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That's our goal here. On it's surface it sounds good, right? Everybody likes fun! Well, it's important to clarify that when we say fun we're not talking about family board game night. We're talking over the top explicit content. Now, once again you're probably thinking that sounds good, right? Well, we really want to emphasize over the top really means over the top. This book is meant for adults. You've been warned.
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Chapter 1

A Dance and a Dungeon



Jericho wasn’t threatening in the slightest. If anything, his in-game avatar was very much like his human self. He was average height and a little too skinny with short silver hair and a clean-shaven face. The only abnormal thing about his avatar was the piercing blue eyes which practically glowed.

But his avatar didn’t always look that way, he designed his avatar with long silver hair like one of his favorite video game villains. He quickly realized that long hair, while stylish, was a burden.

He liked to think of the hair issue as the first boss in the virtual reality game Forbidden Arcana. The game had dropped him in a windy plain several miles away from the capital city, Dawn. A fitting name for a starting city in a safe zone.

He could have considered the tutorial boss, a goblin lord, to be the first boss, but it was nothing compared to the fight he had with his “fucking hair” which battled him every step of the way.

That’s why the first thing he did when he finally reached Dawn was find a barber and eliminate the foul beast from his head. The second thing he did was search for the local brothel.

The popularity of Forbidden Arcana online could be summed up in a single word, freedom. Freedom to be what you wanted and play how you wanted. Whether you wanted to spend all of your days crafting and selling potions and all your nights spending your hard-earned money sleeping with barmaids, or whether you wanted to spend all of your days exploring dungeons for treasure and all your nights spending your hard-earned money sleeping with barmaids, it had it all.

Mostly at least, as Jericho found out after nearly six months of attempting to be a mage.

“Wait,” Terra laughed hysterically. She was a tall blonde curvaceous elf and loved flaunting it. She changed out of her hard leather armor into a borderline transparent gypsy outfit as soon as she entered a town. Jericho had met her when she was a noob to Forbidden Arcana and within a short time, she had surpassed him in wealth, power, and achievements. “You’re still trying to be a mage? They’re so fucking useless!”

“I like being a mage,” Jericho smiled but deep down he knew he was an idiot who should change his class to something else. The developers of Forbidden Arcana had a very specific view of classes and skills, they hated them. That being said, they realized the importance of them for players so they kept the classes. A class determined stats and perks.

Melee classes had high strength allowing them to wear plate armor with even higher strength stats, mages had high intellect allowing them to read encrypted texts and give them access to libraries of information, ranger classes had high dexterity increasing their aim and reflexes.

Skills, on the other hand, those were based on actually learning them. If you were a warrior who wanted to train in swordsmanship, go kill some goblins. If you were a ranger who wanted to train in archery, go kill some goblins. So, what did this mean for mages? They were fucked because there was no real-world equivalent to magic.

“Come on!” she laughed while guzzling her wine. She enjoyed being a sloppy drunk and finding excuses to dance topless for coin. Jericho was hoping it’d be one of those nights because although she was a tease who only fucked NPCs, it was a damn good show. “You’re like the most powerful mage in the game, right? And you can’t even beat a level forty elite!”

“I can get all the gear and armor I want crafting and selling potions,” Jericho shrugged. He was technically the fifth most powerful mage, which made him slightly more useless than an average ranger. Terra was a ranger and they were easily the most powerful class in the game. Ranged weaponry in a fantasy world, overpowered. “But I like casting spells.”

“But they’re useless!” she shouted. “I mean, fireballs are cool but the time to create it and aim it is insane and even if you hit the target it's basically a flesh wound unless it’s a mummy. Not to mention ice magic. Talk about useless, you’re literally shooting cold arrows. And once again, takes forever to cast and shatters in a single strike. Face it, J, even when you manage to cast, what the fuck is it, Explosion? It causes as much damage to you as it does your enemy.”

“Hey,” Jericho said defiantly. “I almost have that one figured out.”

“And that’s the issue!” she threw her arms into the air and a large breast popped out of her top, a regular occurrence yet always wonderful. Her pink nipples were perfectly sized for her large chest which flopped around freely on her slender frame. She didn’t bother putting it back in and instead started circling it with her finger. She was the worst type of tease. “Archery, there’s nothing to figure out. You load the arrow, pull the string, aim, let go. If I want an explosion, I buy one of your explosive potions and tie it to the arrow. I want a fireball, I soak the arrow in oil and light it on fire.”

“It’s not the same,” he sighed staring at her tit and thinking about buying a whore to finish off his evening. He hated how much he wanted to fuck her because he knew damn well it wasn’t going to happen. “Have you cast any spells?”

“Yeah,” she smiled as a few other patrons maneuvered to get a better look at her tit. “It’s cool but winning is cooler.”

“But it feels different. It’s not like swinging my staff or shooting a prepackaged spell from a wand. It’s like your entire body tingles from your head to your toes and you’re just unleashing raw power. It’s cathartic.”

“I get it,” she said stretching backward allowing her other breast to pop out. She moved from side to side causing them to sway before settling back in with a lascivious grin. “It feels really cool but lots of things feeling cool. But winning feels the best.”

“I’m hoping once I figure it out, I can have both,” he laughed as the table was finally surrounded. Jericho nodded his head toward the bystanders, “Anyway. Seems like you have your audience, you exhibitionist.”

“Seems like?” she smiled while climbing onto the table. “Here’s the deal boys! I’m here for gold! If you don’t got it, get to the back of the room. If you have it, take a seat at the table! The more you donate to help me pay for elven archery school, the happier I’ll be. And boys, the happier I am, the happier you’ll be!”

The crowd started shifting as Terra tossed Jericho her fairy lamp, a special item allowing her to play whatever music she wanted. Immediately a popular R&B song started playing as she started sashaying back and forth, her tits swaying freely.

“Alright,” a large warrior dropped a pile of a hundred gold coins on the table. “I guess I’m getting this started.”

“Good boy,” Terra teased while fully removing her sheer gypsy top and walking over to the man. She tilted his head back and rubbed her large tits in his face for a few seconds before leaving the top wrapped around his neck as a reward. “I have other garments too boys.”

“Holy shit,” one guy said as several began rummaging through their coin purses. Jericho knew what they were after since it was the same thing he’d be after. He wasn’t judging, he was as depraved as the lot of them. Everybody wanted the G-string beneath her sheer gypsy pants. “I have five hundred gold.”

“Dammit,” another guy at the table said while dropping a hundred gold onto the table. Terra went around collecting money and rubbing her tits in faces before finally removing her pants exposing her long slender legs and perfectly shaped ass. She knelt and spread her legs in front of the man who offered five hundred gold and dropped the pants between them.

“Pick them up with your teeth,” she smiled. “But five hundred is too low for the real prize.”

“Fuck,” another guy said as a few others grunted angrily. That was the norm when she put on a show. There was always a tinge of jealousy. In ten minutes, Terra could make what they made in three days of farming. And since Forbidden Arcana required a scan and was gender locked, guys couldn’t just create their own female avatars to do the same.

“A thousand,” said a feminine voice from the back. Several of the men moved out of the way allowing her through. She was a short petite dark elf dressed in formalwear with violet eyes which contrasted her grey skin and black hair. “But I want to take them off myself.”

“Interesting,” Terra said while dancing sexually to the music. “Fifteen hundred.”

“A thousand,” she said looking around the table. “Unless any of these men want to beat my offer.”

There was a grumble from the surrounding men. Many had given ten or twenty gold while a vast majority gave nothing out of spite and jealousy. But Jericho knew what Terra was really after. She didn’t give a damn about the fifty or hundred gold coins here and there, she was hunting whales. Players with deep pockets and low impulse control. Anybody willing to drop serious coin on her panties once would be willing to drop it again. But only if she reeled them in.

“I suppose I could make an exception,” Terra grinned mischievously, “Since you’re so cute. Why don’t you lay down on the table?”

“Alright,” the girl said while tossing Terra the coins and climbing on the table. Terra immediately took charge and pushed the girl onto her back so she was lying flat on the table. She danced above her, each second getting more and more provocative while teasing the audience by playing with her panties and rubbing her pussy. The girl’s face was turning pink as she stared at Terra’s barely covered pussy.

“Mmm,” Terra moaned as she dropped her ass low, nearly brushing her pussy against the dark elf’s face. She repeated the motion several times as if she were slowly fucking an invisible cock. “Are you going to take them?”

“Right,” the dark elf said while reaching her hands up to the sides. Terra immediately slapped them away. “Ow.”

“No,” Terra giggled while running her hands through the girl’s hair. “No hands.”

“What?” the dark elf’s gray face had become almost completely red. “Do you mean with my,” she gestured toward her mouth.

“Mmhm,” Terra nodded while wiggling her ass in the girl’s face.

The girl gulped as she leaned upward, attempting to be polite as she gripped the front of the G-string in her teeth. She was trembling with embarrassment and excitement as Terra began to slowly rise up as the panties came off. Immediately she bent down and bunched up the panties before poking them into the petite dark elf’s mouth.

“Good girl,” Terra said before dropping back down until her exposed pussy was barely an inch away from the dark elf’s face. She started alternating between playing with her tits and pussy. “Imagine what you would have gotten for fifteen hundred.”

After the song swapped to the next, Terra stood up and allowed the dark elf to get off the table. The girl pulled the panties out of her mouth and stared at them like she just discovered a cache of treasure before stuffing them into her inventory for safekeeping.

The show went on for a quite a while longer as Terra continued to show off her elf ass and pussy for everybody while collecting every bit of gold she could get. Before she was finished, she collected a little over four thousand gold and given the performance she gave to the dark elf, she’d probably milk her for several thousand more before she was finished with her. She put on her leather armor and sat back down on the table.

“That makes me so horny,” she giggled as the crowd dispersed. “It’s so much fun.”

“Don’t suppose I can borrow some coin?” Jericho asked.

“You got a free show,” she teased. “Don’t think I didn’t see you sitting at the table and not paying a cent.”

“If you want to make gold from me, you’re going to need to get a room with me,” he said with a grin.

“Maybe if you change classes,” she said even though they both knew she wouldn’t sleep with any actual players. The fact was sleeping with NPCs was no different than using a sex toy. Even her stripping, since it wasn’t really her body, wasn’t really personal. But sex, that was personal because you could feel it and both of you knew it was another person. “Anyway, I gotta bank this and log. Talk to you later!”

“Later,” Jericho said as his mind immediately shifted to finding a hooker. He looked around and noticed they were all taken. The show had clearly given everybody the same idea. “Figures.”

Jericho could have looked for another tavern or tried to seduce an NPC but figured it’d be better to do something productive. Terra was so far ahead of him in wealth it was absurd. He was a good alchemist thanks to the high intellect stats and ability to read encrypted recipes. But most of that gold was spent on rare scrolls and books to figure out magic.

To call the magic system problematic was an understatement. While basic spells were easy in the sense that conjuring them was simply about finding core runes and mentally focusing on those runes, they quickly became insanely complex.

In an interview, the most powerful mage in the game, Owl, described mastering fireball as memorizing a short poem. Every time you want to cast the fireball, you recite the poem in your head and the ball is formed, then you aim it and fire it. Mastering pillar of fire was like reciting that same poem in your head ten times overlapping. Mixing magic, like fire and wind to create an explosion, was like reciting two different poems simultaneously.

When asked why they designed it like this the developers had answered, “Mages study for lifetimes to master a single spell. We’re not listening to complaints about this system. If you can’t figure it out, you’re probably not mage material. We will say this, you’re doing it wrong.”

Jericho agreed with them to an extent but he wished it could be a bit easier. He also never really agreed with Owl’s definition. He always felt it was more like a song. Sure, there might be a hundred notes all over the place, but it was still one song. Fire magic was one note and Wind was another. They could be played simultaneously, quickly, slowly, hard or soft.

“Castle Black,” Jericho said while tossing the portal NPC a few gold coins. He walked through and immediately was standing at the foot of a level eighty dungeon. Nobody in the game had cleared it, the third boss was deemed impossible and the developers refused to budge. Rather than nerf dungeons they added new ones. Some easier, some harder.

So, obviously Jericho had no intention of going in but he’d been searching books for information and one of them mentioned an NPC named Alistair Nightshade, the mage of Castle Black before its downfall. It also suggested that the mages laboratory wasn’t inside the castle but in the nearby forest.

Jericho figured as long as he was careful, he wouldn’t have any issues exploring the area. He’d come prepared with several invisibility and swiftness potions just in case he ran into trouble. He also had several explosives but they wouldn’t be enough to take on high-level monsters.

He began searching the woods around Castle Black while avoiding any suspicious sounds. Even wolves and serpents in the area would be more than he could handle since their base level was nearly eighty.

While death wasn’t a particularly big deal, if you didn’t reach your corpse in thirty minutes it decayed and the items were lost. That wouldn’t be much of an issue if the developers hadn’t made sure that almost all dungeons were located over thirty minutes away from graveyards.

“Ow,” he said stubbing his toe on a rock. He held his breath and listened for anything he might have disturbed. After being convinced nothing was coming toward him, he continued exploring. After a while, he realized he was searching areas he’d already searched and started to become frustrated. He decided to give up and try again another day.

Not wanting to waste the trip Jericho engaged in some herbalism. The area was littered with high-level herbs which he could use to craft some powerful potions that’d bring in good coin. Not four thousand in under twenty minutes good, but maybe a thousand in an hour of work which was solid.

Jericho continued to collect herbs while thinking the next would be the last, but there was always a next and after a while time had gotten away from him entirely. He looked around and realized that by following the herbs he’d arrived deep in the forest at a druidic ruin.

He approached the ruin cautiously while looking for traps, monsters, or spirits. He hated spirits, they scared the hell out of him. They scared the hell out of everybody in the game because they felt so real and many of them were twisted. Whoever designed them probably should have been committed to a mental institution. Not all spirit creatures were horrible, wisps were cute balls of light, but many were nightmarish.

“Holy shit,” Jericho muttered as he walked into the druidic circle and began looking at various carvings. Even with his high intellect stats none of them made any sense. Normally he’d look at carvings and encryptions and they’d automatically translate for him. He began logging all of them to research later. He cut away and moved vines and moss to see more of the runes and decided to speed things up by burning them all away. As soon as he began conjuring a fireball the ruins quaked. “Fuck.”



Chapter 2

Insults and Intrigue



“Shit, shit, shit,” Jericho said panicking as he instantly teleported into a large luxurious room. He looked around like a cornered animal while waiting for something to come out and kill him, nothing came. “Hello?”

No answer.

He moved slowly through the room carefully checking for traps or anything else that’d kill him but nothing popped out. He looked around and in the middle of the largest room he saw a skeleton in a mage's robe with a giant set of claw marks through the back. Slowly, he gained confidence that he’d discovered Alistair Nightshade’s home and the corpse was Alistair Nightshade himself. He continued to look around.

There were books on the shelf, many of them were common books players could find at vendors. Jericho also noticed a few rare books and scrolls depicting magic he hadn’t seen before. The core magic in the game was elemental. All of the books players had access to related to fire, ice, earth, wind and their combinations.

“Mind, body, spirit, shadow, light, time, space,” Jericho said aloud while looking over the various scrolls. They were all pretty much gibberish suggesting that unlike elemental magic simply seeing the symbol didn’t quite cut it. It could also mean that players needed to have a certain skill level to comprehend it or complete a task. Either way, Jericho was going to grab all of them.

“Those don’t belong to you,” a chill shot up Jericho’s spine as he practically jumped out of his skin. He quickly reached for a potion of invisibility. “Don’t you dare! Turn around slowly and show your hands! If I sense a hint of magic, I’ll tear your head off. Jackass. Clod.”

“Okay,” Jericho said while slowly turning to see nothing. “Hello?”

“Down here,” the voice said. Jericho immediately looked down to see a spectral cat, bluish green with golden eyes. “What are you doing here? How did you get here? I’ve been here for ages and haven’t been able to leave. If you tell me how to leave, I may let you live. Bastard. Bumbler.”

“The stones,” Jericho started to answer. “I started to cast…”

“You’re a mage!” the cat yelled excitedly. “Wait a minute, you don’t look like a mage. And you’re so…weak. And where’s your familiar? Dolt. Twit.”

“Familiar?” Jericho asked confused. “What are you talking about.”

“I knew it!” The cat transformed into a giant spectral tiger and roared in his face. “How could I be so gullible? You’re not a mage at all! If you can’t help me get out of here there’s no point to you! Deceiver! Criminal!”

Jericho did the only thing he could think of and created the fastest fireball he’d ever created. It always took at least a few seconds to gather but in his moment of terror fight or flight kicked in and he reflexively summoned it in an instant.

“Slow!” the tiger roared smacking the fireball away, nearly taking his hand with it. “Is that the best you can do? That fool who summoned me into this realm was more powerful than that! How dare you call yourself a mage? Simpleton. Imbecile.”

“Wait,” Jericho objected realizing the claw marks on Alistair must have been the cats. “I am a mage.”

“Then why is your magic so weak? And where is your familiar?” the spectral tiger asked again while eying him suspiciously. “What kind of magic have you mastered? Nitwit. Dunce.”

“What do you mean by mastered?” he asked hoping to get as much information as he could. “I can cast magic involving fire, ice, earth, wind, and a few combinations of them.”

“What?” the tiger wasn’t angry as much as dejected. “You’ve only mastered four of the thirteen types? Dimwit. Stupid.”

“I wouldn’t say mastered,” Jericho started thinking of the scrolls he’d found but even those didn’t add up to thirteen. “And what do you mean by thirteen types?”

“Ridiculous,” the tiger said slowly shifting back to a small cat. “Earth, Fire, Wind, Water, Mind, Body, Spirit, Light, Dark, Time, Space, Life, Death. You only know of four of them? Feeble. Fool.”

“Until today I had no idea those others existed,” he answered honestly.

“Who was your master?” the cat asked angrily. “They should have taught you all of this. Moron. Incompetent.”

“Master?” Jericho asked while raising his eyebrows. He’d never come across a single NPC that offered to teach magic and he’d met quite a few.

“Are you saying you have no master?” the cat asked, clearly getting more frustrated by the minute. “You can’t be serious. Then how have you been learning magic? Idiot. Dolt.”

“Books,” he answered. “Can you clarify what you mean by masters?”

“No!” the cat said angrily. “I mean masters. A master is a master. This isn’t good at all. The portal only opens with elemental magic and I am only able to perform spirit magic. But if I become your familiar then I’ll be the familiar of a weak mage who hasn’t mastered a single school! This isn’t good at all. Unfit. Inept.”

“Wait,” Jericho said. “What do you mean my familiar?”

“The mage summoned me and I didn’t care for him, so I killed him. Unfortunately, his portal only responds to elemental magic. So, I cannot leave this place with spirit magic,” the cat said. “But a familiar can go wherever their master goes. If I become your familiar, I may be able to leave. But I can’t be bound to a novice. An incompetent inept idiot. I want a mage, not a fool. Cretin. Jackass.”

“Okay,” Jericho said angrily. “Do you have Tourette’s or something? Can you stop calling names?”

“I can,” the cat sat down and cleaned its spectral paw. “I won’t. Donkey. Numbskull.”

“Fine. What makes you think I want you as a familiar?” Jericho asked still frustrated. “What does a familiar even do?”

“A familiar helps you,” the cat watched Jericho like he was a mouse. “I know what you cannot. I open doors you cannot. I unlock secrets you cannot. Ass. Prig.”

“A riddle,” he threw his hands in the air. He was torn between excited, frustrated, and annoyed. Excited that he was learning so much, frustrated at how confusing it was, and annoyed by the cat. “Just great”

“It’s not a riddle,” the cat stared. “It’s an answer. You’re even dumber than I thought so let me use very small and simple words. A familiar unlocks powerful magic. Simple enough? Prick. Dickhead.”

“Are you actually getting ruder?” Jericho groaned. “Fine. So, if I take you as my familiar, I’ll become stronger. How?”

“That fireball,” Jericho could swear the cat smiled for a moment but knew it must be in his head. “It was slow. It was slow because you’re thinking of words instead of feeling the magic. Elemental magic utilizes your magical pathways. You need to expand them, compress them, reshape them, work them, make them flexible but powerful. Push them until they’re near breaking and then push them further. Idiot. Moron.”

“You already used those insults,” he sighed. “You’re saying they’re muscles? That doesn’t really help. How do you work them out? How do you stretch them? Compress them?”

“You fill them with feeling!” the cat groaned. “The words teach you the shape and forms but you must fill those forms with love, laughter, or rage until they’re ready to burst, then release. Like you’re swinging a sword wildly with all of your might!”

“Shit,” he said realizing he was really going to have to take the asshole cat. “What’s your name?”

“Jinx,” the cat answered. “What’s yours? Dolt. Clown.”

“Jericho,” he sighed. “Okay, how do we do this Jinx?”

“First thing’s first, touch my head with your hand and think about us becoming the same person,” Jinx stepped forward and offered up their head. “Think carefully and feel your magic, feel my magic, then feel them mixing. Buffoon. Stooge.”

“What?” Jericho asked confused. “I don’t understand.”

“Spirit magic idiot!” the spectral cat enlarged about halfway to its tiger form before settling again. “You need to bind to a familiar and I’m a spirit. Spirit magic will ensure we’re connected. So, pet my head and think about our spirits merging.”

“Fine,” he said eager to learn more while simultaneously dreading being bound to the asshole cat. He closed his eyes and imagined his spirit and the cats merging while placing his hand on its head. Nothing happened.

“That’s not right!” the cat said angrily pulling away. “You’re simply trying to feel your magic! You’re not using your spirit and you’re not touching mine or combining them! Do it right! Boob! Birdbrain! Rodent! Flea!”

“Fuck,” Jericho let out a frustrated sigh before scanning the room for anything that might actually be useful. “Is there anything in here that’ll help? I don’t know spirit magic so I don’t understand what you’re saying. If I concentrate on magic I’m thinking of fire or water welling up inside of me.”

“Fine!” the cat said frustrated. “We’ll do it the other way! Lunk. Boor.”

“Other way?” Jericho was relieved because he was fairly certain he wasn’t going to get the concept of spirit magic. “What’s that?”

“Stand back,” the spectral cat began growing again to its full tiger form but this time much larger than before. Jericho backed up quickly to a corner of the room as the tiger continued to envelop everything. Right before reaching Jericho the bluish green spirit began to dissipate and standing in the center of the room was a tan young woman, completely naked.

Her eyes shined the brightest gold and her pupils were those of a cat. Her dark mid-length hair framed her youthful face. She was short, probably about five-two or five-three which in a world where almost everybody chooses to be over six feet tall, was an anomaly. Her frame was slender and while Jericho didn’t know the size of her chest exactly, it was certainly more than a handful.

“What are you staring at? Lamebrain. Dummy.” The girl said as Jericho’s eyes couldn’t help but gravitate downward to her perfectly shaved pussy and the pink slit peeking out. Jinx smiled while standing there posing with her hands on her hips like a superhero.

“Jinx?” Jericho said just to be sure. “You’re a woman.”

“And?” she said stepping forward confidently. “You have a problem with that? Pig. Ignoramus.”

“No,” he said eying her lecherously as thoughts of what constituted binding filled his head. Jericho noticed her arms and legs were covered in pale untanned stripes like those on a cat. He looked for cat ears and a tail but unfortunately neither existed. “So, what now?”

“Do you wish to bind?” she asked with eyes that suggested saying anything other than yes would have dire consequences. “Coward. Clod.”

“Yeah,” Jericho said as Jinx stepped forward with a wide smile. In an instant, she burned off his expensive suit in blue flames leaving him nude. Immediately Jinx leaned in and began licking his chest before stepping on her tiptoes to reach his nipples and biting. “Shit.”

“Don’t whine,” She reached down and grabbed Jericho’s cock tightly in her grip and began squeezing. “Understand? Weakling. Buffoon.”

“Yeah,” Jericho groaned as she slowly stroked his shaft getting it harder. “You just surprised me, that’s all.”

“You understand what we’re doing?” Jinx's eyes sent a chill through his body. They were the eyes of a starving beast looking to devour the first thing it saw. “An unbreakable bond. Halfwit. Degenerate.”

“Oh,” Jericho smiled while wrapping his arms around her and running his hands up and down her back. “I am fairly certain of what we’re doing.”

“Good,” she said gripping his cock while continuing to lick and bite him, alternating between painful and pleasurable sensations. “Beast. Fiend.”

His cock was twitching out of control as she began clawing him with her free hand only to end up licking the spots she clawed as if attempting to comfort him. Shivers of warmth shot through his body as each lap of her tongue made its way across his skin, gradually getting lower. The excitement was killing him.

“Fuck,” he groaned out as Jinx reached his cock and began licking down the side. Her teeth gripped a bit of flesh between them and Jericho panicked for a moment before she released it. The tease caused a shot of adrenaline to shoot through him, heightening his sensitivity and exciting him further. “Holy shit.”

She looked up at him with angry eyes while taking in the tip of his cock, sending a tremor through his entire body as she began passionately tonguing his tip. With her free hand, she began exploring her body, slowly working its way down to her dripping pussy as she continued to stroke and suck on Jericho’s large cock.

Jericho moaned as she began taking his large cock deeper until he felt the resistance of the back of her throat. She pulled off for a moment and caught her breath before diving back in and forcing herself to take it deeper until he felt himself in her throat.

“Fuck that feels good,” Jericho moaned approvingly as he reflexively reached for her head and began guiding her pace as he fucked her mouth. “I’m going to cum.”

“Mmfm,” she let out a muffled groan as Jericho’s cock began pulsing in her mouth. He began releasing down her throat. He looked down to see her staring at him angrily as her throat gulped, swallowing every spurt of cum into her belly. He continued to release for what seemed like forever before finally pulling out. “Idiot! Fool! Moron! It needs to be in my pussy! Bastard! Incompetent! Boob!”

“You should have told me,” Jericho said defiantly as Jinx stood up. Just the thought of thrusting his thick cock into her small body kept him hard. He grabbed her by the shoulders, turned her around forcibly and aligned his cock with her pussy. He saw the juices from her pussy were flowing halfway down her legs, “For having such a piss-poor attitude you certainly are an eager little cunt.”

“Oof!” Jinx let out a grunt as Jericho easily slid his large cock into her tiny pussy, stretching it to the limit in the process. He slowly thrust a few times to lubricate himself in her juices. Finally, deciding he was ready he grabbed her arms at the elbows forcing her to arch upward and stood, lifting her off the ground as she sat helplessly on his cock. “It has to be inside. Rake. Lech.”

“I planned on it,” Jericho growled before lifting the lightweight woman by her arms, letting her drop slightly as he thrust inside of her. With each motion, she let out new guttural sounds as if he rapidly broke her down.

Her pussy was so slick and tight that he knew he wasn’t going to last very long. Her head jerked back and forth in front of him with each thrust and each stroke of his cock brought him closer to climax. Then she came, a warm feeling swallowed his cock as her pussy clenched down on it like a vice. He couldn’t contain himself and began releasing inside of her, each throb of his cock followed by the tightening of her pussy as if she were milking every bit of cum from him.

“Yesss,” she hissed out in ecstasy as Jericho pulled back on her arms and buried his face into her neck. “So good. Moron. Jerk.”

“So fucking good,” Jericho panted out while gently lowering her to the floor and pulling out. As soon as he did, she collapsed. She laid smiling on the floor panting as cum dripped out of her tight pussy. Her body shivered sporadically. “Wow. Now what?”

“I’m cold,” she grumbled. Jericho looked around and grabbed a blanket from a chair and draped it over her. “Good. Idiot. Imbecile.”

“You really have the worst attitude,” Jericho laughed while taking a seat on the chair and searching his inventory for a spare set of clothing to put on. He opted for plain black trousers and a white peasant’s shirt just in case she wanted to burn another expensive set. “Any way to fix that attitude?”

“Mm-Mm,” she answered while shaking her head. “I like it. Brute. Lout.”

“Alright then,” Jericho sighed. “I suppose I’ll have to get used to it since we’re bound now, huh?”

“We’re not bound yet. Goon. Lummox.”

 “What?” Jericho shot to his feet. “So, what was all that for?”

“I was hungry,” Jinx grinned. “I feed on spirit energy and sex provides it. We bind with a kiss. Cad. Rube.”

“It’s that easy?” he laughed at how ridiculous and awesome it all was. It was pretty rare for NPCs to initiate sexually, players could chase the NPC’s but it rarely happened the other way around. It was even rarer for them to become followers. A few players who attained noble ranks had followers and could recruit NPCs to their causes but they were the most powerful players in the game. Even having one follower put you in the top ten percent of players. “Alright.”

Jericho got down on the ground next to Jinx who was staring at him lovingly despite her endless barrage of insults. He grabbed her chin and pulled her toward him before meeting her lips and slipping his tongue in her mouth.

A torrent of feelings and knowledge inundated him and immediately he understood spirit magic and why his magic didn’t work previously. Spirit magic didn’t begin or end inside of him, but he was encompassed by his spirit. He could touch her spirit with his, invade her spirit with his, and he began wondering how to use it.

“That’s why you can’t learn it from a scroll,” Jericho laughed as he pulled away. He was finally starting to realize why magic was so hard. “It’s like describing a color! You need to see it to really understand.”

“No,” Jinx giggled. “You’re just stupid. Barbarian. Churl.”

“Funny,” he said while surprising her by pulling her close to cuddle. “It’s nothing like elemental magic. Elemental magic clearly begins inside of me…”

“Feelings,” Jinx interrupted. “Any feeling can fill a magical pathway with power and then you release that power. If you release in the fire path, you can perform fire spells you’ve learned. If you fill and release multiple paths, you can perform a wide variety. But that’s all I know about elemental magic. I’m a master of spirit magic. Spirit magic requires you to manipulate and shape your existing spirit. Ogre. Pest.”

“I want to try something,” Jericho said while concentrating on what he felt while kissing her. His spirit began reaching from his body, like an invisible hand reaching out to touch Jinx.

“That tickles!” she said laughing. “Stop it! Stop it! Rude! Molester!”

“Whoa,” he said as the wind was knocked out of him like he just got kicked from the inside. “What was that?”

“No tickling!” she glared and he realized she’d knocked him back with her spirit. Jericho had felt several types of pain in Forbidden Arcana but despite the low damage, that felt like getting hit with a Warhammer. “You deserved that. Tormentor. Pest.”

“Fine,” Jericho groaned while pulling her close again.

They laid there for quite a while as Jinx explained to him the various natures of magic. Elemental magic all came from a person’s core and emanated outward based on the feeling put into the magic. It could be love, happiness, fear, or even hatred, any feeling that they felt deeply would enhance the magic. That’s why it’d always felt cathartic to him.

Everybody had been focusing on the words and scrolls and concentrating. Remain calm, think of the runes, create a fireball, and fire it off. The real answer was once you learned the word the pathway was open, you simply needed to fill it up with emotion and let loose.

“Elemental magic is outward,” Jinx reiterated. “So, everything starts inside and then goes out. The form is dictated by the paths and power. Nuisance. Virus.”

“Spirit magic is interesting,” Jericho smiled thinking of how nice it felt yet completely different than elemental magic. “Why is it so different?”

“Spirit magic always exists and surrounds you like a warm embrace,” Jinx answered. “You just change its shape and move it. A small spirit can become a small knife. A large spirit can become a large spear. You can compress it to become powerful armor or loosen it to protect an area. It can become powerful claws and fangs or armor to shield you from magic. Ignorant. Dunderhead.”

Jericho instinctively knew what she meant. When he focused on a spirit, he could sense it and its ability to change size, shape, and density based on its power. It was like he discovered the color red for the first time and now would always understand it.

“Can you increase the strength of the spirit?” Jericho asked. Jinx nodded confirming it. “How?”

“Exercise,” Jinx answered while rolling her eyes and throwing off the blanket revealing her naked body again and sending lecherous thoughts through Jericho’s mind. “You stretch it like rubber and compress it like iron over and over again until it becomes more flexible and stronger. I’m done. I want to leave. Let’s go. I’ve been here forever. I want out. Patsy. Dupe.”

“Hmm,” Jericho hummed while watching her get dressed. She rummaged through a dresser and pulled out a witchy black dress and red cloak. “I want to collect all things of value here first.”

“Then hurry up!” she growled. “Collect what you want. I want fresh air! Bungler! Mooncalf!”

“Really scraping the bottom of the barrel on insults, aren’t you?” Jericho chuckled while gathering anything that looked valuable. There ended up not being much other than the few books and scrolls he wished to take home. After a bit of searching, he was finally satisfied except for one thing. He looked at Jinx and smiled. “I want you to say something nice to me first with no insults.”

“What?” she said with an angry look. “Insolent idiot! Birdbrained clod! Dimwitted clown!”

“I’m waiting,” he said with a smile while moving toward the mark on the floor he’d appeared on. “One nice thing and you’re free.”

“Fine,” she said reluctantly as her pale face turned pink. “You’re a good kisser.”

Jericho waited for a few moments watching her face contort like she was swallowing a vegetable she hated. He realized it was probably the last time he’d ever have the leverage to keep her from insulting him, but it was worth it.

“Alright,” he laughed. “Come on.”

Jinx joined him on the spot and he began casting fireball again. Immediately he was taken back to the druidic ruin which immediately disintegrated. Jinx looked at him with glowing gold eyes and a wide smile.

“Fresh air!” she said yelling and hopping around like a cat released from a cage. “Birds! Sky! Grass! Stars!” she yelled while turning to look at him before taking a deep breath, “Moron! Idiot! Jerk! Lunk! Cretinous clod! Dimwitted dumbbell!”

“You finished?” Jericho asked crossing his arms. “We really need to get out of here.”

“Trees!” she said running up and hugging a tree. She glared at Jericho with her demonic gold eyes which were even more intimidating in the dark forest. “Thank you,” she paused for a moment attempting not to add anything. “Bore. Halfwit.”

“Don’t worry,” Jericho said as she looked away embarrassed by her inability to hold it in. “It’s the thought that counts. Let’s get out of here before something attacks us. The nearest portal is a ten-minute walk away. Try to be quiet in the meantime.”

Within a short while, he’d made it to the portal and took her home.



Chapter 3

Familiar Obligations



Jinxed moved into Jericho’s small house outside of Dawn, although she had several complaints about that. While she was happy with it being outside of the city and the large garden where Jericho grew his herbs, she was very unhappy with the utilitarian nature of it. It looked more like a manufacturing center than a home.

He soon found himself spending almost every coin he earned decorating his home. While many players enjoyed decorating, he never really had a flair for it and instead used his space for storage and crafting stations.

Jinx also had expensive tastes, fine ornate silk sheets and thick luxurious bedding for starters. Padded chairs and antique flower vases, not to mention rare and expensive flowers to go inside of them. While Jericho should have been able to say no to her, he found himself completely caught up in her excitement and happiness.

As an added benefit, when she was happy, she helped him master his magic. His skill level accelerated rapidly, although he hid it from other players. His elemental magic was getting stronger by the day and he became capable of not only launching massive fireballs and spikes from the earth, but he started to play with magic condensing his magical pathways to create armor piercing attacks.

“Magic isn’t about power,” Jinx scolded as Jericho practiced an earth spike that’d impale large monsters. “It’s about intelligence and versatility. A mage's power is in their ability to adapt. An earth spike looks nice but that would barely hurt a golem! Buffoon. Idiot.”

She was rightfully annoyed with him. He still couldn’t take on many of the opponents that other players could battle. His inability to use magic effectively forced them both to retreat from a golem that Jinx felt should have been easy practice.

In fairness, most players had trouble with golems because of their high armor and strength. It took them quite a while to whittle away at them until they finally broke. Hammer users were the most effective. Normally Jericho would craft several potions of brittleness and explosive potions to eliminate one. Jinx wouldn’t hear of it. Apparently, a proper mage should be able to crumble it by attacking the spirit that was bringing the stone to life.

That’s what she’d been drilling into him. The power of magic was in the versatility. Of course, Jericho knew that. He’d played enough games to understand the natures of magic. Water put out fire, mind magic would be powerful against dumb monsters, fire magic was powerful against forest monsters, light magic would be powerful versus dark and vice versa.

It was harder in practice. Switching rapidly from fire to ice and combining it with wind magic to increase the hardness of the ice, all while under extreme pressure not to screw up was difficult. Not to mention the difficulty of maintaining your emotions throughout the process. Since elemental magic was about feeling something deeply and releasing that feeling it was difficult to maintain. It’s tough to maintain your anger after blowing something up.

“Fuck!” Jericho growled as a ring of ice spikes formed around him. Another side effect of constantly practicing elemental magic was magic started to flow more freely with his emotions. “Not again.”

“It happens,” Jinx said in a rare moment of support. “As your pathways become capable of more powerful magic it takes less effort to cast smaller magic. Screwup. Dolt.”

Jinx had explained the key to becoming more powerful was filling the pathways until they were about to burst, then contracting and expanding them like muscles. To strengthen a fire pathway Jericho would fill his fire pathway with emotion and hold it for as long as he could before releasing a torrent of flame. That’s also why he was practicing condensing it. It was hitting the point where releasing it raw would cover a wide area.

Spirit magic which he learned after the binding ceremony was exercised similarly but there were no pathways. Instead of existing and filling a pathway Jericho simply spent time stretching it and tearing it, then waiting for it to repair itself. He’d pull it vertically, horizontally, sending it as far as it could go in any direction and holding it until he was exhausted.

But he wasn’t learning fast enough for Jinx.

“You’re just happy where you’re at,” Jinx growled judgmentally. “You’re completely content playing with the magic you know instead of putting in the work and I’m not going to help you be lazy. Derelict. Useless.”

“I’m trying my best,” Jericho grumbled. “I don’t understand what you expect me to do!”

“I’m trying to show you!” she huffed. “It’s not my fault you’re stupid. Bonehead. Jackass.”

“Maybe you’re just a bad teacher,” he snapped. A look of rage grew behind Jinxes glowing gold eyes. Jericho immediately tried to take it back but he was too late. Stabbing pain in his body started again as she pierced him with her spirit energy. “Sorry, shit. Ouch.”

All things kind of hurt in Forbidden Arcana, without pain there wouldn’t really be any pleasure, but the spikes Jinx used were probably on par with getting eaten by a dragon. Which while it happened a few times wasn’t something he enjoyed.

“Rude. Idiot. Jerk. Ass.” Jinx stopped her attack and turned around angrily. Jericho knew she was frustrated as well since he clearly wasn’t getting it and she was trying her best. “I’m hungry. Dimwit. Rodent.”

“Now?” Jericho said in disbelief. “But you were just…never mind.”

Jinx called it hunger which was accurate on some level. In reality, she simply needed to be fucked and filled once a day to recharge her spirit. If she wasn’t fulfilled daily, she’d return to the spectral form Jericho had found her in and regaining her body left her indisposed for a long period. It was much easier to keep her ‘fed’. And a lot more fun for him.

Jericho followed her inside of the cottage as she let her black dress fall to the ground. She was wearing the black lace bra and panties she’d picked out at the clothing merchant. They were easily the most expensive in the shop but the way they framed her already perfect ass made it worth it.

Her slender tan body and pale stripes had become more alluring to Jericho, the more he’d seen them the more infatuated he became. Her petite slender body was so warm and soft that he could cuddle with her for days. And her chest, he could spend hours with his face buried in it listening to her heartbeat and it’d be time well spent.

“What are you waiting for?” Jinx said looking over her shoulder at Jericho. She placed her hands on her hips confidently and swayed her ass. “Are you admiring the view? Deviant. Pervert.”

Jericho stepped forward and wrapped his arms around her before leaning down to kiss her neck. He could lose himself in the softness of her skin and flavor of her flesh. His hands moved up slowly lifting the brassiere over her breasts, exposing her perky nipples.

“I’m always admiring,” he whispered in her ear before biting it softly. She let out a little laugh as Jericho’s hands began massaging her breasts. “You’re so sexy.”

Jericho slid one hand down and around her body until it reached her ass and gave it a squeeze. It was surprisingly squishy given how perfectly shaped it was. He gave it quick hard slap causing Jinx to jump up. She flashed him an impish grin before running up the stairs to the bedroom. Jericho quickly gave chase and caught up just in time to see her diving into the bed and wrapping herself in covers.

“Oh, is that what we’re playing?” he laughed and removed his clothing while approaching the bed like a predator. She peeked out over the covers and quickly hid underneath. He lifted the blanket at the foot of the bed and began slowly crawling up until he found her leg and grabbed it. “What’s this?”

“Oh!” she squealed in delight as he began kissing up her naked calf, peppering in small teasing bites while moving upward. As soon as he made it to her panties, he practically tore them off her exposing her perfectly pink and glistening pussy. “Brute! Savage!”

Jericho buried his face in her dripping pussy licking up her flavor like he was dying of thirst. Each lick was filled full of sweet flavor he couldn’t get enough of and neither could she. And her legs writhed as he relentless assaulted her drenched pussy with his tongue.

“Glutton! Monster!” she moaned arching her back as Jericho attacked her clit with his tongue while inserting two fingers inside of her. With his fingers he beckoned her to cum and with his tongue he assured she’d obey. Within moments he felt her juices on his fingers as her pussy and legs clenched.

Jericho laughed while making his way up her body, kissing every inch of her along the way. He stopped as he reached her warm soft breasts and firm nipples. He loved to run his tongue around them before giving them a quick nibble and moving upward. He found her mouth and ensured she tasted herself on his tongue.

“Mmm,” she moaned as he slid his tongue into her mouth. Jericho guided her legs further apart as his cock neared her pussy. Jinx reached down and grabbed her legs, spreading them wider to ease the entrance of Jericho’s large cock.

“You feel so good,” Jericho growled in her ear as his cock slid inside her soaked cunt. It was always amazingly slick and tight no matter how many times he stretched her out. He leaned upward to get a better view of her petite body laying there holding her legs spread for him as his massive member impaled her. He especially loved how he could see movement in her stomach with each thrust of his cock. “Fuck.”

“So good,” she moaned out as her toes curled and her body trembled. Each thrust caused the intensity of her curls and shivers to increase until she’d finally cum. Afterward, it was always nearly impossible for him not to. But he planned on seeing how long he could go. “Dunce. Cretin.”

“Fuck,” Jericho groaned as he felt her begin to orgasm on his dick. The slickness and tightness intensified as if trying to massage the cum out of him. He focused on anything other than how pleasurable the sensation was. Chairs, history, the latest popular fashion trends that aggravated the hell out of him, and it was working. It was buying him time.

“MMMRRR!” she roared out almost angrily as she bit her lip and released her legs to grab the headboard of the bed. Her slender body began arching like she was possessed as Jericho continued to thrust inside of her. She wrapped her legs around him and squeezed as if she intended to cut him in half with them. She screamed through an insane smile, “FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! ASSHOLE! FUCKER! FUCK! DICKHEAD! CUNT!”

He felt a deluge as Jinx began squirting her nectar all over his cock while locking him in place with her legs. Her eyes looked almost murderous as she began thrusting in unison with him as if she was attempting to break herself on him. She continued to curse relentlessly while fucking him.

Jericho lost control and began releasing into her and she leaned up and threw her arms over his shoulders, clawing into his back latching on. He couldn’t have pulled away even if he wanted to. Her eyes glowed and she opened her mouth before diving in to bite his collarbone. The mixture of pleasure and pain as he continued to fill her up was beyond gratifying.

After what seemed like a minute of cumming inside of her he was ready to pull out but as soon as he attempted to move, he was met with an angry growl as she sank her teeth in deeper into his collarbone drawing blood. Her nails dug deeper into his back doing the same.

“Okay,” he groaned giving up and leaning forward as she continued to squeeze him with her legs and claw into him with her fingers. He was thankful for the pain limitations in the game because he imagined that level of brutality might not be as pleasurable in reality. His cock was still hard and every now and then he felt another pulse from it.

Jericho started to stroke Jinx’s hair gently like he was trying to calm a wild animal. It took a while but gradually her crazed grip loosened and he was able to remove himself. Her eyes were fixated on him and if he was being honest, they were freaking him out a bit.

“Idiot!” she said half-crazed. “Moron! Dolt! Lover! Numbskull! Jackass!”

“Lover?” Jericho was fairly certain he misheard that one. One look at her red face before sure buried it into a pillow suggested he heard correctly. “You’re not angry?”

She shook her head rapidly confirming she wasn’t angry. She looked up at him again furiously like she intended to murder him the first chance she got. Jericho was thoroughly confused.

“You look angry,” Jericho said as she turned back toward the pillow. “What’s with that look.”

“You’re a weak mage!” Jinx snapped. “I shouldn’t feel this way! Snake! Villain!”

“It’s not my fault you like me!” he laughed but stopped as she shot him that deadly gaze once more. “Okay, it’s my fault. Are you happy?”

