wore for just this occasion, there was a literal pool of it in the bag. Hattie just made a noise and promised to take care of it. 

Breakfast,  when  they  joined  the  others,  was  a  strained  affair.  Sheryl

smiled just the same as she did the day before as she handed Stan his shirt. 

When  he  put  it  on,  she  leaned  in  to  straighten  it.  That  would  have  been  a lovely touch, except for the veiled. 

“Hurt her, I hurt you,” Sheryl whispered in his ear during the process. 

Stan decided as a mother, she was well within her rights to make such a threat and simply nodded. But it was Coltrane’s glare that set Stan on edge. 

The  young  man  was  almost  Stan’s  age  and  his  eyes  refused  to  look  away unless  Stan  looked  directly  at  him.  The  events  of  the  evening  came  to  the front  of  Stan’s  mind.  Hattie  had  known  that  sleeping  with  someone  would give them a skill boost. So…

“Hattie, about Coltrane-” 

“He kissed and told,” she replied softly and immediately. “Tried to make out like he owned me until I kicked his ass. He’s not a bad guy deep down, he’s  just  got  a  chip  on  his  shoulder  that  needs  knocking  off  before  anyone will put up with him.” 

Stan nodded and frowned. “So-” 

“No Stan. He had his chance and blew it. And unless you’re planning on doing something equally dumb, I’m right where I wanna be.” 

“Right,” Stan nodded slowly. 

“So,” Sheryl said, stalking up with three bowls of cereal for each of them. 

“I’ll be heading into town after breakfast. Hattie’s usually in charge-” 

“I’m coming with,” Hattie said. 

Sheryl  blinked,  before  she  made  a  pointed  look  at  Stan  that  made  him take a sudden, intense interest in a pattern on the side of the bowl. 

“That’s  fine.  I  wasn’t  going  to  be  long,  anyway.  Is  there  anywhere  in particular you need to go?” 

Stan  immediately  thought  of  the  hospital.  But  if  there  was  even  the slightest chance of a trap, that’s where it would be. And if Miyu was there, it would compromise her by visiting. 

“My boss,” Stan nodded. 

“Abelard Electronic Solutions?” Sheryl asked. Stan nodded nervously and Sheryl  grinned.  “You’re,  kind  of  a  celebrity.  Just  because  you  only  talk  to that pretty reporter, doesn’t mean the rest have given up on you.” 

“I  don’t  feel  like  I’ve  done  enough  to  be  considered  a  celebrity,”  Stan admitted. 

“Then maybe you need to stop taking down drug lords, crime syndicates and fighting off daylight assassination attempts holyfuckingshit Hattie, no!” 

The  turnaround  threw  Stan  for  a  spin  as  he  looked  from  mother  to daughter. 

“Mamma, you know I love you,” Hattie said evenly. 

“Hattie, people are trying to kill him!” 

“I know mamma.” 

Stan felt caught between the two women as they argued over something he  couldn’t  quite  comprehend.  But  from  what  he  could  gather,  Sheryl  was trying  to  convince  Hattie  to  stay  at  camp,  and  Hattie  was  adamant  she  was coming into town. 

“Hattie…” Sheryl tried one last time. 

Hattie smiled and shrugged. “I’m going with mamma.” 

“You’re as stubborn as I am,” Sheryl smirked. 

Hattie giggled. “I know mamma. It’s our greatest strength.” 

Sheryl  nodded  slowly,  before  giving  Stan  another  quick  glare.  “Fine, hurry up you two. I’ll bring the car around.” 

Stan  nodded  and  did  as  he  was  told  while  Hattie  smirked  and  continued eating at her regular pace. 

“She’s right, you know,” Stan said, putting the bowl aside. 

Hattie rolled her eyes and set her bowl aside. “Tell you what. I’ll fight ya for it. One on one, no weapons.” 

Stan was about to agree, then sighed. It would be a waste of energy at the very best. So he settled on shaking his head. “Fine. But if we get in trouble, I want you to follow orders.” 

“Oh?” Hattie smirked. “You gonna boss me around?” 

“Hattie,” Stan groaned. 

“What?”  She  giggled.  “After  last  night,  I  know  you  can  back  up  your words.” 

Stan sighed as he heard an engine approach. 

Twenty minutes later, Stan was slumped in the back seat. He kept an eye out on their surroundings. As they headed towards Sampson’s office. When they pulled  up,  Stan  sat  forward  and  looked  around.  There  was  nothing  obvious that stood out, but… There never usually was before it all went wrong, either. 

“If  you  find  your  way  back  out  to  the  camp.  You’re  welcome  to  stay

awhile,” Sheryl said softly. 

“Thanks mamma,” Hattie leaned over and hugged her from the front seat. 

Before  Stan  could  react,  Hattie  was  out  of  the  car  and  standing  on  the footpath, waiting for Stan. 

“You look after my girl,” Sheryl said softly. 

Stan nodded and climbed out. “What are you doing?” 

Hattie  gave  a  cute  frown.  “You  don’t  sound  that  dumb  on  the  news reports. It’s kinda cute.” 

“Hattie!” Stan hissed. “I’m serious!” 

“Look,”  Hattie  sighed,  giving  him  a  smirk.  “Option  A.  I  go  back  into hiding. You do this all yourself and I get to explain to Kelly how I ended up in  your  bed  weeks  or  months  or  maybe  even  years  after  actually  doing  it. 

Option  B.  I  tell  her  in  person  and  hope  she  lets  me  back  into  your  bed afterward.” 

“And what about the part where you could die?” Stan growled. 

Hattie shrugged. “Then I suppose it doesn’t matter then, does it?” 

Stan  grabbed  her  by  the  shoulders  and  pulled  her  face  to  his.  “You. 

Follow. Orders.” 

Hattie smirked and pecked his lips. “See, this is how I ended up in your bed.  You’re  getting  all  aggressive  and  controlling,  but  you’re  not  being  a childish dick about it.” 

“Hattie!” 

“I’ll be good,” she smiled. “I gotta be if I want a chance to stick around after Kelly’s done with me.” 

“You’re forgetting Miyu,” Stan sighed. 

Hattie  paused  as  Stan  stepped  around  and  headed  for  the  front  door.  A small shiver ran down her spine. She had no idea what they were masters of. 

But  from  what  the  media  released  about  their  fights.  They  were  both extremely competent at killing. 

Stan pulled the door open as Hattie caught up and she smiled in thanks as he  let  her  in  first.  The  receptionist  seemed  to  stiffen  for  a  moment,  seeing Stan come into the office. She smiled a second later, that familiar smile, and picked up her phone. 

“Yes sir, he’s just arrived.” She nodded and put down the phone. “Go on in. He’s waiting for you.” 

“Thanks,” Stan said, leading Hattie into the office section behind. 

Sampson’s actual office was at the back of a series of small cubicles. The

actual  building  was  mostly  a  workshop  to  build  and  store  their  equipment. 

But  there  was  a  small  admin  team  that  watched  him  move  past.  They  all knew  who  he  was,  despite  him  only  being  in  the  office  once  before.  Stan found Sampson’s door a crack open and stepped inside. 

Sampson  immediately  ripped  a  piece  of  paper  from  a  book  in  front  of him,  scrunched  it  into  a  ball,  and  dropped  it  into  a  wastepaper  bin.  “You’re not  allowed  to  see  that,”  he  said  firmly.  Leaning  back  in  his  chair,  his  leg kicked  the  bin,  tipping  it  over  and  the  scrunched  up  paper,  the  only  thing inside,  rolled  out  towards  them.  “I  have  some  conflicted  feelings  about  this whole  situation,  Stan,”  Sampson  huffed.  “You’ve  been  an  excellent marketing  tool.  My  business  has  expanded  and  I  have  a  lot  of  prestige. 

Enough  that  I’m  willing  to  overlook  certain  contractual  obligations. 

Unfortunately, that doesn’t stop the law.” 

“You’re turning me in.” Stan nodded slowly. 

Sampson’s  lips  thinned.  “I’m  under  instructions  to  attempt  to  restrain you. On my left is a button that, if pressed, will lock the door. It will also vent an  aerosol  tranquilliser  into  the  room  that  will  render  the  three  of  us unconscious in several minutes. I hope you understand it is not my wish to do so. But I cannot, in my current situation, allow you to simply leave.” 

“Oh,” Stan said as he realised what Sampson was doing. 

Drawing his sword, Sampson grinned. “I had hoped that with our working relationship, we could avoid bloodshed. They asked me to bring you in, not kill you.” 

“Hattie?” 

“Yeah?” she replied. 

“What’s the best way to incapacitate someone without breaking bones or causing permanent damage?” 

“A  strike  to  a  few  pressure  points  would  prevent  a  target  from  fighting back  before  being  put  in  a  sleeper  hold.  It  would  hurt  a  lot,  but  other  than some bruising, he’d be perfectly fine.” 