“GRRRR!” she roared again before burying her face into the pillow and screaming profanities. After a few moments, she pulled it away, still red-faced but the murderous look gone from her eyes. “You’re taking responsibility for this. Scoundrel! Bastard!”

“How?” Jericho asked while putting on his clothes. “I already take care of you.”

“I don’t know,” she said clearly frustrated. “I want a gift that shows that you care for me. Something nice and shiny. Ingrate. Lowlife.”

“Fine,” Jericho said as he realized how broke he was and how much her love of luxurious items had already cost him. “I’ll think of something. Either way, I’m going to have to go and make some money.”

“I’m coming with,” she said grabbing one of the other black witch dresses she insisted on buying. They were all almost identical outside of different lace patterns. Jinx appeared to love anything lacy. “You always leave me here. Miscreant. Bastard.”

Jericho left her there intentionally. While going out and hunting monsters with her or completing quests with her having the help was great, taking her into the city had proven expensive. Based on her look he wasn’t going to have much choice this time around.

“Fine,” he said sadly. “But I’m broke so we can’t buy much.”

“If you bothered learning magic properly you wouldn’t be broke,” she said haughtily while walking past him. She stopped and gave him a quick hug before rushing down the stairs. “Lazy! Bum!”

“Fuck,” groaned Jericho while following behind.



Chapter 4

Enemies and Friends



The trip to the city ended up being surprisingly pleasant. Jinx didn’t seem very interested in all of the expensive jewelry and decorations that players were selling in the market. Instead, she seemed focused on wrapping herself on Jericho’s arm and just looking at things.

He quickly realized that the trip wasn’t about finding her a present as much as it was about being treated like a woman. He hadn’t even considered it before but he’d been treating her like a nice weapon. He left her home most of the time and only took her out when he intended to hunt some monsters.

“How did you get a follower?” Terra’s voice sent a shiver through Jericho. He hadn’t seen her in a week and normally he’d talk to her almost daily. If for no other reason than to find out what bar she was dancing at next. “Wow! She’s cute too! What’s her name?”

“Who’re you,” Jinx responded with hostility while looking her up and down. Terra was a lot taller than her and far more curvaceous. She was also wearing her city clothes which meant her tits were practically falling out and her skirt barely reached past her panties. “Elven archer. Slut. Whore.”

“What?” Terra took a step back. “Did she just call me a slut-whore?”

“No Terra,” Jericho answered. “She called you a slut and a whore. Two separate insults, not one. She does that. Normally finishes sentences with two insults. She doesn’t mean anything by it.”

“Yes, I do,” Jinx said stepping forward. “Harlot. Strumpet. Hooker. Filth.”

“Oh,” Jericho scratched his neck nervously as Terra’s face filled with fury. “It seems Jinx just doesn’t like you very much.”

“Ugly little skank,” Terra responded back at Jinx. “Dirty little street urchin.”

“This disgusting hag smells like cheap alcohol and the semen of a thousand men,” Jinx smiled while grabbing his arm. “Let’s get away from her. Cheater. Cad.”

“Shit,” Jericho couldn’t contain his laughter as he realized what was really going on with her. “She’s jealous. I’m so sorry Terra. I really didn’t expect this to happen. I’m really new to having a follower and I don’t really have control over her.”

“Are you serious?” Terra was dumbfounded. “Where did you get her? I’ve never heard of a follower acting like this. Some may have prickly personalities but she just basically called me the army’s cumbucket.”

“Cumbucket,” Jinx smiled happily. “I didn’t know that one. I’m going to remember that. Terra the cumbucket. Floozy. Trollop.”

“Seriously?” Terra stared at me in disbelief.

“Don’t teach her new ones,” Jericho couldn’t stop laughing at Terra’s frustrated expression. “Please. She doesn’t need new ones added. Oh my god. This made my day. I’ll explain what I can. Just give me a minute.”

After catching his breath Jericho had Terra follow him and Jinx somewhere quiet to chat. She was one of his closest friends in the game and figured he could tell her rough details, especially since he knew secrets of hers. He explained that he’d gone exploring a mages hideout he’d found out about in a book, found Jinx there, and she became his familiar. Ever since she’s been living with him and helping him out.

He didn’t explain to her anything he’d figured out about magic systems in the game or anything related to his current abilities. While he was pretty certain she could keep her mouth shut, better safe than sorry.

“He’s my lover,” Jinx said possessively. “You’re not allowed to touch him. Shrew. Harpy.”

“Lover?” Terra looked at Jericho judgmentally.

“Okay,” Jericho put his finger up before pausing to think about what he was going to say. “If I don’t sleep with her daily…”

“I’m not judging,” Terra interrupted. “She’s definitely pretty and those eyes are just, wow.”

“You have nice breasts,” Jinx said responding to Terra’s compliment. “Bitch. Harpy.”

“Her attitude leaves something to be desired though,” Terra smiled while adjusting her large chest. “Very cool though. Is she strong? If she is maybe you can help me out.”

“With what?” Jericho asked. “I’m still not very good in a dungeon.”

“Delivery,” Terra responded while pulling out a document illustrating a level fifty delivery. “From here to Rend.”

“Shit,” Jericho responded realizing why she needed help. Delivery quests in Forbidden Arcana were different than other games. Players paid to start them and they’d receive a random delivery location in unprotected zones where players could kill each other. Once completed, they’d receive a multiplier based on the difficulty, distance, and various other factors.

The problem was that any player could kill you, take the item, and turn it in for the gold. Additionally, to make things interesting, players could pay informants to tell them if a player making a delivery was nearby, who the player was, and the value of the delivery.

Finally, Terra’s delivery was going to Rend, a stronghold of the player killer group Endgame. It was easily the worst location for the game to randomize a delivery for. And a level fifty delivery meant that Terra put up ten thousand gold.

“Why the hell would you bet ten thousand gold on a delivery,” Jericho asked. “I mean, that’s huge. That’d make you a target anywhere.”

“Most cities I can make it,” Terra glared at Jericho angrily. “I’m damn good at player versus player and you know it. Remember the group hassling the newbies in Pavilion? I slaughtered them solo. But Rend, it’s such bullshit and Endgame has like five hundred members all dedicated to player killing.”

“You should hire some help,” Jericho said shaking his head. “I mean, an escort would probably be worth it.”

“Escort would kill me and make the delivery themselves,” Terra answered. “Half the escorts going to Rend are in their pocket and the other half would probably get slaughtered. I need to be fast, silent, small. And even if you’re a useless mage you’re a good alchemist and tricky.”

“What do you mean by that,” Jinx said angrily. “Jericho’s a powerful mage! Hag! Crone!”

“Of course, he is,” Terra rolled her eyes. Jericho, on the other hand, was fairly pleased with the compliment, especially given how rude Jinx normally was about his abilities. “Anyway, you in?”

“Half!” Jinx responded before Jericho could. “We want half! Mutant! Gorgon!”

“Is she serious?” Terra asked in disbelief. “I’m going to be doing the heavy lifting if a fight actually happens.”

Jericho looked at Jinx who smiled threateningly. She would also be in trouble if she were killed. Resurrecting a follower takes over a week unless you’re sitting on fifty thousand gold. Another reason only the wealthiest players tended to have them.

“I could lose my only follower,” Jericho said. “I think half is fair given the risk.”

“Fine,” grunted Terra. “But if she dies it’s still only half the profit. I’m not going to give you any extra for the trouble.”

“If you die, we’re keeping it all,” Jinx said crossly. “And Jericho will buy me something shiny with it as he promised. Right, Jericho? Fiend. Devil.”

“Which one of us was that insult directed at?” Terra asked.

“Me. I think,” Jericho answered. “And yeah, I’ll get you something shiny.”

“Alright,” Terra said happily. “So, tomorrow work?”

“Sure,” he answered. “I’ll be sure to prep a lot of potions.”

“Great!” Terra started to leave but stopped. She glared at Jinx and grinned naughtily. “Why don’t you both come to watch my show tonight at the Tigers Claw Tavern? I’ll make it extra special for you two.”

“Show?” Jinx stared suspiciously. “What kind of show? Troll. Jezebel.”

“You’ll have to come and find out,” Terra said smugly. “Unless Jericho doesn’t want to be seen out in public with you? Maybe he’d be embarrassed to bring you to a bar. You are just a familiar after all.”

“We’re coming,” she said falling into the trap. Jericho had a horrible feeling in the pit of his stomach that things weren’t going to end well for him. “Right? Fool. Oaf.”

“I don’t think you…” Jericho started to argue but both of them looked irritated. “Fine. But remember, you’re the one that wanted to go.”

“Fine! Dumbass! Bastard!”

“See you there,” Terra skipped away happily causing her skirt to rise up exposing her ass and red thong. Jericho knew she did it on purpose.



***



They arrived at the Tiger’s Claw to see Terra flirting with a group of adventurers trying to figure out which ones had gold and which ones didn’t. Those would be the ones she targeted after her clothes started to come off.

“You made it,” Terra rushed toward Jericho, her skirt bouncing as she ran. Almost every guy in the tavern had their eyes on her at this point and half the women. The remaining women, Jinx included, were staring at her like they wanted her to burst into flame. “I have a special show planned. Let’s find a table.”

“Just reminding you that you’re the one that wanted to come here,” Jericho told Jinx as they took a seat at the large round table in the middle of the area. As soon as both Jinx and Jericho were seated Terra wasted no time in jumping up onto the table.

The tall blonde elf was wearing a short green skirt that Jericho and Jinx could both see underneath as she stood on the table. Her red thong was so thin it was basically only covering her clit, and it wasn’t even doing a good job of that. Her top was a matching green bikini top that was at least two sizes too small for her massive breasts.

“I’m not even going to waste time calling everybody over,” Terra tossed Jericho her fairy lamp and a pop song started playing as she began to dance sexually on the table. She walked over to Jericho and Jinx and stood over them with her legs spread.

“What is this?” Jinx asked with a panicked expression. “Jericho? Idiot. Jerk.”

“It’s my show,” Terra laughed while bending down and lifting Jinx’s chin up forcing her to stare directly between her legs. They could both see the lips of her pussy clearly as her red thong dug into it. “You said you wanted to come and watch. Unless you want to leave?”

Jinx huffed angrily while glancing back at Jericho who wasn’t sure if avoiding looking would make him seem guiltier than watching. Although it didn’t take him long to decide that he was going to have to deal with fallout no matter what and might as well enjoy it.

Terra’s moves were more emphasized than usual as she danced. She squatted in front of Jericho and Jinx before quickly spreading her knees wide and closing them while running her fingers through her hair. She turned to walk away while untying her green skirt and throwing it to the crowd.

She circled the table collecting gold and teasing men before coming back around to Jinx and Jericho, although her focus was mostly on Jinx. She dropped down on her hands and knees and crawled toward Jinx, her large chest swaying as she approached.

She arrived at the edge of the table and crept over the edge onto Jinx who was frozen and unsure of what to do. She knew if she ran off she lost but had no idea how to react as Terra began rubbing her breasts in Jinx’s face.

“Take my bra off,” Terra commanded Jinx whose glowing gold eyes were filled with hatred. She looked to Jericho for an answer on what to do and he simply shrugged and nodded. Jinx reached around the back of the top and undid the clasp letting the top fall onto her lap. Terra pulled Jinx’s face into her large tits and jiggled them back and forth, “Good girl.”

“Whore. Cunt.” Jinx mumbled as her face became inflamed. Terra returned to the table and continued to dance around topless. Her large breasts on display for everybody as she collected her money while rubbing them in men’s faces.

“You okay?” Jericho asked Jinx. He couldn’t quite figure out if she was excited or angry by her expression, maybe a little of both. She’d started out by angry and surprised but gradually she’d become somewhat entranced by the display. She glanced at him angrily for a second and nodded as if Jericho had insulted her by challenging her resolve. “Okay, just checking.”

Terra’s dance moves gradually became more sexual as she continued, each time focusing her eyes on Jinx who was failing to remain stoic. Her hands teased and massaged her breasts until finally bringing one to her mouth to suck on.

“Shit,” Jericho adjusted in his seat trying to find a comfortable position for his cock. Jinx noticed and moved her seat closer to his before reaching under the table, wrapping her hand around it and squeezing like she owned it. “I didn’t mean anything by it.”

“Pervert. Adulterer,” she growled and began sliding her hand up and down his shaft while continuing to stare at Terra’s dance. Her breaths were getting shorter and her face was turning a brighter shade of pink. “Why is your cock so hard? You want her? You want to fuck her? You want to cum inside of her? Scoundrel. Cheater.”

“Fuck,” Jericho bit his lip as Jinx continued to stroke him. She was getting faster and adapting her rhythm to match his twitching as if she were trying to make him get off right there.

Terra came back around, only her red G-string remained as she hovered above the two of them. She swayed as she dropped down, her pussy directly over Jinx’s face while gradually getting closer.

“Take them off,” Terra commanded. Her eyes darted to the arm beneath the table and the expression on Jericho’s face. “Oh, interesting. I suppose you can’t use your hands then.”

“Slut. Tramp.” Jinx said as Terra got even closer to her face. Her pussy was practically on her lips and the G-string certainly wasn’t covering it. Jinx slowly leaned up grabbing the string in her teeth and tugged at it. After tugging a few different spots Jinx moved slightly down the front center grabbing the portion that had been directly on Terra’s pussy.

“Do you like the taste of my pussy?” Terra giggled as Jinx pulled the underwear down. Jinx’s hand was working overtime on Jericho’s cock and his attempt to keep from cumming in his pants was becoming borderline painful as he watched Jinx slide the panties off Terra. Terra snagged up the G-string and held it directly over Jinx’s mouth like bait on a hook. “Say it. Say you like the taste of my pussy.”

“No,” Jinx panted out while short on breath. Her mouth, open and waiting, sent an entirely different message though. “Whore. Cunt.”

“Say it,” Terra ordered again while circling the G-string against Jinx’s lips. “They’re just words.”

“I…” Jinx gulped as she fought the urge to say it but eventually failed. “I like the taste of your pussy. Bitch. Hooker.”

Terra opened Jinx’s mouth with a finger and let the panties drop in before gliding that finger to her chin to close Jinx’s mouth. After a quick celebratory grin, Terra turned around and began working the table again.

Jinx began looking around rapidly in a panic while the panties remained stuffed in her mouth. After a few moments, she saw what she wanted and grabbed Jericho by the arm and pulled, hard.

“Come,” Jinx said with authority while trying to keep the underwear in her mouth. “Now. Useless. Idiot.”

Jericho got up and followed Jinx to the tavern’s storage room. As soon as they shut the door Jinx was removing his pants and her panties. Terra’s panties were still in her mouth as she hiked herself up on some bags of grain and spread her legs.

Jericho wasn’t going to ask questions or argue. He was already on the verge of cumming from watching the show. Jinx let out a sigh of relief as Jericho’s cock slowly entered her. Each thrust of his cock was followed by a moan as if Jinx were drunk on pleasure.

“You really do like her pussy,” Jericho felt Jinx’s pussy contract hard on his cock as soon as the words exited his mouth. He smiled knowingly and continued to talk, “Maybe she can come over and you can clean her pussy for her?”

Jinx began to tremble as his thick cock pumped inside of her. Her hands rubbed up and down her dress, hooking her fingers into the bottom as if she were going to remove it entirely before letting it drop again.

“You’ll have to ask her really nicely though,” Jericho teased. “You’ll have to tell her how much you love the taste of her pussy and how you want to be her pussy licker.”

Every word out of his lips was met with tighter contractions on his cock. Her hands moved uncontrollably up and down her body. One of them began moving toward her face while the other continued to toy with her dress. Soon her hand migrated to her face and her fingers entered her mouth and swirled the panties around.

“Maybe I’ll tie you to the bed,” Jericho offered while leaning forward and watching the erotic display. “She can come over and fuck your face for hours.”

Jericho let out a long euphoric sigh as he felt Jinx’s pussy juices flow freely and was finally able to release himself. His cock twitched uncontrollably as cum continuously flowed inside of her. She pulled the panties out of her mouth with her fingers.

“Are you mad?” Jinx asked looking down. “Was that wrong? Moron. Bastard.”

“I don’t mind,” Jericho panted with a wide grin as he pulled out of her and started hiking up his pants. He actually found it kind of charming that she’d be worried about desiring Terra. “I don’t really mind things like that as long as I’m involved.”

Jinx looked confused while holding her black panties in one hand and the red G-string in the other. After a few moments of thinking, she handed him the black panties and put on the red G-string. As soon as it touched her pussy, she let out a little shiver.

“Okay,” Jericho nodded. “Maybe I should be a little jealous.”

“Do they look good on me? Rogue. Degenerate.” Jinx asked while lifting up her dress and spinning around. Her ass and pussy weren’t the slightest bit covered. She stepped forward and grabbed his hand, forcing it between her legs, waiting for an answer.

“Yeah,” Jericho answered. “They look good on you.”

“Do they look better on me than they did on her? Deviant. Rake.” Jinx’s voice was barely audible and her face bright red.

“You,” Jericho said honestly and Jinx’s eyes lit up. She confidently barged out of the back room to see Terra with a new set of clothing on and the crowd mostly dispersed.

“Jericho says the red underwear looks better on me! Slut! Hooker!” Jinx announced proudly at Terra who burst out laughing.

Jericho buried his hands in his face for a moment before shamefully following behind.



Chapter 5

The Most Powerful Mage



Getting ready for the delivery quest was a lot of work. Player killers were a lot more troublesome than monsters because you couldn’t plan the hunt. Hunting monsters was as easy as identifying their strengths and weaknesses and doing your best to prepare for them, then it was about whether or not you could execute.

Hunting players was different because you never knew their strengths or weaknesses, how many there’d be, how prepared they’d be, and whether they could execute better than you.

You think bringing poison will help? So, did they. You think oil and fire will help? Guess who’s holding a fire resistance potion, that’s right. And even if you manage to outplay the player in front of you, the one behind you slits your throat.

Sure, players weren’t sporting nearly unbreakable armor like dragons and couldn’t breathe fire so hot it melts through the most powerful enchanted armor, but the infinite and unpredictable adaptability of players was something to be respected.

“I don’t see why you need that,” Jinx said pointing at a fire resistance potion. “Fire magic can be blocked with spirit magic and you said everybody else had weak magic. Idiot. Numbskull.”

“They won’t be using magic,” Jericho grumbled. Jinx had spent the entire morning criticizing his decisions and reminding him there were spells that were superior to his potions. “They’ll douse us in oil and fire a flaming arrow at us.”

“Water magic. Moron. Dolt.” Jinx said rolling her eyes. She was also a little irritated that Jericho wouldn’t let her dress in her normal lacy black dress and heels. Instead, he’d given her an entire outfit enchanted for increased dexterity and she didn’t like it very much. She was wearing leather boots up to her knees and tight pants that cupped her perfect athletic ass. Her top consisted of a tight-fitting cloth tunic and a pair of leather riders’ gloves. All dyed black, her choice, not his.

“What do you want for a weapon?” Jericho asked while sorting through a storage chest. “I have wands, staffs, swords, knives.”

“Claws,” she said while holding up her hand. “Nice shiny claws. Weakling. Jerk.”

“I don’t have any claws,” Jericho responded while digging for some fist weapons. “Shit. I don’t even think I have any decent fist weapons. I mean, it’s a specialized skill and inferior to basically all other types of combat.”

“Then daggers. Useless. Nimrod.” Jinx said while holding out her hands.

“Here,” Jericho said handing her two of his nicest daggers. He was pleased that his random hoarding was paying off. He had a habit of keeping weapons he couldn’t use if they looked cool, and cooler looking weapons were almost always powerful. “They are both enchanted for critical damage and armor piercing, so they’ll melt through most medium armors.”

Jinx looked them over and sighed, clearly sad at the lack of shininess in the red glowing metal. Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do about it. Since they were used by assassins and rogues, most high-end knives came in two colors, black or red.

Jericho had decked himself out as well in a high-end mages coat, although his coat had a bit more color. The coat was white with red accents and he ended up looking more like a healer than an offensive caster. His pants were standard white mages pants and his boots were tall red leather which matched his red leather gloves.

“Ready,” he said while grabbing his war staff, a long dark iron staff that got heavier at the ends ensuring maximum damage. It was practically a war hammer. “Let’s go.”

They met with Terra a few miles from Rend in the safe zone. As soon as they stepped foot inside the zone where Rend was located their information would be available to all brokers and Endgame would likely be after them.

“So, what’s the plan?” Jericho asked as they stood at the border. “Speed? Stealth? Traps?”

“Speed,” Terra smiled. “The way I see it, the faster we can get to the front gate the less likely they are to organize a hunting party.”

“Unless a hunting party is already organized,” Jericho said. “We’re not the only prey in the area. They’re always hunting and we’ll run right into them.”

“You want to try to be sneaky?” Terra asked. “The longer this takes the larger the hunting party will get. It’s not like we’re hauling a level ten delivery. As soon as this delivery is seen, there won’t be just one hunting party out looking for us.”

“Good point,” Jericho responded.

“You’ve been awfully quiet,” Terra said while stroking Jinx’s shoulder flirtatiously. “What do you think?”

“I say we just walk,” Jinx moved away from Terra, her face turning pink with embarrassment. “And kill anybody who tries to stop us. Slut. Jezebel.”

“She never lets up does she?” Terra asked Jericho. He shook his head. “Not a big fan of her plan though. So, my transport, my plan. Agreed?”

“We’re fucked anyway, so sure,” Jericho laughed.

They each drank speed potions to ensure a strong start as they sprinted off. Normally they’d be using mounts but attempting to mount up while carrying a delivery item would force the player to drop it. The intent was to make delivering items difficult, and Forbidden Arcana was certainly successful in that regard.

They made it about halfway to the city without much trouble. The normal mob spawns meant to hamper deliveries were easily outrun and the ones that weren’t, were easily dispatched by Terra. But the closer they got to the city the more anxious they became.

The player killers wouldn’t place their net too far from the city. Once inside a city. players were safe so the player killers needed to prevent them from entering at all costs. The downside of goaltending was if they did manage to break through the net, the goal was right there.

“Pretty easy, huh?” Terra laughed as they continued to sprint down the road with her leading the way. Her being in front was certainly distracting as her leather armor was basically a leotard leaving her ass completely exposed. Her thigh-high leather boots and long leather gloves simply drew more attention to the exposed skin between them and the core garment. Even Jinx couldn’t avoid staring. “Let’s hope the second half is this easy, huh?”

“Let’s hope,” Jericho said knowing full well it wouldn’t be. The nagging feeling in his gut was telling him it was too easy. Maybe they were lucky and people were offline but it was more likely they opted to tighten the net around the city.

They continued to run for quite a while and finally, the city started to come into view. It was a large dark city carved from black stone. Its ominous appeal was one of the reasons player killers loved it. Other reasons included its location near high-end farming spots and it was the home base of the assassin’s guild, a location where rangers could learn to become assassins.

“Looks like smooth sailing!” Terra laughed after seeing the path to the main gate was completely clear. Rend was built on a plain next to a river with the nearest tree probably a mile away so there was nowhere to hide. That was another reason player killers liked the city, they could see people coming from a mile away. “Come on!”

“Right behind you,” Jericho said relieved not to see a horde of players waiting. He’d already started counting the gold he was going to earn.

“Jericho,” Jinx growled speeding up beside him. “Something’s wrong. I sense spirits. I don’t see people but I sense lots of spirits. Stupid! Screwup!”

“What do you mean?” Jericho asked as she pointed in front of them. He quickly realized what was happening. “Shit. Fuck! Terra, stop! They’re invisible!”

Jericho was too late as Terra took four arrows to the body and a club to her face knocking her back. She quickly bounced back wounded and significantly slowed. She guzzled a health potion as invisibility began to fade from around twenty players circling her.

“Go! Coward! Wimp!” growled Jinx not waiting for a command as she rushed forward drawing her knives. Her speed garments served to boost her velocity and she surprised one of the men circling Terra by landing a critical blow right into his neck. The next one wasn’t surprised though and Jinx stood no chance. She was fast and precise but that didn’t matter in player versus player, it was about cunning.

“Look at this feisty bitch,” laughed the warrior while dodging her strikes and dropping a paralysis poison which almost immediately froze her. “Holy shit! It’s an NPC! Guys, Wolf got assassinated by an NPC!”

“What?” laughed another one as they bound Terra. “I’m telling everybody. That’s so fucking funny. He got pk’d by an NPC.”

“Dude,” another one approached. “That is one fucking hot NPC. Don’t kill her because I’m going to fuck the shit out of her.”

“After we get that guy,” one gestured at Jericho who was still trying to figure out what to do. There were twenty, a full squad, Jinx killed one leaving nineteen. A few were kicking Terra who was spewing profanities.

A regular occurrence with the worst player killers was to let the player regenerate some health to keep the beating going. While a player could escape and return home by logging out, it did result in losing their inventory. Jericho just didn’t understand why Terra wasn’t logging out. They’d lost and there was no way to escape.

“JERICHO!” screamed Jinx as a couple of the guys started dragging her by her short black hair. The paralysis potion was wearing off and she was attempting to kick and fight. One of the guys punched her in the face. She screamed out crying as the beating continued, “IDIOT! LOWLIFE! BETRAYER!”

Emotions are unpredictable. A lot of people would say love is the strongest emotion, and it can be. But the reality is that the strongest emotion is the one you’re feeling the strongest at any given moment.

For Jericho, it began with a feeling of impotence. His feeling of powerlessness in the face of an unwinnable and unfair situation. This impotence gave way to resentment at the unjustness of the world. Finally, his resentment gave way to the cardinal sin itself, wrath.

And that’s when Jericho broke.

His magical circuits filled with it, pushing every elemental path within him to their limits. There was no strategy behind his feelings or planning. No mage like behavior and no creativity, just the desire to burn, crush, cut, and shatter everything. He dropped his war staff.

With a swift motion, he raised his left hand to the sky as flames rose up creating a wall of fire preventing the men from hauling Jinx off toward the city. With his right hand, he reached forward and clenched his fist as wind fueled the flames doubling the walls size and heat.

“What the…”

Before the next man attempting to haul Jinx off could respond, Jericho’s right hand swiped in front of him sending out blades of wind slicing into their armors and skin, but not deep enough to kill them, not even close to deep enough. With a flurry of swipes, he sent out scythes of wind as the men held up their weapons defensively.

It wasn’t enough. He wasn’t even close to enough, he wanted them to suffer.

Warriors attempted to approach him but he quickly knocked them back with blocks of stone and explosions of fire and wind. All of which caused enough damage to hurt but none caused enough to kill. Archers began firing but his wind magic was creating a protective shell around him deflecting arrows. Maintaining it normally required a lot of energy but at that moment, it was like breathing.

“Potions idiots,” one of the warriors yelled as several began drinking resistance potions. “And add fire to your arrows!”

They were adapting. He didn’t care, it didn’t matter. Only one thing mattered to him, hurting them as badly as he could.

His magical pathways were refilling with emotion the instant they were used up. There was more wrath than they could take at once, he needed them to take more. Several men that drank resistance potions were rushing him with swords drawn. He let loose everything on them, spikes of ice and stone piercing their armor followed by a blast of fire scorching them as they hung skewered.

“He’s a hacker,” one guy laughed nervously. “Mages can’t do this shit…”

“It doesn’t matter,” another said. “Just kill get close and kill him.”

Tears were welling up in his eyes as his powerlessness continued to overwhelm him. Several of them were still beating Jinx and trying to drag her off as the others continued to beat on Terra. He wanted it to stop, he’d do anything for it to stop. Every moment of powerlessness and unfairness in his life gathered up inside of him like kindling for his anger.

Elemental Overload. The invasive thought chimed in his head as he felt his magical pathways double.

A core ability of the mage class and considered useless. For two minutes elemental magical capacity is doubled. For any other mage, doubling the capacity for pathways they aren’t even filling would be as meaningless as using a gallon jug for five ounces of water. On a normal day, it may even be useless to Jericho since it typically took him a few minutes to fill a pathway. But on a normal day, he wasn’t so full of anger that it brought tears to his eyes.

“He’s crying,” one of the guys laughed. “You upset about what we’re going to do to your NPC? We’re going to have lots of fun with her now. Fucking pathetic.”

“JERICHO! HELP! WEAKLING! CHICKEN!” Jinx screamed as she received another punch to the stomach. They’d attempted to tear off her armor but failed spectacularly as she bit them.

Jericho rushed forward while releasing his earth pathways launching two enormous obsidian spikes toward the group. One landed, impaling the target. Immediately afterward he raised his hands to the sky summoning ice spikes from the ground. He followed it up with flames creating a mist as he launched slicing whirlwinds everywhere.

One landed on Terra’s bindings and she took the opportunity to sprint away from the city toward the tree line nearly a mile away.

“TERRA! COWARD! BETRAYER!” screamed Jinx as boot landed against her face. Jericho launched a dozen obsidian spears, condensed to their maximum, directly at the assailant impaling him.

Jericho burst forward again, spreading his arms and letting out a roar as a giant spiral of ice blasted out from him freezing the legs of several men attempting to surround him. He followed up by releasing the entirety of his fire and wind pathways creating a massive flaming pillar with him at the center. It rose ever higher into the sky like a beacon and he only released it once those caught inside turned to ash.

Plenty more enemies remained as flaming arrows came flying toward him, he responded with a thin water barrier putting the flames out as the wind barrier swiped them away. He continued forward toward Jinx and several men ceased kicking and punching her to take defensive positions. She stared angrily at Jericho as he started barraging them with pillars of flame and spikes of obsidian to no avail.

Even with his magical pathways doubled, fighting them was getting more difficult as they consumed various resistance potions, scrolls, and accessories. While they never imagined using them against a mage, they always kept them to defend against elemental traps and enchanted weapons. But he’d managed to push them back. There were over a dozen left as Jericho lifted Jinx up and surrounded them both in a defensive ring of fire.

“Idiot! Slowpoke! Coward! Useless!” Jinx began striking him angrily. Jericho was relieved that she was still herself. “That stupid whore Terra ran away! Cunt! Hooker!”

“Focus,” Jericho said as the soldiers began walking through the flames protected by their potions. “They’ve taken elemental resistance potions.”

“Fool! Jackass!” Jinx yelled while turning toward the men moving toward them. “Do you think they took spirit resistance potions! Moron! Illiterate!”

Jericho smiled realizing he’d been so caught up in his rage he’d forgotten entirely about his fifth school of magic. He continued to release waves of fire, ice, stone, and wind at his enemies but added another into the mix as he shaped his spirit into a spike and directed toward them. He’d felt Jinx stab him multiple times with hers and knew the pain they’d feel.

“How’s this feel,” Jericho said while sending his spirit toward the nearest enemy. The man curled over like he’d just been punched in the testicles.

“What the fuck…” he groaned out before crawling backward trying to catch his breath. Jericho wasn’t going to allow it and raised a series of spikes from the ground, impaling him.

He repeated the process but he felt his elemental magic slowly growing weaker. The more he succeeded, the more his sense of powerlessness faded and slowly his wrath began to starve. And there were over ten left and reinforcements were likely on their way. There was no way the dead members didn’t contact their guild and tell them the situation.

“Master,” Jinx said likely realizing Jericho was running out of steam. “Would you like me to transform? Scumbag. Sleaze.”

“Sure,” Jericho said wondering why she hadn’t transformed earlier. “Transform.”

“Kiss me,” Jinx said with resolve in her golden eyes. “I won’t be able to kiss you again for some time. Pervert. Deviant.”

Jericho grabbed her and kissed her as a warm feeling began encompassing him before vanishing as her lips dissipated in bluish green flame. Her glowing yellow eyes became even more vibrant when surrounded by her consuming fires. The human visage remained for a moment before transforming into a tiger.

“Let’s go,” he said relieved that in her spectral form they likely couldn’t do much to Jinx. She rushed forward swiping away at them with claws of blue spirit flames. The damage they did wouldn’t be fatal but it’d certainly hurt like hell while opening them up to more powerful attacks.

They slashed away at her but quickly found landing blows on spirit monsters to be nearly impossible. And since hunting spirit monsters was more of a player versus environment activity, they were ill-equipped to handle her.

“This is fucking insane,” one of the guys was laughing. “He’s got to be hacking. And what the fuck is that?”

They continued to defend themselves against the circling players. Jericho hadn’t realized it but as soon as the fight began word had spread around Rend that a mage was battling twenty members of Endgame. And when he’d cast the fire pillar into the sky, the entire city wanted to see what was happening.

Within a couple minutes of the battles start players from all over the world were watching, recording, and reporting the hacker mage only to get a response from developers he’s not hacking, he’s a proper mage. And word had spread even further to people in other cities who were portaling in hoping to catch the end. Including the former most powerful mage in the game, Owl who immediately recognized the former fifth most powerful mage, Jericho.

“Seems we have an audience,” Jinx growled. “So much for keeping quiet about your magic. Failure. Incompetent.”

“I know,” grumbled Jericho as the ring of fire faded and he resorted pushing people back with wind as the players closed in around him. He was exhausted, emotionally and physically, and his magical pathways were taking longer to fill. He turned to see a player lifting an axe above Jinx and even with her feline agility she wasn’t going to be able to avoid it, “Look out!”

Just before the axe fell a nearly invisible arrow pierced the man’s head killing him instantly and saving her. She quickly darted back toward Jericho who’d erected a weaker elemental barrier to protect them. A couple of seconds later another arrow landed in one of their eyes.

“More fucking magic,” growled a warrior holding up his shield unsure of what was happening. “This has gotta be a fucking joke.”

“That’s not magic,” smiled Jericho.

Jericho figured that Terra hadn’t run away, she was repositioning. While she frequently boasted about her high kill count and player versus player ability, nearly all of her kills were using a single method.

“Fucking impossible,” the warrior said while pulling a glass arrow from his dead friend’s eye socket. “The elf! Does anybody see her! She’s gotta be around here somewhere!”

Jericho knew they wouldn’t see her as another invisible arrow landed in a skull. She was nearly a mile away in the trees, well outside anybody’s line of sight.

Before Forbidden Arcana, Terra cut her virtual reality teeth in a VRMMO called Rush, a futuristic shooter where she excelled at long range assassination. Disappointed that rangers in Forbidden Arcana lacked actual snipers, she decided to create one.

There were several conditions that needed to be met for her build. The first condition was her bow, a molten giant’s longbow that was only usable by warriors because of the extraordinarily high strength stat required to draw it. She also enchanted it to increase its range, further increasing the strength requirement as well.

The second were her glass arrows which were lightweight, invisible, and enchanted for increased flight speed because faster speed meant more distance. The fastest arrows in the game enchanted to be faster and only usable by races with the delicate touch passive like elves. Also, they were so low damage they could only kill a target if it was a headshot. And if that wasn’t enough, they shattered dealing no damage if they hit anything other than flesh.

The third condition was using a potion of godly strength only craftable by two alchemists in the game, Jericho being one of them. It was the most powerful, and expensive, strength potion in the game. That was for the plate boots which required a minimum strength stat to wear but allowed her to wear more plate armor. Each piece of plate armor was enchanted with more strength and she needed to put the armor on in a specific order to wear it all. By the time she put it all on, the plate carried just enough strength stats to allow her to draw the bow.

The big secret was the way it all interacted with elf passives and ranger abilities. Increased ranged weapon proficiency while in trees from being an elf and increased ranged weapon proficiency from being a ranger snowballed everything.

This gave her the range necessary to hit almost any target she could see and then some. That’s where the eagle eye potion came in. Expensive to craft and almost universally considered worthless for anything other than hunting rare monsters or treasure. It gave the user the ability to see things miles away as if they were nearby.

Combining everything she became Forbidden Arcana’s only sniper.

“Die! Die! Die!” Jinx said while chomping the head of one of the fighters distracted by the incoming arrows until his health reduced to zero. “Murderer! Scum!”

“Fuck this,” a warrior said while turning to run back to the safety of the city. Jericho wasn’t having that, he lifted his arms and a wall of stone formed blocking the escape of the warrior. With a few more quick movements the warrior was encased in a stone box and finally with a handclap, the box shut. Other player killers tried to run but Terra’s arrows came in killing them instantly.

Finally, there were none left.

“Loot the corpses!” Jericho commanded, barely keeping his wits about him. “Taking everything, quick!”

Jinx nodded while quickly rushing around the battlefield clawing everything and putting it into some invisible inventory. Coins, weapons, potions, player killers were always prepared which meant they were always carrying good stuff.

“Go! Go!” Terra yelled while running from the forest hopped up on enhancement and speed potions. Jericho and Jinxed followed quickly behind her while chugging speed potions to keep up. “Hurry up!”

On the other side of the city gates, Jericho saw warriors rushing to exit the city so they could kill them before they entered. Clearly, the call for reinforcements had finally made its way to the main guild. It was a race.

“We’re not going to make it,” Jinx said. “Slowpoke! Idiot!”

Jericho realized she was right. The reinforcements from Endgame would definitely make it out of the gates before they made it through, but a sneaky idea popped into his head.

“Keep going,” Jericho yelled to Terra who was merging with them a short distance from the gate. “Don’t slow down for anything, just keep running as if they’re not there. Okay?”

Terra and Jinx both nodded and picked up speed. Endgame had exited the gates and set up a shield and spear wall with rangers behind them lining up their bows. A volley of flaming arrows came at them but Jericho swept them away with water and wind.

“Anytime now,” Terra said as they approached. “We have to get through that gate.”

“Just trust me,” Jericho smiled while filling his magical pathways with the happiness and excitement he was feeling. “And we’re not going through the gate.”

Right before they reached the front gate Jericho released his earth pathway launching them into the sky, but that wasn’t nearly enough to get them over the wall. He lifted his hands and released his water pathway encasing the three of them in a bubble.

“What the fuck?” Terra said while the three of them hovered for a moment waiting for gravity to kick in. “This was the plan?”

“Nope,” Jericho said guzzling a fire resist potion and tossing extras to the others who immediately guzzled them down. “This is!”

With a clap of his hands, Jericho released the entirety of his flame and wind pathways directly below the water bubble blasting it away in an instant. The explosion had enough force to propel them over the wall.

“Fall damage!” Terra screamed while guzzling health potions to offset the massive amount of damage the explosion caused. “Idiot! Fuck!”



Chapter 6

Endgame



Jericho concentrated as they rapidly descended toward the city road. He was emotionally and magically spent. Fortunately, just before they landed a whirlwind formed, blowing upward and cushioning their fall just enough to avoid death.

“Nice work,” Terra laughed.

“Wasn’t me,” Jericho laughed while looking around. He noticed Owl standing there concentrating and nodded at him. He was wearing his black and white checkered mages coat and a black harlequin mask. “Thanks.”

“Now you owe me,” Owl smiled menacingly. “And I’m going to want to collect.”

“Of course you are,” Jericho sighed realizing that he was going to need to give Owl at least some secrets in exchange for helping him. “We’ll talk about it.”

“Oh, I know,” Owl laughed before wandering off, clearly pleased with himself for taking advantage of the opportunity. “Ping me and we’ll discuss, sooner rather than later.”

“Will do,” Jericho said while rising to his feet. Jinx transformed from her large spectral tiger form to her tiny spectral kitten form and glared at him angrily. He picked her up and put her on his shoulder.

“So that’s Jinx’s real form?” Terra laughed excitedly. “She’s a cat! Her personality makes so much sense now! No wonder she’s such a bitch!”

“Says the elf cumdumpster,” Jinx scowled furiously. “Slag. Whore.”

Several people surrounded them while gathering information on the players to post. That wasn’t going to be good for Terra in particular. A lot of players had been killed by her sniping but nobody had known her identity before.

“This is unexpected,” a short dark elf girl in formalwear approached as the crowd parted for her. Jericho knew her from somewhere but couldn’t quite figure it out. She turned toward Terra, “I never would have guessed the elf stripper and her pimp were the cause of all this trouble.”

Jericho immediately remembered the dark elf girl that’d purchased Terra’s panties for a thousand gold. Except she seemed different somehow, it must have been the setting. Several people had backed up behind her and Jericho started to notice Endgame insignias surrounding her.

“You gave my guys quite a bit of trouble,” she smiled. “Even I was coming to the battlefield. Shame I was a bit late. But things being as they are, I think I’ll tell my guys you two are off limits for now.”

“Three,” growled Jinx. “Jericho, how many elf whores do you know? Bastard! Cheater!”

“Three,” the dark elf girl confirmed while ignoring the insult. She walked toward Jericho while eyeing Jinx suspiciously. She pointed at the tiny spectral cat, “Can I hold her?”

“Jinx?” Jericho asked for confirmation as a courtesy, but it was obvious he wanted her to do it. Jinx crawled down his arms into the tiny dark elf’s arms.

“Jinx,” the dark elf repeated while petting the warm spectral flames. “She is just adorable. Where can I get one?”

“There’s only one of me,” snapped Jinx. “Slut. Cunt.”

“I don’t think we’ve ever been formally introduced,” the dark elf held out one hand toward Jericho while holding Jinx in the other. “I’m Raven Darkmoon, the Guildmaster of Endgame.”

“Jericho Voidcaller,” he said taking her hand. “And you’ve met my familiar, Jinx.”

“Familiar,” she smiled. “Is it a special type of follower? I don’t suppose you intend to share how you acquired one?”

“Nope,” Jericho shook his head. “Unless you want to share how you farm the Stygian Prison solo.”

“Tempting,” she smiled. Everybody in Forbidden Arcana had their own secrets. Even Terra’s sniper build was a closely guarded secret. Jericho only figured it out by chance since he crafted her potions. “Even if I shared how I do it, you’d need the mechanical abilities to execute. But still, I’d hate to lose that farming spot.”

“It is a nice spot,” Jericho smirked.

“Terra,” Raven tried to hide a smile. “Nice to see you again.”

“You too,” Terra grinned widely. “I hope today doesn’t impact our relationship.”

“It won’t,” Raven said while handing Jinx back to Jericho. “I’m good at compartmentalization. Anyway, the equipment and items you looted from my associates. I’d like them returned.”

“No,” Jericho said without thinking. Terra went to grab his arm but paused when she saw the anger in his eyes. He was furious at the suggestion. Jinx laughed in approval.

“No?” Raven said with a look of excitement. “In front of all these people, you’re going to say no? You understand you’re not leaving me much in the way of choices.”

“I understand,” Jericho said stepping forward, his anger growing as he thought about everything. A small layer of frost began to emerge on the tips of his hair and the cuffs of his clothing as he attempted to keep his composure. “Had your men simply attempted to kill us, I’d happily give them back their items. But they didn’t, did they? They attempted to haul off Jinx and rape her. Not only will I not return their items, but every time I see one of their faces in an area where player versus player is permitted, I will kill them. And I won’t be forgetting their faces.”

“That’s a two-way street,” Raven sighed. She put her hands on her hips and closed her eyes. Her fingers tapped and slid on her sides as if she were working some invisible abacus. After a few moments, she opened her eyes. “This is an issue.”

“What do you mean by that?” Terra asked nervously. She definitely didn’t want to be on Endgame’s bad side, especially since every person ever ganked by invisible arrows was going to be gunning for her soon.

“It’s a philosophical question,” Raven said while rubbing her temple. “A follower is simply a thing, fundamentally no different than a bow. Yet, they’re different. I can’t fault my men for doing what they want to a thing. Additionally, they were well within the rules of the game. Yet, there is definitely something inherently wrong with it.”

“What’s wrong is I’m not a thing,” Jinx said angrily. “You’re just too stupid to realize it. Cumbucket. Slut.”

“I’m thinking,” Raven said while holding up her finger. “I’m not prepared to rule on NPCs in general but I will rule that followers should be off-limits. At the very minimum raping one would be akin to using somebody else’s sex toy without permission, which would be both disgusting and wrong.”

“Sex toy!” Jinx said angrily. “Bitch! Whore!”

“What!” one of her men said. “That’s fucking bullshit. This is what we get for following some stupid cunt.”

“Anybody who’s unhappy with it can leave,” Raven said while shooing away the person, ignoring his insult as if she’d fielded them a thousand times. “As for the issue at hand, since my men have never touched my followers, I can assume they inherently realize that followers are personal. Therefore they realized that what they were doing was personal. Per the guild rules, personal problems are personal responsibility.”

Several members of Endgame were muttering to each other. It was difficult to make out but several profanities were being laced with calls for creating their own guild. Finally, one with the markings of an officer came forward.

“That’s not going to fly,” the officer said nervously. He was a huge scale mail clad orc wielding a spear. “It’s not the follower thing. The follower thing is fine. It makes sense. I mean, I wouldn’t be cool with somebody cumming all over my spear so I get it.  But it can’t be applied retroactively like that. That’s kind of bullshit and you know it.”

“Fine,” Raven nodded. “Remove those men from the guild.”

“What?” the orc was shocked. “That’s exactly what I’m talking about! You can’t punish them for…”

“I’m not,” the small dark elf said coldly while stepping toward the orc. He was twice her size but half as intimidating. She spoke with complete vitriol, “Those men were an embarrassment, Kaos. Would you have lost to these two? Would I have lost to these two? There were over twenty of them, and they lost to these two. They even had the element of surprise and they lost. Do you feel they represent Endgame?”

“No,” the orc answered emotionlessly. “They don’t represent Endgame.”

“Who invited them?” Raven asked while pulling up a menu escalating the issue. “I want to know.”

“I invited a few of them,” a lower ranked officer stepped forward realizing she was going to find out anyway. “They’re friends.”

Raven ignored his response and rapidly scrolled through a menu clicking on demotes and revocation of privileges including recruiting. Then she turned her eyes back to the orc.

“You will take over recruiting and testing the recruits,” Raven said. “Orion has been demoted for delegating the recruitment to lower level officers. You’ve been promoted.”

“Give it to Amber,” the orc groaned. “I mean, fuck. You know how I feel about doing shit.”

“You know what,” Raven said hotly. “I’m not doing this now. Call a meeting, tomorrow at nine. We’re going to look at the problem and deal with it. Clearly, our recruitment is off. We’ve recruited people who are weak and stupid and engaged in nepotism. It’s impacting the bottom line and the damage done to our brand is going to take weeks to fix. In the meantime, any issues booting those players from the guild?”

“No,” the orc said looking around. The entire group seemed to be on board. “No issue with it since we’re removing them for being weak.”

“Good,” Raven looked back at the trio. “So, it seems we’re fine. Obviously, if you decide to do delivery missions there is no protection. Business is business.”

“Business is business,” Jericho said happily. Terra sighed in relief that she wouldn’t be fending off attacks from Endgame. “Speaking of business. Want to turn in that package so I can get my half and bank it?”

“On it,” Terra sprinted off to finish her delivery. Her white lace underwear showed as she sprinted away. Raven turned and eyed them hungrily.

“Don’t suppose you’d like to sell the items you picked up at a discount to get rid of it all?” Kaos asked.

“One second,” Jericho looked through his inventory, traded with Jinx to get what she picked up, and started sorting. After a few minutes, he’d assembled a pile of stuff he was willing to sell and various potions he intended to keep. “How much are you offering for these?”

“Keeping the good stuff,” sighed Kaos. “Probably about fifteen hundred. A vendor will only give you a thousand.”

“Selling it to players will give me over three,” responded Jericho while thinking of Jinx’s spending habits.

“Fifteen hundred,” Kaos said firmly. He was a master at offering just enough to make it appealing to sell to him. “It’s a fair price.”

“Fine,” Jericho sighed knowing full well he wasn’t willing to spend days trying to offload the stuff one item at a time. He clicked trade and the goods were gone. “Thanks.”

“Thanks,” Kaos said with a smile. Jericho figured Kaos would probably be able to offload it in a day since it was stuff that all the members of Endgame probably used.

“Back,” Terra said handing him a pile of gold. “You’re going to want to bank that.”

“You don’t say,” Jericho responded sarcastically.

“Now you can buy me the shiny things you promised,” Jinx said happily from her perch on his shoulder. “Lots of them. Idiot. Moron.”

“You like shiny things?” Raven smiled mischievously. “I have a lot of shiny things at my house if you’d like to come over and check them out. I might even let you have some.”

“Can we go?” Jinx said, her golden eyes appearing to brighten at the thought. “Can we? Jerk. Asshole.”

“Fine by me,” Jericho answered. “But first I’m banking my stuff.”

“Good. See you all there,” Raven said glancing at Terra before turning to walk away.



Chapter 7

Everybody has a Price



They arrived at Raven’s manor, a massive mansion on the largest hill in the city. Player homes littered Forbidden Arcana but homes within city walls were status symbols. The largest home within the city was a large status symbol.

Comparably, Jericho spent ages saving to purchase a small farmhouse outside of Dawn. He selected Dawn because it was one of the three regions where player versus player wasn’t permitted. Of course, if you had a home within a city that didn’t matter since they were safe zones.

They walked up a large pathway to the massive red front door and knocked. Immediately a scantily glad follower opened the door. She was dressed in a black transparent teddy and a G-string made from a similar material. She also wore thigh high stockings, heels, and lace gloves. She was human but several other followers were forest elves, dark elves, and even a few beast girls which were exceedingly rare followers.

“That was fast,” Raven said while coming downstairs in a black formal gown. The neckline of her lace top plunged down to her bellybutton leaving her almost exposed and the slit in her skirt went all the way up to her belt creating a similar situation to the top. “I was still deciding what to wear. Does this look alright?”

“Yeah,” Jericho said somewhat breathless at the sight of her. “You look great.”

“How about you,” Raven grinned at Terra. “What do you think?”

“You look nice,” she said. Terra had changed into a red slip dress with a lacey bottom which barely covered her ass. To accent it, she added her tallest red stilettos and thigh highs making her easily the tallest person in the room. The top of the slip was barely enough fabric to cover her nipples leaving most of her breasts exposed. She spun flashing her decorative black lace panties, “How do I look?”

“Fantastic,” Raven said with a grin. In an instant, Terra had entranced her. Jericho figured she must have had a thing for tall women. She reached the bottom of the stairs and stood next to Terra and the two of them together seemed completely mismatched. “What do you want to do?”

“You said you had shiny things to show me!” Jinx said excitedly. “Where are they? Liar. Cheat.”

“I’m not lying,” Raven smiled. “But all of my jewelry is in my bedroom. If you all want to start there…”

“Yes!” Interrupted Jinx before anybody could reply. Raven smiled and turned toward the stairs beckoning them to follow. Terra and Jericho gave each other a knowing look.

The master bedroom was massive and decorated in reds and golds. Any fabric they touched felt like the softest silk and the bed itself was beyond a king size. The far side of the room had a door leading to a balcony overlooking the city and the attached bathroom took the word bath to an extreme with a massive bubbling tub.

“I believe this is what you’re interested in?” Raven said while opening a large walk-in closet. The entire left side was different dresses, gowns, and shoes. The entire right side was necklaces, jewelry, and ornamental weapons.

“Why don’t we have a closet like this? Lazy. Derelict.” Jinx said jumping down from his shoulder and heading toward the closet. She stopped halfway to the closet and began looking at her paws. “This won’t do. I need to transform in order to wear it. Jericho, I need energy. Jerk. Pervert.”

“Energy?” Raven said curiously. “What’s she mean?”

“Well,” Jericho started to answer but was blindsided as Jinx began her transformation into a golden-eyed petite beauty dressed in all black. Her eyes fixated on Jericho like a starving beast. “One minute. We can find another room.”

“Now! Slowpoke. Numbskull.” Jinx responded while lifting her top off exposing her perky pink tits. She almost stumbled while walking toward him and removing her boots and pants. Exposing her white sheer underwear. She gestured toward his pants, “Take them off. Snail. Coward.”

“Oh,” Raven said as she fixated on the nearly naked girl. “She is gorgeous. And those stripes. Wow.”

“Hey,” Terra said pushing Raven down onto the bed. She wasn’t about to lose her panty purchasing whale to Jinx. She quickly straddled her lap and placed Raven’s hands on her ass. “I’m right here.”

“Right,” Raven said once again fixated on the large chest of the tall elven beauty. Her hands began sliding up and down Terra’s silky dress. Her eyes glanced to the side to see Jinx pull down Jericho’s pants exposing his massive cock, already half erect. “Fuck.”

“Is that what you want?” Terra said while rolling her hips slowly and turning to watch as well as Jinx began to stroke the massive cock. “Do you want a big cock inside of you? I don’t fuck other players, but for the right price maybe Jericho can give you some special attention.”

“Are you pimping me out?” Jericho tried not to laugh as Jinx began sliding the tip of his cock into her mouth. Her hands began working the shaft of his cock harshly as if she were desperate to get a load down her throat.

“I want jewelry,” Jinx said pulling the cock out of her mouth and glaring at Jericho. “Lots of jewelry like she has. I want a closet like that. Cheapskate. Whore.”

“Fuck,” Jericho groaned as she swallowed his entire cock. She hadn’t called him a whore before and he found the new treatment was working for him. She moved her hands to his hips and began quickly bobbing her head taking the cock all the way down and back while staring at him with commanding eyes. “Okay. Holy shit.”

“It’s up to you,” Terra said while rubbing her tits in Raven’s face. “Do you want that huge cock inside of you?”

“Both,” Raven mumbled out while staring at Jinx and Jericho. She looked back toward Terra with calculating eyes. “I want them both. And you.”

“I don’t really do that,” Terra said continuing her lap dance. She was clearly into the concept but had hard rules about fucking anything but non-player characters. “I have rules.”

“Jinx can fuck her,” Jericho offered thinking of how excited Jinx previously was at the thought of fucking Terra. “We just can’t.”

“That works,” Raven smiled at Terra. “I want to see what you look like when you cum. But, if I can’t fuck you…I want something special.”

“What do you have in mind,” Terra asked nervously. She tried looking toward Jericho for affirmation but he was getting lost in Jinx’s deepthroating. The petite familiar was taking it all the way to the base and holding it. Subconsciously, Terra felt excited about how it’d feel to be stuffed like that.

“I want her to break you,” Raven said while slipping her finger into Terra’s mouth. Terra instantly started sucking on it as Raven slipped in a second and a third. “You’re such a tease. I want to watch you get exactly what you deserve.”

“Break me,” Terra panted out while turning to look at Jinx. She was curious and excited at the prospect but questioned what it’d actually mean and how the familiar would accomplish it. “How much are you paying?”

“Fifty thousand gold,” Raven said without hesitating. They’d expected an offer like ten thousand, maybe fifteen. Fifty thousand was an insane sum, clearly meant to ensure they couldn’t say no. “What do you say?”

“Alright,” Terra said almost in shock from the offer. “Is Jinx okay with that?”

“Are you?” Jericho asked looking down as Jinx nodded with his cock in her mouth. His head flooded with thoughts of Jinx fucking Terra and he felt his cock pulsing uncontrollably. Within moments he was cumming directly into Jinx’s throat and her eyes glazed over as she savored every bit of him. “Damn.”

“That should tide me over,” Jinx said. “It’s not as filling as when you use my pussy but it’ll do. Deviant. Bastard.”

Jericho’s eyes fixated on the dark elf and how good it’d feel to fuck another player. He’d done it before and while they didn’t necessarily have all of the talents of NPCs, their reactions were always entertaining.

He pulled off his shirt so he was standing there completely naked with his massive cock erect. Raven turned and smiled while looking down at the saliva-soaked member. Terra looked over as well while Jinx began to slowly remove her white panties.

“Jericho?” Jinx looked back at him nervously seeking approval. “Am I allowed? Dolt. Dummy.”

“Yeah,” he nodded, his cock twitching uncontrollably at the thought of what Jinx might do to Terra. “You heard what Raven wanted? She wants you to break her. Do you understand what that means?”

Jinx grinned and nodded before looking back at Terra. Terra stood over a foot taller than her but as Jinx approached Terra appeared to be shrinking. She got off of Raven’s lap and slid toward the headboard of the bed. Raven’s eyes consumed Jinx’s naked body as she passed.

“Are you excited,” Terra said trying to take control by slowly spreading her legs for Jinx as she approached. “Do you want to bury your face in my pussy.”

Jinx climbed on the bed and, to Jericho’s surprise, skipped right on past the pussy she craved and grabbed Terra forcefully by the back of the head. She pulled her forward and kissed her deeply before pushing her away and spitting in her face.

“The safe words are Emerald, Amber, and Ruby,” Jinx said quickly. “Can you figure out what they each mean? Idiot. Dunce.”

“What the...” Jericho stifled a nervous laugh as he watched in shock. Terra nodded and immediately Jinx placed one hand on her throat. She pressed Terra hard against the headboard before leaning in and kissing her again. “Wow.”

“She’s not fucking around,” Raven slid her hand down between her closed legs. Jericho’s eyes fixated on Raven as he leaned down to grab Jinx’s panties from the floor, they were soaked in Jinx’s juices. Raven turned to see him approaching her and then fixated on the panties in his hand. He leaned down and kissed her before pulling away and shoving the soaked panties into her mouth to her delight.

“Keep them there,” Jericho commanded.

Raven nodded as Jericho pushed her backward onto the bed and lifted up her skirt exposing her panties. He quickly tore off her panties exposing her wet pussy. Jericho ran his fingers through her neatly trimmed bush toward her dripping pussy. With his free hand, he ripped the dress from each of her shoulders exposing her small breasts and tiny dark nipples and leaned forward to kiss her chest.

“Mmph,” she mumbled through the panties as he slowly circled his fingers around her erect clit while his tongue circled her nipple. He reached a hand up and forcefully turned her head to watch Jinx and Terra. She moaned again at the sight.

“Yes,” Terra whimpered out as Jinx slapped her for the fifth time. She’d gone to work quickly choking Terra and forcefully kissing her. Each time she finished a kiss she asked if she’d liked it. Her first response was a yes, which was met with a slap followed by a kiss and words of affirmation. After a few more rotations Jinx reached back to slap her again but stopped short and stroked her face instead, “Terra. You’re a stupid elf whore, aren’t you? Do you like being slapped? Cunt. Bitch.”

“No,” Terra panted with a combination of fear and arousal.

“Then why are you making me angry?” Jinx said while leaning down and peppering Terra’s red cheeks with kisses. “You should answer yes mistress. Do you understand? Slut. Whore.”

“Yes mistress,” Terra whispered out. She was clearly relieved to have the answer and it clearly delighted Jinx as she barraged Terra with multiple pecks.

“Such a good bitch,” Jinx said putting her hand back onto Terra’s neck and kissing her deeply. She pulled away, “Did you like that? Idiot. Slag.”

“Yes mistress,” Terra said quietly as Jinx played with Terra’s shoulder straps. She slowly moved them down her arms revealing her ample chest. Jinx reached down and grabbed one of her nipples and pinched it between her fingers while slowly increasing pressure until Terra winced. “Ow.”

Jinx smacked her face again, this time harder than before. Jericho felt a powerful tremble from Raven as soon as the slap had landed. It excited her. Jericho took the opportunity to insert two fingers into her drenched cunt and began stroking her G-spot as she whined through her panty stuffed mouth.

His cock was hard and he wanted nothing more than to begin fucking Raven until he broke her as well but he knew that if he started now, there was no way he’d last. Watching Jinx punish Terra was too exciting.

“Now what do you say you large chested sow? Whore. Hooker.” Jinx said while pulling on Terra’s nipple harshly. Jinx was searching for specific approving responses, rewarding those responses while punishing other ones. “Do you like this?”

“Yes mistress,” Terra whined as Jinx released her nipple and leaned down to kiss it. Terra let out a relieved moan as Jinx began licking up and down her large breasts.

“You’re such a good slut,” Jinx said kissing up her collarbone and into her neck while rubbing her chest against Terra’s. “You’re so pretty and it’s so hot when you obey. Do you like obeying me? Slag. Cunt.”

“Yes mistress,” Terra responded with a half moan as Jinx ran her hand down Terra’s stomach and between her legs. She started rubbing on the cloth between Terra’s legs. “I like obeying you.”

Jinx giggled as she moved her hand from Terra’s neck to her mouth and slid in a finger, then a second and third. Terra’s eyes went wide as Jinx smiled while viciously inserting her fourth finger. She began slow, only trying to get her hand in up to the first knuckle while rubbing her fingers on Terra’s tongue. But that was short lived as she began pushing her hand forcefully into Terra’s throat.

“Mfgr,” Terra let out a guttural groan as Jinx leaned forward and grabbed her hair, pulling Terra’s head back to ease her entry into her mouth. Jinx wiggled her hand as if she were trying to break in Terra’s throat.

“Look at this,” Jinx laughed happily as she pulled out her spit-soaked fingers, spreading them apart and playing with them before wiping them on Terra’s dress. “Looks like I dirtied your dress. It doesn’t matter. Elf sluts don’t need clothing, do they? Bitch. Whore.”

“No mistress,” Terra said as Jinx ripped the dress off her body revealing her tall slender frame. Immediately following Jinx gestured at the panties and Terra slid them off.

“Mmff,” Raven moaned out at the sight of Terra’s naked pussy. Jinx turned around and stared right at her before reaching down for Terra’s panties and tossing them onto Raven’s face. Jericho immediately shoved the panties into Raven’s mouth to join Jinx’s. Raven writhed in ecstasy and he decided that he wasn’t going to wait anymore as he lifted her legs and spread them wide.

“Looks like I need to keep up,” growled Jericho while lining up his massive dick with the tiny dark elf’s pussy. She moaned loudly from her panty stuffed mouth as he slowly inserted the tip into her tight hole. He felt immediate pressure as her tight insides pressed against him as if unable to fully accommodate his cock. He applied more pressure causing a louder moan as her slick cunt began to widen for him. “Fuck, your pussy is amazing.”

“I want to watch. Pervert. Dick.” Jinx whined while looking over her shoulder at Jericho fucking Raven. She turned back toward Terra and smiled. Jinx gripped Terra’s face roughly between her hands, “You’re going to pleasure me while I watch them. Understood? Imbecile. Fool.”

“Yes mistress,” Terra panted as Jinx turned around and sat directly on Terra’s face. She wiggled side to side as if trying to get comfortable but really she just enjoyed rubbing her pussy all over Terra. After a few moments, she lifted allowing Terra some air before dropping her pussy back down on Terra’s open mouth.

“I said pleasure me. Faster. Harlot. Tramp.” Jinx said while roughly grabbing Terra’s nipples and pulling. She continued to pull as if intending to rip them off until Terra reached a satisfactory intensity licking her pussy. “Good slut, don’t stop. Bitch. Whore.”

Jinx watched hypnotized as Jericho fucked Raven, thrusting deeply as she laid helpless at the mercy of his massive cock. With each powerful thrust, her head jerked forward, bouncing to his rhythm. The entire time Raven’s eyes fixated on Terra’s wet pussy and writhing legs.

“You’re slowing down,” Jinx chided while pressing her ass powerfully down onto Terra’s face. “Keep going fast. Mm…yes. Like that. Slut. Prostitute.”

Jinx smiled at Raven while leaning forward, gliding her hands down toward Terra’s soaked pussy. Terra’s hips rose reflectively as Jinx’s hands approached, begging for her touch. Jinx was happy to oblige as she spread Terra’s pussy with her right hand while inserting fingers from her left.

“Mmphf!” Terra moaned into Jinx’s pussy. The juices from Jinx’s pussy had poured over her chin down to her breasts, her entire upper body glistening in the fluids. Jericho had to look away and concentrate on something else or else he was going to come.

“Spread your legs wider. Whore. Cunt.” Jinx commanded as Terra’s legs went into a solid split, opening her pussy completely for Raven to see. Jinx alternated rapidly between massaging her clit and inserting her fingers. She began slowly with two before increasing the number to three and then four. She lifted her pussy off Terra’s face, she looked like she’d been waterboarded, “Who’s this pussy belong to? Bitch. Cumbucket.”

“You mistress,” Terra’s panted out with a tremble in her voice.

“Good girl,” Jinx said while shifting downward a bit. “I’m going to give you a special treat. Slag. Harlot.”

Jinx sat her ass down on Terra’s face again as she increased the fingers in Terra’s pussy to five. With a slow push she went up to the first knuckle and Terra let out a loud moan, then when she got to the second knuckle her moaning became louder and her body started to move. Finally, Jinx reached the largest portion of her hand and was met with resistance.

“Fuck,” Raven cried out as the panties fell out of her mouth. Jericho turned to look at what he’d been missing just in time to see Jinx force her entire hand into Terra’s pussy. Raven released a deluge onto his cock and in turn, he began releasing inside of her. He thrust himself deep inside and held his cock there as she spasmed uncontrollably. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, I’m cumming!”

Jinx giggled happily while pounding Terra’s cunt like it was some sort of new toy. Her fist continued to slide in and out, each time more easily than the last while her pussy bounced on Terra’s face. Terra tensed as Jinx quickly yanked her hand from the pussy, a large amount of fluid sprayed like a geyser soaking the bed.

“Yay!” Jinx clapped happily while wiggling her ass on Terra’s face as she continued to squirt. “That’s a good elf! Deviant. Floozy.”

Jericho growled while grabbing Raven and twisting her to the side so her head was right in the puddle. Jinx thrust her hand in again and pulled it causing another gush to come out directly onto Raven’s face. Her eyes rolled up into her head.

“You’re so pretty little dark elf. Whore. Wench.” Jinx giggled as she crawled toward Raven. She quickly started to lick Raven’s glistening face clean.

“Fuck,” Jericho groaned as Raven’s warm cunt clenched on his cock. Her body was shivering sporadically like a sex toy’s pulse setting as she experienced a continual orgasm. Jericho was running on empty but his cock certainly hadn’t gotten the message as it continued to flex like it was competing in a powerlifting competition. He clenched his teeth as her pussy tightened again, “Fuck.”

“I’m spent,” Terra panted. Jinx turned around, a wild look shining in her golden eyes. She clearly wasn’t finished with Terra even after fisting her pussy. She turned around and grabbed Terra’s tit, squeezing it harshly before biting it. “Ow! Fuck! Amber!”

Jinx growled as she loosened her grip on the tit slightly and Terra sighed in relief. After a few moments of nibbling and kissing Jinx finished with a few soft licks. Jericho saw visible teeth marks around the areola and had a flashback to how hard Jinx would bite when aroused.

“You haven’t pleasured me yet,” Jinx said kissing Terra’s neck. “And I haven’t broken you yet. Slut. Harlot.”

“You don’t actually have to,” Raven panted out with a satisfied chuckle. Jinx silenced her with a glance. It seemed it was no longer about Raven was paying for but about what Jinx wanted. Raven wasn’t going to argue, “If you insist.”

Jericho laid down next to Raven, wrapping his arm around her slender dark elf frame as they watched Jinx work. She began by reacquainting Terra’s mouth with her fingers, now drenched in Terra’s juices. She began thrusting her four fingers in and out of her mouth almost as harshly as she’d treated her pussy.

While she finger-fucked Terra’s mouth Jericho and Raven had a clear view of Jinx using her free hand to play with herself. She spread her lips with her fingers to show off her pink pussy before sliding them into her hole. After a few moments, she turned and looked at Raven and beckoned her to come to eat her pussy.

“Seriously?” Raven asked in happy disbelief before crawling forward. She placed her face near Jinx’s pussy and shuddered before offering up a slow strong lick. “You taste amazing.”

“Keep going. Pervert. Tramp.” Jinx moaned while reaching for Raven’s hair to direct her upward. Raven paused for a brief moment before continuing to lick past Jinx’s pussy all the way to her asshole. Jinx moaned in approval as Raven’s tongue pleasured her ass.

The moan clearly triggered some excitement in Raven who began targeting Jinx’s ass with intense devotion. She started at the pussy and went all the way up until she reached Jinx’s lower back and then restarted.

“Mmm,” Jinx pulled her fingers out of Terra’s mouth to kiss her. She flattened her body against Terra’s until their pussies were touching. Jinx grabbed Raven by her hair before she could start at her pussy again and pulled her upward, “Just my ass. I don’t want you accidentally touching Terra. Idiot. Shrew.”

Raven nodded, almost in a trance as she began tongue fucking Jinx’s asshole. Jinx returned to kissing Terra deeply as her hips began to slide back and forth so her clit rubbed on Terra’s.

“How do you feel about anal?” Jericho was hypnotized by Raven’s petite ass bent over in front of him as she tongued Jinx’s asshole. His cock was rock hard again and he knew exactly what he wanted. “Can I?”

“Yes,” Raven said out in a tone that screamed why are you asking stupid questions. Jericho rubbed his dick up against her soaked pussy lubricating it. He also took care to finger her and spread her juices around to ensure proper lubrication. After the prep work was done, he slid in the tip and she squealed loudly, “Oh my god, oh my god. Fuck!”

Jericho continued to slide his thick cock into her ass, it was even tighter and warmer than her pussy had been. His insertion was slow, moving an inch forward and then a half inch back to give her time to adjust and accommodate him. It took a while but eventually, he was entirely inside of her tight ass. He took care to move back and forth slowly until her half-pained moans turned to pure pleasure. Then, he sped up.

Jinx was the first to come, the combination of getting her asshole licked by Raven and rubbing her clit against Terra was finally too much. Her body tensed and she screamed while reaching behind her to shove Raven’s head into her ass and hold her there. That was too much for Raven and she began to orgasm.

Raven’s ass clenched on Jericho’s cock with a vicelike strength he’d never felt before as her body once again started to tremble. He experienced a combination of warmth, pain, and pleasure as he continued to fuck Raven’s tiny ass and before long, he filled her ass with warm cum.

Terra was the last to cum as Jinx reached down and hooked her fingers into Terra’s pussy, still sensitive from her earlier fisting, and began to thrust vigorously. With a serious of fast, targeted, and dexterous movements Terra was convulsing and cumming again.

The four collapsed, Jinx resting on top of Terra while Jericho and Raven spooned while his cock rested inside of her. Each breathing heavily and completely satisfied in the massive bed.

“I want the jewelry. Idiots. Whores.” Jinx said to nobody in particular.



Chapter 8

Journeys Ahead



The next day after banking the massive amount of money he’d acquired Jericho went to see Jinx at his home. She’d been occupying herself most of the day trying on various necklaces, rings, and bracelets Raven had given her as a bonus.

Jericho was just happy to be somewhere private and quiet. The forums were littered with mentions of his name and several people had even recorded portions of the fight. As a result, Jericho couldn’t enter the town without being inundated with guild recruitment offers and offers of gold in exchange for information. Previously, no guild wanted a useless mage, but now everybody did.

And there was the matter of Owl who’d had yet to collect on his debt. Regardless, Jericho realized that with the cat out of the bag, people would find a new interest in magecraft which meant he needed to get better if he wanted to hold his place at the top.

“Guh!” Jericho unloaded herbs and scrolls he’d purchased onto his workstation. He couldn’t stand the uneasiness he was feeling. A few days ago, he would have been happy being able to conjure a proper explosion but now all he could think about was increasing his power for the eventual arms race.

“What’s wrong? Idiot. Jerk.” Jinx asked while admiring a large ruby ring. She’d taken to walking around in her underwear instead of her black dresses. Apparently, it made the jewelry she was wearing feel more significant.

“Everybody is going to catch up,” Jericho groaned. “I’ll have to tell Owl something, then he’ll let it slip. Or somebody will see me do something and figure it out. Or I’ll say something I shouldn’t. Then everybody will catch up.”

“That’s just the hunger talking. Moron. Dolt.” Jinx laughed.

“Hunger?” Jericho asked. “What’s that mean?”

“People who taste power hunger for it. But power is relative. That means you can feed that hunger by either increasing your own power or weakening the power of others. But you can’t control others. Dimwit. Numbskull.”

“That makes sense,” Jericho said while analyzing the feeling in his stomach. He enjoyed the power and the fame and it could be over in an instant. He needed to advance himself. “How strong am I right now?”

“You’re weak,” Jinx answered instantly. “You use elemental magic like it’s a hammer. Your spirit is weak. And you’re too stupid to use them all together. If an assassin had been in that group, you’d be dead. If a good ranger had been in that group, you’d be dead. If a skilled warrior were in that group, you’d be dead. You don’t even know any other magic. Sloth. Pea brain.”

“Wow,” Jericho said as the nearly naked familiar chided him. “Tell me how you really feel. So, you said that I need to learn other magics. How?”

“I don’t know,” Jinx answered while sitting on his worktable and grabbing his face. She stared at it like she was trying to solve a puzzle. “I only know spirit magic. Maybe a different familiar…” Jinx stopped herself from saying anything else. “Never mind. Cheater. Cad.”

“A different familiar?” Jericho latched on excitedly as pieces started to click together. “That’s it isn’t it? Different familiars unlock different magic. Everybody can perform elemental magic and if they figure out the emotional component, the pathways, the fundamentals, it all makes sense. People understand emotions and outbursts so they can learn elemental magic on their own. But there was no way I’d have ever figured out spirit magic without our ceremony. It was like discovering a color for the first time. You need to see it to understand it. It’s by design…maybe.”

“Why are you so excited! I’m not saying you actually need another familiar! You want another familiar? I’m not enough for you? Jerk. Adulterer.” Jinx jumped off the table and rushed to the couch where she curled up, facing away from him.

“It’s not like that, Jinx,” Jericho argued while feeling he’d fallen into an obvious trap. “If I want access to different magic, I need to find familiars who specialize in those magics. You’re a spectral tiger, a spirit. So, you were able to help me unlock spirit magic. If I want to unlock the other types I need different familiars.”

“You can’t even use elemental magic or spirit magic correctly! You’re using it all wrong! Everything! Why are you worried about other types! You just want a new familiar and then you’ll forget all about me. Asshole! Prick!” Jinx snapped.

“What?” Jericho was taken back by her comment. She was right about him not using magic properly. He’d already realized that using earth spikes against plate wearers was stupid. He didn’t even bother trying to condense the fire magic into smaller shots as he’d practiced. But it was obvious that wasn’t her real issue. “I won’t forget about you. You’re my first! I need you and I’m counting on you. Without you, I wouldn’t be doing any of this. You’re even the one who suggested other familiars. It didn’t even occur to me that I could have other familiars.”

“You definitely need me because you’re stupid. Bastard. Fool.” Jinx said while peeking over her shoulder. She paused for a moment before speaking. “If I help you find a familiar you need to still take care of me. I want you to buy me even more jewelry. A room full of jewelry like Raven’s. And I still need to be fed when I’m hungry, no excuses. You promise? Bastard. Prick.”

“Of course!” Jericho agreed knowing full well he’d never get bored of ‘feeding’ her. “That shouldn’t even be a question.”

“Good,” Jinx said while eyeing him suspiciously. “Mind magic should be next. Numbskull. Braindead.”

“Any thoughts on where I could find a familiar like that?” Jericho sat by her legs and began running his hand up and down her soft thigh. “Since I could never find one without you.”

“I know you couldn’t because you’re a stupid mage who only thinks about one thing,” she blushed. “Maybe we could find a mindflayer. Halfwit. Clod.”

“I’d rather not,” Jericho responded a bit too quickly and he knew it. He had seen mind flayers in other games and they were Cthulhu-esque monstrosities. The idea of having one probing around his mind just felt gross. He envisioned something more like Jinx, “Anything a little more…”

“Pretty?” glared Jinx knowingly. “I knew it! Deviant! Tramp!”

“Do you want to share a room with a mind flayer?” Jericho asked knowing full well nobody wanted to share a room with a mindflayer. “Or would you rather somebody pretty and fun?”

“They’re not fun!” Jinx shouted. It was obvious there was an alternative monster but she wasn’t too fond of it. “They’re mean! They play mean tricks all the time and make you see things that aren’t there and they think they’re funny when they’re not. And they fly around teasing you because you can’t catch them. Imbecile. Jackass.”

“Are you talking about fairies?” Jericho asked. Jinx nodded angrily. Clearly, she had unresolved issues toward them. “If you don’t like fairies it doesn’t have to be a fairy.”

“I don’t know about any others,” Jinx pouted. “And fairies are really pretty so you’ll like them. And they prefer to live outside so I don’t have to share my room. Rake. Boor.”

“You sure?” Jericho asked reaching out to hold her hand. “It’s up to you.”

“Yes,” she blushed. “But you need to buy me more jewelry! And I want a fancier bed like Raven’s! And I want weapons that I want, not those ugly daggers! And I want new clothes! Cheapskate! Scrooge!”

Jericho agreed to all of her demands, although many would take a while to meet. The fact was he was so excited about the prospect of a new familiar he probably would have agreed to just about anything. He just hoped that fairies would be less expensive than Jinx.








Chapter 9

Familiar Situations



Jinx beamed happily at her reflection in the standing mirror. She’d spent hours scouring every closet and chest in the house before she’d finally assembled the perfect outfit to wear for her master.

Despite her early misgivings about him, Jericho had proven himself a capable master. While he wasn’t a very powerful mage the speed at which he was learning magic far exceeded her expectations, although she’d never tell him that. More importantly, her master had kept true to his word and cared for her needs.

He provided her a place to live, a nice cottage outside of the city of Dawn with a spacious yard. It wasn’t very spacious but Jericho never really slept so she got the entire master bedroom to herself. In fact, he only really seemed to use the house as storage and a workshop which she found strange.

Jericho also kept his promise and fed her his spirit energy daily which allowed her to maintain her human form virtually indefinitely. And he was masterful when it came to finding new and interesting ways to fulfill that obligation.

Finally, he provided her with everything she could ever want. He’d purchased her a fluffy bed, piles of jewelry, and closets full of clothing. While her master wasn’t nearly as wealthy as the elf whores Terra and Raven, he’d managed to purchase her plenty of extravagant things.

Jinx had a pretty fantastic life, or so she thought until recently. Her master had become infatuated with the idea of acquiring more familiars and Jinx knew what that meant. Her master would make her share the house, he’d have less time to refresh her, and he’d have less money to spend on her.

It was a concern but she had a plan that would make him forget all about the ridiculous notion of acquiring new familiars. That’s where her outfit came in.

She’d decided that if she was going to keep him from desiring a new familiar, she was going to need to keep him entirely focused on her. Her plan for that began with finding the perfect combination of garments.

She began with black stockings with a floral print around the thigh. She slid her hands up and down them finding their silkiness irresistible and knew Jericho would feel the same. She enjoyed how long her legs looked while wearing a short skirt and high heels.

Jinx smiled happily as she did a quick spin causing her skirt to rise up and flash her black lace panties. She noticed that the heels also shaped her petite ass nicely.

Her hands moved upwards as she ran her fingers along her skirt. The skirt she’d chosen was a short black pleated skirt that hung right on her hips. It hung almost uncomfortably low and half felt like it was going to fall completely off of her.

Her top also felt like it could fall off any second. It was a black loose fitted gypsy top with straps that hung off her shoulders. It felt like the only thing holding it up was her breasts.

She ran her fingers up and down her exposed midriff. She wondered if Jericho would like to see more or less. She’d found it wasn’t an exact science with her master. While he was certainly a lecher fawning after very elf slut who crossed his path, there seemed to be conditions.

Jericho was oddly more attentive when she wandered around the house in her underwear than he was when she walked around nude. But he seemed far less attentive when she wore tight-fitting adventurers clothing. There was definitely a code she had yet to crack.

She decided to model her new outfit after the elf sluts’ outfits. All black like Raven and only covering the absolute minimum like Terra.

“Mmm,” Jinx smiled while gazing at herself in the mirror. She started thinking about Terra and swayed back and forth. There was something about the way Terra danced which hypnotized not only Jericho but Jinx as well. She felt that’d also be a powerful tool.

 Her heart beat faster as she remembered Terra’s sexy dancing at the tavern, the movements, the walking and crawling, the way she spread her legs in front of them. Jinx trembled as she found her hand moving downward.

“Focus! Idiot. Dope.” Jinx yelled and pinched her cheeks. She admired herself in the mirror and began swaying again. She took a step forward and twisted her body to showcase her ass like she’d seen Terra do.

She was satisfied with the movement and tried another. She tried several different moves, each time attempting to flash her underwear or some cleavage and soon found herself having fun. She’d discovered the joy of dancing.

Her moves became more and more salacious and aerobic as she did a spinning handstand showing off her black lace underwear followed by the splits before cartwheeling back to her feet. One of her breasts popped out of her top and she resisted the urge to fix it. Accidental nudity may elicit a response from Jericho.

Jinx blushed at the thought of dancing for him. She wasn’t nearly as good as Terra and worried Jericho would see her as a pale imitation. But she kept practicing and within a short period, she found herself completely entranced by her reflection and excited at the prospect of showing her master.

“Wow!”

Jinx jumped and screamed as she turned to see Terra standing in the bedroom doorway completely stunned by the scene she’d walked in on.

Terra was a tall elven whore who made the bulk of her money stripping. Admittedly she was also a talented ranger. Her large chest was practically popping out of her undersized top and her green skirt was too short given her extremely long legs. Her leather thigh high boots covered more of her body than anything else she was wearing. Terra smiled as she entered the room.

“What are you doing here? Slag! Whore!” Jinx yelled while rushing over to her bed completely humiliated. “Leave! Go away! This is my room! Slut! Bitch!”

“Okay,” laughed Terra. She held up her hands. “I didn’t see anything. I just came to pick up some potions Jericho made for me. I figured it’d be rude to stop by and not say hello. I’ve never really thought about how you spend your downtime.”

“What do you mean? Snoop. Scum.” Jinx was admittedly not very creative when it came to her downtime. Normally she’d just dress up, wander around, play with her jewelry collection, or sleep. She’d spent an eternity sitting in a room doing nothing before Jericho found her so anything was an improvement from that.

“I mean…” Terra shrugged, unsure of what to say. “I guess I just figured when Jericho wasn’t around, you’d be sitting around doing nothing. I didn’t really think you’d be dressing up and dancing. And you’re a surprisingly good dancer.”

“You said you didn’t see anything! Liar! Prostitute!” Jinx wondered if she needed to kill the elf slut to keep her from telling Jericho about what she’d seen.

“Come on,” Terra rolled her eyes. “It’s not a big deal. I dress up in different outfits all the time and dance for an audience. There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. It’s not like I walked in on you masturbating or anything.”

Jinx was confused by the statement. She knew what masturbation was, she’d done it for Jericho several times. He enjoyed watching her play with herself before they fucked. It’d never occurred to her that it was something she could do on her own.

“And it just occurred to me that you probably don’t play with yourself. Now I’m embarrassed.”

“Play with myself? Trash. Bimbo.”

“With your pussy,” Terra chuckled and lifted her skirt. She playfully slid her fingers up and down the front of her white panties. “Like that. You do it until you cum.”

“I see,” Jinx let the explanation sink in, “And I’ll cum just like I do with Jericho? Witch. Adulteress.”

“Kind of,” Terra paused for a second. “It’s not really as good as sex but it’s something to do.”

“Show me,” Jinx said authoritatively. She’d become curious about the act and the elf whore would be the perfect teacher. She understood the mechanics of it but the concept of doing it by herself without her master wasn’t something she’d considered.

“Umm,” Terra smiled nervously. “We haven’t really discussed it but I don’t think Jericho would like me messing around with you while he’s not here. I know at Raven’s we did a lot of stuff together but you’re kind of his…”

“I’m not telling you to do anything with me. I’m telling you to show me,” Jinx hopped off the bed and moved to her large lounge chair. She gestured for Terra to move to the bed. Jinx felt the situation was more educational and her master’s rule about involving him wasn’t applicable. “I’ll only watch. Fool. Stupid.”

“Still,” Terra cautiously made her way toward the bed. “You don’t think this is a little weird? I think it’s a little weird. And don’t get me wrong, I’m normally fine with weird but I can’t really afford to be making more enemies with all the bounties on my head. I don’t need Forbidden Arcana’s sorcerer supreme pissed at me as well.”

“It’s my idea!” Jinx snapped angrily. “Enough with the excuses. Show me. Hag. Skank.”

“Would it kill you to be nicer?” Terra sighed and gave in. She sat on the bed and leaned over until she was resting on her side. Jinx watched attentively while ignoring the obviously rhetorical question. “Never mind. Anyway, I guess I’m showing you.”

Terra’s hand slithered between her legs and began leisurely rubbing her white panties. She explored herself then started running her fingers along the edges of her panties as if she’d intended to slide them inside. She moved slowly with a gentle touch.

“I don’t get it,” Jinx interrupted. “What are you doing? Explain it to me. Numbskull. Nitwit.”

“Explain it?” Terra’s face turned pink. “You mean everything? As I’m doing it?”

Jinx nodded while watching eagerly as her heart pounded.

“I’m teasing myself,” Terra answered and resumed her previously movements. “I need to get myself in the right frame of mind. So, I move slow, touching my thighs, my stomach, my hips, my pelvis. Anywhere I like to be touched but isn’t too intense.”

Jinx nodded along as Terra explained. She found herself feeling warmer and breathing harder.

“Then,” Terra let out a sigh as she moved her fingers lower, “when I’m ready. I start to stroke my pussy. Full, long strokes. At first, I’m gentle like this,” she ran her index and middle finger along the center of her panties and swirled her fingers around, “and occasionally rub my clit.”

Jinx bit her lip. She found herself overly eager while watching the tall blond elf rub her pussy. She wanted to join in and rub her own but she felt that would count as involving herself. She wasn’t sure how her master would respond to that, so she continued to watch.

“With my other hand,” Terra released her massive breasts from her top, “I like to play with my tits. It feels good when I massage them while stroking my clit. It makes everything more intense.”

Terra panted as she squeezed and massaged her large breasts. Occasionally she grabbed a nipple and pinch and pulled before releasing it and returning to the massage. Gradually she was moving both hands with more aggression.

“Finally,” Terra slid her hand inside of her panties and began playing with her pussy directly. “I go inside and stroke more. I dip my fingers inside to keep them wet and…”

“I want to see it,” Jinx interrupted. Her heart was pounding a mile a minute and she wasn’t thinking straight. All she could think of was how she wanted to see Terra’s pussy. “I can’t see what you’re doing with your panties in the way. Take them off. Cow. Hooker.”

“Right,” Terra didn’t bother objecting as she eagerly pulled down her panties and kicked them onto the floor. Her glistening pussy was exposed. She adjusted so she was facing Jinx with her legs spread and propped up some pillows behind her. She resumed inserting her fingers into her pussy. “I put my fingers inside and it feels good. But I also like to pull them out and rub my clit. The lubrication makes it feel a lot better.”

Jinx watched as the hand previously toying with Terra’s breasts moved upward toward her mouth. Terra touched her mouth and hooked a finger inside. Jinx understood that look, it was the same one she got when she desperately wanted to taste her master’s cock.

“Put them in your mouth,” Jinx commanded. Terra inserted her fingers again into her pussy. “You want to taste yourself. Right? Bitch. Harlot.”

“Yeah,” Terra panted while moving the hand she drenched in her juices toward her mouth. She began slowly licking her fluids off of her fingertips before returning it to her pussy. “Sometimes,” Terra paused unsure of herself, “you can do things to speed up the process. Like, think of things.”

“What are you thinking about? Filth. Tramp.” Jinx asked while eagerly watching the scene. She wanted to join. At the very least she wanted to touch herself. She desperately wished her master were there so she could ask his permission.

“I…” Terra tensed up. “I’m thinking of Raven’s. The way you made me…” Terra spasmed mildly, “all the things you did to me.”

“Describe them,” Jinx said while licking her lips. The memories of that night were burned into her mind. She remembered everything she’d done to Terra but the thought of hearing them excited her. “Describe them to me you filthy elf whore. Wench. Slag.”

“Fuck,” Terra had moved her hands so both were teasing her pussy. Terra rapidly inserted her fingers with one hand while she harshly massaged her clit with the other. “When you made me lick your pussy. When you sat on my face, fucking it while I couldn’t breathe. When you shoved your entire hand into my…” Terra’s entire body spasmed. She held her fingers deep inside of herself while continuing to rub her clit. “Oh my god, oh my god, I’m cumming! Fuck!”

Jinx gasped in delight as Terra twisted in pleasure on her bed.

“Uh, what?” Jericho said from the doorway.



Chapter 10

Plans and Punishment



Jericho swatted out the tiny flames that’d flared up on his shoulders. The side effects of increasing the size of his elemental pathways were getting harder to control. It seemed that while he instinctively sent anger and frustration into his water pathways creating frost magic, happiness and excitement went directly to his fire pathways.

Of course, if he was happy enough or angry enough all sorts of weird stuff would happen. Recently he was the target of several ill-conceived ganks and the response to the initial panic seemed to range from ice spikes to sandstorms.

His current emotional state had nothing to do with that. Jericho desired to master all of the magic in Forbidden Arcana and recently he’d discovered there were thirteen schools. Fire, earth, water, wind, mind, body, spirit, time, space, light, dark, life, and death. All players had access to elemental magic since it was powered by emotions and people could understand emotions, the other types required familiars to unlock.

Jinx was his first and only familiar and unlocked spirit magic. Without her, he would have never really understood that every entity in the game had a spirit that could be sensed and attacked directly. He certainly would have never figured out how to manipulate his own to do the attacking. It didn’t do much damage but it ignored armor. It also happened to feel like getting punched in the gut.

The limited usefulness of spirit magic didn’t stop Jinx from demanding he work on his spirit to the point of exhaustion. Much like elemental pathways needed to be stretched and compacted to allow for better magical flow, the spirit needed to be worked similarly.

Jericho spent days stretching and compressing his spirit to the point of exhaustion and it was gradually increasing in size. In fact, his spirit had grown large enough to sense any other spirits that were within a few yards of him. That’s how he knew both Jinx and Terra were upstairs.