“And are you capable of doing exactly that?” 

Hattie nodded, “I sure am.” 

Sampson smirked and blinked slowly as he took a deep breath. Then he lunged. On the underside of the desk on his left, he slapped what Stan could only assume was a button. Immediately, a klaxon sounded as Hattie tackled him to the ground. Large, heavy blast doors lowered from the ceiling to the floor at… What he could only describe as a comically slow pace. Looking at

the  gap  between  the  blast  door  and  the  door  frame,  Stan  frowned  softly. 

Darting  forward,  he  opened  the  door.  Better  it  be  crushed  than  get  them trapped  inside.  With  their  exit  planned,  Stan  spotted  Sampson  go  limp  in Hattie’s arms. And then his gaze fell on the scrunched ball of paper. 

“Let’s go,” Stan said, scooping up said paper. “And bring him out, too.” 

Hattie nodded, and she grabbed Sampson under the arms. Stan heard the cracking of the wood from the door as the metal crushed it, so he helped too. 

They  dragged  him  out  as  the  entire  admin  team  watched  in  shock.  One  of them  was  on  the  phone,  clearly  talking  to  the  police.  Stan  shrugged  and gestured for a chair where Hattie helped sit him up. Then, paper in hand, they headed for the exit, where the receptionist was trembling in front of the door. 

“Sampson told me you wouldn’t hurt me if I complied with any of your demands,” she mumbled, before dropping a set of keys at her feet. 

“He’s fine,” Stan said, stepping forward to get the keys. “He’ll probably have a headache, but he’s unharmed, I promise.” 

The  receptionist  nodded.  “If  you  go  through  the  workshop  and  out  the back door. Look for the black one without the decals.” 

Hattie stepped closer to the woman. “Hold still,” she said. 

Stan watched as Hattie gently plucked a few strands of her hair free of her bun. Then gave it a quick tussle. As a final step, she used her thumb to gently smear  some  of  the  receptionist’s  lipstick  across  her  cheek.  “And  now  you look like we made you tell us.” 

The woman smiled gratefully and nodded her head. “Thank you.” 

“Come on,” Stan grinned at Hattie. 

They  stepped  around  the  receptionist,  who  gave  us  a  small  wave.  They went  back  into  the  administration  section,  where  Sampson  was  already talking softly with someone. 

“Good luck!” someone whispered. 

Stan glanced over at one of the younger team members. They looked like someone Sampson liked to bring out now and then. The young man grinned and  gave  a  thumbs  up.  Stan  shook  his  head  in  amusement.  Smirking,  they stepped  through  into  the  workshop  to  the  sight  of  a  man  who  grunted  and pointed without looking up. Stan wondered how much of that was acting and how  much  was  natural.  They  hurried  through  the  shop.  It  was  air-conditioned,  wide,  and  had  tables  set  up  everywhere  for  workstations. 

Though  nothing  seemed  to  be  out  right  now  and  the  only  people  inside seemed to be cleaning or drinking coffee. They all gave Stan and Hattie the

cold  shoulder  as  they  headed  for  a  door  labelled  EXIT.  Pushing  through,  it led  to  a  short  corridor  with  another  door.  That  one,  thankfully,  led  outside into a parking lot. 

“There,” Hattie pointed. 

The car looked like any other sedan on the road. The tint was appropriate, but  not  suspicious.  They  jogged  over  and  Stan  hit  the  button  to  unlock  the car.  Unlike  the  massive  marauder,  a  sedan  was  something  Stan  had  driven before.  But,  as  he  opened  the  door,  Stan  blinked.  It  wasn’t  just  an  ordinary sedan. And judging by the thickness of the glass alone, Stan was suddenly a lot  more  appreciative.  The  marauder  was  one  thing,  but  this  was  above  and beyond. 

“Oh  wow,”  Hattie  said,  sitting  in  the  passenger  seat.  “This  is…  Really nice.” 

Stan  nodded  and  climbed  in,  closing  the  door.  He  fit  the  key  into  the ignition and fired it up. The engine was polite, but sounded firm, like it had some  horsepower  to  it.  They  put  on  their  seatbelts  and  Stan  put  the  car  in reverse. Backing out of the space, he turned to face the driveway and calmly left. He turned onto the main road and started driving. As he picked up speed, a black four by four practically slid into the street behind them. 

“Shit,” Stan grit his teeth. 

But the large vehicle swerved violently and bounced up the driveway they just left. 

“Well, that was lucky then,” Hattie shrugged. “What now?” 

Stan  patted  his  pocket  and  felt  the  bulge  of  the  paper.  “Let’s  put  some distance between us, then I have a note to read.” 

He drove a little aimlessly for a while before pulling into an underground parking lot for a mall. Stan pulled into a space and switched the engine off. 

Pulling out the paper, he noticed Hattie shuffling her pants down. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Changing  my  pad.  You’re  leaking  out  of  me  everywhere,”  she complained. 

Stan was about to apologise, but he saw her grin and thought better of it. 

He  spent  a  few  moments  carefully  unrolling  the  scrunched  up  ball.  Of  all things,  there  was  a  clipboard  in  the  door  pocket  of  the  car.  Stan  had  to wonder how much of this was planning. For all he knew, there was a mini-fridge,  a  tent  and  a  portable  kitchen  in  the  boot.  Flattening  out  the  paper,  it was a map and a few notes. It showed a building in the middle of town. And

some  notes  about  security.  It  looked  like  Sampson  was  trying  to  sell  a  new system to whoever owned the building. 

It seemed rather mundane, all things considered, until Stan turned it over. 

FOURTH FLOOR, SECTION B, HOLDING CELLS

Stan froze at the sight of the hastily scribbled handwriting. 

“Kelly,” he whispered. 

“You know where she is?” Hattie asked. 

Stan frowned. “It doesn’t say for sure.” He noted how it said CELLS and frowned. “I think we’ll need some help, though.” 

Starting  the  car,  Stan  drove  to  the  hospital.  It  was  on  the  other  side  of town,  and  Stan  kept  an  eye  on  the  rearview  mirror.  But  in  this  nondescript car,  nobody  looked  twice  at  them.  It  was  a  much  different  situation  than before with the marauder, where people took photos at every opportunity. 

“There’s a radio,” Hattie whispered. 

Stan  blinked  and  looked  down.  Sure  enough,  it  looked  like  a  police scanner. Tweaking the knob on the front, it crackled into life. 

“-pect at large. Two individuals in a black sedan. Considered armed and extremely dangerous. If the vehicle is spotted, report back, but do not attempt to apprehend for your own safety.” 

Stan  blinked,  and  Hattie  giggled.  “That’s  going  to  piss  a  lot  of  people off.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Black sedan,” she grinned. “I give it an hour and every cop in the state will have pulled someone over. That man was a good friend to set you up like this.” 

Stan nodded and smiled as the hospital exit came up. “Yeah. I just hope this doesn’t come back on him.” 

Stan  drove  into  yet  another  underground  parking  lot.  He  smiled,  seeing the marauder parked up by the elevators. It was nice to know that Harriet was nearby. Stan found a space nearby and shut off the engine. 

“Now-” 

“Go  upstairs,  and  check  to  see  who’s  inside  Sara’s  room,”  Hattie  spoke over the top of him. “I got this Stan. You wait right here.” 

She  pushed  the  door  open  before  pausing.  Turning  on  the  spot,  she plastered her lips to Stan’s. She kissed him hard for just a few moments and pulled away. “Just in case, y’know.” 

“Don’t do anything reckless,” Stan growled. 

“Oooh, possessive,” she smirked. 

Before Stan could respond, she climbed out and closed the door. Stan hit the lock button on the centre of the dash as she walked towards the elevator. 

He  sat  back  in  the  seat  and  waited  patiently.  The  parking  lot  was  mostly silent, but he heard the rumble of a slowly passing engine. Stan looked up at the rearview mirror and saw a black four by four had slowed as it came to the rear of the sedan. Stan was glad he wasn’t immediately visible in the seat and the four by four moved off a few moments later, letting him relax. 

It  was  several  minutes  later  when  Stan  spotted  movement.  Hattie  was stepping  out  of  the  elevator,  looking  concerned.  She  quickly  made  her  way towards where Stan was parked. Stan took hold of the keys, ready to start the engine,  when  Hattie  jerked  violently  to  one  side,  vanishing  between  two parked cars. 

Throwing  the  car  door  open,  Stan  ran  as  he  heard  a  voice  yelling, 

“WAITWAITWAITWAIT!” 

“What are you doing here?!” Miyu screeched. 

“Miyu!” Stan yelled, sprinting over. 

Her head popped up. She was red in the face and crying furiously as she spotted him. “Stan?!” 

“Miyu, leave her!” Stan yelled. 

Miyu glanced down for a moment, before she shifted slightly and rushed around. Stan had all of a moment to prepare as she sprinted into his arms. The tiny missile that was Miyu drove him to the ground and knocked the air out of him. But Miyu’s arms held him close as she wailed. 

“HEY!” 

“Aww shit, not again. STAN!” 

“STAN?!” 

“She’s a friend Harriet!” Stan called. 

“S-S-S-Stan!” Miyu sobbed. 

“I’m okay,” Stan squeezed her. “I’m here.” 

“I was s-so worried!” She cried. “They took Kelly and Fleur!” 

“I know. They almost got me, too.” Stan kissed the top of her head. 

“Shit, you’re okay,” Harriet said, stomping into view. 

She was holding Hattie by the arm, who was glaring at the larger woman. 

Stan just sighed. “Harriet, you better let her go. Miyu got the upper hand, but you have no idea what you’re messing with.” 

Harriet blinked for a moment, before releasing Hattie’s arm. “Sorry.” 

“No  problem,”  Hattie  smiled,  rubbing  where  the  larger  woman  was gripping her. “I get we’re all stressed.” 

“STRESSED?!” Miyu screeched. 

Stan  grabbed  her  and  kissed  her  hard.  Whatever  tirade  she  was  about  to launch into died on Stan’s lips. The small woman trembled as he kissed her and she calmed immediately. 

“Not  to  break  up  the  party  or  anything.  But  maybe  let’s  get  somewhere out of the public eye?” Hattie gestured for us to get up. 

“Marauder,” Stan nodded. 

Miyu  nodded  as  well  and  climbed  off  Stan.  When  Stan  stood  up,  she pressed herself into his side and Stan held her close while they walked to the large  vehicle.  Harriet  opened  the  rear  door  and  the  four  of  them  moved inside. 

“Wow, this… Is actually kinda cramped,” Hattie grumbled. 

“It’s not designed for comfort,” Harriet shrugged. “The front seats aren’t bad, though.” 

Stan felt a small shove, and he collapsed into a seat. Miyu was on him a moment  later.  Literally  crawling  into  his  lap  to  be  held.  Harriet  watched  on with a conflicted expression while Hattie smirked. 

“Hey Miyu?” Hattie asked. 

“Yes?” 

“Thanks for not killing me.” 

Miyu smirked slightly and nodded. “You’re welcome.” 

Stan  gave  Miyu  a  light  squeeze,  and  she  pressed  herself  to  him.  “So,  I guess I should start things off then. Miyu, Hattie, is the master of unarmed.” 

“And you slept with her,” Miyu nodded. 

“Literally all night,” Hattie grinned. 

“Wait, ALL night?” Harriet asked. 

Hattie  nodded.  “For  a  little  guy,  he’s  a  powerhouse.  And  he’s  not proportionate, if you know what I mean.” 

“Kelly is…” 

“I  know,”  Stan  replied,  kissing  Miyu.  “No  secrets.  I  don’t  know  how things  are  going  to  go.  And  Hattie  wants  to  prove  herself  for  sneaking  in without your knowledge.” 

“All night?” Miyu frowned. 

“I was the first time,” Hattie nodded. “I didn’t tell him I was a master. I just  wanted  to  bump  his  skills  up  to  help.  He  was  being  really  cagey  about

wanting to leave to find Kelly, and I thought it would help.” Hattie paused for a moment. “Then yeah, he spent the rest of the night turning me inside out.” 

Miyu  whimpered  for  a  moment  before  leaning  close  to  whisper,  “Was she-” 

“If you think for a single moment, I’d ever compare you to anyone. I’m going  to  spank  that  pretty  little  ass  of  yours.  I’m  hoping  you  and  Kelly  can forgive me for going behind your backs.” 

“You like her?” Miyu asked. 

“Yeah,” Stan nodded. “I like her.” 

Miyu nodded, “Okay.” 

Stan  held  Miyu  close  for  a  few  moments.  Then  he  started  talking.  He described  the  attack  on  the  house.  The  men  he’d  fought  and  his  escape  into the  park  and  eventual  forest.  Stan  paused  to  think  about  how  far  his  power extended.  Was  being  able  to  escape  as  a  form  of  dodging,  or  was  it  simply luck? Shaking his head, he continued the story. 

Hattie  chimed  in  occasionally.  She  remarked  on  how  harried  Stan  was when he arrived and his reluctance to stay. She even grinned when she spoke about the minor incident with Coltrane. Stan then talked about Sampson and what he’d done to help, before finally landing on the note. 

“And where is the note?” Harriet asked. 

Stan blinked and turned to look at the sedan. Right as three men got out of a four by four with guns to surround the car in question. 

“It’s in there.” 

FIFTEEN

“S ir, there’s nobody inside. Do I have permission to breach one of the doors? There’s a note on the front seat,” the agent spoke into a radio on his vest. 

“Have you tried checking if it’s locked?” Stan asked. 

“Back off, kid, this is a crime scene!” 

“Sir?” one of the other agents called, opening the passenger door. 

The  third  at  the  rear  of  the  vehicle  laughed  despite  himself  while  their leader turned to face Stan. Facing him, Stan could see the gears turning in the agent’s head. 

“Oh.” 

Miyu  appeared  from  behind  their  own  vehicle  as  the  rear  guard  brought up  his  weapon.  Before  he  could  get  a  shot  off,  Miyu  had  one  of  her  wires wrapped around his neck. The man dropped it in favour of trying to wrestle with the small woman perched on his back. Hattie raced around, drawing the agent  who  opened  the  car  door.  Stan  drew  his  blade  and  rushed  the  leader, who raised his weapon and fired directly into Stan’s chest. He snarled as the bullets tore up his shirt… again… but didn’t stop until his sword poked out the back of the man’s ribs. 

The  man  took  multiple  short  breaths  as  he  leaned  into  Stan.  Stepping back, the man collapsed on the ground, falling free of the blade. Stan sighed and glanced over at Hattie, who was smiling as she waited. Miyu was wiping her  hands  with  a  red  stained  cloth.  Nodding  at  the  situation,  Stan  waved  at Harriet  in  the  marauder.  She  started  the  engine  and  backed  it  out  of  the parking space. She drove over and nudged the agent’s vehicle out of the way with ease. 

“They were right about you,” the agent gasped. 

Stan  looked  down.  He  was  snarling  as  he  held  the  wound  in  his  chest. 

“Who was?” 

“Kill me or fuck off,” the man choked, spitting up a mouthful of blood. 

Stan shook his head. “One with me, one with Harriet. We don’t have a-” 

“Holy shit!” Stan froze and turned. A young man stood a few cars back. 

He  was  a  little  on  the  pudgy  side,  with  long  hair  and  a  shirt  with  the  word anarchy on it. “You’re The Peoples’ Champions!” 

“Uh,  yeah,”  Stan  nodded,  glancing  at  Miyu,  who  was  giving  the  young man a glare. 

“Well, shit! I ummm. Can I get an autograph?” He asked with a hopeful smile. 

“We don’t have time-” 

“Miyu!”  Stan  cut  her  off.  She  almost  snarled.  It  was  adorable,  despite knowing she was capable of extreme violence, but the fan didn’t deserve her wrath. “Look, right now we’re on a mission. If you’d like to help out, spread the word that the government is kidnapping masters.” 

“Oh shit,” he blinked. “Is that… They got Kelly?” 

“We’re getting her back now,” Stan nodded. 

“Oh, shit, man. Good luck, I’ll do what I can!” 

He  waved  as  Stan  got  into  the  driver’s  seat.  The  agent  leaned  against  a nearby vehicle, glaring  the whole time.  Stan was honestly  a little impressed he  was  still  alive.  Turning  on  the  engine,  Miyu  climbed  into  the  passenger seat. She gave Stan a quick glare before putting on her own belt. 

“Sorry,” Stan sighed. 

“It’s fine,” Miyu nodded. “I’m just… Tense.” 

“You and me both,” Stan grumbled. 

Stan backed out of the space and pulled around the marauder. Harriet and Hattie  were  both  in  the  front  seats,  Hattie  looking  extremely  excited.  Stan spotted  the  young  man  with  his  phone  out,  taking  photos.  He  had  thoughts about stopping him, but put the thought from his mind. What was done, was done. He’d rather be honest about it. That’s what made his guild different. 

“I’m  going  to  kill  them,”  Miyu  said  softly.  Stan  glanced  at  the  small woman as furious tears rolled down her cheeks. She was clutching the piece of paper in her hands, trying not to shake. “I’m going to kill them all.” 

Stan  was  about  to  offer  similar  sentiments.  They  weren’t  far  from  the building on the map. It was what looked from the outside like a simple office

building.  But  there  was  something  to  be  considered.  “They’re  capturing masters,”  he  breathed.  “We’ve  fought  people  before  with  high  skills.  That guy who kidnapped Sara could disarm me over and over again.” 