He didn’t really question why they were upstairs. He was just excited to tell them both about the information he’d found regarding fairies, the next type of familiar he’d planned to acquire and the key to unlocking mind magic.

Naturally, he didn’t expect to find Terra mid orgasm on his bed. It was certainly a welcome surprise to see the tall voluptuous elf rubbing her clit while shoving her fingers inside of herself, but it was also extremely confusing.

He was equally surprised to see Jinx jump from a nearby chair. He caught her golden stare for an instant before she shamefully looked down at the floor.

“Jericho,” Terra pointed at him while covering herself with the blanket. He looked down and saw almost his entire body on fire. His expensive black robes burnt to a cinder. “Are you angry?”

“No,” Jericho sighed while dusting off the now ashen robes. He concentrated on tightening his magical pathways shutting off the free flow of magic. He then accessed his inventory and replaced his robe with a black and gold formal mages coat and some pants. He’d recently taken to carrying spare clothing for such occasions. He looked at Terra and made some nonsensical gestures, “Ice is anger. What is going on?”

“It was her idea!” Terra said pointing to Jinx who tensed up like a terrified cat. “She insisted I show her how to masturbate and she wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

“Really?” Jericho tried not to laugh. Ever since Raven’s, Terra and Jinx had developed an awkward relationship. Terra seemed to do almost anything Jinx asked of her, although this was the first time Jinx asked for anything sexual. He wasn’t really sure how he should react to it either.

Jericho would be lying if he said he wasn’t somewhat jealous. He desperately wanted to fuck Terra but because of her rule about sleeping with players, she was off limits. Yet, Jinx, his familiar could do whatever she wanted with Terra. On top of that, he missed all of it but the ending. He glared at Terra judgmentally, “She has you wrapped around her little finger.”

“I know,” Terra looked down shamefully. She knew how ridiculous it was. She tightly gripped the luxurious pillow covering her and paused. She looked up grinning. “Oh, I’m wrapped around her little finger? This bed probably cost ten thousand gold, not to mention the other furniture in this room is probably thirty thousand, not to mention the piles of clothing and the boxes full of jewelry. And you’re going to judge me?”

“I,” Jericho paused realizing she’d got him. Jinx pretty much had him wrapped around her little finger as well. “Fair point.”

“Are you angry with me? Thug. Villain.” Jinx shuffled her feet. He looked at the petite familiar and immediately noticed her heels and thigh high stockings. As his gaze moved upward, he noted the extremely short skirt that hung far too low on her waist. Naturally, he noticed her bare midriff and her perky breasts in a top ready to fall off any moment. He resisted the urge to cast a wind spell. Finally, he met her golden eyes.

“Wow,” Jericho said ignoring her question. Not purposefully, he was just too distracted by her new look. “You look…wow.”

“You like it?” Jinx smiled brightly and spun around, flashing her black lace panties. “If I dress like this all the time you won’t need to find some fairy bitch, right? Cheater. Adulterer.”

“Right,” Jericho said repeating the last thing he heard before coming to his senses. “No, I mean that’s why I rushed up here. I think I know where to look for a fairy village.”

“Really?” Terra said while sliding her panties back on and adjusting her top. “Where?”

“No!” Jinx stomped. “I’ve been telling you for weeks that you don’t need any other familiars. Especially fairies! Idiot. Philanderer.”

“Jinx,” Jericho smiled while pulling out a ruby bracelet he’d purchased. Jericho recently discovered Jinx’s agreeability could be influenced heavily with bribery. Although he used the technique sparingly because it was both expensive and temporary. “I brought you a present.”

“I love it!” Jinx happily snatched the bracelet from his hand. “I suppose as long as you continue to care for me it doesn’t matter if you get a stupid fairy. But I don’t want to share my stuff! Lecher. Rake.”

Jericho tried not to get distracted by Jinx’s outfit as she hopped around admiring her bracelet. He turned back to Terra. “It took a while to find since there is only one fairy NPC in the game and getting an audience with her is a pain in the ass.”

“Primrose?” Terra asked while hopping up onto the large wooden dresser. “I thought she only spoke to high ranked nobility.”

“Yeah,” Jericho sighed. “Marquis is the lowest rank she’ll speak to. So, you’re looking at the Marquis of Cila.”

“Cila,” Terra winced. “Isn’t that the…” she paused and made a bunch of crawly gestures with her hand.

“Yeah, the bug place,” Jericho shivered thinking about the insect people. Lots of games had insect tribes so it was natural for Forbidden Arcana to have them. But in a VRMMO the whole insect people thing was less endearing and more hellish nightmare. “It’s the only place where you can attain the rank of Marquis in a week.”

“Smart,” Terra shivered. “But so gross.”

“Anyway, I got my audience with Primrose and she refused to tell me anything about the fairies. But when I asked her how she ended up in a human city she mentioned that she was found injured at the Battle of White Rock during the last great war.”

“So, Lesun?” Terra said. “That place is a decaying forest filled with high-level monsters. And the worst part is,” Terra realized what Jericho had figured out, “Fuck, the monsters don’t drop items. They just vanish when defeated.”

“Yep,” Jericho smiled. “I thought the same thing. Jinx said that fairies have mind magic and if mind magic means what I think it means, they create illusions.”

“And players just ignore the place because they don’t drop anything and take forever to kill,” Terra said. “It’s a great hiding spot.”

“Yeah,” Jericho laughed. “And I’d wager that somewhere in that forest there’s a fairy village.”

“They don’t like people,” Jinx said while cozying up next to Jericho. “They’re not nearly as nice as me. They’ll try to hurt you. Jerk. Cad.”

“Didn’t you kill the mage that summoned you?” Jericho grinned wickedly. “And the only reason you didn’t try to kill me was because I was your only way out.”

“That’s different,” Jinx dug her nails into Jericho’s sides. “The mage that summoned me was stupid and rude and demanded I obey him. Tyrant. Despot.”

“I get it,” Jericho said as he pulled her arms off him. “You’ll help, right? You know I need you.”

“Of course,” Jinx huffed. “You’re just a stupid human mage who only knows five types of magic and doesn’t even know them very well. And if the fairies kill you who’s going to feed me and buy me things? Cheapskate. Tightwad.”

“I’ll help as well,” Terra offered. “I have nothing better to do.”

“Still on everybody’s kill on sight lists I see,” Jericho joked. Normally Terra wouldn’t volunteer to help anybody unless there was something in it for her. After the revelation that she was the mysterious archer that’d been killing players for months, people wanted revenge. Several guilds put her on their KOS lists and some even put out bounties on her. “How much left to collect on you?”

“It varies but somewhere around a hundred thousand,” she sighed. “The bounties aren’t really the problem as much as the KOS lists. I’m just happy Endgame didn’t put out a hit as well. Not that the bounties are particularly nice.”

“I imagine not,” Jericho laughed. Bounty systems failed in most games for a variety of reasons. They didn’t pay out enough, exploitation, they were too expensive, and sometimes they just weren’t punitive enough to be worthwhile.

Forbidden Arcana’s system was a bounty pool. Anybody could contribute however much they wanted and whenever the player was killed three times, the killer earned a thousand coins from the pool. Once the pool dropped below a thousand coins, the bounty would be removed until it was over a thousand again.

This ensured the rewards were high enough to be enticing while still allowing players to contribute small amounts. Most importantly, the game could discern if people were friends or associates allowing it to prevent exploitation.

“Anyhow, one problem at a time,” Terra said. “So, when are we heading to this fairy village? Today? Tomorrow?”

“Probably this weekend,” Jericho answered. “I’ve already blown through all the money we earned from Raven so I need to do some farming and some prep. Work for you?”

“Sure,” Terra said as she walked toward the door. “Just let me know a time. And I think Jinx probably needs to be fed. Don’t worry, I warmed her up for you.”

“Right,” Jericho laughed while turning his eyes on the petite familiar. “You’ve been a very naughty familiar, haven’t you?”

“You said you weren’t angry. Beast. Bully.” Jinx stepped back nervously.

“Just because I’m not angry doesn’t mean you weren’t naughty,” Jericho grinned wickedly and sat on the chair. He gestured toward his lap. “Assume the position.”

Jinx walked over to him and bent over his lap. Her skirt immediately rose up exposing her shapely ass and lace panties. Jericho took his time gently rubbing her ass. Jinx knew what was coming but half the fun was her not knowing when.

“Ow!” she whimpered as the first slap struck her ass. He gently rubbed the spot he’d just swatted before swatting it again. He liked to alternate tender with harsh not to overdo it. He ran his finger between her legs to find it already damp, she shuddered. Terra was right, she warmed her up.

“Did watching Terra turn you on?” Jericho released another hard slap on her backside before going back to gently stroking it.

“Mmhm,” Jinx agreed while biting her lip. Jericho slid his finger beneath her panties and stroked her wet pussy directly. He smacked her ass again causing her to jump then leaned down and kissed the pink mark starting to form. Jericho continued to smack her over and over again, each time causing her to jump. Finally, he pulled down her lace panties fully exposing her.

“Next time you decide to make Terra do something make sure I can be there,” Jericho gave her another swat on her bare ass before inserting his fingers into her pussy. With his other hand, he reached beneath Jinx’s top and began fondling one of her breasts while slowly fucking her with his fingers.

“Okay. Miscreant. Lecher.” Jinx whimpered as Jericho inserted a third finger into her small pussy and began massaging her g-spot. He took his time adjusting his pace and pressure while she shivered on his lap. She let out a soft moan indicating he’d found the perfect motion.

Before long, her trembling became more intense and her whimpers became whines and moans. Within a couple minutes, Jericho felt her juices release onto his fingers making her even wetter than before. He lifted her off his lap and yanked her panties completely off.

“Fuck you’re hot,” he removed his pants revealing his massive cock. He grabbed Jinx by the waist and pulled her forward until she was straddling him on the chair. She gradually began lowering herself onto his massive member.

“Fuck,” panted Jinx as she made it halfway down his thick cock. “It’s too big. Jerk. Boor.”

“You can take it,” Jericho said while tugging her top. As expected, it fell right down revealing her round perky tits. He leaned in and took one in his mouth and began licking. She continued to take him deeper into her pussy. After a few moments, her warm pussy had completely enveloped his cock and Jericho let out a gratifying moan, “Damn you feel good.”

Jinx wrapped her arms around Jericho’s neck and began rocking up and down on his cock. Each slow slide up and down made his dick throb uncontrollably as he eagerly waited for her to do it again. Gradually she got faster and her pussy started to pulse. He was getting lost in pleasure as the speed of her smooth wet pussy increased. He almost missed the change in her eyes, almost.

“You like that? Fucker. Asshole.” Jinx asked as her golden eyes constricted. She honed in on Jericho like a predator latched onto its meal. Her nails hooked behind his shoulders and dug into his flesh sending a jolt of pain through him. A terrifying smile formed on her lips.

“Fuck,” Jericho grunted as Jinx thrust down powerfully onto him before bouncing back up. Her crazed eyes fixated on him as she quickly worked his cock rapidly moving up and down. A hard slap stung his face.

“Answer me. Bastard. Snake.” She growled menacingly. One hand dug deeper into his back while the other gently rubbed the spot she’d slapped. She took his cock to the base and held it there swirling her hips, the entire time staring at him wild-eyed and waiting for his answer.

“Yeah,” Jericho panted out. She quickly moved her hand from the side of his face to his hair. She gripped it tightly as she bounced on his cock. Jinx pulled his hair back and leaned in to lick his neck over and over again while her slick pussy squeezed his cock.

“I love you. Dick. Prick.” Jinx moaned out between licks and instantly Jericho felt his cock throb uncontrollably as he began to release inside of her. Jinx drove herself down, completely enveloping his cock as he came deep inside of her. She let out a long moan before collapsing on his chest and wrapped her arms around him. She growled and began squeezing him tightly.

He sat there for what seemed like forever as she twitched on his cock. Each time he attempted to shift his body he was met with a growl warning him not to move. He found himself reminded once again that Jinx had him wrapped around her little finger.



Chapter 11

A Forest and a Fairy



Jericho, Jinx, and Terra sat on the border of the Lesun forest changing their gear and sorting their inventories. Jericho looked out at the rotting wasteland littered with rocks and half petrified trees and questioned whether they’d actually find any fairies.

While traveling to the border, four separate groups of players attempted to collect the bounty on Terra and failed. Jericho and Terra were both slightly irritated that the gankers damaged some of their equipment and forced them to waste potions.

“This place is a shithole,” Terra grumbled as she finished getting dressed. Her brown leather cuirass didn’t leave much to the imagination. It dipped down her center and barely supported her breasts, but magical armor wasn’t really known for being modest. To Jericho’s surprise, she’d also opted out of thigh-highs and a skirt in favor of short boots and tight leather pants. “God, I can’t wait to get back to a city to change into something more comfortable.”

“Is wearing pants really that bad?” Jericho asked as he buttoned his grey mages coat. Jinx had suggested that they wear armor fortified with general magic resistance and intelligence enchantments. They ended up having to purchase gear and take care of the enchantments themselves since magic resistance armor was fairly rare.

“I like my outfit. Idiot. Dolt.” Jinx spun flashing her red panties. She was the only one who they didn’t need to purchase anything for. Jericho had purchased her closets full of clothing so she simply picked a black lace dress and Jericho enchanted it. She’d chosen a loosely fitted sundress that looked more appropriate for a cocktail party than a trek through a wasteland.

“I hate these pants,” Terra complained while adjusting her belt.

“Why’d you buy them?” Jericho asked while staring at her shapely ass in the tight pants.

“Utility,” Terra sighed while equipping some daggers, a short sword, and a few bombs to her belt and thigh straps. She caught him staring at his ass, “And yes, because my ass looks great in them. So, what’s the plan here?”

“Plan?” Jericho shook his head. “We go in and see what happens. I only had a general location.”

“Wow,” Terra scoffed. “Well, this is going to be a fun way to spend my day.”

“You don’t have to come with you know,” Jericho grinned. “You can always head back to the city. Oh, right. There are patrols of players out looking for you. You either need to stick to safe zones or down potions of invisibility like they’re water.”

“Don’t be an asshole,” Terra tried not to smile. “And don’t be so cocky about the money you’re making selling me potions. You can’t pull off cocky. Anyway, let’s head in if that’s the case. We should probably head to White Rock as a starting point, right?”

“That’s what I was thinking,” Jericho answered.

“Alright,” Terra said sprinting toward the forest. As an elven ranger even in a dead forest her stats would be significantly increased. She’d reach the destination well ahead of the others. “I’ll meet you there!”

“Wait! Numbskull. Fool.” Jinx rushed forward. Terra stopped giving Jinx an opportunity to get in front of her. Jinx drew her new shiny silver claws and with one quick punch, stabbed into a hollow trunk Terra was heading toward. A loud hiss emanated from within. Jinx deftly pulled her claw out, it was stained with blood.

“What?” Terra asked while pulling out her sensory orb, an item that vibrated when hostile enemies were near. “How did you detect that before me?”

“Spirit magic,” Jericho answered while catching up. “It’s also how she sensed the soldiers in Rend. I can sense things within about thirty feet in any direction, basically a small house. Jinx can sense things from much further away but how far varies. The smaller the spirit the closer she needs to be.”

“So why can’t she just sense the fairies so we can head toward them?” Terra asked in a huff.

“It doesn’t work like that,” Jinx snapped. “And even if it did this entire forest is one big ball of spirit energy. It’s a jumble. Jericho will see when we get inside. Dunce. Moron.”

“You’re not kidding,” Jericho said while getting closer to the edge. He sensed moving spirits everywhere, like everything was being put through a blender. “It’s basically one giant ball of static.”

“Figures it wouldn’t be that easy,” Terra sighed. “I suppose we need Jinx to lead the way then?”

“No,” Jinx huffed. “Jericho needs the practice. He’s a complete failure at spirit magic. Dolt. Dummy.”

“Fine,” Jericho said stepping in front of Jinx. He felt his spirit surround him and commanded it to relax. Within moments it spread out through the forest picking up movements and creatures. If another spirit walked into his, he’d know it. The hard part was dealing with all the interference. He needed to separate individual spirits from the blend. “There. You won’t get much warning though. My range isn’t great. Let’s go.”

“That’s why you need practice. Slacker. Layabout.”

Jericho led the way while pointing out various serpents and insectoids hiding in hollowed logs and in the decaying trees. Unlike the illusions they’d heard about, they were all real monsters albeit weak ones. Jinx and Terra dispatched them easily with a quick stab or slice. Jericho couldn’t join in since he was focused entirely on detection.

After a half hour, they’d reached White Rock, a miniature marble mountain at the center of the petrified forest. Corpses of soldiers bearing the crest of Dawn surrounded the monument.

“Now what?” Terra asked while staring at the giant stone. “It’s a nice landmark, we came from the east, so north, south, or west?”

“Not north,” Jinx answered. Jericho noticed Jinx tightly grip her arm trying to calm herself. “Something bad is up there. I think it’s tearing up the spirits. I don’t like it. Halfwit. Simpleton.”

“It sounds like we should definitely be heading north then,” Terra joked. Jericho shook his head signaling her not to joke about it. Jericho didn’t want to make light of Jinx’s fear, especially since she was rarely afraid. Terra gestured north, “The fairies are probably up there.”

“It’s not fairies,” Jinx snapped irritably. “It’s a powerful spirit and it’s hurting other spirits! I don’t want to go anywhere near it! I’m not going north! If you go north, I’m going home! Lunatic. Maniac.”

“Jinx,” Jericho tried to calm her but she had no intention of budging on the subject. He concentrated on stretching his spirit, shifting it to only go in that one direction rather than all around him. He hoped to sense what Jinx sensed, but nothing. “Okay, west is unlikely since Kar Mograth is in that direction. So, south to start. But if we don’t find anything in the south, we’re heading north.”

“You’ll be heading north alone! Prat. Nutter.” Jinx took several steps southward.

“Well let’s hope the fairies are in the south,” Jericho sighed. “Although the more you protest the more curious I am about what’s north of here.”

“Same,” Terra agreed. “Jinx isn’t scared of armies of soldiers but she’s scared of whatever’s up there. I’m almost curious enough to hand you my gear and do a suicide run to find out.”

“I’m kind of hoping we don’t find anything if it means you’ll run naked through the woods,” Jericho joked while turning to the south. “Let’s go.”

The three headed south and began searching for any signs of a village. Jinx was clearly happy to be moving away from whatever was up north but Jericho and Terra found themselves more interested in the mystery. Jericho was relieved to see Jinx getting calmer as they moved further south.

They continued heading south and Jericho saw some glimmers of light out of the corner of his eye. He turned and saw what appeared to be a small clearing and shifted toward it. He let out a quiet chuckle as they reached the clearing. It was the same marble mountain, they’d left behind twenty minutes ago.

“What?” Jinx jumped and looked to the north. “No! No! No! Idiot! Jerk!”

“Don’t worry,” Jericho laughed and tried to calm Jinx down. “This is good!”

“I don’t see what you’re happy!” Jinx fussed. “We’re supposed to be moving south. How did we get back here? Oaf. Bungler.”

“This means we’re going the right direction,” Jericho rubbed Jinx’s head playfully. “And, question, are we back where we started?”

Terra smiled at Jericho and began scanning the area for anything out of place.

“Are you blind?” Jinx asked. “Look at the rock! Lummox. Dolt.”

“Yes,” Jericho smiled. He loosened his elemental pathways and looked for an emotion to fill them with. Amusement worked, although it still took a minute to fill his earth path. He lifted an arm and the earth beneath the marble stone shot up, passing through the rock without disturbing it. “Thought so. It’s an illusion.”

“Pretty convincing illusion,” Terra said while continuing to look for anything strange. “How’d you know it wasn’t a magic forest type situation? You know, wrong turn and you’re back where you started?”

“Jinx would have freaked out if we’d started heading north again,” Jericho answered. “The fact she didn’t freak out until she saw the rock meant that we were still heading south. She doesn’t see the big bad monster, she senses it.”

“Makes sense,” Terra said. “So, the rock is an illusion but how much of what’s surrounding us is an illusion? Are you sensing any fairies Jinx?”

“No,” Jinx said scanning the area. She turned to Jericho. “This is why I told you I don’t like fairies, they’re mean tricksters. They’re always hiding and pulling pranks! Fool. Dolt.”

“You can’t sense them, can you?” Jericho smiled knowingly. He’d thought about why Jinx hated fairies so much and while thinking it over another question came up. How does somebody who creates illusions trick somebody who can sense spirits? Surely, Jinx would know it’s an illusion and sense the fairy.

“No!” Jinx snapped. “Are you happy now? Fairies can hide their presence completely and they can make you see and sense things that aren’t there. Brute. Boor.”

“Could they make what you’re sensing north?” Jericho asked.

“That’s real!” Jinx seemed positive of that at least. “A fairy couldn’t make something that big and they need to be nearby. Goon. Dunderhead.”

“Good to know,” Jericho turned to Terra. “You heard her, they need to be nearby.”

The trio took defensive positions as a loud screech sounded overhead. They each narrowly avoided the claws of a black griffin as it came crashing down in the center of the clearing. It let out another loud shriek before launching itself upward. It remained in the sky waiting for one of them to enter the open area of the clearing.

“Is that real?” Terra looked at Jinx, she nodded. Jericho also sensed a spirit but signaled Terra to stop drawing her bow. Terra rolled her eyes, “Seriously?”

“I think it’s a fake,” he said while walking into the clearing. “I can buy a black griffin hanging out around here. And in fairness, I sense a spirit. But I don’t buy it.”

“What?” Jinx snapped. “Quit being stupid and hide! Dimwit! Twit!”

“It missed all of us,” Jericho said as the black griffin readied its descent. “Griffins select one target and descend on that target. I’ve seen enough of them to know their attack pattern. If this were a real griffin it would have targeted the slow mage and picked me off no problem. Instead, it targeted nothing. Because wanted to hit nothing.”

The black griffin let out a screech before descending toward Jericho at breakneck speed. Jericho stood unblinking as the beast advanced, he was confident in his decision but just in case he readied his magic. He released a single stone spike upward. The griffin passed right through it before passing through him.

“See,” Jericho said as the griffin dissipated behind him. Several golems rose from the ground surrounding him. “I imagine there’s a fairy around here somewhere. The range on these spells can’t be that high. Jinx, come here.”

Jinx cautiously entered the clearing while avoiding the golems. Several golems were swinging at Jericho but purposefully missing. Jinx gradually became more comfortable and approached him. He leaned over and whispered in her ear.

“What are you whispering!” Terra asked as Jinx almost immediately pointed toward a large putrefied tree. “What!”

Jinx pointed and everything moved quickly. Jericho summoned walls from the earth to surround the tree and move them inward enclosing it. A greenish glow shot out of the stone prison too fast for Jericho to respond but not too fast for Terra.

Terra pulled out her bow as she’d done a hundred times before and loaded a glass arrow. She let loose at the moving target but the arrow passed through as the fairy dissolved midair.

Jinx wasn’t fooled by any of it. The petrified forest was full of spirit energy. It was everywhere mixing together making the entire place almost unreadable. A fairy capable of hiding their spirit would be even more impossible to find in the tangled mess. That’s why Jericho told her to look for a spot where there was no spirit.

“Launch! Weakling! Slowpoke!” Jinx roared out while rushing toward the stone walls. Jericho punched upward raising a platform of earth which launched Jinx high into the sky. She latched onto some invisible entity.

“Release me you filthy animal!” screamed a high-pitched voice. “We’re both going to fall!”

“Master!” Jinx yelled as she quickly plummeted. “Help! Sloth! Loafer!”

“Got you,” Jericho summoned up a whirlwind to cushion her fall as she struggled with her invisible foe. Jericho and Terra moved closer as Jinx thrashed on the ground. Jericho winced at the sound of a hard smack as Jinx’s head snapped backward. Her eyes filled with rage and Jericho knew things were about to get out of hand, “Shit.”

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Stops! Ow! That hurts!” Screamed the high-pitched voice as Jinx’s teeth sunk into her. A small area of blood started to emerge from the invisible woman. “I give! I surrender! Call your beast off!”

“Jinx,” Jericho pulled Jinx off and Terra secured the prisoner. “Off. Let go. Jinx!”

“She hit me in the face!” Jinx continued swinging as Jericho separated her from the fairy. She tried to rush around him but he stopped her. “Don’t protect her! Traitor! Rat!”

“Wow,” Terra laughed as the prisoner’s invisibility faded. Terra tightened the fairy’s arms behind her back and patted her head. “Now be good or we’ll let Jinx have you.”

“I guess this does establish a pretty decent good cop bad cop scenario,” Jericho laughed as he leaned down to get a closer look. The fairy was around the same height as Jinx but skinnier. Also, Jinx was pretty solid in the chest department while the fairy had about half a handful. Not that he was expecting a fairy to be busty. He looked up at Terra’s massive chest and sighed. “Anyway, what’s your name?”

“I won’t tell you,” she managed to say through a trembling voice. She averted her sapphire eyes. “Please release me.”

“If you don’t want to tell us maybe you’ll tell Jinx,” Jericho looked back at Jinx who was more than eager to have another whack at the fairy that elbowed her in the face. He looked back at the fairy. Her entire body was shaking. Jericho frowned, “So what will it be? Me or Jinx.”

“Your filthy beast can do its worst!” the terrified fairy clenched her eyes shut. Jericho was starting to feel guilty. She was a stunning woman and all he was doing was scaring her.

“Filthy beast!” Jinx yelled as Jericho pushed her back. “I’ll show you filthy beast you disgusting bug! Cockroach! Beatle!”

“Keep your animal away from me!” she scooted away. Tears started flowing down her cheeks. “I was only doing what the elders told me to do!”

“Terra,” Jericho sighed, finally feeling too guilty to keep the farce going. “Cut her loose.”

“What?” Terra asked. “You sure?”

“Yeah,” Jericho said. “Honestly, I feel a little awkward about this entire situation. We have her tied up, she’s wearing basically nothing, she’s terrified. This looks really bad.”

“I see your point,” Terra snickered while cutting the bindings. She grabbed the fairy’s arm and helped her to her feet. The fairy flexed her translucent wings several times.

“You’re letting her go!” Jinx growled. “Over my dead body! Vipers! Turncoats!”

“I’m not stupid,” The fairy backed away from them. “You intend to follow me back to my village.”

“Not without an invitation,” Jericho answered. He didn’t like the idea of letting the fairy go but his other option was forcing her to comply. It wasn’t a difficult decision.

“I can’t do that,” the fairy stuttered. For a moment Jericho sensed her fear had nothing to do with him or Jinx. She looked at them apprehensively before flexing her wings. “Thank you for releasing me.”

“No problem,” Jericho sighed.

“Alright everybody,” Terra grinned. “Let’s head back to Dawn. We might not have found the village but this will be a great story to tell everybody! I mean, do you think people will believe we found a fairy here?”

“What?” the fairy froze. Jericho immediately realized what Terra had planned and decided to play along.

“Right,” Jericho nodded. “I can’t wait to give detailed explanations of our adventures. I believe it was roughly thirty minutes to White Rock and about twenty minutes due south? And let’s not forget about that griffin!”

“Wait,” the fairy tried to interrupt.

“The illusion you mean,” Terra continued. “I don’t know if they’ll believe it but all the powerful monsters people think live out here are illusions! That’s going to make a lot of explorers interested.”

“Stop!” yelled the jittery fairy. “You absolutely cannot tell anybody about what you’ve found here!”

“Well,” Jericho stroked his chin. “Keeping this secret would be quite a favor. This information has a lot of value.”

“Yeah,” Terra chimed in. “Maybe if we were helping out friends. But…

“We’re not your friends! Gnat! Flea!” snapped Jinx who seemed to think they actually intended to tell everybody.

“Quiet beast,” the fairy said in her most threatening manner, which wasn’t threatening at all due to the tremble in her chime-like voice. “I’m thinking. If we were friends you wouldn’t tell?”

“Of course not,” Jericho said with a smile. “I would never reveal my friends’ secrets.”

“Neither would I,” Terra chimed in with an equally exaggerated tone.

“I would,” Jinx grumbled after finally realizing they never intended to tell. “I’ll tell everybody. I’ll have maps printed and hand them out at every corner. Stooges. Chumps.”

“Alright,” the fairy chirped while ignoring Jinx. “And how do we become friends?”

“It starts with introductions,” Jericho said. “I’m Jericho, those two are Terra and Jinx. What’s your name?”

“I am Ariella Pepperspring,” the fairy answered. She shuffled her feet. “But my friends call me Ariel.”

“Nice to meet you Ariel,” Jericho said.

“Nice to meet you,” Terra followed suit.

“Hmph,” Jinx crossed her arms. Jericho figured that was about the best he was going to get out of her.

“Nice to meet you all,” Ariel said cheerfully before shifting her eyes to Jinx, “most of you anyway. Now what?”

“Now, I believe you’d invite us to your home for tea or something,” Terra chimed in. “I’m really looking forward to seeing the fairy village.”

“Out of the question,” Ariel quickly responded. “The elders...”

“I’m sure they’d get over it,” Terra chimed in.

“No, they’d cut off my head. That’s the punishment for engaging with outsiders,” the fairy insisted.

“That seems awfully harsh,” Terra said with a concerned tone. “Jericho, what do you think?”

“You’ve already engaged with us,” Jericho said equally troubled. “Are they going to chop off your head?”

“Oh no,” Ariel sat on the ground and wrapped her arms around her legs. Tears started to well up in her eyes. “I hadn’t thought of that. What am I going to do? If I go back, they’ll kill me just like they did the others.”

“Let me see if I have this right,” Jericho tried to hide his growing irritation. He dusted some frost off his cuffs. “Your village is in these rotting woods, nobody is allowed to visit the village, leave the woods, or so much as talk with outsiders. And the village is run by a small group of elders who make all of the rules and anybody found disobeying them is sentenced to death? Do I have that right?”

“Yes,” Ariel answered. “A beheading is the merciful death. There are worse ones…”

“It’s a cult,” Terra growled.

“It could just be a murderous regime,” Jericho cracked his neck and a chunk of ice fell off his coat collar. “Are young fairies forced to sleep with the elders?”

“They tell them it’s a great honor for a fairy to be chosen by an elder for the evening,” Ariel whimpered. “But those of us old enough to remember the peaceful times know it’s a lie…”

“Yeah,” Jericho confirmed as thick layers of frost appeared all over him. “It’s a cult.”

“Ooh,” Terra stared at Jericho while fiddling with her knives. “We’re in agreement, right?”

“Agreement about what? Idiot. Dolt.” Jinx asked.

“Yeah,” Jericho looked at Ariel sitting on the ground. He walked over and squatted down next to her. “Ariel, the way I see it you have two choices. The first, go back to your village and let the elders chop off your head.”

“I don’t like that option,” Ariel cried. “I don’t want to die.”

“The second option is we all go back to your village,” Jericho sighed. “I’m going to be blunt. Your elders, they’re bad people, so we’re going to kill them.”

“Kill the elders,” Ariel said terrified. “I can’t let you. They’ll kill you!”

“Ariel,” Jericho said trying to calm her. “You’re our friend. We’re not going to let you die.”

“But,” Ariel interrupted.

“I’m not taking no for an answer,” Jericho was adamant. “You’re our friend, they want to kill you, we’re not going to let them. Instead, we’re going to kill them.”

“Yeah,” Terra patted Ariel’s shoulder “We’re going to kill the hell out of them. Are you with us?”

Ariel nodded silently while trying to process her situation. Jericho reached out and helped her to her feet. She was trembling and Jericho figured there was a good chance she’d run away at the first sign of trouble but he didn’t care.

“That a girl,” Terra pulled out a couple elven daggers and handed them to her. “You may need these.”

“Can we go kill some fairies now? Asshole. Bastard.” Jinx asked excitedly. Her foul mood completely vanished.

“I think so,” Jericho smiled and looked at Ariel. “Now let’s go meet these elders.”



Chapter 12

The Hell Mansion Massacre



They followed Ariel as she floated south and eventually arrived at a giant bottomless pit in the middle of a clearing. Giant cracks worked outward from the pit giving the impression that everything would crumble at the slightest touch. Jericho and the others halted a good distance while Ariel floated forward.

“Here?” Jericho asked while looking around at the massive pit.

“I don’t trust her!” Jinx said. “Fairies are tricky. This could all be one big trick. She probably sensed you’re a stupid horny lecher and used that against you. Oaf. Dunce.”

Jinx did have a point. Ariel’s story about elders killing people had earned her his sympathy and he couldn’t help but wonder if it was all part of some long con.

“I’m telling the truth!” she insisted. To prove her point she landed on the pit and stomped her foot several times. “See?”

“You first,” Jericho said to Terra. “I’ll blast you upward if you start to fall.”

“By blast you mean with a gust of wind, right?” Terra glared at him. “Not blast as in explosion, right?”

“Of course,” Jericho smiled. She knew full well his whirlwind spell wasn’t powerful enough for that. “A blast of wind.”

“Right,” Terra scowled while walking past. Her first step into the hole threw her off balance as her foot landed on an invisible surface. “You know that feeling when you’re coming downstairs in the middle of the night and find the floor earlier than expected?”

“Feels like that?”

“Yeah,” she turned back and stomped a few times on the abyss. “Seems stable enough. You coming?”

Jericho and Jinx followed behind walking across the empty abyss. After a few meters, Ariel held her hands out in front of her and slowed her movement. She met some resistance and pounded several times on emptiness.

“This is starting to feel like a mime routine,” Jericho joked. Terra rolled her eyes.

“Lady Ariella,” a voice sounded from high above. “What is the meaning of this? You’ve…you’ve…this is against the laws!”

“Well,” Ariel’s legs started to visibly shake. “These three are my friends.”

“Friends!” a shocked and terrified voice chimed in. “You can’t be serious. They’re mortals! You know the rules! When the elders hear about this...I can’t hide this from them…I have a family to protect. I’m sorry Lady Ariel.”

“I,” Ariel looked back, she was shaking and her eyes were filled with tears. Jericho had a sinking feeling that things weren’t going to go well. She turned back toward the invisible structure. “They captured me! They were going to tell the humans to come to this forest! I had no choice but to bring them here! Please forgive me! Tell the elders it wasn’t my fault! I don’t want to die!”

“Guards!” another voice yelled as a gate opened in the abyss like a portal, revealing a gorgeous bright forest garden. The village was massive with enormous trees with staircases leading up to tiny houses built into them. On the ground, there were large manors with lush gardens. Several fairy soldiers rushed out carrying swords and spears. They pulled Ariel behind them as if to protect her. “Capture the invaders!”

“What now?” Terra asked while drawing her daggers. Monsters started appearing all around and the fairy guards vanished in front of them. In the sky, harpies started circling and screeching. “Well don’t this just beat all.”

“Jinx,” Jericho nodded. “Try not to kill them unless you have to. They’re just peons.”

“Fine. Wuss. Weakling.” Jinx said while rushing forward striking at the invisible fairies. They had no idea that hiding their presence was making them more noticeable to Jinx. Jinx bounced from one target to the next delivering a flurry of fast slashes, kicks, knees, and elbows. With each powerful strike, the illusion hiding them faded revealing injured fairies.

“You know Jericho,” Terra turned toward him. “I think she’s a monk class.”

“I could see that,” Jericho said as Jinx continued to bounce around pummeling her enemies. “Also explains the affinity for fist weapons.”

“We better stop dawdling,” Terra said while pulling out her bow.

“Yeah,” Jericho nodded. He’d learned a lot from his previous battle with Endgame outside of Rend. Specifically, that magic wasn’t a hammer to crush, but an entire toolbox to be used. It was important to slow down and think before he cast. He clapped his hands together resulting in a steady rainfall which outlined the bodies of the fairies. “Your turn.”

“Don’t be cocky,” Terra said while firing rubber tipped sparring arrows at her targets. “It’s unbecoming.”

As each fairy fell to the ground or was knocked unconscious by Jinx, Jericho quickly covered them in a blanket of stone, binding them to the ground. In a few quick moments, over two dozen fairy guards were completely immobilized.

“Any fatalities?” Jericho said turning to Jinx.

“No,” she answered in a disgruntled tone. “Don’t you trust me? Idiot. Cad.”

“I’m sorry,” Ariel said dropping to her knees crying. “Please don’t hurt me. It’s just…you don’t understand. Please don’t kill me.”

“We should kill her,” Jinx said sharpening her claws against each other. “She betrayed you. Fool. Patsy.”

“I’m not going to kill her,” Jericho said while walking toward Ariel. He reached out and helped her to her feet. “I told you, you’re our friend.”

“Even after I…” Ariel’s legs buckled and Jericho caught her. “Is this some sort of trick?”

“No,” Jericho smiled and patted her head. “I just decided that I like you. So, I’m going to free you from this place and then I’m going to make you my familiar.”

“What!?” Jinx roared. “No! Absolutely not! Cheater! Traitor!”

“What makes you think I’d agree to such a thing?” Ariel tried to look strong but failed miserably as her legs quaked. “To be a familiar to a human...”

“Ultimately it’s your choice,” Jericho grinned roguishly. “Just think about it while I save your village.”

“Oh my god,” Terra laughed. “You’re ridiculous. Come on. Let’s go kill some elders.”

“You’re making a mistake,” Ariel warned while following behind. “You don’t understand how powerful they are. Please, I know you’re trying to help but I don’t want you to get hurt because of me.”

“I think I have a handle on it,” Jericho said confidently. The fairies seemed to be a hybrid between an assassin class and a magic class. He felt it fit them perfectly since they’d distract their opponents and attack while invisible. All he needed to do was take away their invisibility and they’d be easy to defeat. “What do you think Terra?”

“Honestly,” Terra said pulling out a magic crystal. She held it to her eye and scanned the bound fairies. “They’re around level sixty, weak to physical, strong against magic, high speed, low strength. Nothing to really worry about. Maybe for you because their magic resist seems really high.”

“Good to know,” Jericho said taking out his own to confirm. “Yeah, seems like it’ll be pretty easy.”

“No!” Jinx objected. “They’re tricky! These ones are stupid fairies like this one! Smart fairies are different! They don’t just show you monsters and hide in shadows! Fools. Nimrods!”

“Your beast is right,” Ariel agreed. “The elders and their guards, they’re horrible. They take pleasure in driving fairies mad, showing them the death of their loved ones, torturing them. They won’t fight like the gatekeepers. They will warp and twist your mind until you beg for death.”

“Oh,” Terra laughed while chugging a few potions and swapping out a few accessories to optimize for the fight ahead. “Hear that Jericho? They’re going to warp and twist our minds. I didn’t think you could get any more warped and twisted.”

“Really?” Jericho chided before turning to the quivering fairy. “Ariel, you don’t have to say anything. I know you’re worried. Just nod if I’m right. The elders are in that large mansion at the far end of the village, right?”

Ariel nodded. They entered the village and started to make their way to the manor. Beautiful stone roads ran throughout the village leading to large gardens and small manors. Miniature rivers ran parallel to the roads delivering water to every garden, orchard, and shrubbery. Ornate staircases spiraled around the trees leading to tiny homes built into each of the trees and wooden bridges were built between the trees to help people cross more easily.

Jericho noticed several shuttered businesses as they passed through ranging from fletchers to herbalists. He also noticed large homes with beautiful gardens that’d be perfect for growing his herbs. Jericho spotted a few fairies peeking out from behind the curtains of some of the homes.

“The villagers aren’t going to be a problem, are they?” Terra asked.

“No,” Ariel answered with a hint of shame in her voice. “They won’t intervene.”

“Good,” Jericho patted Ariel on the shoulder. “We’re not here to hurt you or any of your friends. You can wait here with them if you want.”

“No,” Ariel’s voice cracked. She looked up at Jericho apologetically. “I won’t. You’re my friends.”

“You’re going to turn on us again, aren’t you? Coward. Liar.” Jinx said coldly.

“Play nice Jinx,” Jericho smiled. “Because you’re going to see an awful lot of Ariel when I kill these elders and make her my familiar.”

Jinx growled as the four headed toward the mansion. As Ariel had said, none of the fairies so much as made a peep as they moved through the village. Jericho’s eye wandered to a garden of rare herbs.

“It’s hard isn’t it?” Terra grinned. “Resisting the urge to go all Viking and loot your heart out.”

“Yeah,” Jericho nodded. “Some of those herbs cost upwards of five hundred gold a piece. But, one thing at a time. And you can bet we’re going to loot the hell out of that manor.”

“For sure,” Terra laughed.

“How can you be so confident?” Ariel asked. As they’d gotten closer to the manor her shaking increased. Jericho was surprised that she could keep going despite how terrified she was.

“Because my master is the strongest mage in the world,” Jinx answered for him. “I’m the strongest spirit beast in the world. And the elf stripper is the sluttiest slut in the world. Insect. Worm.”

“For fuck's sake,” Terra chortled. She glowered at Jinx. “I’m the strongest ranger. And we’re in a forest village which means I am your god.”

“You can both be right,” Jericho laughed as they reached the front gate of the estate. The manor was on a large hill surrounded by a vine-covered wall. As far as Jericho could tell, the only entrance was the tall wooden gate. “Terra, I mean, you only get one chance to massacre evil cultist leaders torturing a village. Want to make this special?”

“What do you have in mind?” Terra asked.

“Soundtrack,” Jericho grinned. “Big entrance, full on slaughter? Let’s Michael Bay this bitch.”

“Is this a joke to you?” Ariel gripped his arm desperate for him to take it seriously. “They might kill you!”

“I mostly have pop songs,” Terra said taking out her fairy lamp. “No. No. Here we go.”

Terra activated her lamp and twisted the volume to max. She’d chosen a rock anthem which was probably the best he could hope for. Jinx and Terra pulled out their weapons while Jericho focused on his magic. Then, as the music reached a crescendo, he created a flame that not only ignited the front gates but almost immediately spread to the vines on the wall. Within moments a ring of fire surrounded the entire manor.

“How powerful are you?” Ariel stepped back.

“Jinx already told you,” Jericho grinned while snapping his fingers. The weakened gates blew open revealing an entire army of fairies. The looked different than the previous ones, officers of some sort. Jericho figured the real ones were hiding while creating an army of clones. “Jinx, you don’t need to hold back on these ones.”

Jinx didn’t need to hear anything else. She rushed through the flames first with fists drawn and bounced between them landing critical strikes on every target she caught. Jericho and Terra walked in behind her each playing more of a supporting role to Jinx. Ariel trailed behind them apprehensively.

Jericho created a whirlwind around Jinx protecting her from projectiles while Terra immediately countered any arrows with her own. As the fairies died, so did the illusions and as by the time they reached the front door the last two living soldiers retreated inside.

“That was fun,” Terra said. “But a little easy.”

As soon as the words left her mouth a roar reverberated from inside the home. Terra shut off her fairy lamp as the voice echoed from inside.

“Come in mortals, we wish to play,” the voice boomed and psychotic laughter followed.

Immediately the house began to crumble and burst into flames. The group stepped back as the windows shattered open. Innocent fairies were thrown out of the windows with nooses on their necks, struggling for air. Others seemed to be stuck inside being melted away by flames, the odor of burning flesh emanated from the house reaching Jericho’s nostrils. He gagged. Several crawled over the shattered windowsills cutting themselves up only to die on the ground.

“What the fuck!’ Terra let out a scream as a fairy jumped from the second story window and landed on her neck. The bone shot from the flesh causing a splatter as she tipped over. “Jericho! What the fuck is going on!”

A group of fairies on the roof laughed hysterically as they cut off each other’s heads and came tumbling down. Another fairy began cutting off their own limbs while screaming. Jericho turned to avoid the horrific scenes only to see the fairies from the village walking through the gate, each holding a knife to their throat. They smiled and plunged them in.

“I told you,” Ariel screamed and dropped to her knees. “Make it stop! Please make it stop. I don’t want to see anymore!”

Jericho almost vomited as more horrific scenes took place in front of him. He knew that whatever was happening inside of the house would probably be worse.

“Fuck,” Terra said while holding her hand to her mouth attempting not to throw up. Several fairies had ripped another apart in front of her. Others rapidly decayed causing the smell of corpse rot to spread throughout the area.

“This is fucked up,” Jericho found himself pushed to his limit as the atrocities continued in front of him. He looked at Jinx who’d closed her eyes. “Are you okay Jinx?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?” Jinx snapped. “I don’t need my eyes to see. But it smells and sounds disgusting. Idiot. Weakling.”

“Right,” Jericho said. Jinx reminded him once again that his control of spirit magic was lacking. He turned to look at Terra staring at the ground while trying to keep it together. Ariel had curled up into a ball by her feet. “Terra, take Ariel outside the gates. Jinx and I have this.”

“You sure?” Terra looked up and almost vomited. She nodded. Terra picked up Ariel and started carrying her out while trying to avoid looking at anything. “Good luck.”