Miyu nodded before freezing. “STAN?!” 

Kelly yelped as the perfect darkness of the room shattered as the lights came on. Literally, every surface in the small empty room was a light source. She clutched  at  her  face  as  her  eyes  burned.  She  heard  a  door  open  and  several sets of arms grabbed hold of her. 

“NO!” 

Throwing out her arms and legs, her foot connected with something solid. 

The  owner  of  whatever  she  hit  grunted  and  a  solid  punch  hit  her  in  the stomach. Holding back the urge to vomit, she heard an electric clicking noise before searing agony slammed into her side. With a scream, Kelly fell to the floor as the wielder of the taser held it cruelly to her skin. 

“ENOUGH!” 

The pain stopped as they yanked away it. 

“Get him out and get her ready. NOW!” 

Kelly  whimpered  as  the  same  rough  hands  grabbed  her.  She  thought again about struggling, but fell limp instead. 

“You could try walking,” one of her captors complained. 

“You  could  let  me  go,”  Kelly  snarked  even  as  her  bare  feet  dragged  on the floor. 

“We’re all adults here,” the man continued. 

“You’re  filth  who  kidnap  innocent  people,”  Kelly  growled,  before looking up at the man. Shaking her head, she smiled. “So much of a coward you’re wearing a mask.” 

The man fell silent as they continued dragging her. The corridor wasn’t as bright  as  the  room,  and  Kelly  looked  around.  Though  there  wasn’t  much  to see.  It  was  a  cell  block.  Bare  concrete,  cheap  lighting  unlike  that  inside  the cells. And doors marked with either a red cross, or a green tick. There were only a dozen of them, and most had a red cross. Kelly made a point to check to see what was on her door when they came back. 

The  men  paused  in  front  of  the  door  at  the  end  of  the  hall  and  Kelly

watched nervously as the speaker opened the door and dragged her in. As her toes went from smooth concrete to carpet, she picked up her feet. 

“See now isn’t that-” 

Kelly dropped her weight, causing them both to stumble. 

“What is going on?” A woman asked. 

Kelly refused to look up at who it was. She instead focussed on the dark grey office carpet. 

“I asked a question.” 

“The  prisoner  is  being  difficult,  ma’am,”  the  speaker  replied.  “She struggled in the cell and one of the men got a little carried away with a taser.” 

“Are you telling me three grown men, trained agents, this facilities best, had to resort to torturing an almost nude prisoner?” 

“Yes ma’am.” 

“Thank you for your honesty. The matter will be dealt with,” she said in a tone  that  had  Kelly  feeling  nervous  for  the  man.  “Kelly,  could  I  ask  you  to stand?” 

“What if I don’t?” 

“There’s  a  rather  comfortable  chair  here  with  a  meal.  I’d  hoped  this would be a more civil meeting.” 

“Civil? From kidnappers?” Kelly smirked. 

“As you’ve discovered, young lady. Things could be much worse.” 

Kelly sighed and got her feet under her and stood. “You!” 

Beth smiled lightly. “Hello Kelly. I’m sorry it took so long to get here. It seems your companions have been causing trouble.” 

“Stan?” 

Beth  nodded  with  a  small  smile.  “Yes,  Stan  and  Miyu  both  have  been causing trouble.” 

“Can you blame them?” Kelly shook her head. 

Beth just smiled. “Take a seat, Kelly. I’m sure you’re hungry.” 

Kelly gave the room a once over as the two men released her. The room was  almost  as  empty  as  the  cell  they  kept  her  in.  Just  a  table,  two  chairs,  a door  and  a  rather  large  window.  Kelly  could  see  they  were  a  few  floors  up and  she  recognised  immediately  they  were  still  in  town.  The  college  where she and Stan attended was just out of view. Turning her attention back to the table, there was a platter with various fruits, cheeses, and a bottle of water. 

With little else to do, Kelly headed for the table and sat. Beth gave her a warm smile and plucked a piece of cut apple from the plate. Only after Kelly

watched the woman eat it, she picked a strawberry and did the same. As far as strawberries go, it was rather average. But it was the only thing she’d eaten in  over  a  day,  so  she  followed  it  up  with  a  second.  Then  grabbed  the  water bottle. 

“Now, do you mind me calling you Kelly, or would you prefer something else?” Beth asked. 

“Kelly is fine,” she replied, picking up another piece of fruit. 

“Kelly then,” Beth smiled. “How do you find your room?” 

“Is that a trick question?” Kelly shook her head. “What do you want?” 

“Cooperation,”  Beth  nodded  and  lifted  a  briefcase.  Opening  it,  she withdrew a document and placed it on the table. 

Kelly  noted  that  she  hadn’t  been  supplied  with  a  pen  and  wondered  at that. She already figured they knew she was a master. But maybe they didn’t know what kind. 

“What’s that?” Kelly asked, going for a piece of soft cheese. 

“That is an agreement we need you to sign.” 

“What kind?” Kelly asked, more to annoy the woman than anything. 

“You’ll want to read it. But essentially, it states that you’ll be given better quarters in exchange for your cooperation in our training program.” 

Kelly blinked before reaching out and taking the document. It was just the agreement,  but  didn’t  state  anything  beyond  various  synonyms  for

‘cooperate.’ She scanned it again as a feeling of dread built in her stomach. 

“Tell me more about the program.” 

Beth nodded. “With the change, there have been new struggles that have come  up.  People  like  you  aren’t  unique.  It  seems  just  about  every  continent has their own masters and we’re trying to stay on top.” 

“By kidnapping innocent people?” 

Beth sighed. “It was your choice, not to be honest, on the census.” 

“You  realise  we  didn’t  tell  you  specifically  BECAUSE  we  worried  the government would do something like this, right?” 

Beth  sighed,  “Kelly,  the  government  authorised  your  capture  based  on your own actions. I can legally hold you here as long as I wish.” 

“Legally?”  Kelly  nodded.  “How  legal  is  something  you’re  obviously hiding from the public? Hell, if my arrest was legal, where’s the warrant?” 

Beth blinked and slumped back in her seat. “Let’s try this again.” 

“Because the negotiations have gone well so far.” Kelly rolled her eyes. 

“Option  one.  You  go  back  into  a  box  until  you  decide  to  cooperate. 

Option two, you cooperate with the program-” 

“I’m not killing people for the government,” Kelly shook her head. 

“... We’re not asking you to.” 

“Then what?” Kelly gasped. “No.” 

“We will catch them eventually, Kelly. We can house you together with your loved ones, or separately. One way or another, this IS happening.” 

“The government is authorising rape now, is it?” 

Beth grimaced, “That… That came out wrong. Of course not.” 

“No,”  Kelly  shook  her  head.  “You’re  just  going  to  torture  me  until  I agree, then.” 

“Kelly,” Beth tried to implore. 

“Ma’am,” one man cleared his throat. 

Beth turned her gaze from Kelly to the man on her left. “Yes, what is it?” 

“Ma’am, we’ve lost contact with the front desk.” 

Beth  frowned  before  jumping  as  Kelly  burst  into  laughter.  She’d  gone from absolute horror at the thought of being handled like a piece of meat. She had no doubt that Stan would be horrified at what they were asking her to do. 

But the overwhelming relief was just too much. Kelly laughed harder as Beth tried to shout questions over her. 

A  large  hand  muffled  her  joy  as  one  man  attempted  to  silence  her. 

“Ma’am, could you repeat that?” 

“Get her back to her cell!” 

Kelly  grabbed  the  wrist  of  the  man  covering  her  mouth.  And  bit  down hard! 

Stan  didn’t  feel  as  bad  now.  The  woman  at  the  front  desk  had  appeared polite, naïve, and just a little nervous as they entered. She’d asked him for his business.  Right  as  Miyu  caught  her  around  the  neck.  The  woman  made  a squawk and flailed about as Miyu yanked violently to one side. The woman fell in a heap, hitting her head. When Stan got there, the woman was reaching for a gun strapped to the underside of the desk. So, as they left her corpse in the lobby, they followed the directions for the fire stairs and started climbing. 

After  finding  the  building,  Hattie  had  swapped  from  the  marauder  into  the driver’s seat of the sedan. They’d located the underground parking and were

waiting for a signal. All that Stan and Miyu had to do was get whoever was inside and get them out and into the parking lot for the marauder to pick up. 

A  door  opened  above  and  a  set  of  rushing  footsteps  had  Stan  freeze  in place. He looked back to check on Miyu and frowned, seeing she was already gone.  With  little  else  to  do,  Stan  kept  climbing  as  the  footsteps  got  louder. 

Passing the second floor, Stan heard a small commotion. Then a flailing body fell past, landing heavily a few beats of Stan’s heart later. 

“Come on, Stan! We need to get Kelly out!” Miyu hissed from above. 

“It’s scary that you can do that,” Stan grumbled as he hurried to catch up. 

“Which part?” Miyu asked as Stan came into view. 

Stan shook his head and gestured for them to continue. “The part where you vanish from behind me and end up on a floor above killing a person.” 

Miyu shrugged. “I ran past you. You didn’t even look.” 

Their  conversation  cut  off  as  a  klaxon  sounded.  It  echoed  through  the stairwell, and they both started running. Miyu stepped aside to let Stan rush past.  Stan  drew  his  sword  as  the  third  floor  door  opened.  A  man  in  a  suit stepped  out,  freezing  at  the  sight  of  Stan  rushing  towards  him.  Stan  shoved him  as  he  went  past,  sending  the  man  stumbling  into  whoever  was  behind him, but pushed on. Racing up to the fourth floor, Stan ripped the door open as a taser fired. The prongs hit Stan’s shirt and activated. In an instant, fifty-thousand  volts  passed  through  Stan.  He  didn’t  feel  the  prongs  hit,  but  with them resting against him, electricity could pass through. 

“Stan!” Miyu screamed. 

In an instant, the pain stopped and Stan gasped as Miyu was going toe to toe with the man. Another was standing further inside with a gun. Aiming at Miyu, the man who fought in close combat blocked his shot. Miyu swung her wires  around,  trying  to  catch  his  limbs,  but  the  man  fought  back.  It  did  not suit Miyu to try hand to hand combat, and she was struggling. 

Stan struggled to his feet and shook off the shock of the taser. The prongs were  still  in  his  shirt.  Gripping  the  cables,  he  twisted  them  around  his  hand and pulled them free. Dropping them, he watched as Miyu was driven to the floor. She was snarling with her wires around the agent’s wrist, but that just meant he was close enough to raise his other fist. 

Darting  in,  Stan  swung,  taking  his  arm  on  the  first  strike.  The  agent further  into  the  room  took  aim  and  fired  now  that  he  had  a  clear  shot.  But Stan ignored that and rushed in. 

“Oh,  shit!”  The  man  squeezed  the  trigger  in  a  desperate  attempt  to  stop

him. 

Stan  yelled  as  he  closed  with  the  agent.  Seeing  his  weapon  was  useless, he  dropped  it,  pulling  a  long  knife  instead.  Stan  didn’t  slow  for  a  moment, swinging hard. The man dodged back and Stan pressed on. The agent’s dodge skill  was  high  enough  to  annoy  Stan,  but  the  agent  couldn’t  respond  either. 

They were at a stalemate right up until the agent bumped the door. 

“DIE!” 

The agent panicked as Stan thrust forward. His sword pierced the agent’s stomach and into the wood behind. He cried out in pain, swiping his knife at Stan. Stan just growled as the blade sliced through his clothing, leaving him unharmed beneath. Yanking the blade from the agent’s stomach, he collapsed to the ground. 

Turning  around,  Stan  examined  the  room.  It  was…  simple.  Door  to  the stairs on one side. Elevators on the other with two doors leading in opposite directions  either  side.  One  labelled  with  an  ‘A’  and  the  other  with  a  ‘B’

which… Well, that made sense at least. The room otherwise just had a desk with a computer and some equipment lockers. Miyu was getting to her feet as he glanced around and she frowned. 

“Which way?” 

Stan pointed at the door labelled with the B. “Though there.” 

Miyu  nodded  and  headed  for  the  door.  Stan  was  worried  she’d  open  it, not  knowing  what  was  on  the  other  side.  He  put  aside  his  fears  as  Miyu stepped aside and waited for him to catch up. Stan nodded at her and grabbed the handle. He paused for a moment and pulled it open. Braced for anything, it  surprised  Stan  seeing  the  empty  corridor  filled  with  doors.  There  were  a dozen. Six on each side. Some with crosses and few others with green ticks. 

He wasn’t sure what the significance of the marks were as he stepped through the doorway. 

A  faint  scream  came  from  the  room  at  the  end  and  Stan  rushed  in  with Miyu on his heels. Bursting through the door at the end, Stan slid to a halt. 

There were two agents on the ground of the ruined room. Various fruits and cheeses were scattered about. A tray that probably had been holding them lay dented  beside  a  table,  missing  a  leg.  One  man  on  the  ground  was  bleeding from the mouth. The other had the sharp, jagged end of the table leg jammed into his eye. But that wasn’t what held Stan’s attention. 

“Fucking BITCH!” Kelly snarled. 

Raising her foot, she kicked what looked like a bruised and battered Beth

in the head. The older woman’s skull bounced off the window with a thunk and her body slid sideways to the floor. 

“Kelly?” 

The tall redhead whirled around, her eyes wide in shock. “Stan?” 

She was in one piece. Wearing a nightie that was torn, in several places, she  stood  tall.  Stan  could  see  the  bruising  on  her  face  and  she  stepped towards them both with a small limp from her, still healing, bullet wound. 

Stan threw himself at her. The two embraced for just a moment before a small impact from Miyu pinned them together even tighter. 

“C’mon, we’re getting you out!” Stan grinned, stepping away. “Who else is locked up here?” 

Kelly shook her head. “I don’t know. Maybe Fleur?” 

“Let’s get the rooms open. There’s another door to a different cell block. 

We need to check there, too.” 

With  the  ladies’  agreement,  they  all  headed  back  into  the  hallway  and started pulling doors. In the third room on the left was Fleur. She gasped as the light from the hallways spilled into an otherwise pitch black room. 

“Fuck all of you!” Fleur yelled. 

“Shit, they did this to me as well,” Kelly pushed in. 

“Kelly?” Fleur whimpered. 

“We’re safe. Stan’s here,” Kelly said, going to the dirty blonde mechanic. 

“He did? He’s rescuing us?” 

“I am,” Stan called softly. “We’re getting everyone out.” 

“Awww,” Fleur whimpered. “Kelly-” 

“Jesus christ,” Kelly laughed, hauling Fleur to her feet. “You can suck his dick later, but we gotta get out first.” 

“You  all  heard  her!”  Fleur  smiled,  before  squinting  in  the  light.  “Fuck, this really sucks. Can we go?” 

“Stan?” Miyu called. 

Stan stepped back into the hall and saw Miyu holding open another door. 

Stan rushed over and looked inside at the familiar looking young woman who was cowering. 

“Mmm!” She flailed her hands pathetically. 

“Polly?” Stan asked, recognising the singer. 

The woman paused and, with heavy squinting, looked through her hands at  the  two  of  them.  Stan  could  see  they  had  gagged  her  with  the  padlock holding it together at the front. She had tracks down her face from her tears

and she was dressed in what looked like a prison jumpsuit. 

“Oh shit,” Stan stepped in. “C’mon, we’re getting you out.” 

“This is a rescue,” Miyu came to help. 

Between the two of them, Polly, wide eyed and scared, was hauled to her feet. She was unstable and wobbled, so Stan held onto her. Leading her out into  the  hallway,  they  bumped  into  Kelly  and  Fleur.  Fleur  took  one  look  at the woman and frowned. 

“Gimme.” 

Before Stan could ask, Fleur was fiddling with the lock, only for it to fall away  a  few  moments  later.  Reaching  up,  she  unclipped  the  gag,  and  it  fell away  too.  Polly  stood  there  for  a  moment  and  touched  her  lips.  And  then promptly shocking all of them by fiercely kissing Fleur on the mouth. They kissed for a moment before Polly pulled away with a blush. 

“I… Um…” 

Fleur nodded slowly and grinned. “Wow, I could get used to this rescue thing.” 

“S-sorry,” Polly mumbled. 

“Don’t be,” Fleur giggled. “I’ve been watching him,” she nodded at Stan, 

“Mack on with these two for weeks. The way he’s looking at me right now, I bet I could have him do us both!” 

“FLEUR!” Kelly snapped. 

Fleur flinched, “Sorry.” 

Polly gave Stan a speculative look before blushing furiously and moving to stare at the floor. 

Stan  sighed,  “Alright.  Check  the  rest  of  the  doors.  Then  there’s  more through  there.”  Stan  pointed  through  the  other  doorway  leading  back  to  the security room. 

Miyu  darted  down,  checking  the  rest  of  the  doors,  finding  them  empty. 

Unsure  of  whether  to  be  confused  or  relieved,  they  moved  into  the  security room. 

“Kelly, search the place. Miyu and I will check the next lot.” 

“Right,” Kelly nodded, giving him a smile. 

Stan  pushed  into  the  next  hallway.  This  one  just  had  four  doors  and lacked any visible markings. “Miyu, you take the left. I have the right.” 

“Got it,” Miyu nodded. 

Pulling  open  the  first  door,  Stan  peered  into  the  small  room.  Unlike  the empty,  pitch  black  cells  on  the  other  side,  this  looked  like  an  actual  prison

cell. A small bed, a shower, toilet and a shelf to store items. But nobody was inside. 