“Yep,” Jericho said while looking at the scenes around him. He was filled with extreme disgust. He wasn’t a fan of horror. It wasn’t so much blood and gore, he was fine with that, but the screams as the illusions were being tortured made his stomach churn. “Let’s go Jinx.”

Jericho snapped his fingers blasting a hole in the manor twice the size of the entryway. He looked at his hand, burnt from the blast, and checked to see if he’d accidentally activated elemental overload. He hadn’t.

“Go,” Jericho said as the familiar rushed inside hunting for fairies. Jericho followed behind while stepping over the corpses of the fairy guards caught in the explosion. He looked around the first floor as horrific scenes played out. “Kill them all.”

Jinx nodded and ran off on her own while Jericho walked up the blood-covered stairs. Within moments he heard a scream as Jinx found her first target.

Jericho reached the top of the stairs. The floor was massive and each hallway was playing its own nightmare scenario filled with grotesque monsters and fairy mutilation. He was permeating so much frost he could see his breath. He decided to use that and began slowly filling the floor with mist.

Jinx told him he used magic like a hammer, launching fireballs and earth spikes hoping to defeat enemies by brute force. She was right of course, at the time he was full of wrath. He wanted to lash out and destroy everything in sight. He was feeling something different, hate. A cold calculating hate. A desire to not simply destroy, but make them suffer.

Jericho finished filling the floor with his cold dewy mist and started looking for the elders. He passed horrific atrocities as his nostrils filled with the smell of putrid flesh and his previous disgust was gone. It passed through him feeding his hate for the elders.

He turned a corner and saw a fairy rushing him head-on. Jericho clenched his fist. The mist rapidly condensed into shards of ice and his target was shredded to pieces in front of him. He stepped over the pile and continued walking down the hall checking inside rooms for the elders.

Jericho heard shuffling on the other side of a door and stopped in front of it. He beckoned the wind inside of the room to him. If they were illusions on the other side, nothing would happen. The door burst open and a fairy guard fell to the ground gasping for air, Jericho immediately captured his hands and feet in heavy cubes of ice.

“Where are the elders?” Jericho asked while slowly clenching his hand, a ring of ice began to form around the fairy’s neck.

“I’ll kill you,” the guard answered. Jericho created a fist decapitating the target with the ice. He heard more screams from the first floor and wondered if Jinx had found the elders or more guards.

He continued through the other rooms finding a few guards and making quick work of them. The mist enhanced his ice magic making it stronger and faster. Finally, he ended in front of a large double door. With a snap of his fingers, he blasted it open.

“Found you,” he walked into a room with three elderly fairies sitting in chairs. Beside them were two fairy guards holding red scythes. Even within that room, the horrific scenes continued to play out all around.

“You’ve made it far human,” one of the elders spoke. “Maybe we can…”

“No,” Jericho clenched his fist encasing the fairy in a tomb of ice. It didn’t hold. The tomb blasted open revealing an unharmed elder. The two guards rushed him with a speed that was on par with a high-level assassin, the natural enemy of the mage.

“Fool,” the elder said pulling out a wand and wrapping Jericho’s feet in vines ensuring the guards landed their strikes. “Kill him.”

The blades landed on Jericho and immediately got stuck in the layer of ice covering him. Assassins were the natural enemy of mages, so he’d spent the most time thinking of ways to counter them. His ice armor started to spread up the daggers toward the guards’ hands. They released their daggers and dodged as the ice tried to trap them. The vines holding his feet froze and shattered as he moved forward.

“I said kill him!” the central elder screamed. The other two elders pulled out their wands. Illusionary corpse soldiers rose from the blood as well as clones of the elders and the guards. There was no way to track his targets. But they knew exactly where he was.

He enhanced his frost armor ensuring the strikes that were landing would do little to no damage. He bought himself a few moments to think. The magic resistance of fairies was high, but resistance wasn’t immunity and his most powerful frost spell enhanced by the mist did nothing. He wished he had more time to think of a better solution.

“Jinx! Get out of the house!” Jericho yelled as he pushed outward freezing the walls of the room. Everybody was locked inside. He’d hoped Jinx listened because he wasn’t entirely sure what was going to happen. “I’ve been wanting to try this…”

Jericho activated elemental overload temporarily doubling the power of his elemental magic. He immediately began sucking air into the room through small gaps he’d left in the ice. It didn’t take long before he started feeling the pressure. He started reinforcing the cracking ice.

“No,” Jericho said reinforcing the window as an invisible soldier tried to break it open.

“Kill him and it’ll stop,” roared and elder. “He’s trying to crush us!”

Jericho tried not to laugh as he continued to pull air into the room. He felt like he was sinking deeper and deeper into an ocean and he couldn’t breathe. His frost armor was cracking to pieces and his health was depleting rapidly. He only had a few more seconds.

He sealed the cracks and started reinforcing the ice walls while pulling them inward, shrinking the room. Gradually the illusions started to dissipate as the ice overtook them. His vision began to fade and the last of the illusions vanished. He saw the elders and the two guards were inside with him and snapped his fingers.



Chapter 13

In Sickness and in Health



Jericho hated resurrection. It wasn’t so much the nightmarish wraiths, the ratty death robes you woke up in, or the feeling that you were suffocating while being flushed down a drain. It was the feeling afterward.

Resurrection sickness, most games had some form of it but in Forbidden Arcana they decided to make it last an entire day. And unlike other games where it just weakened your stats, it also made you feel weak. Every muscle in your body ached and your head throbbed like you’d drank an entire bottle of the cheapest whiskey you could find.

The one upside was you always had a feeling of which direction you’d come from so you always knew which direction to head in order to reach your body.

“Fuck,” he laughed while leaning on a tree near the graveyard. “That fucking hurt.”

He started to head toward the village as fast as he could go. He hoped that Jinx and Terra could find his body and loot his items but wasn’t quite sure if there would be a body left to loot.

When he finally arrived at the gates, he was happy to see the village was completely revealed instead of hidden behind illusions. That was a good sign. A better sign was Jinx waiting for him at the front entrance.

“Jericho!” Jinx rushed toward him as soon as he came into view. She immediately started pounding on him. “You selfish idiot! I was so worried! How could you do something so stupid? Moron! Idiot!”

“Sorry?” Jericho said while rubbing Jinx’s head. He walked through the gate and the entire village seemed to be celebrating. Fairies were getting drunk, dancing in the street and on the wooden bridges, and flying around in the sky. It was a completely different feeling than when he’d first entered.

He looked around and saw Terra already getting drunk in front of a large building he assumed was either a tavern or a brothel based on the half-naked fairy men and women wandering around.

“Oh,” Terra laughed as she saw him approach. “And here’s the man of the hour! You killed all of the elders and their guards! Quite spectacularly I might add. Of course, Jinx was inconsolable for a good ten minutes until I convinced her that you’d be right back. Definitely didn’t expect you to go all suicide bomber on us.”

“It wasn’t part of the plan,” Jericho grabbed the whiskey Terra offered him. The best way to get over resurrection hangover was alcohol. It didn’t take care of the achy body but it certainly helped with the headache. “How large was it?”

“Oh, don’t worry, you were the biggest I’ve ever seen,” Terra joked as she pointed to a smoldering crater where the manor had been. “I was pretty shocked when I saw Jinx running from the house before it exploded. Didn’t really know what had happened.”

“I probably should have thought about it a bit more,” Jericho said. “But when normal magic didn’t work on them, well, go big or go home.”

“Liar,” Terra said. “You just wanted to show off.”

“Jericho,” Ariel froze as she came around a corner. She rushed toward him with tears streaming down her face. “You’re really alive!” she ran her hands up and down his body double checking if it was really him. “You look exhausted. Come with me, I’ll take care of you at my cottage until you’re better.”

“He’s my master,” Jinx said, squeezing herself between the two. “I’ll take care of him. Gnat. Bug.”

“On that note,” Terra fixated on a muscular fairy that looked like he could be an underwear model. “I’m going to get taken care of myself.”

“Have fun,” Jericho said as Terra rushed off. He turned back toward Ariel, “So, when you say take care of, what do you have in mind?”

Ariel froze and turned bright red. Jinx grinned smugly while wrapping a leg around Jericho and stroking his chest.

“See,” Jinx said while rubbing her hand on the front of his pants. “You don’t need a stupid fairy familiar. She can’t even take care of you. Lecher. Cheater.”

“I’m sure,” Ariel gulped and restarted, “Anything your stupid beast can do I can do better!”

“Well,” Jericho grinned lecherously while scanning the fairy’s petite body. “I suppose you’ll just have to prove that at your place, right?”

“I will!” Ariel insisted with a trembling voice. “Follow me.”

Ariel’s cottage was less a cottage and more like a miniature manor. The house was in the center of a massive well cared for garden, filled with rare flowers. While it wasn’t nearly as large as the one on the hill, it was several times the size of most of the cottages in the area.

“This is your home?” Jericho asked as they arrived at the front door. “Really?”

“Yes,” she said with a nervous tone. “Is there something wrong with it? Would you prefer to stay elsewhere?”

“No,” Jericho reassured her. “It’s just much larger than I imagined.”

“Oh,” Ariel said happily as she opened the double doors revealing a well-decorated foyer filled with flowers. “I have plenty of rooms so even your friend Terra can stay here if she wants. I have six bedrooms, a kitchen, a dining room, a storage room…”

“We get it,” Jinx said bitterly. “You have a big house. Ant. Moth.”

“Be nice,” Jericho said while looking around. He was somewhat jealous. Her house put his to shame in virtually every way imaginable. “You have a wonderful home.”

“Thank you,” Ariel said while shuffling her feet. She took a deep breath, “Would you like to see the master bedroom?”

“No! Spider! Thief!” Jinx snapped.

“Yes,” Jericho answered with a grin. He followed Ariel up a flight of stairs and around a corner as Jinx followed behind.

Ariel opened a large door at the end of a hall revealing a bedroom as large as Jericho’s cottage. There was a massive canopy bed in the center of the room and in the corner a large marble bath was built into the floor. The entire room was filled with flowers and antique furniture.

“Would you like to lie down on the bed?” Ariel practically whispered as Jericho looked around the room.

“Yes Jericho,” Jinx walked past the both of them and hopped on the bed. “Come to bed. Jerk. Rake”

“But,” Ariel was flustered by Jinx’s suggestion. “There are plenty of rooms. You can have any of the other rooms. There’s no need for you to share the bed with him.”

“I’m his familiar,” Jinx smiled wickedly. “So, I share his bed. Tick. Louse.”

“You said that after you defeated the elders you intended to make me your familiar,” Ariel floated toward Jericho and pressed herself against him. “Do you still wish to do that?”

“Yes,” Jericho smiled. “Is that something you want.”

“Yes,” Ariel answered quietly. She looked up at him and her sapphire eyes glimmered hopefully. “If you want me.”

Jinx surrendered to the inevitable with an irritated growl.

“Alright,” Jericho said while guiding Ariel to the bed next to Jinx. Jinx removed her dress and red panties as soon as Ariel sat down. “Are you okay with physically bonding? It’s the only way I know how.”

“Yeah,” Ariel said while following Jinx’s lead. She kicked off her fabric shoes and started to slide down her green leaf panties while keeping her legs closed. She paused while taking off her bra, “Isn’t it supposed to be just a kiss?”

“Huh,” Jericho said while looking at Jinx. He thought back to his first meeting with Jinx and the kiss was the necessary part of bonding. “I think you’re right. So, if you don’t want to, we don’t…”

“I want to!” Ariel interrupted in a panic while dropping her bra. Her perfect pink nipples stood out against her ivory flesh. “Forget I said anything!”

“Just forget about her completely,” Jinx leaned forward to unbutton his shirt. She pressed her chests against him as she worked her way from the collar of his shirt toward his pants. “She only wants a kiss, I want everything. Libertine. Brute.”

“Don’t put words in my mouth, beast!” Ariel said angrily. She clearly wanted to push Jinx out of the way but lacked the courage to do so. “I want him too.”

“What do you want to do with him?” Jinx grinned wickedly while stroking Jericho’s chest. She didn’t even bother looking at Ariel as she spoke. “Because I want to suck his cock. Then I want him to fuck me and cum inside of my pussy. Prude. Prig.”

Ariel’s face turned crimson as Jericho’s coat came off and Jinx started to remove his pants. Jericho felt Jinx was being a little mean but since she was going to have to share him, the least he could do is let her have some fun with it.

“I want to,” Ariel paused and took a deep breath. “I want him to fuck me.”

“Oh,” Jinx smiled excitedly as she pulled down Jericho’s pants revealing his massive cock and Ariel’s eyes went wide at the sight of it. Jinx immediately grabbed it and started stroking. “Hear that? You only need to give her one fuck and you don’t even need to cum inside of her. I guess I don’t need to share after all. Asshole. Bastard.”

“I want more!” Ariel objected while reaching for his cock. Jinx quickly slapped her hand away and Ariel looked up at Jericho begging for him to intervene.

“Jinx,” Jericho said. “You’ve had your fun. Be nicer.”

“Fine,” Jinx grabbed Ariel’s hand and placed it on his cock. “Happy now? Snake. Debaucher.”

“Wow,” Ariel let out a nervous giggle as her hand wrapped around his thick member. She followed Jinx’s lead and stroked it back and forth. Ariel’s hand worked the base while Jinx’s hand worked the shaft. Ariel started laughing again, “It’s getting harder!”

“Mmhm,” Jinx confirmed while putting the head of his cock into her mouth. She let out a long sexy moan.

“What are you doing,” Ariel chuckled apprehensively. She looked up at Jericho, “What’s she doing? Does that feel good?”

“Yeah,” Jericho groaned happily. His cock was already throbbing as their hands stroked his shaft and Jinx enveloped the head with her mouth. “It feels so fucking good.”

“Can I try?” Ariel asked anxiously. Jinx reluctantly pulled her mouth from the cock and passed it to Ariel. She tensely engulfed the head of his cock as Jinx began licking the side of the shaft. Jinx looked up at him lustfully.

“Fuck,” Jericho groaned as Ariel’s tongue began rapidly sliding back and forth underneath the tip of his cock. His abs and entire pelvic region tensed up as she attacked the tip of his cock. Jinx picked up on his excitement and began aggressively licking his balls.

Jinx placed her free hand on the back of Ariel’s head, taking control of the pace. With her left hand she controlled Ariel’s head, with her right she stroked the middle of his shaft, and with her mouth, she licked and sucked on his balls.

“I’m cumming,” Jericho warned as his cock tensed up. Jinx instinctively followed the rhythm of his pulses stroking him perfectly as he released into Ariel’s mouth. He looked down to see her surprised expression as her cheeks started to fill with cum. Jinx gave his cock several extra strokes until she believed he was completely empty, then finally released Ariel’s head. Jericho sighed, “Fuck that was amazing.”

“Mmfm,” Ariel looked around in a panic, her mouth still full of cum unsure of what to do. She looked up at Jericho who shrugged, then looked to Jinx who sat there grinning.

Jinx saw how Jericho was looking at the two beauties and smiled. She grabbed the back of Ariel’s head and leaned forward kissing her on the lips. Ariel froze unsure of what to do as Jinx’s tongue slithered inside of her mouth and began savoring Jericho’s flavor. Jinx stole a lot and immediately swallowed it before looking up at Jericho. She opened her mouth to demonstrate for Ariel what was expected.

Ariel looked up toward Jericho and swallowed before opening her mouth to show him. Her eyes then drifted back toward his hard cock.

“Jericho,” Jinx moaned out while turning her back to him. She bent over, arched her back, and started wiggling her ass. “Fuck me. Cheater. Adulterer.”

Ariel immediately followed suit. She turned around and displayed her ass for Jericho. Her ass lacked the gravitas of Jinx’s but her pussy looked more inviting than he could have imagined. It was the most eye-popping shade of bubble gum pink and glistened like honey. Jericho found himself almost hypnotized. Ariel took a deep breath and nervously wiggled her ass. “Fuck me.”

Jericho ran two fingers down Jinx’s ass until he reached her pussy and slid them in. She let out a soft whine as he began to move his fingers rapidly to warm up her pussy. He ran his other hand up and down Ariel’s back, exploring her soft pale flesh as he made his way to her ass.

“Your pussy is gorgeous,” Jericho said. He spread Ariel’s ass to get a better view and became unsure if his massive cock would fit into her pussy. As soon as the tip of his cock touched her lips Ariel let out a whine. Jericho groaned as his tip slowly stretched her. “Holy fuck, you feel amazing.”

Ariel’s pussy was softer than anything he ever felt and her fluids were warmer than expected. He pushed himself deeper as her tight pussy wrapped around his dick and felt intense pressure as he looked down at her opening being stretched. He wasn’t even halfway in yet.

“Are you okay?” Jericho asked while gently rubbing her ass. “Does it hurt?”

“Mmhm,” Ariel whined. “But it feels good too…just please go slow.”

“Alright,” Jericho said while continuing to slowly make his way into her. He could feel her stretching to accommodate him with each inch until his tip finally touched the back. Ariel let out a long soft moan and slowly started to relax. “How’s that feel?”

“So good,” she moaned. Jericho slowly pulled out the entire length and gave her a long leisurely push. “Oh, god that feels good.”

“Jericho,” Jinx whined while wiggling her ass on his fingers. “Hurry up. I want your cock too. Miser. Jerk.”

“You’ll have a turn too,” Jericho groaned while thrusting into Ariel’s amazing cunt. He wasn’t sure if it was true but he didn’t care. He wanted to continue getting lost in the sensation of her tight soft pussy squeezing his cock. He leaned down and kissed Ariel’s back. “You’re fucking amazing.” He caught a sideways glare from Jinx and leaned over to kiss her as well. “You both are.”

“It’s my turn,” Jinx said not buying it. “Fuck me, now. Cad. Cheat.”

Ariel let out a sad whine as Jericho removed his cock from her pussy. He inserted four fingers to keep her stretched for when he returned. Ariel immediately started moving back and forth on them.

“Mmm,” Jinx let out an excited moan as Jericho’s cock easily slid into her wet pussy. As soon as he was inside Jinx began taking control by moving her body back and forth. It seemed personal for her, she wanted to prove she had the better pussy. She let out a long loud whine, “Fuck me master, I’ve been such a good girl. Cum inside your little whore. Pervert. Degenerate.”

“Fuck,” Jericho roared as Jinx squeezed his cock tighter than he’s ever felt. It seemed as though she had no intention of releasing him. Jinx reached over and grabbed the back of Ariel’s head, pulled her over, and started kissing her deeply. She pulled away to look back at Jericho with a wicked grin before going in for another kiss.

“I thought you hated me,” Ariel said half dazed while pulling away from Jinx. Jinx glared at her momentarily confirming her dislike before aggressively retaking her mouth. Ariel looked back at Jericho and immediately seemed to realize what was going on.

Jericho’s cock seized and began releasing inside of Jinx. She let out a loud moan and began to spasm as he came inside of her.

“Please,” Ariel whined while wiggling her ass. She looked back at him with sad azure eyes as he pulled his glistening cock from Jinx. “Me too…”

“Fuck,” Jericho grunted with a newfound conviction to give it his all. He put his soaked cock into Ariel’s tight pussy and started to slowly drive it into her. He took his time feeling every bit of sensation as her pussy tightened around him. After a few long sensuous strokes, he was convinced he had one more in him.

“Mmm,” Jinx rolled over onto her back and began slithering around like she was high. Within a few moments, she’d slithered her way up in front of Ariel. Jinx slowly opened her legs and began playing with herself, clearly teasing Ariel that he’d cum inside of her.

“Lick her,” Jericho blurted out as his cock spasmed at the thought. Ariel let out a soft squeak, she’d felt the spasm as well. “Clean Jinx’s pussy.”

Ariel hesitated for a moment before leaning down and licking Jinx’s cum soaked pussy. After the first lick, she must have tasted something she liked because the second was much more confident and within a few licks she was burying her face in it.

“Fuck,” Jinx moaned while gripping Ariel’s hair. Jinx’s body was simultaneously desperate to escape Ariel’s tongue and desperate for more. Jericho remembered how fast her tongue moved on his cock and realized how Jinx’s helpless clit must have felt, “Fuck! Fuck! Why are you so good at this? Slut! Insect!”

“You’re both so fucking sexy,” he growled while thrusting his cock deep into Ariel. He saw Jinx’s body shudder and her thighs snap together like a vice locking Ariel’s head in place as she came. Ariel’s pussy tensed and began heating up and getting slicker. He looked down to see her cum oozing onto his cock and couldn’t control himself. “I’m cumming.”

Jericho’s cock didn’t pulse so much as it seized. His cock felt like it was going to permanently erect as the sensation of cumming continued for several seconds. After his cock finally relaxed it immediately tensed again mimicking the first release. It finished with a final third release.

Jinx released Ariel’s head from her thighs, the fairy started giggling hysterically while chasing Jinx’s pussy with her mouth. Jinx, rolled away embarrassed by how her enemy had forced her to cum. Ariel’s body spasmed randomly, each time followed by her snickering excitedly.

“What’s happening,” she asked through laughter as another shudder occurred. “It tickles. It feels so good.”

Jericho and Jinx watched in curiosity as the fairy cuddled up to Jinx affectionately while alternating shivers and giggles. After several minutes it finally seemed to subside.

“She’s weird,” Jinx said staring at Jericho implying it was his fault. “She’s very weird. Rake. Cad.”

“I’m sorry,” Ariel buried her red face in a pillow. “I don’t know what happened. Everything felt like tiny explosions kept going off.”

“Okay,” Jericho said climbing into bed next to her. “First of all, no need to be embarrassed. That was hot. Second, that was an orgasm. Now, I’m not an expert on fairy orgasms, but if that’s how you orgasm every time, awesome.”

“Your beast said I’m weird,” Ariel said, her fondness for Jinx clearly vanished as soon as the sensations. “Am I weird?”

“Yeah,” Jericho laughed while pulling her close. “I’m into weird. I’m weird, Jinx is weird, Terra’s weird. We’re all weird. So, you’ll fit right in. But, I’m pretty sure we still need to kiss. At least if you still want to be my familiar?”

“I do,” she said assuredly. Jericho leaned in and gave her a soft kiss on the lips, immediately he became inundated with the knowledge of mind magic. Just like spirit magic, he realized he never would have understood it without feeling it. It felt as if a canvas in his mind had been unlocked and he could create anything. Behind the canvas, there was also motions, sounds, behaviors, smells, and he could attach them all to the objects he created. He looked at Ariel and Jinx and intuitively understood how to target them specifically and show them what was on his canvas. He decided to take it for a test drive.

He envisioned an emerald necklace in his mind, he added some sounds, even the smell of metal. As soon as the image was done, he’d attached it to Jinx’s mind and placed it in his hand.

“Jewelry!” Jinx yelled while reaching out to snatch it only to have her hand swipe through. She looked at him with rage-filled eyes. “Bastard! Cheat! Liar! Cad! Fucker! Sicko! Trickster! Knave!”

“You’re a fast learner,” Ariel laughed as Jinx rolled over angrily. “So, this is what it feels like to be a familiar. It feels warm and safe.”

“You’re going to be mean just like fairies! Brute! Jackass!” Jinx snapped. Jericho realized he’d crossed a line.

“I’m sorry,” Jericho said while climbing between Ariel and Jinx to cuddle with her. “I just wanted to test something out. I won’t tease you with illusions anymore.”

“Promise? Jerk. Scoundrel.” Jinx said indignantly.

“I promise,” Jericho said while pulling her toward him. Ariel wrapped her arms around him from behind. “I won’t tease you with illusions. Although I may still use them on you for other reasons.”

“What do you mean by that? Deceiver. Rascal.” Jinx growled.

Jericho envisioned a room full of naked women dancing and fucking each other. Each woman reminiscent of one he’d seen in movies, games, or the media. As soon as he was happy with the mechanics, he made it appear around them. It was like the entire world was a scene where his objects simply acted out their scripts.

“Wow!” Ariel sat up excitedly. “To create such a large and detailed illusion with so little training, you must be powerful.”

“He’s an idiot and a pervert! Who are these whores? Philanderer! Womanizer!” Jinx snapped while looking around the room. She turned to Ariel, “Stop being impressed! Bug. Worm.”

“Why?” Ariel asked while adjusting her composure to that of a noble lady, albeit a naked one. “Our master should be respected. He is a powerful mage and with very little practice he has created an impressive illusion. Additionally, it’s only common for someone of his status to have many partners. As long as he continues to care for us, I see no reason he should not have as many partners as he wishes.”

“What!” Jinx yelled while jumping out of bed. “If he has more familiars, he’ll have less time for me! And he’ll have less money to buy me things! Idiot! Beatle!”

“I would expect nothing less from a stupid beast,” Ariel said haughtily. “You only think of yourself rather than the needs of our master.”

“I let him have you!” Jinx snapped angrily. “Just you wait! You’ll know how it feels when he gets his third familiar! Harlot! Slattern!”

“I’m sure I’ll handle it with far more dignity than you,” Ariel said.

“Let’s not worry about that now,” Jericho said dissipating his illusion and pulling Jinx back onto the bed. “I’m tired and want to cuddle with my fun, smart, and beautiful familiars.”

“Fine,” Jinx said as her face turned red. “But I want more jewelry and clothes. And we need a big house like this one because I don’t want to share a small house. Cretin. Dummy.”

“Okay,” Jericho said completely relaxed. “Let’s just rest for a while.”



Chapter 14

An Enemy and an Opportunity



“I’ve been looking all over for you,” Terra said as they arrived near the center of town. All the fairies in the village surrounded the central fountain. On the end of it stood a very terrified fairy. “We have a problem. Or maybe an opportunity. Depends on how you look at it.”

“What do you mean?” Jericho asked as the three of them approached. He looked at the angry fairy on the fountain pointing at the sky as if it were falling. “What’s going on?”

“By killing the elders, we started something,” Terra answered while glancing at Jinx. “Long story short, their magic was keeping a monster at bay, a powerful one. It’s also the reason the woods are decaying.”

“Interesting,” Jericho said. He turned to Ariel, “Ariel, if we were to get rid of the monster in the woods, what would happen to this village?”

“Well,” Ariel thought for a moment. “I imagine we’d be free to open our borders and trade with other cities again.”

“Oh my god,” Terra smiled and jumped around excitedly. “We’re going to be so fucking rich! Okay, so I’m going to need to run to my bank and transport all of my gold here so once the job is done, we can buy up everything.”

“What’s going on?” Ariel looked to Jinx who was equally confused. “I don’t understand.”

“The important thing is we’re going to free your village,” Jericho answered.

He didn’t feel like explaining how certain villages, towns, and even cities in Forbidden Arcana needed to be unlocked by completing special objectives. Once the village or town was unlocked businesses and housing became available to purchase. Naturally, there was a lot of money to be made saving a town. But, since freed towns were announced in every city within minutes of being freed, it was important to have your resources ready early.

“There is one thing that may be an issue,” Terra said glancing again at Jinx and then back at Jericho. “So…you remember how Jinx wouldn’t go north?”

“No!” Jinx said realizing what Terra was saying. “Absolutely not! Idiots! Lunatics!”

“Don’t worry Jinx,” Jericho reassured her while stroking her hair, “I won’t make you come with.”

“Good,” Terra said. “Because it’s called a soul eater. I figure the reason Jinx is terrified is because she’s naturally weak to it. It’s also causing all the magical interference you two were talking about.”

“Okay,” Jericho sighed. “Gather any information yet on it?”

“Only that the elders magic hid the village from it and it was very powerful. Going near it apparently results in enormous pressure or pain.”

“It likely uses spirit magic,” Jericho said. “If you can’t detect spirit magic you can’t dodge it and getting hit feels like getting punched in the gut. Get hit enough and you die.”

“That’s what I figured,” Terra answered. “Killing it will probably be tough. Do you have any friends you’d be comfortable recruiting?”

“My bench isn’t that deep,” Jericho laughed. “We can’t recruit Raven, she’ll swoop in and steal everything out from under us.”

“Yeah,” Terra said. “My friends list is rather short at the moment as well. Enemies, on the other hand, has a waiting list for the waiting list.”

“Alright,” Jericho said in an upbeat tone. “So that settles that I suppose.”

“Nothing was settled,” Terra laughed.

“It’s me and you versus a soul eater,” Jericho shrugged. “Step one is going to be gathering information. How many of the villagers have you talked to?”

“A handful,” she said. “Mostly talked about sex though. They’re a little weird in bed.”

“The continual spasm and giggling thing?” Jericho asked.

“Yeah,” she nodded and looked at Ariel who was blushing. “The women do the giggle thing and the guys just get super affectionate and complimentary afterward. Like, they just barrage you with compliments while nuzzling into you. Just kind of comes out of nowhere.”

“Yeah, I really like it though,” Jericho winked at Ariel. She tried to contain her excitement at the compliment. “So, let’s see what we can find out about the soul eater. Also, look for any reading material. Ariel, is there a library?”

“Yes,” Ariel paused and looked toward the crater where the manor once stood. “Wait, no.”

“Dammit,” Jericho said regretfully. “So, no reading material. Just do your best to gather information and let’s meet back here in a bit. Sound good?”

“I still need to get my gold and bring it here if we’re going to buy up this village,” Terra said. “And I don’t know how much gold you have to bring to this place but I’m not floating you. I’m investing everything.”

“I’m pretty broke,” Jericho sighed. “I maybe have enough for a house or two. I’ll make due. I’m used to all my friends having more gold than me.”

“You can have some of mine,” Ariel offered. “How much do you need?”

“Wait,” Jericho held up a finger. “You have gold?” he pointed accusingly at Jinx, “Do you have gold too?”

“If I had gold, I’d spend it on jewelry. Idiot. Moron.” Jinx answered.

“I think I have,” Ariel seemed to be deep in thought. “Is five hundred thousand gold a lot?”

“What the fuck did you just say?” Terra said heatedly. “Did you say five hundred thousand?”

“Yes,” Ariel answered while dashing behind Jericho. “Are you angry at me?”

“I’m angry at Jericho,” Terra growled. “That’s insane. How in the world do you find the fairy sitting on a pile of gold? How fucking lucky are you!”

“Hold on,” Jericho said still trying to wrap his head around it. “You have five hundred thousand gold. And I can just have it?”

“You’re my master,” Arial nodded. “I don’t need it because you’re going to take care of me. Right?”

“Right,” Jericho answered. He grinned at Terra. “Well guess who just married into money!”

“Are you happy?” Ariel smiled shyly. “We can go back to my cottage and get it anytime you want. It’s in the chests in the basement.”

“And where is your cottage exactly?” Terra asked jokingly.

“Funny,” Jericho grinned. “But I’m not floating you.”

“Fucker,” Terra snapped. “All the more reason I need to get my gold relocated here for when we kill the soul eater. I’m also going to stop at your place and take some invisibility potions. Probably going to need to be downing them all the way to the forest. Like hell, if I’m going to be caught out with all my gold on me.”

“That’s fine,” Jericho said. “Just reimburse me.”

“Oh,” Terra wanted to say something mean but bit her tongue. “Fine. But only after this all pays off.”

“Fine,” Jericho said. “Anyway, find me when you get back.”

“Right,” Terra checked her gear. “Be back in an hour or so.”

“See you,” Jericho said as she ran off. He tilted his head to get a better look at her ass in her tight pants. Then he thought for a moment and just created an illusionary version of her in sexy lingerie. She struck various sexy poses he’d instantly come up with. “Ha. This is definitely my new favorite magic.”

“Show me,” Jinx said while digging her fingers into his side. “Now. Pervert. Deviant.”

“Ouch,” he said revealing the sexy Terra illusion he’d just created to the two familiars. “I was just practicing.”

“It’s so real,” Ariel said supportively. “It’s very impressive! Good work!”

“Don’t encourage it! Insect! Moth!” Jinx objected.

“Hmph,” Ariel stuck her nose up at Jinx. “I will encourage whatever I wish.”

“Stop it you two,” Jericho laughed. “I need to gather information. Ariel, think you can introduce me to everybody in town so I can ask them about the soul eater?”

“Yes!” Ariel squealed. “I can’t wait to introduce everybody to you! They’re going to be so excited! Let’s go!”

Ariel practically dragged Jericho and Jinx around the village introducing them to fairies. Ariel was right that they were excited to meet Jericho. Each one fawned over him and said how happy they were that Ariel found him. It was going to his head a little.

Unfortunately, while they were happy and complimentary, they had very little information regarding the soul eater. He’d pick up fragments of information but no silver bullet on how to take it down, especially with only two people.

“This is a waste of time,” Jinx huffed. “Fairies are stupid. And you shouldn’t face that monster. Maniac. Moron.”

“Fairies are wise,” Ariel grinned. “Unlike foolish beasts.”

Jinx made a quick motion toward Ariel, causing the fairy to dash behind Jericho.

“Stop it,” Jericho interrupted. “Anybody else left to talk to?”

“Just one more,” Ariel said while leading the way to a small cottage surrounded by black flowers. “Although Cynthia doesn’t care for me very much.” She turned toward Jinx, “You may want to stay out here. Cynthia may pull tricks on you if you come into her yard.”

“Fine,” Jinx said. “I don’t want to visit more fairies anyway. Mosquito. Pest.”

“Wow,” Jericho said as they entered the yard. The smell of black licorice overwhelmed his nostrils as they approached the house. “What kind of flowers are those?”

“Void flowers,” Ariel said. “Only Cynthia knows how to grow them and she won’t tell anybody. She uses them to make liquor. But it tastes disgusting. Nobody drinks it but her.”

“We’re going to come back to that later,” Jericho said. He knew that if he learned that recipe, he’d stand to make a lot of gold selling black licorice liquor to players. “For now, are you going to knock and introduce us?”

“No need,” A fairy appeared in front of them dressed in a black transparent mesh. Jericho was immediately distracted by her pink nipples poking through. He looked down and saw a well-trimmed black bush. Her wings and eyes were both a radiant emerald green and her black hair fell down past her ass. She stared at Ariel with hostility, “Princess Ariella Pepperspring. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Princess?” Jericho interrupted.

“Did you just speak without being spoken to?” the woman shot a murderous glare at Jericho. “Apologize.”

“What?” Jericho responded. As soon as he spoke the fairy blinked inches from him and held a dagger to his cock. “I’m sorry.”

“I’m sorry goddess,” the woman corrected while pushing the dagger hard enough to know she was serious.

“I’m sorry goddess,” Jericho answered.

“Good,” the murder left her eyes and she sheathed her knife. “Now thank your goddess for disciplining you.”

“Cynthia,” Ariel interrupted. “I really prefer if you…”

“Quiet,” Cynthia snapped before turning back to Jericho. She glared at him waiting.

“Thank you for disciplining me, goddess,” Jericho said awkwardly. It was no secret that dominatrices existed in Forbidden Arcana, they were just a more specialized service. There were specific establishments in every city catering to that need but finding them in the wild was surprising.

“Now,” Cynthia said turning back to Ariel. “Where were we? Ah, yes. To what do I owe the pleasure of this visit? I haven’t been the royal advisor for centuries.”

“I wanted…” Ariel whispered.

“Speak up,” Cynthia snapped. “You are a member of the royal family and should conduct yourself like one. You are over fifty years old, start acting like it.”

“I’m sorry…”

“Don’t apologize,” Cynthia said crossly. “Speak properly.”

“Ahem,” Ariel cleared her throat and stood up straight. She was still trembling but she was at least attempting to look the part of royalty. “I came to introduce you to my master, Jericho. He intends to kill the soul eater.”

“Master?” Cynthia blinked in front of Jericho, murder once again returned to her eyes. “What is the meaning of this human? Speak!”

“Ariel is my familiar,” Jericho answered calmly. “She said you may have information on the soul eater.”

“Familiar?” Cynthia said pensively. She half smiled at Jericho and placed her hands on his chest, exploring it freely. “Interesting. It’s been centuries since a fairy has been bound in service to a mage. And you intend to defeat the soul eater no less? That’d make you a fairly powerful mage. Yes, I suppose if you could defeat the soul eater I could approve of this relationship. I suppose you’re also the one who killed the elders?”

“That’s right,” Jericho answered.

“Stupid,” she said coldly. “The elders knew more about the soul eater than anybody else in the village. Although, I shouldn’t complain. It does put me in a unique position to bargain.”

“What do you have in mind?” Jericho asked.

“I’m sure Ariel didn’t tell you,” Cynthia smiled. “But I used to be the advisor to the royal family. Unfortunately, a certain jealous queen had me removed from my position when the elders suggested that her husband had a wandering eye.”

“Did he?” Jericho asked looking her up and down. He could see why eyes would wander.

“Yes,” she pressed her hand on Jericho’s cheek seductively before giving him a firm slap. “But don’t interrupt. His eyes wandered to the captain of the guard. But that’s irrelevant to the point at hand. What is relevant is I was a good advisor. I was the sole dissenting voice to the elder’s madness. And now that they’re gone, Ariel will become queen. Since you’re her master you have the power to grant me my position. So, what do you say?”

“I don’t really see an issue with that,” Jericho answered.

“Really?” she looked him up and down suspiciously. “You don’t even know me.”

“It sounds like everything was going well until they got rid of you,” Jericho said. “I see no issue with bringing you back as a royal advisor. In fact, I’d say it’d be foolish not to.”

“You may not be as stupid as I originally thought mage,” Cynthia smiled seductively.

“I also want to know how to grow these void flowers and the recipe to brew the liquor,” Jericho added. He’d intended to find out another time but figured he’d have less bargaining power later.

“Hm,” she looked around her garden doubtfully. “Why? Nobody drinks it but me.”

“I think I can find a market for it,” Jericho grinned knowing full well the popularity of black licorice liquor for shots. While fairies might not have a taste for it, players certainly would.

“I think we have a deal then,” she beamed wickedly. “What would you like to know about the soul eater?”

“Everything,” Jericho smiled.

Cynthia explained the soul eater was a powerful cursed warrior. It was fueled by spirit magic which resulted in a powerful crushing aura. Most warriors who faced it died without ever knowing the cause. It was also fast and physically powerful, capable of cleaving several trees in a single swipe of its great sword. The most troubling aspect was it wore unbreakable plate armor and its only weakness was its core housed within that armor.

It seemed that the soul eater was a warrior class with high armor, speed, and primarily dealt damage. More than likely the spirit aura was a simple damage over time effect which they could negate with regeneration potions. He had some thoughts on how to break the armor but the real problem was how to tank him.

Then during their conversation, Jericho realized one more important fact, the soul eater was blind to anything except for souls and a plan started to take form.

Jericho thanked Cynthia and headed back to the central square to meet up with Terra.



Chapter 15

A Thousand Tanks



Terra arrived safely and stored her gold in Ariel’s basement. Jericho was shocked to find that while Ariel was forthright about the gold, she hadn’t mentioned the various jewels and jewelry. So, Jinx was even more thrilled to be in charge of guarding everything instead of coming with.

After explaining his plan, they decided that it’d be better to leave Jinx behind. While Jericho would have preferred to leave Ariel behind as well, she was integral to the plan. Also, she insisted on coming.

They left and began the trek north. Ariel turned invisible while flying above them and looked for any enemies or disturbances. On the ground, Jericho led the way while using his spiritual senses to the best of his ability and Terra killed anything he pointed at.

It took over an hour before Jericho finally got an inkling of what Jinx had sensed before. He immediately felt his spirit crack and retract like a snapping rubber band. A sharp sting shot through his body.

“You alright?” Terra asked seeing him wince.

“I think we’re about here,” Jericho said while masking his pain. He started condensing his spirit until it was a thin layer around him. He followed up with an illusion that his spirit wasn’t there. “As soon as we get close, you’ll feel some pressure. Take a regen potion and push through it.”

“Got it,” Terra said while drinking various magical and physical resistance potions as well as some enhancement potions. Jericho did the same as Ariel landed beside them.

“It’s up ahead,” Ariel trembled while pointing to a hill several yards in front of them. “It’s on the other side of that hill.” She looked up at Jericho with pleading eyes. “Do you really think we can do it?”

“Yeah,” Jericho answered confidently. “We can do it. Do you think you can do your part?”

“I’ll try my best,” Ariel said as Jericho carefully handed her a massive pile of potions. She took them and flew high into the sky before turning invisible.

“Do you really think we can do this?” Terra scoffed.

“Might take us a dozen or so attempts,” Jericho answered. “But maybe.”

“Such confidence,” she rolled her eyes while taking out her Darkfeather, a mid-ranged epic bow. It didn’t offer much in terms of critical damage, accuracy, or base damage but both its attack speed and armor-piercing stat were the among highest in the game. It was a favorite of hers for monster hunting. The rest of her armor was also tailored to player versus environment. “Do you really think you’re up for tanking?”

“Tanking, damage, support,” Jericho cracked his neck cockily. “Today I’m everything aren’t I?”

“There’s that cockiness again,” Terra rolled her eyes. She gestured toward the hill. “Have at it, meat shield.”

“Don’t mind if I do,” Jericho said as he rushed past.

As soon as he reached the top of the hill, he felt an immense pressure bearing down on him and his health slowly started to deplete. It wasn’t fast enough to cause any real issues but he knew that the rate was going to increase the closer he got to the target. He started adjusting his spirit bubble to be less of a bubble and more of an umbrella, it seemed to help with the crushing sensation. Then he drank a regeneration potion.

“Alright,” she said as Terra arrived next to him.

“I feel weak and my health is going down,” Terra said. “I take it this is why you made me bring regeneration and healing potions?”

“Yup,” Jericho answered as they continued past the tree line. They could see a clearing up ahead. As soon as they emerged, they saw the soul eater. Cynthia had not done it justice. “Holy shit. That looks awesome.”

“Yeah it does,” Terra said while guzzling down a powerful regen potion.

The soul eater was wearing a giant suit of gold and black plate and carrying a massive black and gold greatsword one-handed. In his other hand, he carried an enormous black kite shield. To top everything off it wore a tattered black hooded cloak making it feel even more ominous.

“Move,” Jericho said but Terra was already in motion as the soul eater dashed toward them at an impossible speed. Cynthia wasn’t kidding when she said it had speed and power. It ignored Jericho and turned toward Terra confirming that his illusion was effectively hiding his soul. He yelled to Terra, “Keep moving!”

He began painting clones of Terra on the battlefield and infused them with spirits which immediately drew the soul eater’s attention. As he dashed toward the illusions striking them down, they dissipated. Jericho increased his speed of creation as Terra continued to avoid being the primary target.

“Want to give it a shot?” Jericho yelled while continuing to tank the boss with illusions.

“You got it,” Terra said while pulling out her bow. She fired off a dozen shots in a couple seconds, each one not leaving so much as a scratch. “Called it!”

“Yup,” Jericho said while shooting a fireball into the sky. Hellfire potions rained down and landed all around the soul eater leaving pools of flaming liquid. It spun around with its giant sword catching seven illusions which Jericho refreshed as quickly as he could. “This is harder than I thought.”

Potions continued to drop from above, each one leaving a flaming zone on the ground or enhancing an already existing one. Within a few minutes, half the battlefield was covered in fire as the soul eater dashed back and forth through the flames unfazed. Jericho continued to make his clones appear within the rings causing it to remain in the flames.

Jericho found that while creating illusions was fun and he had a knack for it, there seemed to be a downside he hadn’t yet experienced, a headache along with an upset stomach. Continually casting illusions felt a lot like motion sickness and the longer he was doing it, the worse it was getting.

Jericho’s last illusion was swiped away by the soul eater which immediately honed in on Terra. She was already on the move but barely dodged as it rushed for her and swiped. Its speed seemed to be increasing and so far, they hadn’t so much as left a scratch on it. Additionally, it had moved out of the flames.

“I got it,” Ariel said as an illusion of Jinx appeared in the center of the flames. The knight slashed away at the Jinx illusion causing it to vanish.

“Phase two,” Jericho said as he summoned a wind into the area enhancing the flames. He looked closely and the metal was starting to glow. “Go!”

Terra pulled out her armor piercing arrows and began firing them. While none of them pierced the plate armor, they were starting to leave dents. Jericho used his magic to enhance the flames as Ariel kept the soul eater jumping around at illusions.

“How impossible would this be without illusions?” Terra laughed while firing off several more arrows hunting for a weak point in the armor. “I mean, it’d probably one hit an actual tank wouldn’t it?”

“I think so,” Jericho laughed while continuing to superheat the metal. “Good thing we have virtually unlimited tanks.”

“Jericho,” Ariel looked like she was about to collapse. “I can’t do this much longer.”

“You idiot!” Terra yelled while swapping over to explosive arrows hoping to cause more damage. “You Jinxed us. And she’s not even here!”

“Sorry,” Jericho said while forcing himself to create a few more illusions. “We may need you to evade tank for a bit.”

“I can’t tank him in the fire,” she argued. “And we need to keep him in it.”

“Fine,” Jericho said trying not to throw up as the motion sickness intensified. “I said I’d tank and I’ll tank.”

There was no powerful emotion overwhelming him at the moment but it wasn’t like he was short on past trauma to pull from. He coated himself in a layer of frost, it would slow him down but better than frying. He dashed into the flames and released the illusion hiding his spirit.

“Master!” Ariel yelled turning to Terra. “Is he insane?”

“Look out!” Terra said as Jericho barely dodged the soul eater. “You’re moving too slow.”

“I know,” Jericho said as he continually refreshed layers of frost on his body to survive the flames. He could see the spirit of the boss moving and dragging the armor behind it allowing him to dodge the incoming strikes. He’d already be dead if he couldn’t see spirits. He took a chance and attempted to attack the soul eater with his own spirit magic. It snapped back inflicting pain on himself. “Fuck.”

He barely dodged the fifth slash while rolling away. Refreshing his frost armor was becoming ineffective. He was no longer refreshing frost but basically creating a layer of warm water on himself and he watched as his health started to quickly tick away.

Another arrow stuck the shell, this one getting stuck in the now somewhat soft plate. He only needed to keep it on the flames a little while longer. Or he needed to increase the temperature.

“Phase three incoming,” Jericho said. He hid his spirit again and summoned up another illusion to replace him on the flames and became dizzy. He forced himself to summon several more illusions while escaping the flames.

“I got it,” Ariel huffed while summoning up more Jinx illusions. “We can do it.”

“That’s right,” Jericho said while summoning up a whirlwind to the feed the flames. He activated elemental overload and focused on filling his pathways to the brim. Since he still wasn’t experiencing any strong emotions it took a while. Ariel dropped to her knees but continued to spam illusions quickly as the soul eater destroyed them. “Phase three!”

Jericho focused everything on his earth magic and released as many spikes as he could from the ground. The soul eater shattered most of them with his shield and sword as they attempted to pierce his armor but failed to get them all. Several managed to get his legs and arms. While they were crumbling quickly, they were being replaced with an almost endless stream of spikes holding him in place.

Terra took that as the signal and pulled out her Uzic arrows. The real reason she loved that bow. Normally, she favored accuracy, critical strikes, and long range. Against monsters that didn’t work very well and she adopted a different strategy. A bow that offered massive attack speed and armor-piercing combined with arrows doused in basilisk venom. They were both poisonous and corrosive. Terra cut loose releasing arrows at a Gatling-like speed, each arrow landing square in the chest.

Waves of stone spikes continued smashing against the soul eater as Terra’s arrows began to eat away at the weakened armor. After a few dozen arrows the chest cracked open revealing a glowing blue crystal. Terra’s next arrow shattered it into a million pieces and the armor fell.

The spirit fog over the forest slowly began to dissipate.

“We did it,” Ariel belted out excitedly. “We did it!”

“Yeah,” Jericho laughed while trying to ignore this throbbing head. “Now we need to get back to the village.”

“Already ahead of you,” Terra laughed while leaving them behind.

“Fuck,” Jericho said chasing after her. Ariel took to the skies and followed right behind them.



Chapter 16

A Friendly Competition



As soon as Jericho passed through the front gates of the fairy village, he saw the signs indicating homes and establishments were available for purchase. He rushed to Ariel’s cottage and burst through the door.

“Let go of me!” Terra yelled from the basement. “I told you he’s on his way.”

“Where is he? Slut! Tramp!” Jinx yelled.

“Ow!” Terra yelled. “No biting! Let me go! It’s important!”

Jericho and Ariel rushed downstairs to catch Jinx on Terra’s back with her teeth sunk into her shoulder. After seeing them arrive Jinx immediately released Terra who ran to her chest. Jericho did the same, clearing every chest in Ariel’s basement.

“Are we taking it all?” Ariel asked. “What’s going on? I don’t understand?”

“Trust me,” Jericho said while finishing the final chest. He was only a few steps behind Terra as she ran upstairs. “I don’t have time to explain. Terra has almost a million-gold saved so we need to get to everything faster.”

“Where were you? Dolt! Slowpoke!” Jinx growled while trying to jump on Jericho like she had Terra. He dodged her and continued to the top of the stairs. “What was that!? Asshole! Bastard!”

He heard Jinx and Ariel following behind, Jinx furious at being ignored but he didn’t have time to explain game mechanics to them. He exited the house and saw Terra sprinting towards the Tavern and realized she was likely to get there before him. Of all the buildings in the village, he couldn’t let her have that one. He had plans for that one.

“Not happening,” he said while popping a swiftness potion and summoning a heavy wind to push him forward. He was catching up but he needed more. Jericho snapped and exploded himself forward dealing half his health in damage. He’d barely managed to pass her and touched the sign first.

“Cheating mother fucker!” Terra yelled while pivoting to the nearby Inn. Easily the second most valuable target in any town since rooms were frequently rented by the hour. Jericho dashed to the alchemist and herbalist shops while Terra took the blacksmith, leatherworks, and fletcher. Her natural speed boost in a forest village was working to her advantage.

“Jericho!” Jinx panted while still trailing behind with Ariel. “What is going on? Jackass! Idiot!”

“Jinx,” Jericho said while sprinting to the tailor. “Just keep up, I’m thinking. Ariel, can you cast an illusion on Terra?”

“Not while we’re in the village,” Ariel answered confirming that the village was now operating under standard safe zone rules. They could cast magic on themselves, beneficial magic on each other, get in bar fights, things of that nature. But weapons and offensive casting would be out of the question.

“Okay,” Jericho said reaching the tailor in time to see Terra moving on to the jeweler. “That’s going to piss Jinx off,” Jericho mumbled to himself. He looked up at Ariel flying above, “Warn me when you see people and where they’re heading!”

“Jericho,” Ariel said fretfully. “I already see people and they’re heading everywhere. They are all wearing red capes with golden birds on them and buying everything they touch.”

“Fuck,” Jericho said realizing it was too late. “Jinx, new plan. Here’s ten thousand gold. Try to buy that house.”

Jinx sprinted over to the house and it was immediately purchased in Jericho’s name. It was no different than when she purchased things at the market.

“I should have thought of this earlier,” Jericho said while quickly handing Jinx a third of the remaining gold. “Buy as many homes as you can. No, go. Ariel get down here!”

“Yes?” Ariel said as Jericho shoved another third of the gold into her hands. Jinx was already off buying everything in sight. “What do you want me to do?”

“Buy any available small or mid-sized home that you feel is high value,” Jericho commanded. “Move as quickly as you can. You know this village better than any of us so you should be able to find them the fastest.”

“What do you mean by high value?” Ariel looked worried. “What if I make a mistake?”

“I trust you,” Jericho slapped her ass causing her to jump. “You can do it.”

Ariel smiled and flew off. Jericho knew that every village, city, or town had homes that were special but finding them was a bit of a crapshoot. Sometimes a small home would have a massive basement or be in an extremely convenient location. While it didn’t impact the homes initial purchase price it massively impacted the resale value to players. One home in Dawn even sold for twenty times its value purely based on location.

Ariel would also have an advantage in buying tree homes which he felt would have a decent value. They were the smallest and apartment-like in nature but the views were much better.

Jericho rushed for the largest homes he could see. He didn’t have a huge amount of gold left but he’d have enough to snag up two or three as long as he got to them in time. He shifted his body weight as he took a sharp turn down a long path and sprinted full speed ahead toward a large manor.

“Nope!” Terra laughed while snagging it up seconds before he could get to it. She laughed while sprinting off another direction. “That’s for the tavern!”

Jericho growled while scanning the village realizing he wasn’t going to make it to any of the bigger villas or manors in time. “Manors…” he mumbled while looking toward the hill. There wasn’t a house there, he’d blown it up. But in the distance, he spotted a sign. He rushed toward it ignoring everything else while hoping he had enough gold to purchase the land.

“I spent as much as I could,” Ariel said while touching down next to him. “I hope I did okay.”

“I’m sure you did great,” Jericho said turning to look at her. She handed him the remaining gold she had which wasn’t much. “We’re heading to the manor.”

“But there’s nothing there,” Ariel said perplexed.

“Doesn’t matter,” Jericho said as they maneuvered through the streets. He saw a red cloak in the corner of his eye pivot toward him.

“Jericho,” the playful voice called out to him. “Are you behind this?”

“Fuck,” Jericho said ignoring the familiar voice. “Ariel is she following me?”

“That’s a her?” Ariel asked while tilting her head. “Yes, she’s still following you. Are you sure she’s a she?”

“Yeah,” Jericho answered while speeding up and calling down a gust of wind to make him a little lighter on his feet since it was a straight shot to the manor. “Her name is Diana.”

“Where you heading?” Diana popped up right next to him using a blink step. “Are you avoiding me? You mad at me? I saw Terra here too. Are you and Terra an item? I mean in-game, not in real life. Hey, why didn’t you accept my invitation into Phoenix? What’s with the fairy? How did you…”

“Diana,” Jericho flashed a polite smile at the tiny red-scaled woman. Her emotionless jet-black eyes always caught him off guard. “Shouldn’t you be finding houses to buy?”

“I am,” she smiled back flashing her fangs. “I’m following you. I figure you’re after something high value. So, rather than run around competing with other guild members buying up small plots, I’ll follow the guy who clearly knows what he’s doing. Then, I’m going to get it first. I’m sure it’s something good. Anyway, have you been avoiding me?”

“I don’t suppose I can convince you to back off,” Jericho grinned.

“Maybe if you make it worth my while,” she laughed. Jericho knew what she wanted, it was the same thing she always wanted. Her eyes shifted and Jericho realized she saw the for-sale sign on the property. They were almost there and there was no way he could beat her to it.

On paper, the Ela were the best race in the game with the highest stats and overpowered racial perks. They also looked absolutely amazing with their colorful scales and black eyes, which was also the reason so few people played them. Why be a colorful dragon humanoid hybrid when you could be a sexy elf?

“Phoenix is having a ball soon and I need a date,” Diana glanced away. “I know that last time was probably kind of a bucket list type of thing. But you also were really nice about everything. Other guys say all sorts of rude stuff or laugh or tell me to find a furry. I guess I should probably just reroll. I really didn’t think that far ahead when I made my character. I just really liked how she looked and it’s not as though…”

“Alright,” Jericho answered as the sign approached. “I’ll come to the ball.”

“Really!” Diana jumped excitedly as they continued forward. “Great! I’ll let you know when it is! I better find some property before I miss out!”

“What just happened?” Ariel asked as they neared the wall.

“Don’t worry about it,” Jericho said as he reached forward and tagged the sign. “Fuck. I’m short on gold.”

Jericho looked around for Jinx but she wasn’t anywhere to be seen. He looked out over the village and almost all the property appeared to be gone. At least four different guilds had arrived and were running around the place searching for anything missed. None of them noticed the empty lot on the hill.

“I need you to find Jinx,” Jericho said. “It’s important. We’re short a few thousand gold and this property is worth a couple million on resale. The only reason players haven’t come here is because there isn’t a house on it.”

“Okay,” Ariel realized the importance and flew off.

Jericho was standing in front of the sign so any players looking up toward the hill would just see a player scanning the village for any remaining properties. He wasn’t sure how long it’d be before players realized that the hill was for sale.

He started to tap his foot and crack his knuckles while continually alternating between scanning the ground and the sky. Since Ariel could fly, he hoped Jinx just gave her the gold but deep down he knew there was no chance of that. Jinx would want to be the hero.

Jericho froze as a flash of green dashed across the street in front of him. He hoped desperately Terra hadn’t seen him. Almost immediately his hope was dashed as her head peaked around the corner of the front gate.

“Oh!” Terra’s eyes lit up. “Mine!”

“Terra,” Jericho tensed up. “We can split it. It’d be fair to split.”

“Right,” Terra grinned as she pushed past Jericho. “Just like you planned to split it.”

Terra froze as she set her hand on the signpost to purchase the property. Jericho realized she was also short on funds. She turned toward Jericho and smiled.

“Alright,” she said. “We’ll split it.”

“Jinx could be here any second with more gold,” Jericho glanced at her while checking to make sure no other players wandering around the village had noticed. “Eighty-twenty.”

“Fifty-fifty,” she said. “Or I make a scene.”

“You’d get nothing then,” Jericho laughed. “Eighty-twenty. Twenty percent is better than nothing.”

“Oh, sweet innocent Jericho,” Terra stepped forward. “I have four older sisters. You better believe I’m willing to suffer as long as you suffer more.”

“You’re bluffing,” Jericho sneered. “I’ll go up to seventy-thirty. Jinx could be here any second. Take the deal while you can.”

“You did this to yourself,” Terra said. She took a deep breath and screamed, “This property is for sale!” She turned back to Jericho and offered her gold. “Fifty-fifty.”

Jericho turned to see several people racing toward them and reached for the money. He stopped short as he saw Jinx hop over a wall. There was no assurance she would have enough gold to purchase the property. Even if she did, she might not reach him in time.

“Fuck!” Jericho snatched the gold from Terra. “Fine! Fifty-fifty.”

“That’s better,” Terra clapped as Jericho quickly purchased the property. “Was that so hard?”

“Yes,” Jericho said while rolling his eyes. “But something is better than nothing.”

“Jericho,” Jinx looked frustrated. “I don’t have any gold left! The idiot fairy said you needed my gold but you told me to spend it all! Buffoon! Lummox!”

“That actually makes me feel a little better,” Jericho smiled at the frustrated familiar.

“I’m sorry,” Ariel said while landing in front of him. “I didn’t make it in time. She’d spent all of the gold you gave her.”

“It’s fine,” Jericho said as he looked at everything settling around the village. He turned to Terra, “How much of the village do you think we own?”

“Combined?” Terra looked around. “Probably about sixty to seventy percent. I have a lot of businesses, a few large homes, a bunch of small ones. I was just tapping everything as I went past. What about you?”

“No clue,” Jericho answered. “I send Jinx and Ariel off to purchase what they could. I asked Ariel to purchase any homes she thought might have special significance. I’ll have to see how that turned out.”

“Smart,” Terra cracked her neck. “I think I’m due for a break. It’s been a long day. Talk more about it tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” Jericho answered as Terra vanished. He looked to Jinx and Ariel. “Ariel, let’s head back to your place so I can log.”

“Log?” Ariel tilted her head.

“He disappears sometimes,” Jinx grumbled. “But he comes back.”

“Oh,” Ariel said disappointedly. Jericho couldn’t help but feel guilty as she looked at him with her sparkling blue eyes. “You promise you’ll come back?”

“Yeah,” Jericho said. “I promise.”



Chapter 17

Fulfilling Obligations



Jericho searched the upstairs for Jinx or Ariel hoping they hadn’t killed each other in his time away. He half expected the manor to be in shambles and one of them to be bound and gagged. Then again, he hadn’t searched the entire manor yet so the possibility still existed. He concentrated on their spirits and sensed them both downstairs in the rear living area. He headed toward them.

“What the hell?” Jericho’s hair stood on end as he was greeted with a room full of illusionary hims. Jinx was lying on the sofa in her red underwear cuddling with a pile of jewels she’d brought up from the basement while Ariel was drinking wine and reading a book while dressed in a white negligee. All the while illusions of him seemed to be doing anything from dancing half-naked to whispering sweet nothings into Jinx’s ear. As soon as Ariel saw him she jumped out of her seat spilling her wine on the floor and the illusions vanished.

“Master!” Ariel froze. Her blue eyes were wider than he’d ever seen and even from across the room he could see her legs trembling. “I can explain. It was Jinx’s idea!”

“Traitorous bug! Insect! Turncoat!” Jinx snapped at Ariel before practically falling out of her seat to hug Jericho first.

“Did anybody else see this?” Jericho asked gesturing everywhere. “Like Terra or any visitors?”

“No!” Ariel stumbled as she rushed forward to hug him. “Absolutely not!”

“Then it’s fine,” Jericho tried to get the image out of his head. “I’m just happy you two seem to be getting along.”

“Really?” Ariel sighed. “You’re not angry?”

“I told you he’d be fine with it!” Jinx said triumphantly. “Our master is an irredeemable sexual deviant! Idiot! Fool!”

“That’s astonishingly accurate,” Jericho chuckled. “Anyway, there’s a lot to do today so…”

“No!” Jinx glared up at him angrily. “You promised that if you got another familiar, you’d continue to meet my needs! Liar! Deceiver!”

“But,” Jericho started to object but she had a point. He looked at Ariel whose judgmental eyes reaffirmed that he had obligations to meet. He ran his fingers across Ariel’s soft white negligee while his other hand moved down Jinx’s smooth back. As soon as his hands reached their asses, he gripped them both tightly and hoisted the girls over his shoulders. “Come on.”

Jericho carried them upstairs. He cringed at the sound of various pottery crashing and paintings tearing as the two familiars flailed about laughing. He opened the master bedroom door with his foot and once inside tossed both girls onto the bed.

His chest pounded as Ariel and Jinx both looked up at him wide-eyed. Jinx’s tan slender legs covered in pale stripes slid about anxiously. Ariel sat up on her knees, her hands resting between her slightly spread legs covering her transparent panties while the rest of her white negligee fell gracefully at her sides.

“Jericho, do me first,” Jinx whined. “I’m so hungry. Womanizer. Lothario.”

Ariel quietly scooted to the side to wait her turn. Jericho fixated on Jinx who’d thrust her hand into her red panties and begun aggressively playing with herself. Ariel smiled politely and Jericho started to feel a little guilty.

“Jinx,” Jericho’s voice was stern. “Ask Ariel to fuck me first.”

“What?” Jinx sat up confused. Ariel appeared equally confused but remained silent. Jinx clenched her teeth. “You want to do her first? Deviant. Whoremonger.”

“Yes,” Jericho answered while leaning forward and kissing Jinx. “But I want you to ask her to. Actually, I want you to beg her to fuck me first. And show her affection, deep affection. It would make me happy.”

“You want me to beg that insect!?” Jinx responded. Jericho watched carefully as her legs started to rub together anxiously and her hand moved up and down her thigh. Her other hand slid up to her belly and slowly worked down. Jinx’s eyes dilated like she’d been caught in some sort of trap. “Only to make you happy. Brute. Barbarian.”

“Good girl,” Jericho said kissing her deeply. He looked at Ariel whose face burned brightly as the rest of her trembled with excitement. He turned back toward Jinx and smiled wickedly.

Jinx crawled toward the anxious fairy and Ariel practically jumped when Jinx touched her arm, pawing at it slowly as if she were begging for food. She leaned forward, licked up her arm to her shoulder, and repeated the action several times. Ariel slowly began to calm down.

“Ariel,” Jinx practically whispered. She took a breath before increasing her volume slightly. “Please fuck Jericho first. Pretty please?” She peppered in more soft licks. “I want to see his thick cock stretch your pretty little pussy. Whiner. Killjoy.”

“Are you sure?” Ariel’s voice trembled. “You’re not going to be mad?”

“I’m sure,” Jinx said softly while reaching between Ariel’s legs. Ariel let out a squeak as Jinx’s finger deftly moved her panties to the side and slid inside of her. A flash of jealousy momentarily shot across Jinx’s face as she touched Ariel’s pussy. She bit softly on Ariel’s shoulder clearly resisting the urge to bite harder. “Your pussy is amazing. Jericho’s cock deserves an amazing pussy like yours. Sourpuss. Downer.”

“My pussy is amazing?” Ariel gave Jinx a loving look catching her completely off guard. “You really think so?”

Before Jinx could respond Ariel practically tackled her and kissed her on the lips. Jinx was frozen for a moment unsure of what was happening or how to respond as Ariel thrust her tongue into her mouth while pressing her body against Jinx. Jinx looked at Jericho for help.

“You two are just too cute,” Jericho couldn’t stop smiling as he removed his clothes. His cock was getting harder by the second. Ariel’s hands moved up and down Jinx’s body. Ariel pulled her mouth from Jinx’s and dug into her neck before making her way down toward her chest. She pulled Jinx’s tit out of her bra and began barraging it with kisses.

“You’re supposed to fuck Jericho,” Jinx whined as she attempted to get away. Ariel continued to suck on Jinx’s tit while shifting her ass toward Jericho. She moved back up to Jinx’s mouth kissing her deeply and then further up before shoving her small tits in Jinx’s face. “This isn’t what was supposed to happen. Idiots. Jerks.”

Jericho slid his hands up and down Ariel’s soft negligee while pulling it up to get a better view of her ass. He could see her entire ass through her sheer panties and became engrossed in the softness of her flesh. His fingers hooked the top of her silky panties and pulled them down. He took a moment to allow her to lift her knees from the mattress and then pulled them completely off.

“Tell me again?” she whined at Jinx.

“Your pussy is amazing. Shrew. Floozy.” Jinx panted as Ariel buried her face into Jinx’s neck.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” Jericho said while leaning down to taste Ariel’s pussy. She tasted like fruit and sugar and Jericho found himself burying his face and tongue between her legs.

“Master!” Ariel cried out. “What are you doing?” Jericho pulled away and began kissing her ass and thighs. Ariel let out a loud whine as Jericho returned to her dripping pussy. “Why does that feel so good?”

“Your pussy is the best,” Jericho said as her legs trembled. He pressed his tongue hard on her clit before continuing upward and she almost collapsed.

“Jericho!” Jinx objected. “What about me! Selfish! Scrooge!”

Jericho reached down toward Jinx’s thrashing legs and practically ripped her lace panties off exposing her drenched cunt. He quickly maneuvered Ariel’s body so their pussies were touching and began licking from Jinx’s up past Ariel’s, their flavors mixed on his tongue.

“That feels so good!” whined Ariel as her body shivered.

“Keeping going! Miscreant! Degenerate!” Jinx moaned and her hips started moving as if she were fucking Ariel.

Jericho continued to slide his tongue across their pussies getting lost in their flavor. Ariel’s juices dripped into Jinx sweetening her. His eyes fixated on Ariel’s pussy as he reached his limit and pulled both girls to the edge of the bed. He lined up his cock and thrust himself into Ariel’s pink cunt.

“Yes!” Ariel cried out. She started showering Jinx in rapid kisses while giggling. “He’s inside me. His cock feels so good.”

Ariel moaned into Jinx’s neck as Jericho began thrusting. Jinx reached down and grabbed Ariel’s ass while Jericho gripped her thighs. He leaned forward ensuring he’d thrust Ariel’s body into Jinx. Ariel let out an adorable soft whine each time his cock reached the back of her pussy. He started fucking her faster and harder.

“Oh god,” Ariel droned while burrowing her face deeper into Jinx’s neck. Jinx closed her eyes as she got lost in the comfort of Ariel’s embrace. “Oh god, oh god, oh god!”

Jericho groaned as he felt Ariel cum on his cock, her warmth intensifying as her pussy pulsed against his member. She started shaking and giggling into Jinx’s neck as he continued to thrust.

“Fuck,” Jericho moaned as he reached the back of her pussy and released. His cock throbbed as he started to fill her up. He held himself inside until he’d finished and pulled out as Ariel continued to writhe and titter while rubbing up against Jinx.

“Jericho,” Jinx whimpered desperately while spreading her legs wider. “Fuck me. Cad. Monster.”

Jinx’s thighs were drenched in her juices and her pussy was practically gaping as it waited for his cock. Jericho grinned as he pulled Jinx down a little further and lifted Ariel up. She tried to stifle her laughter but couldn’t. Every few seconds she spasmed and laughed. Jericho guided her forward where she straddled Jinx’s waist, then chest, then finally straddled her face.

“What?” Ariel managed to laugh out while covering her mouth. “What do I…god!”

Jinx’s arms wrapped around Ariel’s thighs and she started licking Ariel’s pussy. Ariel tried to rise up as the intense sensation started to overwhelm her giving Jericho a nice view as Jinx thrust her long tongue into Ariel’s pussy to eat out his cum.

“You’re so fucking hot Jinx,” Jericho said while giving her pussy a few gentle strokes before lining up his cock. He was shocked to find so little resistance as his thick cock entered her drenched cunt. He let out a soft moan as a warm splash landed on his pelvis.

“God! Jinx!” Ariel cried out in laughter as Jinx held her in check. Rising up to escape Jinx’s tongue was futile as Jinx bent her neck upward to reach. Ariel continued to squirm and laugh hysterically as Jinx pulled her back down and growled threateningly. “It’s too much! Jinx! You can’t! It’s going to happen again!”

Jericho grunted as Jinx’s slender legs wrapped themselves around him, pulling him inward. She wanted him deep inside of her as she licked and sucked on Ariel’s pussy. He was happy to oblige as he pulled back and thrust like he wanted to break her. Each commanding lunge was met by the splash of her juices against him.

“Mmff!” Jinx used Ariel’s pussy like a pillow to scream into as Jericho cruelly pounded away at her fragile cunt. Her entire body tensed and arched as she started to cum but Jericho didn’t stop or wait, he increased speed. He ravaged her poor pussy and she couldn’t hold anything in. Her entire body started to spasm like she was being electrocuted and she started to squirt all over.

Jericho’s orgasm started mid thrust sending a torrent of ecstasy through his body but he continued to pump away like an enraged beast as Jinx squirted all over his abs. The slippery warm fluid dripped down his abs and legs finally culminating in a puddle on the floor.

“It’s happening!” Ariel laughed madly rolling off of Jinx’s face, and off the foot of the bed entirely onto the floor. “Ow,” she said as the crazy laughter continued.

“Fuck!” Jinx cried out while clawing her nails into the bed, her hands shifting into blue spectral claws tearing through the sheets and mattress. Jericho continued unable to stop himself as he felt himself cumming inside of her again. Jinx’s eyes glowed and random turquoise spirit flames started pulsing from her body as she screamed, “Keep going you horse-cocked mother fucker! Bastard! Cunt!”

“Horse-cocked,” Ariel continued her demented laughing fit while rolling around on the hardwood floor.

Jericho forced himself to continue as Jinx twisted and tore until finally, she fell limp and passed out. He panted as he pulled out, his cock still twitching uncontrollably. After a few seconds, the spectral flames died out. Her eyes opened and she was locked on Jericho. In an instant, Jinx used her cat-like agility to twist her body and launch herself off the bed at him.

“Wait!” Jericho warned as Jinx tackled him full force sending him into the far wall. He struggled to keep his balance on the heavily lubricated floor but managed to recover. He winced as her nails dug into his back and her teeth into his shoulder while her legs wrapped around him like a python refusing to release. He managed to save them both from falling by latching onto a dresser.

“No fair,” Ariel said as her laughter slowly became less maniacal. She tried to climb back onto the bed but slipped in the puddle Jinx had left on the floor. She simultaneously laughed and whined, “Ow.”

“Oh my god,” Jericho started cracking up as Ariel carefully tried to stand up only to spasm again causing her to slip and fall again. Using the wall Jericho managed to reach the bed with Jinx and give Ariel a hand up to cuddle beside him. They cuddled together until Jinx was prepared to release him.



Chapter 18

Hostile Negotiations



“I don’t get it,” Ariel said as the three left the house. “Why did we want to buy everything if we were just going to sell it all?”

“Players,” Jericho started. “Well, people like me are willing to pay a lot more for property than what it sells for depending on the location. Lesun Forest is located between Kar Mograth and Dawn, two extremely popular cities because they both reside in areas where there’s no player versus player.”

“Player versus player?” Ariel asked getting more confused.

“It’s when people like Jericho try to kill each other. Insect. Bug.” Jinx answered.

“Right,” Jericho sighed. “Anyway, this village will be extremely popular. So, people like me will be willing to pay ridiculous prices for these houses. And since we own some of the local businesses, they’ll generate gold for us weekly.”

“I think I get it,” Ariel said as they approached the village center. He looked around and just about everywhere he looked there were fairies. “Is it my imagination or are there a lot more fairies?”

 “There are definitely more fairies. Jerk. Idiot.” Jinx growled.

“Hey!” A fairy male approached him. He looked different than others, edgier. He had long black hair with a silver streak and glowing red eyes. “You’re Jericho, right? You own a bunch of houses in this village, don’t you? How much are you asking for them?”

“When have fairies been part of race selection?” Jericho asked realizing the person was a player.

“You don’t know?” the fairy said. “Saving this village unlocked fairies as a selectable race. A lot of people are giving them a try. Their speed and intellect are pretty balanced but their strength is shit. And the only good racial perk is flight, but that’s a hell of a perk.”

“Yeah it is,” Jericho said. “Well shit. Wait, so this is the starting village for fairies?”

“Yeah,” he answered clearly frustrated. “And because it’s a starting village the guilds decided not to sell any of the property they acquired. You and somebody named Terra seem to own most of the village.”

“Right,” Jericho nodded while trying to contain a smile. “But I’m not selling right now. Talk to me in a couple weeks.”

“Fine,” he sighed while walking away. Based on the fact the fairy didn’t even make an offer Jericho knew the fairy was hoping to buy cheap and resell.

“Starting village? Is that good?” Jinx was practically salivating. “Does this mean more gold! More jewelry? Dolt? Dummy?”

“There you are!” A seductive voice interrupted. Jericho turned to see Cynthia approaching, her eyes focused intently on Jericho. Every player and NPC turned to watch as the sexy fairy walked through the village center. “We had a deal and I expect it to be honored!”

The players were practically salivating as she walked past. She’d changed her mesh bodysuit with a black leather suit complete with a long zipper starting at her cleavage and going down between her legs. She completed the look with high heeled boots and gloves.

“I can’t wait to fuck that slut,” a male fairy joked from the crowd. In a blink, Cynthia was in front of him looking at him murderously. He smiled cockily knowing that combat within the city wasn’t permitted. Cynthia lifted a finger and instantly a magical red ring was around his neck. She pointed down and he dropped to his knees. “What the fuck?”

“Down boy,” she commanded and everybody stepped back.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t know...”

“Did I give you permission to talk?” Cynthia glared as the collar pulled his head to the ground. She pressed her heel into the back of his head while looking around the town center. A moment later she blinked in front of Jericho. Jinx and Ariel immediately inserted themselves between. “Oh, do you wish to fight me, Ariella? And is this little beast your pet?”

“Jericho!” Jinx turned to him. Her eyes indicated she was ready for a fight. “Who is this fairy sl…”

“Nope,” Jericho grabbed Jinx’s mouth and held it shut while she struggled against him. “You will not be saying that.” After a few seconds, she growled and gave up.

“You can’t hurt him,” Ariel’s voice trembled. “I won’t let you.”

“Oh,” Cynthia smiled as she ran her fingers through Ariel’s hair. “Ariella, I have no quarrel with your pet human as long as he fulfills his end of the bargain.” She looked around at the crowd of players whispering. “Silence!”

The entire crowd hushed. Cynthia closed her eyes waiting for somebody to make a sound. More players started arriving but were immediately silenced by others. She smiled and opened her eyes, clearly content that they wouldn’t interrupt again.

“Ariella Pepperspring,” Cynthia said sternly. She held out her hands and a golden flower crown formed in her hands. “I hereby crown you Queen Ariella Pepperspring.” She dropped to one knee. Cynthia slowly turned her head toward the crowd and everybody followed suit.

“But,” Ariel trembled as she accepted the crown. She looked to Jericho who nodded politely at her. “Okay,” she said while placing the crown on her head.

“All hail Ariella Pepperspring,” Cynthia announced. “Queen of the fairies!” She glanced back at the terrified crowd and took a deep breath, “I said, all hail Ariella Pepperspring, Queen of the fairies!”

The crowd caught on and burst out in forced cheers. Cynthia rose to her feet clearly irritated. Ariel smiled apprehensively while taking a step back toward Jericho as he placed his hand on her shoulder to reassure her.

“Ahem,” Cynthia glanced from Jericho to Ariel then finally to herself.

“Ariel,” Jericho whispered. “We promised you’d make her your royal advisor.”

 “Promise you won’t hurt Jericho,” Ariel mumbled. “Or any of my friends!”

“Ariella,” Cynthia sighed. “I promise. Although I shouldn’t have to. I mean, really.”

“Jericho?” Ariel looked at him for approval.

Jericho had been doing mathematics in his head on how his property values would be impacted if the fairies were led by a smoking hot dominatrix. He looked down at Ariel then back at Cynthia gesturing for her to do it.

“Cynthia Darkwater,” Ariel said loudly. “I hereby grant you the title of royal advisor!”

“Thank you, your majesty,” Cynthia smiled wickedly while turning toward the crowd. “I accept.”

“We finished?” Jericho asked.

“Not quite,” Cynthia blinked past Ariel. Jinx growled at the tall leather-clad fairy as she reached into her cleavage and pulled out a small slip of parchment and handed it to Jericho, “As agreed.”

“Excellent,” Jericho said opening up the paper. He immediately memorized how to grow void flowers and brew void liquor then ignited the parchment ensuring nobody else would learn it. He looked around the city as some players dispersed while others watched the group carefully. “Well, pleasure seeing you again.”

“Don’t worry,” Cynthia grinned before walking off. “You’ll be seeing plenty of me. As royal advisor, I’ll be staying with Ariel.”

“What!” Jinx yelled breaking free. “No more whores! There’s the elf whore! The dark elf whore! The fairy whore! And now another fairy whore! There are too many whores! Rake! Scum!”

Cynthia stared at Jinx and started to lift her finger but stopped herself. She looked at Ariel and grinned. “See Ariella. I would never hurt one of your friends. No matter what much they deserved it.”

“What if they asked you to?” Jericho asked naughtily.

“Well,” Cynthia looked him up and down. “Since I am an advisor, I’d advise them to be careful what they ask for.”

“Noted,” Jericho said as Cynthia blinked away.

“What was that!” Jinx pounded on his chest. “You filthy pervert! I know what you meant! If you want me to wear leather, I’ll wear leather! I’ll be happy to hurt you! Adulterer! Cheater!”

“Looks like I’m late to the party,” Terra laughed while approaching from behind. “Who exactly was that? She was hot.”

“That was Cynthia,” Jericho answered. “I told you about her.”

“That was Cynthia? You didn’t mention she looked like that. Anyway, we need to come up with a good strategy for the property here.”

“Oh,” Jericho laughed. “I’m going to wait for the word to spread that it’s a starting city with a dominatrix ruler. I’m also selling my place in Dawn and moving here.”

“About that,” Terra grinned. “I was thinking the same thing. In fact, I was going to offer to buy out your half of the manor on the hill once it was rebuilt.”

“I need the room a lot more than you do,” Jericho argued wanting the manor for himself. “I have Jinx, Ariel, and apparently Cynthia is going to be living with us, not entirely sure how that’s going to work. Plus, I’m going to have more familiars. I only have two and I have no idea where I’m going to find any others.”

“Oh!” Ariel chimed in excitedly. “What about a sha…”

“No!” Jinx yelled while rushing to cover Ariel’s mouth. “Not that one! Fool! Blabbermouth!”

“Hold on. Can we put a pin in the house thing?” Jericho asked. Terra nodded equally curious about the commotion. “Jinx, you said you only knew where to find a mind magic familiar. Are you holding out on me?”

“If I were holding out on you would I have told you were to find fairies? I hate fairies. Bastard. Cheat.” Jinx responded. She squeezed Ariel’s mouth tightly and whispered something into her ear which he assumed to be a threat.

“Ariel?” Jericho smiled while pulling her away from Jinx. “What isn’t Jinx telling me?”

“Nothing,” Ariel shuffled her feet and avoiding eye contact. “Silly me. I don’t know where to find any other familiars.”

“Ariel,” Jericho said wrapping his arms around her. “You were going to say something. You can tell me.”

“Well,” Ariel looked back at Jinx glaring angrily at her. “I think shapeshifters use body magic…”

“Traitor! Backstabber!” Jinx yelled while leaping forward. Jericho twisted to prevent Jinx from reaching the terrified fairy. She attempted to get around him with little success.

Terra laughed as Jericho processed the information and within moments found himself unable to stop smiling.

“I don’t know why you’re laughing,” Jinx snapped at Terra. “Who do you think he’s going to have the shapeshifter change into first? Slut. Whore.”

“Goddammit!” Terra stomped realizing Jinx was right. She turned to Jericho who ignored her scowl as all of the possibilities danced around in his head. Then Terra shifted her anger to Ariel, “Do you have any idea what you’ve done?”

“But,” Ariel pouted while continuing to hide behind Jericho. “I don’t understand why you’re mad.”

“You can’t be this innocent,” Terra said bending over to look her in the eye. “If Jericho gets a shapeshifter, he’ll have her change into whatever woman he wants. Any woman! Maybe even you!”

“You think he’d have her change into me?” Ariel blushed. “But he could have anybody.”

“You’re hopeless,” Terra lamented before turning her ire back on Jericho. “If you’re getting a shapeshifter, I’m damn sure getting the manor.”

“He’s not getting a shapeshifter!” Jinx stomped. “He has me and the stupid blabbermouth fairy! Hag! Witch!”

“Why do you need the manor?” Jericho snapped back into the discussion at hand. “I need the room way more than you do.”

“They never come up for sale and I want one. So, either you give up your half or we’re becoming domestic partners.” Terra crossed her arms. “I’m not giving in.”

“I’m not either,” Jericho said. “So, I suppose we’re moving in together.”

“I suppose we are,” Terra responded.

“You’re not getting a shapeshifter! Pervert! Bastard!” Jinx screamed.





Chapter 19

A Game and a Show



“You’re an idiot if you think you’re going to win,” Terra scowled at Jericho while brushing her long blonde hair out of her face. She leaned forward watching Jericho for any hint of what he had planned.

Jericho downed a shot of black licorice liquor and slammed the glass on the massive round table. The sound echoed through the massive dining hall. He grinned arrogantly while focusing on his large chested opponent.

His vision was blurry and he was having trouble staying in his seat. Fortunately, Jinx and Ariel were there to support him, literally. They each took a side and whenever he started to lean too far, they’d push him back to the middle.

“I think it’s been,” Jericho paused and tried to remember what he was going to say. “It’s been established that I’m an idiot. But I’m an idiot that wins.”

Terra drew a card and Cynthia’s emerald eyes lit up. She’d been watching silently for most of the match but it seemed the dominating dark fairy had an idea. She leaned down and whispered in Terra’s ear while gesturing at the cards and table.

“Not this time,” Terra laid down the environmental card Eastern Wind increasing the speed of her flying units when approaching from the east. She immediately followed it up with Last Stand doubling the attack of all units for two minutes at the cost of their lives. For no reason, in particular, she also laid down her last card summoning a golem to defend her queen. “I’m taking your king.”

“Really?” Jericho said as Terra rushed his defenseless king. All of his units were too far away to intercept the buffed flyers. He stared at the blurry cards in his hand and it was regretfully kind of shit. It was still twenty seconds before he could draw another card. “That all you got?”

“You going to talk or are you going to do something?” Terra smiled while taking a shot. “You have nothing. You know what your problem is? You don’t think ahead. You just play it by ear and hope everything works out. This time it won’t.”

“We’ll see,” Jericho said as the timer ticked down allowing him to draw another card. It would be two minutes before he could draw another card. He looked at what he’d drawn and then back at his hand to confirm he wasn’t seeing things. “Ha!”

Jericho ordered all of his units to attack Terra’s queen. She had some defending units but the overwhelming might of his forces would make short work of them.

“How drunk are you?” Terra laughed, clearly oblivious to the fact the only thing keeping her upright were Cynthia’s black bindings. She knew there were no cards that’d allow his units to arrive before hers, it was a bluff.

“Pull back your units,” Cynthia said as a tiny flame ignited on Jericho’s shoulder. Due to his training in elemental magic, he’d become so powerful that whenever he was excited or emotional, magic would just leak out. He made a mental note that he should avoid gambling in the future.

“No,” Terra drunkenly snapped. “He’s doing the flame thing on purpose. It’s part of his bluff.”

“I’m advising you to pull back,” Cynthia commanded. “Move your queen north, send your units to attack his army instead of his king. They’ll kill each other allowing you to reset the board.”

“I said no,” Terra snarled, ignoring Cynthia’s command. “I’m going to win now.”

“You know what your problem is?” Jericho said mocking Terra as her units entered his kings’ range. “You’ve spent so much time planning that you’ve forgotten how much fun not having a plan can be. I’m going to remind you.”

Jericho laid down Dragon’s Vitality temporarily doubling his king’s health. He followed it up with Heroes Sacrifice, a support spell reducing the target unit’s health to one in exchange for healing another unit to full.

“What are you doing?” Terra asked as Jericho reduced his king’s health to one. He followed it up with Berserk, a spell that increased the damage of a unit based on how much health was missing. “It doesn’t matter. My units only need one hit to…”

“Kassia’s Blade,” Jericho smiled as he played the card he’d just drawn, an enchanted weapon with built-in counter that also gained first strike if the unit was below ten percent health.

“I told you to pull back,” Cynthia said smugly.

“Shut up,” Terra snapped while moving her queen north to escape Jericho’s incoming troops. She wanted to divert her attacking troops but it was too late. The king was demolishing them and even if they managed to escape the units would die after Last Stand wore off. “Goddammit! This is such bullshit!”

“Are we going to win?” Ariel jumped up and down. “Does this mean we get the big bedroom?”

“Not yet,” Jinx glared at the timer on Terra’s deck. “The slutty elf could get lucky. Gnat. Insect.”

“Come on,” Terra tapped her fingers rapidly. Her eyes darted from her escaping queen to her deck. “Come on, come on, come on.” The timer reached zero and she drew her card, “Fuck!”

Terra threw down an elven archer which died immediately. A few seconds later her queen followed and the game ended. Terra immediately started banging the table as Jericho sat in his seat grinning.

“Stop smiling,” Terra growled. “Cocky doesn’t look good on you. That was such bullshit! I can’t fucking believe that combination! How? Seriously! How the fuck does that happen?”

“Don’t be a sore loser,” Jericho joked rising to his feet. Ariel and Jinx quickly moved to support him. “You’re the one who proposed we play for it instead of flipping a coin.”

“That’s because my deck is better than yours,” she sighed while pouring another shot. “I didn’t count on your stupid dumb luck. How fucking lucky are you?”

“At least you provided a good example for queen Ariella,” Cynthia stared at Ariel. “She got to see first hand what happens when people avoid my counsel.”

“And why are you even living here?” Terra asked angrily as Cynthia filled an entire wine glass with black licorice liquor. Her tolerance for it was unnatural. “You’re not even one of his familiars.”

“I’m the advisor to the queen,” Cynthia answered while magically tightening the dark bindings keeping Terra upright in the chair. Terra let out a soft whimper as her large breasts nearly popped out of her top. “Do you have a problem with that?”

“No,” Terra panted as Cynthia stroked her hair. “No problem.”

“Good,” Cynthia grinned wickedly and dissipated the bindings causing Terra to drunkenly tumble from her seat. “Although you bring up a valid point. My own living arrangements.”

“Pick a room,” Jericho gestured wildly as his familiars supported him. “There are plenty.”

Plenty was putting it lightly. After Jericho and Terra had freed the fairy village, they both acquired a large number of properties including the largest property in the village. More importantly, they acquired so much property they were able to control the home prices in the village and decided rather than undercut each other, they’d work together to maximize their profits.

In the process, they’d both accrued massive fortunes on par with some mid-level guilds. The first thing they did with their new wealth was build the largest manor possible on the hilltop property they’d agreed to share. It was nearly twice the size of the one Jericho blew up.

The manor was three luxurious floors complete with a rooftop penthouse acting as a partial fourth floor. The penthouse was also the master bedroom and was in a league of its own. It took up half the roof and opened to a gorgeous rooftop garden. In one of the corners of the room, it had a bathtub so large it could easily fit a dozen people. The room also had more closet space than Jericho knew what to do with, but he was sure Jinx and Ariel would figure out how to use it all.

Both Terra and Jericho wanted it and in the end, they decided to play Strife, Forbidden Arcana’s card game, for it.

“I suppose it doesn’t matter,” Cynthia said pensively. “I’ll be spending most of my time in the library or alchemy lab anyway.”

“I’m taking the third-floor room with the balcony,” Terra scowled at Cynthia while climbing back into her seat. “The one with the nice attached boudoir.”

“You don’t need to worry about me,” Cynthia smiled politely. “I prefer utility over looks. I’ll be taking a room on the second floor since all the important amenities are either on the first floor or in the basement. Thank you for the hospitality.”

“You’re welcome,” Jericho stared at Cynthia’s slender ass as she walked away. He couldn’t get over how good she looked in her leather bodysuit and recently he couldn’t stop thinking about her. The designers made her so over the top beautiful that men and women alike would beg to lick the boots of the dark fairy dominatrix.

“Stop looking,” Jinx dug her fingernails into his ribcage. He looked down and saw Jinx’s angry glare. Her breasts were practically popping out of her leather corset. She’d recently started dressing like Cynthia after noticing Jericho staring and it wasn’t the first time she’d fallen into that habit. She’d previously copied Terra’s style to garner more of his attention. “You keep looking at her. I don’t like the way you’re looking at her. Rake. Cad.”