“Got one,” Miyu said. 

“Who are you?” 

Stan  turned  and  saw  the  guy.  A  young  man  who  he  recognised  as  the master of disarm. 

“We’re getting you out,” Stan smiled. 

The young man blinked. “What, you’re letting me go?” 

“This is a rescue.” Stan shook his head. “We’re breaking you out.” 

“Oh  thank  fuck,”  the  young  man  sighed,  slumping  back  on  the  bed.  “I mean, you’re cute and all. But I prefer the bigger guys.” 

Stan just blinked and put the young man’s words from his mind for now. 

Miyu gave him instructions to head into the other room, which he did with a grin. Still trying to piece together his behaviour, Stan checked the other two rooms that were empty. Then headed back to the main room where everyone was waiting. 

Kelly shot him a grin as he came in. She, Fleur, and Polly were wearing combat pants and boots. Kelly’s nightie was now a shirt, and Fleur and Polly had cut the prison jumpsuit shorter to match. Stan shook his head before his thoughts  turned  inappropriate  while  the  other  guy  they’d  rescued  stood  by nervously. 

“Bored!” Hattie yelled into the enclosed space of the sedan. She had parked in view of the marauder that was further back where Harriet had parked it in an  alleyway.  Hattie  was  parked  in  front  of  the  building  to  keep  watch  for  a signal.  Stan  and  Miyu  had  gone  in  and  she  was  getting  worried  about  how long  everything  was  taking.  Because…  they  hadn’t  agreed  on  an  actual signal.  So  she  was  doing  her  best  to  keep  an  eye  on…  She  paused  as something sprinkled down onto the pavement beside the car. 

“NOOOO!” 

Hattie  flinched  as  the  blonde  woman  hit  the  pavement.  Her  corpse twitched once and remained still. 

“Oh shit, that’s the signal, isn’t it?” 

Turning the ignition on the car as people ran to check the woman, Hattie

stomped on the gas and swung out of the parking space. She did a loop of the building to make sure Harriet spotted her before pulling over. The marauder thundered  past  and  Hattie  pulled  in  behind,  cutting  off  a  four-by-four  that honked. But she ignored them as the marauder swung down the ramp to the underground  parking.  It  was  a  tight  fit,  but  it  squeezed  under  the  gap  and smashed  the  roller  shutter  open.  Hattie  giggled  as  she  followed  the  large vehicle inside. There were a dozen dark tinted vehicles inside. But that didn’t stop  the  marauder.  Ploughing  into  one,  it  bounced  into  the  ones  beside, setting off a series of alarms. 

Hattie  drove  in  behind  the  rampaging  marauder  and  grinned  when  she spotted  the  elevator.  She  had  to  pause  and  wait  while  the  marauder  did  a twelve-point turn in the cramped conditions to get the back doors facing the elevator. In response, Hattie did a quick three-point turn and backed up to the front of the marauder. She had to wait just a few moments before Stan came sprinting around the marauder and climbed into the passenger seat beside her. 

“Right,  there’s  only  a  few  of  us.  Do  you  know  somewhere  safe  we  can go?” 

Hattie bit her lip. “Mamma said we can go back there?” 

Stan grit his teeth. “That’ll work temporarily. Can you drive us back?” 

Hattie  nodded  and  put  the  car  in  gear.  She  pulled  forward  and  saw  the marauder a moment behind. Driving up the ramp, Hattie froze as she realised they blocked the street at both ends. Large four-by-fours were parked end to end with agents in body armour pointing guns at them. 

“Shit,” Stan snarled. “We’re gonna have to drive through them.” 

Hattie bit her lip, “I really don’t… What’s that?” 

Stan  frowned  at  the  truck  that  was  approaching  from  behind  the  closest barricade.  It  literally  had  a  wedge  on  the  front  of  it,  like  a  bad  mod  from  a video game he’d played a while back. The truck came careening ever closer. 

And  hit  right  at  the  joint  where  the  two  middle  vehicles  met.  They  flew outward as the agents started shooting. The truck hit the horn and flew past into the other barricade, smashing it aside as well. 

“Follow!” Stan ordered. 

Hattie  nodded,  pulling  out  onto  the  road  to  follow  the  truck.  Said  truck was blasting the horn like a call to arms and the marauder drove out behind. 

It  careened  over  the  road,  causing  traffic  to  pull  out  of  the  way.  Unlike  the agents’ vehicles, they seemed to be making an effort to avoid hitting any of them,  though.  Hattie  followed  as  closely  as  she  could,  with  the  marauder

following up behind. 

“I need to go left,” Hattie said. 

“Hit the indicator. Maybe they’ll lead?” 

Hattie did as he said and a moment later, the truck slowed and made the turn. Hattie followed it around as someone in the passenger seat wound down a window to fly a flag out of the cab. 

“What is that?” Hattie asked. 

Stan frowned. “Maybe an anarchy symbol?” He frowned, “You… No, it can’t be.” 

Reaching  over,  Stan  turned  on  the  radio  and  found  static.  Switching channels, he found only more static. 

“What’s wrong with the radio?” Hattie asked. 

Stan shook his head. “I’m not sure. If it’s us, that’s one thing. But if the government shut down the radio, I’ve no idea.” 

“What does that mean?” Hattie asked. 

Stan looked at the truck they were following. “Anarchy.” 

EPILOGUE

“S tan?”Stan blinked and looked around, spotting Kelly coming towards him. 

“Sorry, thinking about tomorrow,” he smiled thinly. 

“It’ll be fine. Miyu’s going out first thing in the morning to meet up with the  anarchists.  They  won’t  see  her,  and  the  anarchists  are  causing  too  much legal chaos for them to spare much for Sara.” 

“Still,” Stan frowned. “I’m worried. I just want her to be safe.” 

“And  she  will  be,”  Kelly  smiled,  taking  his  hand.  “For  tonight,  though, we need to get some rest. For Miyu’s sake, at the very least.” 

“That’s fair. If she wants to cuddle before bed, I’m fine with that.” 

“Good,” Kelly grinned, pulling him upright. 

The silence of the forest was oppressive at times, but tonight, it just felt…

Right. As Hattie had stated, her mother, Sheryl, had welcomed them all back with  open  arms.  As  it  turns  out,  she  was  a  carer  back  before  the  incident. 

Some  of  the  kids  in  her  care  had  come  from  broken  homes.  Homes  made drastically  worse  once  skill  sheets  became  involved.  So  they’d  moved  out into  the  forestry  where  they  could  live  in  relative  safety  and  isolation.  The fact her eldest daughter Hattie turned out to be a master was secondary, but helpful.  With  the  trees  for  company,  the  kids  got  plenty  of  fresh  air  and exercise.  Sheryl  ran  classes  to  keep  up  their  education  and  the  older  ones helped  with  chores  like  cooking  and  washing.  And  now  with  a  few  extras, even that was easing for them. 

Enough so that in the days following the escape, Stan, with the help of a few others, had put up some temporary structures. Simple wooden structures

to keep the rain off and get everyone out of their tents. On their days off, Stan had  visited  his  parents,  who  were  worried  since  their  house  had  been destroyed. They now had a meeting place in the park where Stan, Kelly and Miyu could visit and meet without fear of being followed. 

Tonight, though, Kelly was leading Stan to the structure they’d built for themselves. It was well away from the others. On the other side of the storage caravan  to  help  block  noise.  When  they’d  completed  it  late  that  morning, Sheryl  had  told  Stan  to  take  a  break.  And  even  Stan  knew  not  to  take  her orders lightly. Even Kelly was mindful of the older woman. 

Speaking of, kelly brought Stan around to the front and opened the panel for entry. Inside was…

“What’s going on?” 

Miyu was laying spread eagle on their sleeping pile. She was completely nude  from  what  Stan  could  actually  see  of  her.  Hattie  was  panting  as  she blushed  nervously,  squatting  above  the  small  woman’s  face.  Stan  could  see Miyu’s  tongue  as  it  darted  out  with  each  solid  lick  over  Hattie’s  clit.  Fleur was  vigorously  shaking  her  head  from  side  to  side  as  she  lapped  between Miyu’s  legs.  The  action  of  which  must  have  been  doing  good  things,  as Miyu’s legs kicked as she arched her back with a muffled cry. Stan wasn’t all that  surprised  to  see  she  was  in  on  the  action.  It  was  Polly  and  Harriet  that surprised him. 

Harriet  was  laying  beside  them,  almost  posed  with  one  leg  cocked  so show  the  neatly  trimmed  line  of  pink  public  hair  that  matched  her  haircut perfectly. She smiled at Stan when she caught his eye and Stan could tell that despite her confident facade; she was extremely nervous about being there. 