“It’s not like that,” Jericho said looking to Ariel for backup. The fair-skinned fairy was wearing a white sundress which fell gracefully on her petite frame. While Jinx was exceedingly jealous and possessive, Ariel was more trusting and supportive, even when it came to other women. “Ariel, back me up.”

“Cynthia has a frightening power,” Ariel said carefully to make sure Cynthia was out of earshot. “She commands obedience in ways I don’t understand. Our master seems to be particularly vulnerable to her and is finding his desire to sleep with her overwhelming.”

“Not helping,” Jericho objected as Jinx dug her nails in deeper. “Ow. Could have done without that last part.”

“But you do want to sleep with her,” Ariel insisted. “There’s no reason to be ashamed of it. Most men want to sleep with Cynthia.”

“I knew it wasn’t my imagination!” Jinx growled. “You want to be commanded? Fine, sit! Bastard. Asshole.”

“What?” Jericho asked as Jinx shoved him back down onto the chair. His drunkenness had yet to wear off making him easy to push around. He looked across the table at Terra who was watching the spectacle with interest. “What’s going on.”

“Did I tell you that you can speak?” Jinx smacked Jericho in the face. Ariel moved to defend him but Jinx stopped her. “Apologize. Idiot. Moron.”

“I’m sorry,” Jericho said. Jinx waited two seconds and slapped him again.

“Is that how you address your mistress?” Jinx snapped. “Try again. Jerk. Cheat.”

“I’m sorry mistress,” Jericho said already feeling his cock getting hard as the tiny leather clad familiar stared him down. Jinx grinned knowingly as her golden eyes glanced at his cock. She adjusted her leather corset to push her breasts up slightly higher and smirked.

“Good boy,” Jinx said stomping her foot down on the chair, narrowly avoiding his cock. “For the remainder of the evening, you will only refer to me as mistress. Do you understand? Pervert. Deviant.”

“Yeah,” Jericho answered as another hard slap cracked across his face. He corrected himself, “Yes mistress.”

“Ariel,” Jinx said staring at the nervous fairy. “Come here. Fly. Moth.”

“Yes?” Ariel stumbled as she stepped forward.

“Bind his hands,” Jinx ordered while stepping off the chair. “You can create vines, right? Weakling. Coward.”

“Yes,” Ariel answered as she began to bind Jericho’s hands together behind the chair. “Done.”

“Good girl,” Jinx said. “Now remove his pants. Flea. Fool.”

Ariel obediently removed Jericho’s pants as well as his underwear exposing his half hard cock. Jinx pushed Ariel away and stepped forward. She tore open the front of his shirt and ran her hands up and down Jericho’s hard chest before gradually moving higher. She ran her fingers slowly along his collarbone before sliding up to his neck and gripped it tightly.

“Do you know the safe words?” Jinx asked with a menacing grin. She ran a finger from her free hand across his lips. “Do you remember them from my time with Terra? Emerald, Amber, and Ruby. Go, Slow, Stop. Understand? Whore? Bitch?”

“Yes mistress,” Jericho responded as Jinx tightened her grip. She ran her fingers through his hair lovingly while gradually increasing the pressure on his neck. Jinx leaned forward and gave him a peck on the lips while squeezing to the point Jericho felt he might pass out. “Amber.”

“Are you alright?” Jinx checked in while loosening her grip and pecking him gently. “Would you like a break? Slut? Harlot?”

“No mistress,” Jericho panted out as his cock throbbed. Ariel watched anxiously as Jinx resumed choking Jericho, this time stopping just shy of her previous spot while kissing and licking him. With her free hand, she reached for his cock and started slowly rotating her finger around the tip. Jericho’s eyes wandered back to Ariel. He couldn’t tell if she was worried, excited, or a bit of both.

“You’re such a good little slut Jericho,” Jinx released Jericho’s neck allowing him to breathe. She started to stroke his cock with both hands which was probably harder than it’d ever been. He loved having the golden-eyed beauty tease him. “Ariel. Take off your clothes. Weakling. Mouse.”

“This is so fucking hot,” Terra moaned out from across the table. She’d removed her panties and placed one of her feet on the table spreading her legs. It wasn’t unusual for her to engage in exhibitionism but voyeurism was certainly new to her. She’d begun masturbating to the scene.

“Now what?” Ariel asked while kicking off her panties. She stared hungrily at Jericho’s cock hoping to be commanded to ride it. Jinx gestured for Ariel to come toward her and once in arm’s length, Jinx guided her behind Jericho.

“Choke him,” Jinx commanded. “Wrap your arm around his neck, and choke him. Wimp. Simpleton.”

“What?” Ariel’s voice cracked. “But he’s our master.”

“No,” Jinx said with disdain. “He is a worthless whore. A plaything to be used as his mistress sees fit. Choke him, or leave. Jellyfish. Louse.”

“Okay,” Ariel mumbled while wrapping her arm around Jericho’s neck from behind. He felt her warm soft chest against the back of his head as her arm tightened. Jinx grinned while unzipping her long boots and tossing them away. She followed up by taking off her tight leather pants revealing black crotchless panties.

“Mmm,” Jinx moaned while touching herself. She sat up on the table and gestured for Ariel to push Jericho closer. She measured the distance by sticking out her foot as the chair slid across the floor. Once her foot was over Jericho’s shoulder, she gestured for Ariel to stop and moved her foot in front of Jericho’s face, “Lick it. Bitch. Whore.”

“You can’t…” Ariel tried to object but Jericho reacted instantly.

He stuck out his tongue and licked Jinx’s foot as Ariel continued to choke him. His cock pulsated to the point it hurt as Jinx continued to humiliate him. He began reflexively struggling against Ariel’s bindings in hopes he could break free and stroke himself.

“See Ariel?” Jinx said imperiously while swapping to her other foot. “Cynthia has no special power. Jericho is just a sexual deviant. He wanted to be put in his place, beneath my feet.” Jinx grinned threateningly at Jericho, “Isn’t that right. Slut? Cunt?”

“Yes mistress,” Jericho said as Jinx jammed her foot into his mouth. Ariel continued to hold her arm around his neck as Jinx wiggled her foot. Jericho continued to suck while his eyes fixated on Jinx’s crotchless panties and exposed pussy.

“Fuck,” Terra whined from her side of the room. She had removed all of her clothing and started using both hands to work her pussy. Jericho had almost forgotten she was watching. He was somehow simultaneously embarrassed and excited.

“Release him,” Jinx said coldly while pulling her foot from his mouth. Ariel released her chokehold allowing Jericho to breathe comfortably. She turned and leaned over the table to watch Terra masturbate, her ass swaying in front of Jericho’s face. “Jericho, be a good whore and lick your mistress’s asshole. Deviant. Pervert.”

“But…” Ariel tried again to object but was once again interrupted by Jericho’s eagerness.

“Yes mistress,” Jericho panted out excited to bury his face in Jinx’s round athletic ass. The fact she was still wearing her corset made it more appealing. Ariel reluctantly pushed the chair allowing Jericho to lean forward and lick. Jinx let out a satisfied moan as his tongue slid across her asshole.

“Mmm,” she purred as Jericho continued to lick her ass. “That’s a good little slut. Do you like the taste of your mistress’ asshole? Bitch? Whore?”

“Yes mistress,” Jericho said while burying his tongue deep in her ass. Jinx pushed herself on his face and wiggled rapidly. Jericho’s cock was in pain, all he wanted to do was bury it in Jinx’s tight little asshole. Hell, any orifice.

“Would you like your asshole licked? Worm. Insect.” Jinx smiled while staring back at Ariel.

“I…I don’t know,” Ariel answered. Jinx pulled her to the table and forcefully bent her over. She grabbed Jericho’s hair and guided him to Ariel. Jericho wasted no time in licking every inch of her tiny porcelain ass. “Oh god. That feels so good.”

Jinx thrust Jericho’s face into Ariel’s ass until he couldn’t breathe. After several seconds she allowed him to take a single breath before shoving his face back for more. Soon he found himself only getting half a breath, then a quarter of a breath, as if Jinx was attempting to suffocate him in Ariel’s tiny ass.

“That’s enough,” Jinx pulled Jericho’s hair. She reached behind him and cut the bindings holding his arms. He almost toppled over when she lifted him from the chair and roughly guided him onto the dining table. Jericho leaned back on the table as Jinx climbed up and stood over him, her pussy dripping with excitement. “Ariel, tie him down. Flunky. Reject.”

Ariel’s vines bound Jericho to the table as Jinx pressed her foot to his chest. She leisurely moved it up and down his body until finally, it reached his aching cock. She applied a little pressure as if she intended to step on it. Jericho readied the safe word.

“Ariel,” Jinx said. “Would you like his cock or his face? Flea. Worm.”

“His cock,” Ariel said climbing up onto the table, her pussy so wet juices were running down her thigh. “I want his cock.”

Jericho gasped for air as Jinx wasted no time in straddling his face. Her slippery fluids dripped onto his tongue as she began rocking back and forth. He moaned into Jinx as Ariel’s pussy gradually slid down his cock. He immediately came.

“How dare you!” Jinx pressed down onto his face as if she intended to crush him. He struggled to breathe as she continued to hold him there shaking her ass. “You are not allowed to cum without permission. Understand? Whore. Cunt.”

“Yes mistress,” Jericho panted out as Jinx let him get a little bit of air. As soon as he answered she immediately started to suffocate him again.

“God,” Ariel whined. “He’s still so hard. I don’t think it’s ever been this big before.”

Jericho agreed. His cock was pulsing wildly as Ariel’s warm pussy tightened around it. He wanted to cum inside of the petite fairy again. His cock was ready and all he needed was a word from Jinx and he’d cum.

“I’m cumming,” Jinx moaned out as she began to drip into his mouth. Jericho began lapping up every bit of Jinx’s nectar as she continued to rock and wiggle on his face. “Drink every drop. Slut. Degenerate.”

“It feels so good,” Ariel whined. “Tell him to cum. Please.”

“Fine,” Jinx said as her own shivers ceased. “Slut, cum. Whore. Bitch.”

Jericho groaned as he released into Ariel’s pussy again filling her up. Ariel started giggling while rocking back and forth on his cock. Every few seconds she’d shudder and laugh again as small explosions went off inside of her.

“Fuck that was hot,” Terra said. Jericho wanted to look and see what she was doing but Jinx was still relaxing on his face. “I think I’m going to get some rest now. For the record, you three are freaks. And Jericho, I’m both a little impressed and a little disgusted by you right now.”

“Bye,” Ariel snickered while continuing to rock. After the laughter stopped, he felt her climb off of him. A few moments later Jinx got off of him as well and the bindings holding him down vanished.

“See,” Jinx said as she leaned down and kissed him. She gave him a couple light slaps as well as some pecks on the cheek. “I’m everything you need. Cheater. Cad.”

“Fuck,” Jericho moaned while trying to sit up. He was still having issues with his balance. “I can’t believe Terra saw that.”

“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” Jinx said grabbing his cock harshly. “You love serving me, right? Adulterer. Lecher.”

“Yes mistress,” Jericho answered as blood rushed to his face. Jinx smiled happily, before sliding on her pants and prancing off eager claim the master bedroom they’d won.




Chapter 20

Fairies and Friends



Jericho’s complacency was starting to eat away at him. He was happier than he’d ever been but that happiness made him idle.

He spent weeks focusing on the business of selling properties ensuring their village didn’t turn into a guild village. That required making sure no single guild owned more than a small portion of the property. Additionally, they wanted players who intended to stay in the village rather than resellers or speculators. It was a lot of work.

He wasn’t a landlord or a developer, he was a mage. He was the most powerful mage in Forbidden Arcana and keeping that title meant advancing. Fortunately, every single day Jinx insisted on two things, being fed and Jericho training to the point of exhaustion. This ensured he advanced in elemental and spirit magic.

Ariel was a much more forgiving trainer when it came to mind magic. She seemed to be excited and supportive regardless of the illusion Jericho created. He hated to say it but she was somewhat useless as a teacher. Cynthia, on the other hand, was much more effective. Not only did she push Jericho harder but her abilities were far beyond Ariel’s. Cynthia had no issue conjuring graphic scenes of sex and violence on a whim complete with smells and sounds.

None of this was why he was feeling complacent. It was the fact it’d been weeks since he found out that a shapeshifter would unlock body magic and he’d made no progress in locating one. Instead, it was all business and training.

He’d checked forums and visited various vendors of rare books and scrolls during downtime but found nothing relating to shapeshifters. But there was one place left he could check.

“Where are you going?” Ariel asked as Jericho checked his equipment. “Should I be getting ready too?”

“No,” Jericho said as the half-naked fairy woke up. Jinx slept peacefully beside her. “I’m heading to Raycastle.”

“Should I wake up Jinx?” Ariel stared nervously at the sleeping familiar. Waking her up wasn’t something that Jericho would ever recommend. He shook his head, “You don’t want to take us?”

“Well,” Jericho said unsure of how to answer. “Raycastle and the surrounding area is exclusively human.”

“Exclusively human?” Ariel asked confused. “What does that mean?”

“They kill monsters,” Jericho answered. Ariel squeezed her pillow and looked away. “I know how that sounds but I assure you, I don’t think you’re a monster. You don’t have anything to worry about.”

“Why are you going?” Ariel sulked. Jericho didn’t blame her for sulking. He should have avoided using the word monster.

“Raycastle Library,” Jericho answered. “It has the largest collection of bestiaries in the world. I’m hoping I can find some useful information on shapeshifters.”

Jericho and Ariel both froze as Jinx growled and rolled over. After waiting silently for a few seconds, he continued.

“I don’t plan on staying there long,” Jericho whispered. “Once I find information on sha…” he paused as Jinx’s eyebrows furrowed, “on the familiar that shall not be named. I’ll leave. I don’t like that place and I don’t like those people. You have nothing to worry about.”

“Okay. I understand. But be careful,” Ariel said while putting on a cheerful expression. “And come back soon.”

“I will,” Jericho leaned forward and kissed Ariel before leaning down to kiss Jinx as well. “See you soon.”

Jericho rushed downstairs. While the master bedroom was gratuitously large and extravagant, Cynthia was right about the inconvenience of being on a higher floor. He passed Terra’s empty room which had already become a sea of clothing and eventually he arrived at the first floor.

“Leaving?” Cynthia asked from the library. “If you are, I would like you to pick up some herbs.”

“Have Ariel or Jinx pick up your herbs,” Jericho said. “I’m heading out of the village for a while.”

“I don’t want to ask them,” Cynthia appeared in the library doorway wearing her transparent mesh bodysuit. Jericho’s eyes fixated on her nipples poking through and the trimmed hair of her black bush. “I’m asking you. Besides, these aren’t local herbs.”

“I’m busy,” Jericho objected as Cynthia walked towards him. Her hips swayed hypnotically as she approached. “Maybe another…”

“Shh,” she pressed her finger against his lips. With her free hand she started feeling his chest, then his abs, then finally she slid it into his trousers. She deftly unbuckled them exposing his massive cock. She started to run her fingers along his cock before reaching under to grip his balls. “I only want to hear one thing from you, understand?”

“Okay,” Jericho answered flustered. “What do you want?”

“No,” Cynthia tightened her grip. Her glowing green eyes sent a shiver down his spine. “That’s not how you talk to me. Remember?”

“Sorry goddess,” Jericho answered. “What would you like me to pick up?”

“Good boy,” Cynthia smiled while moving her hand back to his shaft and starting to stroke. “I need Dragon’s Tongue and Lunar Roses. Will you promise to get those for me?”

“The herbalist won’t carry those,” Jericho groaned as Cynthia continued to stroke him. She grabbed his hand and guided it to her mouth and began sucking on his finger. “They’re insanely rare.”

“Don’t you want to please me,” Cynthia said while licking his finger. Jericho’s cock was already throbbing as her soft hand sped up. “It would make your goddess so happy. Remember, I only want to hear one thing from you. Do you promise to pick me up Dragon’s Tongue and Lunar Roses?”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho answered. Cynthia smiled wickedly as she rapidly stroked his cock.

“Now cum for your goddess,” Cynthia commanded while putting her foot forward as a target. Jericho let out a groan as he came. She continued to stroke it as he released all over the ground and her foot. After a few moments, she smiled and slapped his face lightly. “That’s a good boy. If you bring me those herbs, I’ll be very pleased. If you don’t, I’ll be forced to punish you for breaking a promise. Understand?”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho said while putting his cock away.

“You may kiss me goodbye,” Cynthia said in a tone that indicated it wasn’t a choice. He leaned forward and kissed her delicately only to have her harshly bite his lip. “Don’t forget.”

Cynthia smiled wryly before turning to head back to the library. Ariel was right, Cynthia had some strange power he was helpless to resist. He was definitely going to have to find those herbs but his priority had to be Raycastle.

The only time he’d gone to Raycastle he was turned away at the front gate. The base requirements for entrance varied but they were all pretty horrific. If it was as simple as killing goblins he’d have made it in, but the developers wanted Raycastle to be darker than that.

One way to gain entry to Raycastle was killing a hundred non-humans. This included elves, dark elves, orcs, beast men, or any other intelligent non-human race. But players didn’t count toward the number and neither did soldiers or bandits, it had to be innocent civilians.

An alternative requirement was capturing and delivering non-humans to Raycastle where they’d be tortured for entertainment. The minimum requirement was ten non-human prisoners and they’d let you enter the citadel.

A final possibility for entry was the killing of important non-humans. That’s where Jericho thought he may have an opportunity. He’d killed three fairy elders and their two guards. He was pretty sure that would be enough to gain him entrance, as long as they counted.

He had no idea what to expect so he prepared the same as he would for a player versus player encounter. He’d stocked up on a variety of potions as well as a few enchanted items. For armor, he was wearing a new assortment he’d put together. His black mages coat and pants were reinforced with leather and enchanted to increase physical resistance slightly. Rather than traditional mages gloves and boots he wore hard leather boots and gloves also enchanted to increase physical resistance. Overall, it’d do very little against any warrior or assassin but provided just enough armor to minimize ranged weapon damage.

“Jericho,” A familiar voice stopped him as he arrived at the portal outside of the village. He turned to see Raven approaching him with Endgame officers in tow. The grey-skinned dark elf grinned malevolently at him. Her violet eyes seethed rage. “Where are you running off to?”

“Errands,” Jericho answered. He realized he hadn’t spoken to her since before freeing the fairy village. He wasn’t quite sure why she was angry but there was really an excess of reasons. “What can I do for you.”

“What can you do for me?” Raven clenched her jaw. She didn’t seem to be her normal controlled self. “I honestly don’t know how to respond to that.”

“He could give us thirty million gold,” Kaos said. The large orc warrior cracked his knuckles. “In the end, that’s what this is about.”

“I don’t follow,” Jericho said while staring at the group. He noticed a familiar face that didn’t belong. A tall skinny dark-haired human mage wearing a black and white checkered robe and a harlequin mask. “Owl, why are you with Endgame?”

“I joined a few weeks ago,” the formerly number one mage answered. Jericho previously explained to Owl how elemental magic worked as payment for his assistance. It seemed that since then his skills had advanced to the point Endgame took an interest.

“Jericho,” Raven feigned a smile. “We need to discuss our relationship.”

“Relationship?” Jericho asked confused. “You mean the night at your place?”

“I mean our friendship!” Raven did her best to retain her composure but seemed like she might explode any second. Unfortunately for Jericho, he had no idea why she was upset with him. “And ultimately whether you’re my friend or an enemy.”

“This is a waste of time,” Owl removed his harlequin mask to rub the bridge of his nose. “Jericho isn’t a planner or a plotter.”

“Some concerning information has come to my attention and I’d wish to discuss it,” Raven said while ignoring Owl. “It calls our friendship into question.”

“We’re friends,” Jericho sighed. “Any information you have that suggests otherwise is wrong.”

“I’d like to believe that,” Raven said calmly. “Unfortunately, it’s that desire to believe it that creates the problem. There is what I want to believe, and the facts. The fact is you engaged my troops outside of Rend causing embarrassment to Endgame.”

“We’ve been over that,” Jericho shook his head. “That was Endgame’s fault.”

“I acknowledge that. But it’s possible you purposefully aimed for a delivery to Rend knowing full well Endgame would attack and always had the intended goal of embarrassing us. Then there’s Dayrose village.” Raven gestured to the fairy village. “You knew you were going to unlock it but you didn’t tell me. That seems like something a friend would do.”

“I acknowledge that,” Jericho said defensively. “As long as you acknowledge that you would have positioned yourself to buyout the entire village if you’d been notified about it ahead of time.”

“We don’t know that,” Raven responded coldly even though she knew Jericho was right. She seemed to be gauging Jericho’s reaction. He knew she must have a specific reason for approaching him and didn’t understand why she was beating around the bush. It was irritating him.

“What is this about?” Jericho asked. He considered Raven a friend and she was easily one of Jinx’s favorite people. He didn’t like feeling like their friendship was on the rocks. “Lay it all out and we’ll figure it out together.”

“I’ve received information that you arranged the delivery to Rend for the sole purpose of humiliating Endgame,” Raven said while watching Jericho’s reactions carefully. “You knew about the existence of this village for months and told nobody. You planted spies in Endgame…”

“You can’t possibly…” Jericho objected.

“I’m not finished!” Raven continued. “You planted spies in Endgame to monitor economic activity and promote investments in several villages knowing full well once you unlocked Dayrose it’d cause those property values to plummet costing Endgame millions. This, in turn, incited Grim to assault Endgame leading to several weeks of war, more financial losses, and the poaching of officers.”

“Seriously?” Jericho tried not to laugh at the ridiculous accusation.

“We have multiple witnesses who say…” Kaos interceded.

“I don’t care what they say,” Jericho burst out laughing. He looked at the three of them and then focused on Raven. “Raven, you’re giving me too much credit. I’m not that smart.”

“You’re the number one mage in the game,” Raven said. “You can’t claim you’re not smart.”

“Jericho,” Owl said. “I personally believe you. I’ve told Raven that you’re not one for plans or plots.”

“Exactly,” Jericho said gesturing at Owl. “You get me.”

“But,” Owl continued. “You must admit that you have every reason to lie. What reason do our informants have to lie?”

“How would I know?” Jericho paused. Somebody was giving Raven misinformation so he stopped to think about who it would benefit. Additionally, he started to think about how Raven going after him would play out. He came to a much simpler answer than a well-orchestrated plot, a poorly orchestrated one, “They’re out to get Raven.”

“What?” Raven asked. “How does sending me after you impact me? You can’t really be so full of yourself you believe you can take me on.”

“For the record, I can be that full of myself,” Jericho corrected, “But that’s beside the point. The fact is, I have no guild and only a handful of friends. How are you going to hurt me?”

“I can have you killed over and over,” Raven answered. “There are a hundred ways to make your life miserable.”

“How much is that going to cost you?” Jericho grinned.

“Hmm,” Raven started tapping and sliding her fingers while thinking through the costs. “It would be expensive…”

“Not to mention the opportunity cost,” Owl said pensively. “This is unfortunate.”

“What?” Jericho asked. “Figure something out.”

“You’ve made him a suspect,” Raven answered. “Owl is a plotter like me. It’s possible he spread the misinformation in order to sow dissent and amass power. Then, there’s the timing. This all started shortly after he joined.”

“Am I a suspect?” Kaos asked.

“No,” Owl answered. “You ask for demotions. You have no motivation, let alone motive. My motive is obvious. I’d utilize the resources of Endgame to further my knowledge of magic. Since Jericho recently acquired a large amount of wealth, competing with him would require an equal amount of wealth.”

“Wow,” Jericho laughed as they continued to work through motivations and other nonsense. The fact was the world was much simpler than what they were thinking. “You’re looking for a veteran member who’s complained about Raven.”

“What evidence do you have of that?” Owl asked. “It could be…”

“It’s a veteran member who’s complained about Raven,” Jericho reiterated confidently. “Bonus points if he’s tried to fuck Raven. More bonus points if he was pissed off and mopey when I fucked her. More bonus points if he tried to get people to hunt me down.”

“You slept with Raven?” Owl looked at Kaos for confirmation but he was too busy trying not to laugh.

“Jesus Christ,” Kaos burst out laughing. “He just described Coldblood. Oh, my fucking god. Do I even need to investigate? This makes way too much sense.”

“He’s a veteran member,” Raven smiled. “We have a process. You have to have an investigation. I imagine it’ll be over relatively quick.”

“Yeah it will,” Kaos wiped away a tear. He smiled at Jericho, “And you! I like the way you think. If you ever decide to start a guild hit me up.”

“Feel free to take him,” Raven said. “He’s not good for anything except fighting.”

“But I’m really good at fighting,” Kaos said confidently.

“Thanks for your help resolving it,” Raven’s grey face turned a hint of rose. “I’m a bit embarrassed not to have figured it out myself. If I’m being completely honest, I am a little bit upset with you and Terra. That probably had something to do with this.”

“Why are you upset with me and Terra?” Jericho asked confused. “The village? We all know that you…”

“Not that,” Raven said. “Neither of you have talked to me in weeks. From my perspective, you both gained a large amount of wealth and power and decided you didn’t have time for me.”

“You could have stopped by,” Jericho said defensively before stopping himself. While she could have contacted him and Terra, she wanted him and Terra to contact her. It took him many failed relationships to learn the simple truth that everybody wants to feel wanted. “I’m sorry. You’re right. I’ll make more of an effort.”

“I have a question,” Owl said staring at the nearby portal. “Where were you going before we interrupted?”

“I’m going hunting for Dragon’s Tongue and Lunar Roses,” Jericho answered. It wasn’t exactly a lie but wasn’t the entire truth.

“I’ll come with,” Owl said calling his bluff. “I’m always in need of rare herbs.”

“Fine,” Jericho sullenly. “I’m going to Raycastle.”

“Raycastle?” Owl said the name with a hint of disgust. disgust shifted to his eyes when he looked at Jericho, “You’ve met the requirements for entry?”

“Maybe,” Jericho answered defensively. He didn’t want anybody to think he was out getting his jollies off killing villagers. “This village had three elder fairies murdering the citizens when we arrived. I killed them. It’s possible I’ve met the requirement by killing important non-humans.”

“I see,” Owl said pensively. “What’s in Raycastle? The Library. Their bestiary. You’re looking for familiars.”

“You told him?” Jericho glared at Raven. Owl wasn’t supposed to know about familiars. Of all the mages in the game, he was easily Jericho’s main competition.

“I asked him if he knew how you’d acquired your familiar,” Raven sighed. “I guessed by his reaction that the word familiar itself was important information but it was too late. Had I known it was a valuable word I would have never used it. And let’s be honest, you were using it pretty freely yourself when we first met.”

“I suppose your right,” Jericho realized he was only careful to avoid using the word around other mages. “It’s my own fault.”

“I’m coming with,” Owl said assuredly.

“They won’t let you into Raycastle,” Jericho said.

“They might not let you in,” Owl countered.

“You’re not going to take no for an answer, are you?”

“Is that rhetorical?”

“I suppose it is,” Jericho sighed. Owl was going to come regardless so he might as well make the most of it. He paused and looked at Raven. “I will make more of an effort and I am sorry for making you feel left out.”

“Jesus,” Kaos said. “You are just too fucking likable.”

“Shut up Kaos,” Raven blushed. “We have an investigation to finish.”




Chapter 21

Raycastle Rampage



Jericho disliked the homogeny of the area surrounding Raycastle. It was unnerving. In a game filled with dwarves, orcs, elves, fairies, and hundreds of other fantasy creatures, it was all humans. It wasn’t just the fact they were humans, it was that they were nearly identical humans. They all dressed the same, spoke the same, acted the same, and all lived on nearly identical farms.

“Do you see them?” Owl gestured at a large group of Raycastle Soldiers coming toward them from the opposite direction.

“They don’t look high level. If they attack us, we kill them.”

“We could always pre-emptively strike,” Owl offered as an alternate option.

“You really hate this place.”

“Yes,” Owl said coldly. He had a right to be judgmental. Raycastle was a pit of hatred and bigotry and the players who chose to make it their home were generally the same. The entire place was built around supremacist ideology.

“Me too,” Jericho nodded. He detested the place but simultaneously appreciated the massive set of balls on the developers for including it in the game. They understood that it’d cause conflict and in that conflict heroes and villains could be born. “But I don’t want to risk gaining access to the library by killing a bunch of their soldiers.”

“I suppose,” Owl said, obviously still wanting to kill them.

The soldiers passed them without issue which wasn’t surprising. They were both humans and unless they saw pointy ears or green skin they wouldn’t attack. But it still made Jericho feel dirty.

After a while, they reached the front gate of Raycastle. The architecture was a combination of medieval castles and old cathedrals. It would have been a beautiful city if not for the various head and limbs of non-humans hanging from the walls and floating in the moat.

“Halt,” the guards in front of the portcullis drew their weapons and a dozen archers trained their bows on them from above. “Name yourself and your deed!”

“Jericho Voidcaller,” Jericho said. “I killed three elder fairies and their guards.”

“Check,” the guards yelled. After several seconds a man came to the gate and whispered something to the guard. The guard approached with an excited look. “Denied. Now leave before I have you killed, freak lover.”

“Fuck,” Jericho mumbled while turning to Owl.

“Admittedly, I’m relieved,” Owl said. “Although it does seem like we’ve wasted a trip.”

“No,” Jericho sighed. He had another trick he wanted to try but wasn’t sure if it was going to work. “Be ready for them to attack if this doesn’t work.”

“If what doesn’t work?” Owl asked as Jericho created an illusion of two dozen non-humans in bindings behind them. He set their patterns, behaviors, scents, and sounds and dropped them into the world. He then adjusted the illusions so anybody could see them. Owl tried to hide his irritation as they appeared behind them, “I’d wondered if more types of magic existed, I suppose this answers that question.”

“I suppose it does,” Jericho said as they approached the guard once again. “Jericho Voidcaller and Owl Skyward with non-human prisoners.”

“Let them pass,” the guard didn’t hesitate in ordering the gate to be lifted. They marched into the city and Jericho had the illusions line up on the wall next to others but also shuffle around a bit. After about a minute they started to vanish and nobody noticed.

The city was more disgusting than Jericho had imagined. The outside villages were eerie in their uniformity but they were clean villages full of farmers. The city was a depraved hellhole where people openly tortured non-humans. They passed a group of players throwing knives at non-humans for sport. It clearly wasn’t granted the status of a safe zone like other cities.

“You fellas new?” one of the players called out to them. “Want to get in on this?”

“What are we here for exactly?” Owl asked as they ignored the interested glances from players and NPCs.

“Books,” Jericho winced as an elf was kicked around outside of a large tavern. Several players had formed a half circle around him to ensure he didn’t escape as a large player beat on him. Jericho looked away from the scene only to see a beast man being strung up like a pinata by the Raycastle soldiers. “Disgusting pieces of shit.”

“What?” Owl said as a layer of frost formed on Jericho’s coat. “What is that?”

“It doesn’t happen to you?” Jericho asked while brushing off the frost as another layer took its place. He saw a group of players at the blacksmith testing their swords on non-humans. Every direction if there wasn’t screaming there were people laughing. He tried to block out the sounds by reminding himself they were only NPCs. “My magic leaks out when I’m angry or upset.”

“I see,” Owl responded pensively. It was no secret that Owl wasn’t the most emotional person in the world. Sometimes Jericho found himself wishing he could be calmer and more consistent like him. Owl always had a plan or a process while Jericho just reacted. He was worried that he was going to react again.

“This was a mistake,” Jericho said as a dark elf screamed in pain. The frost layer was transforming to ice as he felt hate fill him like it had when he faced the elders. All he could think of was how he wanted everything to just stop.

“The library’s up ahead,” Owl put his hand on Jericho’s shoulder. “Focus on the library. Shut everything else out. There’s only the door, no sounds, no smells, no sights. Focus.”

“Right,” Jericho stared at the door to the library. He came for the bestiary, not to start a fight. None of the killing was his problem, he wasn’t roleplaying as a hero, he was just a mage in search of power.

“Please stop!” A high pitched voice cut through Jericho’s trance. He looked over to see a fairy in chains being dragged along the ground by a tall player in dark plate armor.

“I found some new entertainment!” he shouted while pulling out a knife and holding it to her wings. “This fairy was flying over our land! Apparently, they think the skies belong to them. What do you all think?”

A bunch of players and Raycastles soldiers cheered as the warrior tormented the fairy.

“Jericho,” Owl pulled his hand away as the ice began to spread. Players and soldiers took notice of the ice forming around Jericho and that’s when several realized who he was. They started to take offensive stances.

Jericho barely noticed, he was seething. Owl realized that things were about to go south and summoned a Lichblade, an epic dark estoc, and took a defensive stance. Magic began swirling around the blade.

Jericho’s elemental pathways were ready to explode. He wanted to destroy everything in sight but the city was filled with innocents. He felt trapped, unable to lash out and unable to hold it all in as his anger and hatred grew. He envisioned magic that could kill them without hurting innocents and the first image that came to his mind was a familiar one. He began condensing his magic until it was the size of a marble, then he pointed. “Bang.”

A thin beam of fire flew from his finger and landed between the eyes of the man holding the fairy. They should have invested in magic resistance. Jericho pointed at another target and released the blast, then another. Within a few seconds, nearly a dozen Raycastle soldiers were dead and players were taking cover.

Owl swiped his estoc upward. A sharp wave of ice flowed from the blade slicing a guard in half. A few more elegant flicks and several more guards fell to the ground. He turned and thrust sending out a gust of wind that blew back a handful of rushing guards and immediately followed up with a downward slash splitting the earth.

“Above,” Owl said. Jericho looked up to see archers lining the walls and began firing with both hands. Each shot pierced them as if they were wearing cloth. Then he realized there were no civilians on the wall and snapped his fingers. The guards that didn’t die from the explosion died when they landed on the ground. More soldiers rushed in and players began to get more confident. “There are too many. We need to retreat.”

“We’re killing them all,” Jericho said staring at the incoming guards. There were a few dozen players and nearly a hundred Raycastle soldiers surrounding them and the archers he’d killed were already replaced with nearly twice as many. He looked at Owl, remembering everything about him as best he could and painted him onto a canvas in his mind. As the guards circled closer Jericho cast an illusion.

“What’s happening?” Owl asked as the enemy players all became spitting images of either Owl or Jericho. Simultaneously Jericho cast illusions making themselves appear like enemy players. He looked up as the Raycastle archers began taking aim at the players.

Within moments the enemy players were butchered leaving only the guards to be dealt with. Jericho shifted his illusions and soon the guards were focused on each other as Jericho and Owl continued to slaughter them. Jericho’s head began spinning and stomach started to churn, he turned his eyes toward the ground and focused on a single rock.

“Jericho?” Owl moved to check on him while making sure nobody was targeting them.

“I’m fine,” Jericho answered. “Large scale illusions with lots of moving parts are buggy. If I focus too much on them, I start to feel sick so I’m just focusing on a rock.”

“Buggy?” Owl said while looking around. Several of the Owls were making awkward or impossible movements and more than a few of the Jerichos were doing the same. After a few moments of watching them, he understood what Jericho meant. “It’s like rendering. The more detailed the illusions are the more processing power they need. You’re overheating.”

“Sounds right,” Jericho said regaining his composure. He fired out more shots killing the guards while the non-humans took cover. More guards started to stream in and Owl stepped forward.

He took a high stance with his sword and closed his eyes. Owl began repeating insults as if they were a mantra. Soon the insults escalated as his sword started to glow, Jericho realized that Owl was filling his elemental pathways. Then Owl released a powerful swipe that sliced over thirty Raycastle soldiers in half.

They continued for several more minutes until every player and enemy soldier in Raycastle was dead.

“What about them?” Owl said as the non-humans waited nervously. “Reinforcements will be here soon. Not to mention players.”

“Listen up!” Jericho whistled loudly. “Arm yourselves. Take every piece of equipment, every coin, gemstone, or thing of value in this city. Free every other person you find and have them do the same. Do that and meet us at the front gate in fifteen minutes. If you see any humans, kill them. Understand?”

The prisoners immediately obeyed Jericho and began sprinting through the city. Since they’d eliminated the players and the soldiers Jericho figured they shouldn’t run into any trouble. If they did, they had the numbers to make the trouble go away.

“I wouldn’t have considered something like that,” Owl said as they entered the Library. “Do you think they’ll manage without us?”

“My familiars would,” Jericho said while looking around the shelves. The library was small but focused entirely on monsters. He noticed several books he’d never seen before and grabbed them then turned to Owl, “Grab every book in here.”

Owl nodded and began seizing all the books he could. Before long they’d managed to fit the entire library into their inventories. Jericho double checked everything to make sure there weren’t any hidden manuscripts.

“Alright,” Jericho said waving his hand and igniting several bookshelves. “Let’s get out of here.”

They rushed to the front gate. As they approached, they saw nearly two hundred non-humans waiting for them. Most of them were armed which was good, it meant they’d listened and looted everything they could.

“Anybody left in the city?” Jericho asked a large plate clad orc that had the demeanor of an officer. He shook his head no. “Are you sure?”

Jericho scanned the group. They collectively agreed that nobody was left in the city. Jericho reached out as far as he could with his spirit magic to be sure and sensed no living things in the city.

Jericho lifted his arms summoning towering infernos that set the city on fire. He followed up with various pushes, pulls, and swings as he smashed load bearing walls causing buildings to collapse. Finally, when he’d worked through some of his anger, he summoned in powerful winds to fuel the flames.

“Well,” Jericho panted at Owl. “That was cathartic. And a hell of a lot cheaper than therapy. Let’s get to the portal.”

“We’re going to be attacked before we get there,” Owl said as they led the civilians to safety.

“I hope so,” Jericho said. He glanced at Owl’s Lichblade. “That looks so fucking cool.”

“That it does,” Owl agreed.




Chapter 22

Knowledge is Power



“I’m still pissed,” Terra said as Jericho and Owl poured through books. “It was really unfair not to bring an elf along. Killing those elf murdering assholes was literally part of my bucket list.”

“For the tenth time,” Jericho groaned. “The plan was never to kill them.”

“What’s your bounty up to now by the way?” Terra asked. It’d been continually rising ever since the incident. “I can’t imagine those assholes are letting this slide.”

“Five hundred thousand,” Jericho answered nonchalantly. “Seems to be slowing down.”

“Mine’s only reached fifty,” Owl said. “I’m a little offended.”

“Don’t be,” Terra laughed. “Jericho’s just a showoff.”

“Me?” Jericho laughed while tossing another useless book to Ariel to shelve. “Owl was the one showing off. He was shooting waves of ice and fire from his sword.”

“More reason I should have been there,” Terra groaned. “But no. I only get to help with your stupid research.”

“You call that helping?” Jericho laughed.

“Hey,” Terra pointed to Jinx tied to a chair. “If it weren’t for me, she would have shredded up all of your books.”

“And I’m going to get you back for this! Traitorous elf whore!” Jinx snapped and looked at Ariel who continued to happily help Jericho. “Don’t you realize what’s going to happen if he gets a shapeshifter? Insect! Idiot!”

“We’ll have another friend,” Ariel reached to pat Jinx on the head but pulled her hand away just in time to avoid getting bit. Ariel glared judgmentally at Jinx. “You’re too selfish. He even brought you home a huge pile of jewels to make you happy.”

“Are you stupid?” Jinx roared. “He’s a lecher! A pervert! An irredeemable sexual deviant! As soon as he gets a shapeshifter he’s going to spend all of his time in the bedroom with her! Then what do you think happens to us? Gnat! Cockroach!”

“Familiars are interesting,” Owl stifled a laugh.

Owl managed to work himself into the research by threatening to withhold the books he’d looted and almost immediately Jinx revealed that Jericho was looking for shapeshifters. That was before she tried to destroy the books to prevent anybody from reading them.

“Let me go!” Jinx yelled while rocking back and forth in the chair. “The longer you keep me tied up the worse it’s going to be for all of you! Betrayers! Turncoats!”

“Not until you calm down,” Terra said indifferently.

“Alright,” Jinx said while ceasing to struggle. She took a deep breath and spoke with tranquility in her voice. “There. I’m not angry anymore. Release me so I can help Jericho. Bitch. Slut.”

“I’m not falling for that,” Terra chuckled while shaking her head.  “We both know if I let you go, you’re going to tear up those books.”

“No, I’m not,” Jinx said calmly. “I just want to help my master. Whore. Hooker.”

“She sounds sincere,” Owl said while flipping through another book. “Hm, interesting.”

“What?” Jericho asked. “Did you find something on shapeshifters?”

“No,” Owl said while reading through the page. He stared at Jinx then back at Jericho. “Spectral beasts. They use spirit magic. I’ve figured out why you’re so interested in familiars.”

“This is why I didn’t want your help,” Jericho glared while going back to his book.

“If you release me, I’ll tell you where to find a spectral beast,” Jinx grinned at Owl. “I promise. Dolt. Numbskull.”

“Jinx,” Jericho said forebodingly. “Don’t give Owl information.”

“You don’t have any familiars,” Jinx continued while ignoring Jericho. “Why are you helping him get a third? You must realize that my information benefits you much more than helping him find a shapeshifter. Dunce. Dimwit.”

“While I appreciate the offer, I can’t release you,” Owl gestured toward Terra. “She is the one holding you captive.”

“Okay. You don’t have to release me,” Jinx said happily. “Just burn all of the books so Jericho can’t find a shapeshifter. Dummy. Halfwit.”

“I’m afraid I can’t do that either,” Owl said.

“Dammit!” Jinx started struggling again. “Let me out! Let me out! Let me out! Snakes! Vipers!”

“Should I gag her?” Terra asked while staring at the group. Ariel nodded eagerly while the other two shook their heads no.

“Found it,” Jericho smiled as he opened to a chapter on shapeshifters. He started reading through the chapter as Owl maneuvered around the table to look over his shoulder. Ariel quickly followed suit. “Mostly just a lot of hateful rhetoric.”

“That’s been a common theme,” Owl said.

“It seems they can be anywhere but are mostly found in cities since they can blend in. And the only trait they’re not able to change is their bright green eyes,” Jericho sighed. “The advice in the book is to capture and imprison any person with bright green eyes until they admit to being a shapeshifter.”

“Lots of people have green eyes,” Terra said.

“Brightest,” Ariel corrected while pointing at the word. “It says brightest. Cynthia has bright green eyes but she’s a fairy. A shapeshifter’s eyes would be even brighter than Cynthia’s.”

“Why are you helping him?” Jinx wailed. “You’re the one person over there who shouldn’t be helping him! Pest! Ant!”

“Because I’m a good familiar,” Ariel smiled wholesomely while nuzzling up next to Jericho. “I’m going to get rewarded for helping right?”

“Absolutely,” Jericho grinned while patting Ariel on the head. “What do you want for a reward?”

“Well,” Ariel turned bright pink and whispered into Jericho’s ear. “I want you to do more of that thing Jinx made you do to me.”

“Seriously?” Jericho chuckled nervously. Ariel nodded excitedly. “Alright.”

“Alright,” Terra said while releasing Jinx. “You’re free to go.”

“This isn’t over! I’ll have my revenge! Backstabbers! Defectors!” Jinx said angrily while sprinting up to her bedroom.

“She seems awfully upset,” Owl said looking at Jericho judgmentally.

“She’s just sulking,” Ariel said cheerfully. “Jericho will buy her a bunch of gifts and she’ll be happy again.”

“Speaking of gifts,” Cynthia came around the corner dressed in black leather. She ignored everybody else in the room and went straight for Jericho. “Where is my Dragon’s Tongue and my Lunar Roses?”

“I’m going to…” Jericho was interrupted as Cynthia placed her finger over his mouth. With her free hand, Cynthia stroked his hair lovingly before moving down his cheek. She struck him causing a warm sharp pain to shoot through his face.

“Interesting,” Owl said. Terra nodded while watching the scene.

“Why are you always trying to upset me?” Cynthia said sweetly. “It hurts my feelings when you break your promises. Is that what you want? To hurt me?”

“No,” Jericho lowered his voice. “No goddess.”

“What was that?” Terra asked loudly. “I couldn’t quite hear from over here. Maybe you should repeat it.”

“She’s right,” Cynthia said. “I couldn’t quite hear you pet. Are you trying to upset me?”

“No goddess,” Jericho answered louder as blood rushed to his face.

“Very interesting,” Owl repeated while engrossed in the scene. “I was under the impression that dominatrices were specific to certain establishments.”

“Cynthia,” Ariel worked up the courage to intercede. “Jericho is my master. You can’t…”

“Listen pet,” Cynthia said ignoring Ariel as she lovingly stroked Jericho’s face focusing on the spot she’d slapped. “I was really looking forward to rewarding you. It hurts me so much that I can’t reward you. You want your reward, don’t you?”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho answered shamefully.