Turning his head to the other side, Stan swore he saw Polly’s head snap from him to Fleur, still vigorously torturing Miyu. She had her legs tucked up with her chin on her knees. Stan could see one hand holding her legs close, while  the  other,  less  visible,  seemed  to  be  doing  something  out  of  view behind her ankles. 

“Start with Fleur,” Kelly whispered in Stan’s ear. 

“W-wait-” 

“No  waiting,”  Kelly  hissed,  reaching  around  to  undo  his  belt.  “We’ve fought, nearly died, escaped, and we’ve been working for days. Now you’re going to fuck all these women in front of me while I touch myself, and then you’re going to fuck me. Got it?” 

“Are you sure?” Stan asked. 

Kelly  pushed  his  pants  down  and  took  his  hand.  Guiding  it  between  her legs,  she’d  stripped  while  Stan  was  staring.  The  first  thing  he  felt  was  the intense heat between her legs. The second was the slick texture of her labia literally drooling down her legs. 

“You fucking them is as much for me as you, Stan. My big, strong man, in charge of his harem.” 

Stan shook his head. “They’re not my harem. They listen to you.” 

“Mhm,”  Kelly  nodded.  “But  they  listen  to  me  because  you  fuck  them when I give them permission. Without you, this all falls apart.” 

“Hattie?” 

Stan blinked as Kelly’s hand gripped his cock and dragged him closer to Fleur.  “Hattie  spent  an  hour  licking  my  clit  for  permission  to  be  here tonight.” 

Stan  looked  up  at  the  dark-skinned  woman  as  she  nervously  licked  her lips,  clearly  hearing  every  word.  The  faint  smile  that  formed  on  her  lips settled any negative thoughts about her actions. Stan decided then and there that  he  didn’t  mind  when  Kelly  stepped  out  with  other  women.  Especially when she was going to serve them up for him later like this. 

With  Kelly  steering,  Stan  shifted  forward  and  sighed  as  his  cock  found the  warm,  soft  entrance  to  Fleur’s  pussy.  She  froze  at  the  contact  before suddenly sitting up. With Stan wedged with his cock inside Fleur’s pussy and Kelly behind him, he had no escape as she drove herself back. Stan grunted as his cock bottomed out inside the eager woman and she mewled loudly in response. 

“Fuck, fucking FUCK!” She rocked her hips. “That can’t be natural!” 

“That’s all Stan,” Kelly giggled. 

“He’s a monster!” Fleur groaned. “It almost hurts!” 

“It  does  take  a  little  getting  used  to,”  Kelly  grinned  as  Fleur  started rocking back and forth, impaling herself over and over again. 

Stan just grunted and held her ass as it moved up and down on his cock. 

“How does it feel?” Kelly whispered. 

Stan turned his head and kissed the side of Kelly’s chin. “She’s tight,” he grunted. “Her pussy is too small for me, but she’s doing it, anyway. It’s tight, and she’s doing well.” 

“Fuck!” Fleur trembled. “Stan, please, I’m gonna cum and I’ll stop!” 

With  a  sigh,  Stan  leaned  forward  as  Fleur  thrust  back.  Grabbing  her shoulder,  Stan  forced  her  back  between  Miyu’s  legs  and  held  her  for  a

moment. Then he pulled his cock mostly out of her and forced it back inside again. Fleur whimpered, but not as loudly as Miyu, so Stan decided to see if he could change that. Thrusting hard and deep into Fleur, her hips jerked and her pussy began to clench. 

“Go  ahead,”  he  grunted.  “Cum,  so  I  can  keep  fucking  you  while  your pussy massages my cock.” 

The  slight  whimper  from  Kelly  was  nothing  to  the  muffled  wailing  cry that came from between Miyu’s legs. Stan felt her pussy contract hard on his cock. But just as he promised, he kept fucking. Fleur’s pleasure mounted ever higher as Stan refused to stop and let her come down. Thrusting firmly inside her,  Fleur’s  brain  shorted  and  her  legs  slipped  out  from  under  her.  As  Stan fell  forward,  driving  himself  into  her  from  behind,  the  new  angle  pushed against the front wall of her pussy. 

“MERCY!” Fleur cried as she started cumming again. 

Stan  grinned  and  slowed.  He  enjoyed  the  sensation  of  her  pussy contracting  until  it  slowed.  Pulling  free,  he  glanced  down  at  Miyu’s  pussy, now  on  display  since  Fleur  flopped  forward.  It  was  a  no  brainer  pushing  it into the smaller woman. Her legs jerked from the sudden sensation of being fucked, and Stan wasted no time in driving her into her newest climax. She was so close already from Fleur’s torment. Stan just kept the momentum up as  Miyu  climaxed  almost  continuously  on  his  cock  until  Kelly  pulled  him back. 

“That’s enough,” Kelly whispered. “You don’t want to break her.” 

“No,” Stan frowned, “I… Should-” 

“Don’t say anything. She’s not hurt. But we’ll be cuddling her tonight.” 

“Right,” Stan nodded. Looking at Hattie, Polly and Harriet, Stan frowned. 

“Ummm…” 

“May as well be me next,” Harriet grinned. 

Stan  saw  the  conflict  in  her  eyes  and  quickly  nodded.  “If  you’re  not comfortable-” 

“I am!” she said, smiling widely. “I… I am. Really. This is what I want.” 

Stan nodded and crawled over. Harriet grinned and opened her legs with a smile to hide how nervous she really was. With a sense of her nervousness, despite  her  eager  disposition,  Stan  pressed  his  slick  cock  against  her  pussy. 

Pushing in slowly, he saw her eyebrow twitch and froze. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“N-nothing,” Harriet said, smiling widely. 

“Harriet?” Kelly asked. 

The large woman’s smile drooped, and she sighed. “I’ve… never…” 

“Never?” Kelly asked. 

“You don’t need to do this,” Stan frowned, picking up on her problem. 

Harriet pursed her lips and sighed. “I get it. I’m big, I’m-” 

“NO!”  Stan  snapped.  The  whole  tent  fell  silent  as  they  stared  at  Stan. 

“Sorry, but no. I just… Your first time should be special, y’know?” 

Harriet  nodded,  “I…  I  know  that…  But  right  now  I’m  surrounded  by people  I  trust  and  respect.  People  that…  People  that  maybe  I  wanna  stick around for, after the mission, y’know?” 

Stan  nodded  slowly  and  pulled  away.  Harriet’s  face  dropped  until  Stan slid down onto his stomach. 

“Stan, what are you?... Oh…” 

Stan smiled up at her. She was breathing heavily as Stan gently licked at her pussy. He wanted her to be relaxed and comfortable before he went any further.  Harriet  seemed  to  love  the  attention  even  more  than  expected.  Stan gently licked her, tasting her feminine musk. She was a hard woman. Used to working hard and being tough. So gentle treatment must be a rarity to her, so much so that it may be almost like a fetish. 

“Stan!” Harriet grunted. 

Stan kept up his gentle licks as Harriet convulsed above him. Only lifting off  as  she  began  to  come  down.  Crawling  up,  Harriet  smiled  down  at  her smaller partner, before gasping as his cock pushed into her. She blinked at the sharp twinge and the sudden discomfort. But before she could speak, he was kissing her. Straight away, her attitude shifted, and she felt deep pleasure as Stan gently rocked himself inside her. 

“Is it good?” Kelly asked. 

“So good,” Harriet moaned, before pulling Stan back into a kiss. 

She  had  originally  been  nervous  about  such  a  small  partner.  But something about Stan between her legs just worked for her. She didn’t need to be strong, she didn’t need to be tough. She didn’t need to prove anything, least of all to a man she could literally crush if she wanted to. Only…

“Cum for me,” Stan grunted. 

Harriet  saw  the  look  on  his  face  and  trembled.  She’d  felt  an  orgasm before,  but  as  Stan  grunted  and  she  felt  a  cock  throb  inside  her  for  the  first time, Harriet lost control. Gasping loudly, she felt waves of heat roll through her  body.  Every  twitch  of  her  core  shifted  the  tool  inside  her,  dragging  out

her pleasure. And this whole time, that wonderful little man between her legs held her close. When Stan pulled away, Harriet was drooling slightly as she stared at the ceiling. 

“You okay?” Stan asked. 

Harriet shuddered softly and nodded her head, “I’m… I’m good. Really, great.” 

Stan smiled and kissed her softly. Harriet blushed at the gentle affection and  she  watched  with  a  tear  escaping  down  her  cheek  as  he  pulled  away. 

Wiping it before anyone noticed, she closed her legs and continued to watch as Polly quite literally tackled him. 

Stan  was  shocked  at  her  sudden  appearance.  More  shocked  as  she  lifted herself over his still hard cock and forced herself down on it. Biting her lip, and shuddered softly and slid her hips back and forth. 

“Oh  god,”  she  sighed.  “I  needed  this  so  bad.  Nice  thick  cock  to  bounce on.” 

Stan grinned and glanced over at Kelly, who was furiously masturbating as she watched on. 

“I’ll never be one of your little harem girls,” Polly continued, still rocking her hips. “But you let me ride this cock of yours on the regular, and I promise I’ll talk to you before I jump on someone else’s.” 

“You jump on some other guy’s cock, you’ll be going at it alone,” Fleur drawled from her spot on the pile where she was resting. 

Polly  blinked  and  blushed  as  she  shook  her  head.  “A  woman  needs  to own her sexuality. That’s why I never gave in, no matter how much I could have  used  a  dicking.  So  please,  just  be  a  decent  guy  and  let  me  ride  your cock?” 

Stan  grinned.  “It’s  yours  while  Kelly  says  you  can  have  it.  It’s  her  you need to impress. I’m just enjoying the sights.” 

Polly blushed and glanced at Kelly, who was cumming on her fingers as she watched on. 

“Oh, that’s hoooot!” She trembled as her pussy spasmed. Stan felt liquid pool between them and grinned as her movements became erratic. “Oh, that’s the stuff,” she grunted. “I’d keep going, but you got more pussies to satisfy.” 

“Polly,” Stan grabbed her before she could climb off. She looked down at Stan  and  he  pulled  her  into  a  firm  kiss.  Their  lips  met  for  a  few  moments before they pulled away. 

“Right,” Polly said softly with a blank stare. 

She lifted her leg off of Stan, letting him sit up. His cock was throbbing and  almost  painful  as  he  looked  between  Hattie  and  Kelly.  Kelly,  who  was lying  on  her  side  holding  her  crotch,  waved  him  towards  Hattie.  Hattie  was sitting with her legs crossed beside Miyu, who appeared asleep. 

“Come on, big guy,” she grinned. 

Stan crawled to her as she leaned back. As he got closer, Hattie lifted her legs  and  laid  them  over  his  shoulders,  letting  Stan  brace  against  her.  With them both sitting partially upright, Stan could push deeply into her. Gripping her  ass,  Stan  stared  at  the  beautiful  young  woman  as  she  rocked  her  hips against  him.  Stan  could  thrust  up  into  her  at  the  same  pace.  After  Polly’s quick ride to her own end, Stan thrust into Hattie as her eyes crossed. 

“Fuck, that cock of yours hits every spot,” she sighed. 

“Isn’t it wonderful?” Kelly giggled. 

“Oh  yeah,”  Hattie  smiled.  “Just  a  shame  that  lovely  little  cumshot  isn’t for me.” 

Stan  frowned  as  Hattie  shoved  him  back.  Stan  went  down  in  a  heap  as Hattie  ended  up  on  top  of  him.  She  smiled  down  at  him  before  she  knee walked up. 

“What?” 

“Just  a  surprise,”  Kelly  said,  taking  hold  of  his  painfully  swollen  cock. 

“Here, Hattie, hold this.” 

Stan watched as  Kelly handed something  to her and  steered Stan’s cock under  her.  Hattie  grinned  and  opened  her  hand  to  show  a  small,  metal  egg-shaped ball with a ring on one end. 

“What?”  Stan  frowned.  His  line  of  questioning  shut  off  as  he  felt…

“Kelly?” 

“Just a little more,” she grunted. 

Stan  felt  an  overwhelming  tightness  close  over  his  cock,  before  it suddenly slipped over the head and down his shaft. 

“Jeeze, fuck, that’s tight,” Kelly growled. 

“Kelly?!” 

“I’m okay,” she smiled. “Let him see.” 

Hattie  shifted  off  letting  Stan  see  Kelly.  She  had  her  legs  set  wide, showing  her  dripping  pussy  wide  open  and  ready.  Which  meant  he  really was. 

“Holy shit,” Stan mumbled. 

“You’re telling me,” Kelly grinned, shifting her hips. Stan felt a tight ring

of  muscle  drag  up  to  the  head  of  his  cock  before  Kelly  pushed  back  down. 

“Anal is tough.” 

“I didn’t think you’d do it, to be honest,” Hattie smirked. 

Kelly giggled, sending little pulses through Stan’s cock. “Of course I was. 

After all the fun you ladies put him through, there was no way I wasn’t going to up the ante for dessert.” She raised and lowered her hips a few times, and Stan grunted. She smirked and looked at Hattie. “Care to help a girl out?” 

Stan gaped as Hattie giggled and leaned in. He could see the pink of her tongue as she lapped at Kelly’s clit. Kelly’s eyes rolled for a moment and she slowly  slid  her  ass  over  Stan’s  cock.  Stan  grit  his  teeth  at  the  slow  torture. 

Kelly’s ass was fantastic and the sight before him was more so. But Kelly had to keep things slow for Hattie to keep licking her… Unless. 

“FUCK!” Stan Snarled. 

Grabbing Kelly’s hips, she squeaked as Stan thrust up into her. 

“Stan!” Kelly cried out. 

“Fuck, sorry!” Stan growled, fucking her from below. 

Hattie ignored what was going on and latched her lips around Kelly’s clit to  suckle  firmly  on  her.  Kelly  whined  and  trembled  in  place  as  Stan  fucked her. She was so close; she did the only thing that made sense. 

“Harder Stan!” 

Gripping her ass hard enough to leave finger marks, Stan thrust with all his  strength.  He  could  appreciate  the  buttplug  she  wore  and  the  lubricant  it held back. If not for that slick liquid, he’d probably have broken his dick with how  hard  he  was  thrusting.  Kelly,  too,  would  have  been  in  agony.  Instead, she was on the cusp of screaming, right when Stan hit his peak. Slamming his cock up into her, Stan dropped back, pulling Kelly down on top of him. With her weight slamming into his lap, his cock was forced even deeper inside her ass,  where  he  started  cumming.  Kelly  cried  out  and  fell  back  to  balance  on her outstretched hands. The whole time, Hattie, with an evil glint in her eye, continued bathing her clit with direct attention. 

Kelly was left gasping and breathless by the time she pushed Hattie away. 

With ginger movements, she lifted herself off Stan, feeling her ass close up as his cock came free. Glancing down, she smirked as Stan’s chest rose and fell evenly. 

“Seriously, he’s asleep?” 

Kelly nodded. “He’s been working himself too hard the last few days.” 

Hattie sighed, “So what now?” 

“Now?”  Kelly  shot  the  woman  a  grin.  “Now,  we  move  Miyu  up  to  lay beside him, then you open those legs of yours so I can finish you off.” 

“Oh,” Hattie blushed. “Okay.” 

WORD FROM THE AUTHOR

Hello, and thank  you for reading  my book. Independent  authors like myself live and die by our ratings, from wonderful readers such as yourself. 
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Monty
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Meet Colin. 

Your garden variety, tall, skinny, geek with about as much luck with the ladies as... The frog that got that kiss? 

Only this time, there's no frog. There's just an impossibly hot woman who just realised Colin's meathead roommate has fallen asleep on her. And when she turns her eyes on Colin, well... 

For the denizens of hell, might makes right. And Colin is the living embodiment of might. And it's one hell of a learning curve. 

Contains a harem, explicit scenes of gratuitous violence, gore and adult situations not appropriate for anyone under the age of 18. 
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Lieutenant Evan Brown never thought he'd spend the height of his career as a test pilot. 

He especially didn't expect to be a test pilot for a deranged genius named... Jerry. 

FURTHERMORE! He didn't expect to accidentally fly an experimental prototype jet though a wormhole into an alternate version of Earth... 

But when Myth meets Machine, there can only be one winner. And who knows... Maybe that Myth is far more attractive then one may originally think? 

Myth & Machine contains a man, a woman, several dragons, an experimental prototype jet and a futuristic 3D printer. There's also violence, blood, gore, talk of, but no description of sexual assault, violent retribution for said assault and just a smidge of romance. Contains the beginnings of a harem

[image: Image 4]

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B09WLR7DX9

"This is the worst Isekai ever." 

Samuel - Catboy and main character of Beware The Margay A minor slip with life altering consequences leaves a tower climber with two options. Splat, or splat in another world. Landing at the feet of a smartly dressed goblin and his terrifying bodyguard, Samuel has to discover his purpose. That is if the goddess that brought him to this world won't stop flirting with him. 

Enemies become lovers, allies become enemies and when an army is on the doorstep war becomes hell. 

And stuck in the middle of it, is a 4ft tall furry dude who's grappling with the consequences of having his ears scratched. 

Contains: Violence, war, dismemberment, immolation, monster girls and more! 18+ only, you have been warned there is NO fade to black. 
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All I wanted to do was live and love in peace. 

The goblins fought for our resources. 

The elfs killed my wife. 

Now the humans want their cut. 

And I've had enough... 

Contains a harem, MF, MFF, MFFF Seriously this is book three. Read the previous ones first, you know what you're paying for. 

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B09QQF49HG
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