“Then bring me my herbs,” Cynthia said tapping him lightly before turning to walk away. “If I don’t get them soon, I will be forced to punish you. You made a promise, you need to keep it.”

“Jericho,” Ariel spoke timidly as Cynthia left the room. “Did you promise Cynthia something?”

“I promised I’d pick up some herbs,” Jericho said. “But I figured I had some time…”

“No!” Ariel demeanor changed completely. “You have to get them now! Go! Now!”

 “I’ll get them tomorrow,” Jericho insisted.

“Jericho,” Ariel was trembling not in fear but in fury. “How can you be so…so…stupid! Jinx is right! Idiot! Moron! Dolt! Dunce!”

“What’s gotten into you?” Jericho asked. “Are you mad that I promised to do something for Cynthia.”

“Yes!” Ariel snapped and swatted Jericho several times on the arm. “Cynthia takes promises very seriously! You have to get the herbs! How long has it been? You need to deliver them to her within eight hours or else. This is bad. This is very bad.”

“Jericho,” Terra chuckled nervously. “I think you broke Ariel.”

“Yeah,” Jericho said staring at the apprehensive fairy. “It’s already been four or five hours. What do you mean or else?”

“You don’t want to know!” Ariel panicked. “Whips, chains, needles, hot pokers, it’s not nice!”

“Interesting,” Owl said again.

“Is that all you have to say?” Jericho said freaking out a little bit at the mention of hot pokers. Had he realized there was a timer on the herb delivery he would have done it first. Now with so little time left his only choice was the player market in Dawn and Dragon’s Tongue was expensive and hard to find.

“I find it all very informative,” Owls said while looking at Ariel. “Your relationship with your familiars. Their personalities and behavior. Your behavior. You even gained that other fairy as a follower after making this fairy your familiar. You must admit, the dynamics are both complex and interesting. You’ve unlocked a dominatrix as a follower. It’s a lot to digest.”

“Clearly you missed the mention of hot pokers,” Jericho retorted.

“Funny how the whips, chains, and needles didn’t bother you,” Terra giggled.

“Well,” Owl said looking over the books one last time. “I believe I’ve learned enough for today. Probably a little too much. And I’m sure Raven will be upset that I’ve shirked my duties so I’m going to head out. It was fun.”

“Yeah,” Jericho laughed as Owl left. “We’ll do it again sometime.”

“Now,” Terra grinned. “What are you going to do about Cynthia?”

“What can I do?” Jericho said. “I need to find those herbs.”

“Then what are you waiting for?” Ariel started pushing Jericho toward the front door. “Go! Go! Go!”

“Right,” Jericho said while looking back at Terra. “I’ll talk to you later.”



Chapter 23

A Chase and a Date



Jericho didn’t know whether to be relieved or annoyed as he paid the vendor for the Dragon’s Tongue. It took him nearly an hour to find the herbs at the Dawn market but he ended up paying nearly triple the normal price for it.

Normally he would have spent more time looking but there were hundreds of vendors and most of the stalls were disorganized. The average player would rent a stall for a day and fill it with all the stuff they wanted to sell.

The more organized players purchased several and made sure that each stall catered to a specific need. They’d purchase a stall for weapons, armor, potions, herbs, or anything else they wanted to sell. In exchange for this convenience, they massively overpriced their goods.

After an hour of searching random stalls, Jericho gave up and paid the premium for Dragon’s Tongue and Lunar Roses. He’d deliver them to Cynthia with plenty of time to spare.

On his way back to the portal he passed a woman with the brightest green eyes he’d ever seen and stopped dead in his tracks. He was positive they were the eyes of a shifter.

“Wait,” he turned around and the woman had already vanished. “Shit.”

Without giving it a second thought Jericho rushed through the area looking for that green emblazoned in his mind. Calling it bright was an understatement, it was practically neon. He caught it again out of the corner of his eye and rushed that direction.

It might have been his imagination but he read shapeshifters liked cities because of the crowds and Dawn was one of the largest cities in Forbidden Arcana. It’d make sense for shapeshifters to hide there. He looked around and saw a green-eyed child glance toward him before rushing down an alley. Jericho gave chase.

He exited the alley in time to see the child vanish behind a stall and a green-eyed young woman come out the other side and head straight toward a large crowd.

“Okay,” Jericho grinned excitedly. “I got this.”

He focused on her spirit as she entered the crowd and easily followed her as she traversed the mass of people. She might as well have been wearing a tracking device as he sensed her every movement. She’d regularly check in to see if Jericho was still on her trail, sometimes as a young woman and other times as an old man. Each time frustrated to see he was still there looking right at her.

After a while, she stopped moving and a few seconds later she left the crowd. She was taller this time and wearing a cloak. He saw her entering an extravagant restaurant and followed her inside.

The restaurant was filled with players gorging themselves on various decadent foods. There was an entire subset of players who spent their days hunting for the best food in the game, Jericho always felt that was time well spent because there was amazing food if you knew where to look. He saw the green-eyed woman sitting alone at a table staring at him.

“Do you mind if I sit here?” Jericho asked while gesturing at the seat. The woman smiled politely and nodded. She’d obviously given up getting away from him. She watched him with curiosity as he sat down. He figured she was wondering how he followed her despite her numerous shifts, twists, and turns.

“Can I get something to eat?” she asked graciously as the waiter headed toward them. Her voice wasn’t what Jericho had imagined, it was kind and soothing. For some reason, he was expecting her to sound more like a trickster. “I’m hungry.”

“Sure,” Jericho said. The waiter arrived and the woman ordered almost everything on the menu. Jericho was going to pass on ordering anything but would have felt awkward so he ordered some small flavorful appetizers. “I’m Jericho, nice to meet you.”

“Mirage,” the woman said. Jericho wondered if the buxom middle-aged blonde sitting across from him was her real form. He’d certainly be pleased if she was given her ample chest and generous hips. “Nice to meet you.”

They sat in silence for several minutes sipping their beverages while they waited for the food. Jericho smiled thinking about his first date and how he blathered on and on because he was worried that silence meant things were going poorly. It took him a long time to realize that simply sitting quietly could be nice. The smile on Mirage’s face suggested she felt the same.

“Don’t you have questions?” she asked with a wry smile. “I expected questions.”

“I suppose,” Jericho chuckled. “But they can wait until after you eat. I imagine transforming so much took a toll on you.”

“What makes you say that?” she asked as the waiter arrived. Other players in the establishment were staring at the massive cart of decadent food. “Oh, right.”

They ate peacefully for a while. Mirage practically inhaled the food as it came while Jericho took his time snacking on his appetizer. Eventually, Mirage started to slow down and went to wipe her mouth with her sleeve. She stopped herself and quickly swapped to the napkin.

“Sorry,” she said looking around the fancy restaurant. Her face gained a hint of pink. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

“Do I look embarrassed?” Jericho asked. She shook her head no. “Are you full? Would you like some more?”

“No thank you,” she answered. She picked up her drink with both hands and took a tiny sip before setting it back down. It reminded him of a squirrel eating a nut and he smiled. “I appreciate you not rushing me.”

“It’s not a problem,” Jericho said completely intrigued by the woman. Compared to his other familiars she was calm and in control. “I have all the time in the world.”

“Can I ask you who you’re bringing me to?” She asked staring down at her drink like it was the last she’d ever have. “Never mind. It doesn’t really matter. I guess I should be thankful that the person who caught me allowed me to have a last meal.”

“I seem to have given you the wrong impression,” Jericho stifled a laugh. “I’m a mage.”

“Mages can be bounty hunters,” she said knowingly. She looked him up and down suspiciously. “But are you saying you weren’t hired to capture me?”

“Nope,” Jericho answered. Although, he was curious about the statement.

“You’re really not a bounty hunter,” Mirage let out a sigh of relief while pulling down her hood revealing long sandy blonde hair. “Then why were you chasing me? And how were you chasing me?”

“I saw your eyes in the market and thought you might be a shapeshifter,” Jericho shrugged. “So, I followed you. Then when you transformed, I had my confirmation.”

“That doesn’t answer how you followed me,” she said suspiciously. “There’s no way you could have tracked my eyes in that large crowd.”

“Following you was easy,” Jericho laughed. “Your spirit doesn’t change with your body.”

“You know spirit magic,” she nodded to herself. “That’s why you’re after me, isn’t it? You want to learn body magic.”

“You’re smart,” Jericho grinned.

“You’re not,” she scoffed. “Do you have any idea what would happen if you made me your familiar?”

“Don’t care,” Jericho said. “You can ask my friends. I don’t think about the consequences.”

“Listen,” she leaned in and whispered. “You asked who has a bounty out on me so I’ll tell you. It’s not one person. Seven noble families have bounties out on me. If I became your familiar those bounties would transfer to you. As much as I’d love to have a home, I can’t let you suffer because of my choices.”

“I’m fine with it,” Jericho shrugged. “Seems interesting. Which seven families?”

“Which seven?” Mirage laughed in disbelief. “Does it matter?”

“Good point. It doesn’t matter. Is this your real form?”

“My real form?” Mirage sat back and looked at him skeptically. “Yes, this is my real form. Maintaining other forms takes a lot of energy.”

“Ah,” Jericho said knowingly. “I figured the energy was needed for transforming but it’s needed for maintaining the transformation too.”

“Yes,” Mirage answered. “Transforming takes a large amount of energy. Maintaining the transformation uses less energy but still uses it.”

“Good to know,” Jericho smiled. “See, you’re so straight forward and knowledgeable. I knew you’d be a great familiar.”

“Are you even listening to me? You cannot make me your familiar.”

“I understand,” Jericho said. “If you don’t want to be my familiar, I’m not going to force the issue.”

“No!” Mirage buried her face in her hands laughing. “You aren’t getting it! It has nothing to do with me not wanting to be your familiar! I’d love to stop running and hiding and have a place to call home! Most nights I dream of sleeping in a comfortable bed and not having to worry about where my next meal is coming from! But if I stop running the nobles will find me and kill me. It’s not you that’s the problem, it’s me!”

“The it’s not you it’s me speech,” Jericho nodded his head. “I’ve heard it a hundred times. It’s me isn’t it?”

“Why are you like this?” Mirage asked. Her face was red with frustration and Jericho was loving every second of it. “Listen, when I was younger, I made a lot of mistakes and did a lot of really bad things. Do you understand? But I did those things, not you. If you make me your familiar, the people after me will hunt you down and kill you and your familiars.”

“I thought I already said I’m fine with that.”

“How?” she asked while staring at Jericho in disbelief. “How can you be fine with that? The Mercers, Stevins, Grendans…”

“You don’t have to name them all,” Jericho interrupted. “Any families holding a rank higher than Duke?”

“Archduke Garlamond,” Mirage answered. Jericho winced, Archduke Garlamond served directly under the King of Dawn and that’d be a problem. He commanded a formidable army and being from Dawn that army would be nearby. Mirage crossed her arms, “Are you starting to get the picture now?”

“How long can you maintain a transformation,” Jericho changed the subject. “Is it a ten-minute thing or a thirty-minute thing?”

“Thirty minutes is pretty easy,” Mirage answered. “Why?”

“Would you be opposed to shapeshifting in the bedroom?” Jericho smiled lecherously.

“What?” Mirage stammered. “What kind of question is that? What kind of mage are you?”

“Believe it or not,” Jericho leaned back cockily. “I’m the most powerful mage in the world.”

“And you want to know if I’m willing to shapeshift in the bedroom?” Mirage sneered while looking Jericho up and down.

“Yeah,” Jericho answered. “Not that I don’t find you attractive as you are. You’re gorgeous.”

“Thanks,” Mirage rolled her eyes. “But I’m not an idiot. I know how men are. To answer your question, only on special occasions. It makes me feel unwanted if I have to do it all the time. Is this seriously part of your deliberations?”

“If I’m being honest not really,” Jericho laughed. “But, if you’d said you never shapeshift in bed, I would have been a bit sad. Oh, dammit.”

“What now?” She asked intrigued by what insane question would come out of his mouth next.

“Do you want to sleep with me?” Jericho asked sincerely. “I’ve kind of been jumping to conclusions because my other familiars…”

“What kind of questions are these?” Mirage laughed and shook her head. Her face was bright red. “You haven’t asked me why the noble families are after me, you haven’t asked me how much the bounty is, you haven’t asked me anything of actual importance. Instead, you want to know if I want to sleep with you?”

“Yeah,” Jericho nodded. “Do you?”

“I don’t know!” Mirage answered sharply. “We’ve literally just met. How am I supposed to answer that?”

“I like you a lot,” Jericho couldn’t stop smiling. Mirage seemed so developed compared to his other familiars. He started to wonder how their environments impacted their personalities. Ariel, despite being fifty years old clearly lived the sheltered life of a princess and Jinx likely spent most of her life fending for herself in the wild. Mirage just seemed like an adult woman who made some youthful mistakes. In a world full of heroes and villains, that was something truly unique. “I really want you.”

“You’re impossible,” Mirage sighed. “This is insane. You’re insane. You know nothing about me. How’s this, five things you like about me. If you can give me just five things you like about me, I’ll become your familiar. But they have to be real things. Nothing stupid like how you like my eyes.”

“But I do like your eyes,” Jericho smiled. “They shine like sunlight through emeralds.”

“That’s what I mean,” Mirage ate some more food. “Nothing like that. Five things you like about me.”

“You’re smart, you’re kind, you’re honest, you’re brave, and the way you hold your drink is adorable,” Jericho rattled off as Mirage’s jaw dropped. “I like the way you get flustered after wiping your mouth with your sleeve in a fancy restaurant, I like the way you can sit in silence and be content with it, I like how you don’t dream of treasure or power but of having a home and a family. Would you like more?”

“What makes you think I’m smart?” she objected. “Or kind, or honest, or brave. You couldn’t know any of that. Those were empty platitudes…”

“You ask questions and think about consequences, that makes you smart. You’re worried about how becoming my familiar might hurt me, that makes you kind. You haven’t lied to me yet, that makes you honest. And you did something to piss off an Archduke, so you’re either brave or stupid and we’ve already established you’re smart.”

“I don’t know what to say,” Mirage blushed.

“Say you’ll be my familiar,” Jericho slid his hand over to hers. He was immediately intrigued by the immense amount of heat she was giving off, “Are you always this warm?”

“Yes,” she laughed and shook her head in defeat. “I’m not going to argue with you anymore. If I’m being honest, I thought you were here to kill me and instead you’re offering me what I always wanted, a home. I’m so tired of running and hiding. If you want me, you can have me. I just hope you don’t regret it.”

“I won’t,” Jericho smiled. “Trust me, we’re going to have a ton of fun. Speaking of fun, there’s an inn across the street.”

“I never said I was going to sleep with you,” Mirage laughed.

“You haven’t said you weren’t either,” Jericho tossed gold to the waiter. “But I’d prefer to bind myself to you in private.”

“Isn’t it the other way around?” Mirage stood up to leave with him. “Familiars bind themselves to their masters.”

“Nope,” Jericho took her arm. He paused and looked to see if she was wearing heels and saw she was in flats. “Are you taller than me?”

“Would you prefer I was shorter?” She asked cynically. “I can make that happen.”

“No thanks,” Jericho said while heading for the door with her. “I was just thinking about how great being average height is.”

“I think that’s the first time I’ve heard a man say that,” she laughed. “Care to explain?”

“It’s simple. People who are really tall never get to be with somebody taller than them. People who are really short never get to be with people shorter than them. Being average means…”

“You get both,” Mirage shook her head. “Anybody ever tell you that you’re kind of an idiot?”

“All the time!”



Chapter 24

Familiar Feelings



Jericho took Mirage to the inn across the street but the only rooms available were suites. Nobody ever purchased a suite in Forbidden Arcana. They were almost always priced ten times higher than a normal room and there were so many inns that walking a block away made more sense. Additionally, it wasn’t like anybody stopped you if you decided to fuck around in a random storeroom or closet somewhere.

“This is a huge waste of money,” Mirage chided as Jericho purchased the master suite. “You could have gone down the block and purchased a regular room. Or we could have just found a dark alley.”

“A dark alley?” Jericho grimaced as they walked upstairs. “I’m going to forget you suggested that.”

“It would have been free,” she scoffed. “Do you know how much food you can buy with the thousand gold you spent on this room?”

“Doesn’t matter,” Jericho laughed as he unlocked the room. It was large and lavishly decorated in red with gold trim. “I wasn’t going to have my first kiss with you in a dark alley.”

“Or are you trying to get something else?” Mirage stared at him suspiciously as she walked past. She strolled around the room touching everything. She ran her fingers across the dressers, nightstands, and lamps before arriving at the bed. She climbed in and rolled onto her side.

Jericho couldn’t help be stare at her curves, completely different from his other familiars. Her hips drew his gaze first, the curve started at her waist and flowed perfectly over her large hips to her plump thighs. He wanted to run his hand up and down that beautiful arc.

From her hips, he was almost paralyzed on where to look next, her long thick legs or her ample chest. Her chest won, it’d become more distracting since she’d shifted to her side. Her top could barely contain her large breasts and being on her side put even more strain on it. Jericho knew they could fall out any moment.

Her face was just as amazing, mostly due to her smile. Whoever created Mirage, she was their Mona Lisa. Her smile seemed genuinely happy. It wasn’t laughing over the top happiness, it was the quiet happiness of watching a child sleep. He couldn’t get over how amazing it was.

“You’re looking at me weird,” she said. Jericho snapped out of his trance and approached the bed. “What are you thinking?”

“I was thinking about your smile,” Jericho shook his head as he joined her on the bed. “I know it sounds like a line. But it’s amazing.”

“Thank you,” she responded and there it was again. “What about my hips? Or my breasts? I saw you staring at those as well.”

“All amazing,” Jericho answered. Mirage seemed to be trying not to laugh. It was obvious she thought he was just spewing out line after line. She was probably right, but it didn’t make his compliments any less true. “But your smile was a showstopper.”

“You’re just trying to get me naked,” she said reaching over to touch Jericho’s chest. Mirage stroked it up and down several times.

“Would that be so bad?” Jericho asked roguishly.

“No,” she looked down at her own body judgmentally. “But maybe I should be younger?”

“Younger?” Jericho scoffed. “Why?”

“Men always want younger,” she lifted her breast slightly and let it fall, “or tighter, or firmer, or thinner.”

“And you think I’m the crazy one?” Jericho said moving her hand from his chest to kiss it. She had no idea how much Jericho desired her curvaceous body, “Have I given you the impression that I found you anything less than gorgeous?”

“Now I know you’re just trying to get me naked,” she laughed happily. “This is your last chance to back out. Are you sure you want me?”

“I’m positive,” Jericho answered while pulling her toward him. “Do you want to be bound to me?”

“Yes,” she answered. “You idiot mage.”

“Then it’s settled,” Jericho kissed her. Mirage’s lips parted allowing his tongue to slide inside. Her body’s natural warmth relaxed him as they continued to make out on the bed. Slowly, he felt himself growing warmer and soon the knowledge of body magic unlocked inside of him.

It was shockingly simple compared to the other magics. It was like discovering a new muscle inside of yourself that was previously dormant. It was at his core and he knew that if he thought about a person or creature and flexed that muscle, he’d transform into it. The stronger the muscle was, the more dynamic the change could be.

“What?” Jericho asked as Mirage pulled away. She grabbed his hand and moved it to her thigh. “I thought you weren’t sure about sex? Are you sure now?”

“Yeah,” Mirage nodded before going in for another kiss. Jericho started stroking his hand up and down her thigh. Even through her clothes, he could feel her warmth. His hand shifted toward the buckle of her pants as she nimbly unbuttoned his shirt. “It’s been so long since I’ve been touched. I need this.”

“Not as much as me,” Jericho said as he helped her remove his shirt. Soon he was pulling down her pants exposing blue satin underwear. He ran his hand up her thigh again and hooked his fingers around the panties before pulling them off and exposing her trimmed blonde bush. “You are just perfect.”

“Quiet,” she laughed. “You’re only saying that because we’re in bed together.”

“You need to be more confident. I’m going to show you how desirable you are,” Jericho said while kicking off his pants. His large cock was already hard at the thought of fucking the buxom woman. He reached around her back and skillfully unhooked the latches of her leather bustier. Immediately Mirage’s large breasts fell out and they went back to making out.

Jericho pressed his body against Mirage, bathing in the immense heat she was putting off. He loved how her warm hands eagerly explored his body spreading the warmth. She started at his chest and shoulders before making her way down his arms, then finally to his back. He felt desired. She moved her hands down and cupped his ass.

“You’re muscular for a mage,” she said squeezing his hard ass.

Jericho also took his time exploring. He spent a lot of time at her hips before moving his hand to her soft blonde bush. He ran his fingers through it several times before moving around to her ass. He pulled her toward him while squeezing her plump ass, his cock pulsed and she let out a soft moan as he gripped her cheeks.

“Fuck me,” Mirage moaned while grabbing one of his hands and moving it back to her pussy. She guided his finger to the opening, it felt like a furnace. He inserted it and she groaned excitedly while grabbing his cock. “I want you.”

“God that feels good,” Jericho said as her warm hand moved up and down the length of his thick cock. He kissed her again, she happily welcomed him and slowly guided him to his back while continuing to slither her tongue against his.

She pulled away and began kissing down his chest, taking her time as she approached his cock. Jericho moaned as her tongue slid up the shaft to the tip, then her warm mouth enveloped him. He wasn’t sure if he was going crazy but it felt two tongues were massaging the top and bottom of his cock as she masterfully took it down her throat.

“Fuck,” he moaned realizing he wasn’t imagining things. She’d taken him entirely to the base but there was a tongue massage the tip of his cock inside of her throat. Her insides were shifting with the sole purpose of pleasuring him and he was losing his mind.

Eager to reciprocate, he reached between her legs and began massaging her clit. He started slow and gentle as her hips swayed back and forth. After a minute he slid two fingers past her clit and thrust them inside of her. She moaned onto his cock as he started rubbing her g-spot.

The curvy beauty started bobbing her head up and down as Jericho alternated between massaging her clit and her g-spot. His cock throbbed intensely inside of her throat as she used it like a pussy to please him. He couldn’t hold it in any longer and started to cum.

“Mmm,” Mirage groaned as his cock pulsated inside of her. After several seconds of cumming, she pulled away and playfully slapped his chest, “A little warning would be nice!”

“Sorry,” Jericho laughed as she adjusted her position.

Mirage changed to the squatting cowgirl position and lined up her pussy with his cock. With one slow squat, she took his massive dick into her scorching hot pussy. She looked down and beamed happily before turning away embarrassed. “You can’t look at me like that.”

“Like what?” Jericho grinned as she gradually rose up off his cock. His eyes fixated on her large tits hanging in front of him. He reached out with both hands and gently touched them. Like the rest of her, they were warm but also impossibly soft. His fingers moved to her thick hard nipples as she dropped back down onto his cock. “You’re amazing.”

“No, you’re amazing,” she moaned while gradually increasing her speed. She continued to ride his huge cock while he teased her nipples. “Are you going to cum inside of me?”

“Can I?” Jericho asked. It’d never been a question with his other familiars.

“Uh-huh,” she answered while moving more quickly. Her pussy gripped him tightly as she continued to slide up and down on his cock. Every now and then she’d make eye contact with him before smiling and turning away.

“Fuck,” Jericho groaned. He was on the verge of cumming and it seemed Mirage could tell. She sat on his cock holding it deep while grinding her hips backward and forward. Suddenly it felt like waves were rapidly sliding up and down his cock as the tip was rubbing against the back of her pussy. Within moments he started to cum. She kissed his chest and slowly moved up to his lips, then to his ear.

“Will you fuck me in the ass?” she asked sweetly. Jericho grinned, somewhat stunned by the question being delivered with such a loving tone. She grinned anxiously, “Sorry, too much?”

“Not at all,” Jericho beamed as he pushed Mirage off him. She immediately laid on her stomach beside him. Jericho got up on his knees and was entranced by her thick ass. He wanted to bury his face in it, but that’d have to wait for another time, he’d already cum twice and wanted the hat trick. He spread her cheeks and lined up the tip of his cock with her ass.

“Mmmm!” she groaned as Jericho gradually slipped his large cock into her tight asshole. Jericho watched as his cock slowly slid deeper into her plump ass. Each gentle motion digging deeper and causing her to moan out until, finally, he reached the base. “That feels so good.”

“Yeah it does,” Jericho agreed as he began thrusting at a leisurely pace. He watched his shaft slide out of her asshole before thrusting it right back in. She let out a soft whine as his pelvis pressed against her warm soft ass. The same strange sensation from her pussy started in her ass, “Fuck. What is that.”

“You like it?” she giggled. “There are lots of ways to use my abilities other than changing my appearance. Remember that.”

“Holy fuck,” Jericho groaned in pleasure as her insides squeezed and stroked him.

Jericho continued to fuck her ass while gradually increasing his speed and force. After a few minutes, she was rocking forward and back from the pressure of his thrusts.

“Fuck this dirty whore’s ass,” Mirage whined while playing with her pussy. She gradually started to shift up to her knees into doggy position making her ass look even larger. Jericho continued to pound her as she moaned, “Keep going. Cum inside my ass.”

Jericho could feel her ass tightening on his cock as he plunged it deep inside of her. He looked down and her fingers were rubbing her clit while her other hand played with her pussy vigorously. He grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard before giving it a solid smack.

“Fuck yes,” she whined as soon as his hand landed. “Spank me. I’ve been so bad. Tell me I’ve been bad.”

“You’re a bad girl,” Jericho smacked her desirable ass again, slightly harder. He shifted to the other cheek and gave it a slap. He grinned and let loose a barrage of swats on her ample ass. After a few moments, her entire ass was pink and he was ready to burst. “You’re such a bad fucking girl.”

“Fuck!” she screamed. “I’m cumming! Cum with me baby! Cum in my ass!”

Jericho’s cock tensed and released inside of Mirage. He let out a pleasured groan as he felt her asshole stroke him relentlessly. Her thick body trembled as he remained inside of her releasing more than he thought possible.

“Mmmm,” Mirage moaned in satisfaction. She leaned forward and hugged a pillow as Jericho’s cock slipped out of her. He stared as she wiggled her ass playfully while glancing back at him. Once again, as soon as she looked at him, she smiled and turned away, this time burying her face in the pillow.

“You’re fantastic,” Jericho slapped her ass while laying down beside her. She peeked up at him from behind the pillow and smiled. “And so beautiful.”

“You don’t have to keep saying that,” she said while stroking his chest. “I’m a shapeshifter. I can be whoever you want.”

“Just be yourself,” Jericho chuckled. “That’s more than enough for me. I’m going to rest for a minute.”

“Alright,” Mirage moved closer to Jericho and wrapped an arm and a leg around him. Her warmth spread throughout his entire body and he’d never been more relaxed. She nuzzled into him and whispered, “Thank you.”



Chapter 25

Confrontation and Degradation



Mirage’s reaction to Jericho’s manor would be most accurately described as shock and awe. She squeezed his hand as she stood slack-jawed looking at the manor then back at him then back at the manor. She looked over her shoulder as if she was waiting for somebody to come out and declare it was all an elaborate joke.

“Come on,” Jericho smiled as he opened the front door. He pulled her inside and quickly pecked her on the lips. “Welcome home.”

“This isn’t real,” she insisted while looking around the massive entryway. “This is the size of a noble’s estate. Are you a noble?”

“No,” Jericho laughed before pausing. “Technically I’m a Marquis of Cila.”

“But this is Dayrose,” She said as Jericho guided her around the first floor. “Isn’t Cila the place with…”

“It is. And I have no intention of going back if I can help it,” Jericho grimaced at the thought of wandering around the nightmarish insectoid city. She reached out to touch a flower but stopped short. “You don’t have to be nervous. It’s your home too.”

“Jericho!” Jinx stopped dead in her tracks. Her eyes shifted menacingly to Mirage and then back at him. “Another whore? Adulterer! Cheater!”

“Master!” Ariel approached rapidly from behind. Jericho let out a grunt as she wrapped her arms around his neck and hung there. She paused and stared at Mirage who quickly released Jericho’s hand. Ariel noticed the glowing emerald eyes and smiled, “You’re a shapeshifter!”

“Yes,” Mirage looked at Jericho somewhat embarrassed. “Nice to meet you I’m…”

“Shapeshifter?” Jinx clenched her teeth and fists. Her eyes darted back and forth between Mirage and Jericho wondering who she was angrier at before letting out a roar. “Listen here you shapeshifting slut! There is absolutely no transforming in bed! Jericho is not allowed to have everything he wants! He is a deviant! A pervert! A good for nothing lazy oafish mage! If you give him everything he wants he’ll get bored of us, and if he gets bored of us he’ll abandon us! So absolutely not shapeshifting! Do you understand? Deceiver! Liar!”

“Is that true?” Mirage grinned at Jericho knowingly. “You’ll get bored of us and abandon us?”

“No,” Ariel answered for Jericho. “Jinx is just a selfish, territorial, and paranoid beast. Our master would never abandon us!”

“That’s reassuring,” Mirage stifled a laugh. She looked back at Jinx and smiled happily. “Jinx is it? You’re so beautiful, I can’t imagine anybody getting bored of you. I’m Mirage, nice to meet you.”

“Flattery won’t work on me,” Jinx growled. “You’re here to replace me! Shapeshifters can’t be trusted! Slag! Tramp!”

“You said the same thing about fairies,” Jericho chuckled. “If it makes you feel any better Mirage already told me she prefers not to transform in the bedroom except for special occasions.”

“What kind of special occasions?” Jinx approached Mirage cautiously. “Anything can be a special occasion if you make it one. Trickster. Con.”

“Birthdays, holidays, vacations,” Mirage smiled sweetly while answering the question. “Is that going to be a problem?”

“No,” Jinx huffed while looking up and down Mirage’s curvaceous body. She reached up and squeezed one of Mirage’s large breasts. “These are the problem! Whore! Thief!”

“Stop that,” Mirage blushed while swatting Jinx’s hand away. She smiled kindly at Jericho who was trying not to laugh. “You couldn’t have prepared me for this? Maybe give me a heads up? Really?”

“What could I have said?” Jericho shrugged hopelessly. He looked down at Jinx who’d shifted to glaring at Mirage’s hips, comparing them to her own athletic frame. “Personally, I think this is going a lot better than expected.”

“Really?” Mirage smirked while blindly intercepting Jinx’s hand before it reached her ass. She pulled Jinx close and wrapped her arms around her. Her large breasts rested on Jinx’s head. “What did you expect?”

“Probably a fight,” Ariel answered. “Jinx is mean.”

“Mean? I don’t see it. She just wants to feel secure,” Mirage said assuredly. “Are you spending enough time with her? Are you making her feel special?”

“Seriously?” Jericho asked in shock as Mirage stared at him judgmentally. He suddenly felt like he’d been caught goofing off instead of working. “I’m the bad guy here?”

“Yes,” Jinx answered while snuggling into Mirage. Her eyes focused on Jericho. “It’s all your fault. Idiot. Bastard.”

“You’re so oblivious,” Mirage laughed while staring at Jericho’s perplexed face. She started to slowly stroke Jinx’s hair. “You’re very important Jinx. We all love you and want you around.”

“Why is Jinx getting special attention?” Ariel whined. “It’s not fair!”

“Jericho,” Mirage glanced over indicating for him to do something. He looked down and Jinx appeared to be actually purring into Mirage’s chest.

“Ariel,” Jericho pulled Ariel close and started mimicking Mirage, stroking her hair. “You’re very important Ariel. We all love you and want you around.”

“This is nice,” Ariel said.

“I want this every day,” Jinx growled. “Jewelry, food, this. Moron. Dunce.”

Jericho looked at Mirage. She was smiling sincerely and swaying back and forth with Jinx in her arms and something finally clicked. The gorgeous smile like a mother watching her baby sleep, her honesty and integrity, her regret over youthful indiscretions, her nurturing behavior, her maturity, and finally her curvy body and insecurity about her looks.

“Who’s the milf?” Terra asked while strolling down the stairs in a green transparent gown. Mirage looked up and smiled at Terra but something was different. The warmth in her smile was replaced with underlying aggression. Terra must have picked up on it as well because she stopped dead in her tracks.

“I’m Mirage,” she answered while looking at Terra’s oversized chest. Her nipples could be seen clear as day through her negligee and her red thong stood out even more. She turned to Jericho, “Never ask me to transform into her.”

“Yes! Beast! Scoundrel!” Jinx yelled victoriously while staring up at Jericho.

“Goddammit,” Jericho growled. Mirage gently grabbed his chin and turned his face toward her. She gave him a serious look as he pouted, “Really?”

“Jericho,” Mirage stroked his hair and spoke in a disappointed tone. “I can be any woman in the world. How do you think it makes me feel if, of all the women in the world, you ask me to become your friend?”

“Goddammit,” Jericho knew he couldn’t win because she was absolutely right. “Fine. Does this mean you’ll be upset if I sleep with other women? Because I kind of have some things in the works right now…”

“I don’t care about other women,” Mirage glanced at Terra. She clearly viewed her as a threat. “Just not her.” She cleared her throat, “Although, if you are going to sleep around it shouldn’t come at any of our expense.”

“Of course,” Jericho answered. Jinx had a similar stipulation that as long as she was fed and cared for, she was fine with him sleeping with whoever he wanted. “I got it.”

“Good,” Mirage released Jinx who seemed to be drunk on affection.

“That was nice,” Ariel said cheerfully as Jericho released her. She looked up at Jericho. “So, how’d it go with Cynthia?”

“Fuck!” Jericho said while glancing around. He stretched his spirit hoping to detect her before remembering fairies hid their spirits. “Shit! Any idea where she’s at?”

“She wasn’t in her room when I passed it on the way down,” Terra laughed.

“Who’s Cynthia?” Mirage looked at Ariel for some type of clarification. “What’s this about?”

“Cynthia’s my advisor,” Ariel answered. “She’ll also punish Jericho if he doesn’t bring her the Dragon’s Tongue and Lunar Roses he promised.”

“So, she’s our master’s master?” Mirage asked confused.

“I believe she prefers to be called his goddess,” Terra chuckled as Jericho panicked.

“Goddess?” Mirage asked. Terra made a whip-cracking motion and Mirage seemed to instantly understand. “Ah. That kind of goddess.”

“Sorry,” Jericho gave Mirage a quick peck. “I meant to give you more time to acclimate but I need to find Cynthia.”

“I’m a big girl. I’ll be fine,” Mirage said as Jericho left her and the others behind.

He sprinted to the various workrooms and couldn’t find her in any of them. He decided to start at the basement and clear the house floor by floor. The basement was clear and he sprinted back up to the first floor, running past the familiars getting to know one another. He was positive he heard Jinx telling Mirage what a no-good pervert he was.

After a brief run around the first floor, Jericho moved up to the second floor. Terra was right, Cynthia wasn’t in her room. He sprinted around making sure she hadn’t swapped rooms before moving up to the third floor. Of course, nothing was on the third floor either.

He finally reached the penthouse and looked around the room. Other than various piles of clothing that Jinx and Ariel had gotten into, there were no signs that anybody had been there. He was about to run back downstairs before catching long black hair out of the corner of his eye. She was in the rooftop garden.

“Cynthia,” Jericho panted while exiting the penthouse. She turned around as Jericho came rushing out the door. He immediately handed her the herbs and was met with a hard slap. “Goddess.”

“That’s better,” Cynthia paused and looked up as if she were checking the time on some giant invisible clock. “What a shame. It seems you’ve earned a reward. I was so looking forward to punishing you.”

“Thank you, goddess,” Jericho was relieved to hear he’d avoided punishment. He also learned to be more careful about promising Cynthia anything. Then again, had he not made the promise he wouldn’t have found Mirage. So, really it was another instance of his rash decisions paying off.

Jericho headed back inside and Cynthia followed behind. He was eager to get back downstairs and see how everybody was getting along.

“Ahem,” Cynthia cleared her throat, stopping Jericho in his tracks. He turned around to see the leather-clad fairy in a wide stance with her hands on the hips. “Your reward.”

Jericho froze as his eyes met her fiery jade gaze. She sauntered over to him, each sway of her hip pulling him deeper into a trance until she was right in front of him. She reached up and stroked his face before moving her hand to the top of his head and guiding him to his knees.

“That’s better,” she said stepping forward so Jericho’s face was less than an inch from her. The only thing between him and her pussy was a thin layer of leather and a zipper. His heart was pounding as she stood there stroking his hair. “You’re such a good little pet.”

Jericho couldn’t respond, all he could do was stare as Cynthia’s leather-wrapped hips swayed back and forth. He wanted her, but even more, he wanted to be used by her. She hummed to herself while continuing to stroke his hair.

“Tell me pet,” Cynthia tugged his hair forcing him to look up at her. “Do pets wear clothing?”

“No goddess,” Jericho said as he unbuttoned his mages coat and tossed it aside. He quickly followed up by kicking off his boots and removing the rest of his clothing. Cynthia smiled at his massive cock, already erect.

“That’s better,” she smiled. He felt a tightening around his neck as a black binding appeared, attached to the front was a leather strap leading up to her hand. “Now you’re starting to look like a proper pet. Aren’t you happy?”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho answered as Cynthia wrapped the leash around her palm. She tugged it to force him more upright, then leaned her hips forward and teased him by pressing her pelvis against his lips.

“We need to establish some rules,” Cynthia said while slowly swaying her hips in Jericho’s face. “The first rule is you will only call me goddess. I am not a lowly mistress, madam, or ma’am. Is that clear?”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho answered as she tugged on the leash.

“Rule two,” she continued. “The safe word is Moonlight, there is no word for slowing down and no word to restart. If you use the safe word, everything stops. I have no interest in weak pets. Is that understood?”

“Yes goddess.”

“Rule three,” she began stroking his hard cock with her leather boot. The cold leather slid from his balls to the tip and then back. “You will not ask questions. You will not speak unless spoken to. You will only obey, like a good pet. Is that clear?”

“Yes goddess.”

“Rule four,” she started moving her hips erotically and moaning as her boot moved up and down his cock. “You are not allowed to cum without permission. Now, are you excited my pet?”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho shivered as the soft leather boot slid up his thick twitching cock. The boot kept rising, the tip slid up Jericho’s naked abs and chest, then under his chin before finally she held it in front of his face.

“My boot is dirty,” Cynthia grinned wickedly. “Clean it for me pet.”

Jericho grinned nervously. He hadn’t expected Cynthia to begin so strong. The boot that’d been stroking his hard cock over and over again glistened in front of him. He told himself it was no different than when he’d kissed Jinx or Ariel after going down on him and started cleaning the boot.

“Good boy,” Cynthia giggled in delight as Jericho ran his tongue up and down her long leather boots. He sluggishly started at the tip before moving to the heel and restarting. After he finished that boot, she put her foot down and brought up the other one, careful to give his cock one long stroke before doing it. “You’re such a good bootlicker. It’s making me wet. Want to see?”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho groaned hoping to get a glimpse of Cynthia’s delicious pussy. He dreamed of burying his face in it for hours. He continued to lick her boot until she started lowering it to the floor. He stopped licking as it moved away and felt the hard smack of a riding crop across his shoulder. She wanted him to follow the boot.

“I didn’t say you could stop,” Cynthia said angrily. She smacked the crop across his shoulder again for good measure.

“Sorry goddess,” Jericho said eagerly licking her boot until he was on his hands and knees. He continued cleaning it with his tongue as Cynthia slowly stroked his back with the crop.

“That’s a good pet,” she pulled her boot away and began dragging him toward the bed. As soon as he moved, he felt the sharp sting of the crop across his ass. “Wrong! Head up, arch your back, be regal!”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho responded as she pulled harshly on the leash, lifting his neck. She struck his lower back with the crop indicating it wasn’t low enough. Still displeased with his position, she leaned down and reached between his legs forcing his ass higher by applying pressure to his balls.

“There,” she said finally pleased. “That’s the proper position for a pet. Now come.”

Jericho followed her to the bed careful not to change his posture. She smacked his ass a few times to hurry him along and sat at the foot of the bed with crossed legs.

“Kneel,” she said while pointing to a specific spot in front of her. Jericho moved to the spot and knelt, his cock throbbed desperately. “Put your hands behind your back and spread your legs for me.”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho obeyed and assumed the dehumanizing position. She slowly unzipped her thigh high boot and took it off revealing her slender leg. Cynthia crossed her legs in the opposite direction and removed the other boot.

“Mmm,” Cynthia moaned while running her hands up and down her leather pants. After several long strokes, she reached the waist and began rolling them down and pulled them off revealing her green thong. It barely covered her trimmed dark bush and as she spread her legs, he clearly saw her pussy. “Do you love me pet?”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho’s felt like he might cum any moment. He prayed internally for her to give him permission to touch himself but knew even the slightest contact would be more than he could take.

“You look like you’re struggling,” she laughed. “Let me help you with that. I don’t want you cumming without permission after all.”

She pointed a finger and a black leather band magically appeared around the base of his cock and tightened. Jericho winced as it constricted slightly more than what was comfortable.

“Hm,” Cynthia looked to the stairs. “It seems we have an audience. Come on up ladies.”

“Jericho,” Mirage said with intrigue. Ariel and Jinx nervously came up behind her, both avoided meeting Cynthia’s gaze. “I didn’t realize you were so, well, decadent.”

“A new familiar?” Cynthia looked Mirage up and down. “What’s your name?”

“Uhm,” Mirage looked to Jericho for some kind of confirmation.

“Pet,” Cynthia said to Jericho. “If your familiar doesn’t answer, I’ll need to punish you. You are her master after all.”

“I’m sorry,” Mirage smiled apprehensively. “I’m Mirage.”

“Mirage,” Cynthia said. “It’s a beautiful name. Well, if you three wish to watch, remove your clothing and get on the bed. If not, leave.”

“Remove?” Mirage looked around the room for somebody to object. Jinx rushed toward the bed and started tearing off her clothing eager to learn from Cynthia. Ariel shuffled her feet unsure of what she should do. Mirage shook her head and laughed, “He did say being with him would be fun.”

“Good,” Cynthia smiled while watching the three undress. Ariel’s small slender body, Jinx’s short curvy frame, and Mirage’s tall curvaceous figure. All three climbed into the bed behind Cynthia and looked down at Jericho who sat there still spreading his legs, his bound cock twitching uncontrollably. Cynthia turned to Jericho, “Aren’t you happy to have an audience pet?”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho answered. He probably could have handled Ariel and Jinx seeing him like this since they knew he was a sexual deviant, but Mirage seeing him that way made his heart pound. He instinctively looked down.

“No,” Cynthia swatted his chest with the riding crop. She used the crop to lift his chin until he was looking at her pussy. “There is only one place I want you staring. Do not look away or you will be punished. Understand?”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho said while staring at Cynthia’s pussy. He heard whispers but couldn’t make out what was being said, reflexively he wanted to look toward them but continued to stare at Cynthia’s damp pussy.

“Oh god,” Mirage moaned out seductively. “That feels good.”

“You’re tongue,” Ariel whined. “Jinx! You can’t put your finger there.”

Jericho struggled not to look up. He focused on Cynthia’s pussy while listening to the erotic sounds coming from the three on the bed as his cock spasmed uncontrollably. He saw Mirage’s hand sliding on Cynthia’s thigh toward her pussy and resisted the urge to look over at her.

“Cynthia,” Mirage moaned loudly. “Your fingers are so deep. Ariel! You’re sucking so hard.”

“Keep licking it! Slut! Whore!” Jinx whined loudly. All three women continued making sexual sounds and describing what was happening to them. Jericho couldn’t handle, he knew it was a trap but he desperately wanted to look.

“He wants it so bad,” Cynthia laughed and slid her panties to the side. “My poor pet. Here, have a treat.”

Jericho leaned in and began licking Cynthia’s pussy as the girls continued their sexual play. He heard Jinx moaning and Ariel squealing and felt Mirage’s hot breath as she moaned into his ear. He felt a sharp sting on his back reminding him not to get distracted. He continued licking Cynthia’s pussy as if it were the last pussy he’d ever eat.

“Good boy,” Cynthia moaned out as she came on Jericho’s tongue. He hungrily lapped everything up. “Somebody deserves a reward.” Cynthia waved a finger and a binding formed over his eyes blinding him. She tugged harshly on his collar. “Climb up on the bed.”

Jericho did as he was told and soon felt Cynthia’s hand on his cock maneuvering it toward some unknown destination while she pulled on his leash. He let out a pleasured groan as he felt the unmistakable feel of Jinx’s pussy.

“Now fuck,” Cynthia whispered seductively in his ear. Jericho obeyed, ravenously pounding Jinx as she moaned. Jericho let out a whine as the pressure built up in his cock. He felt the harsh sting of Cynthia’s riding crop on his ass whenever he slowed down.

“Fuck,” Jinx cried out as a deluge of warm fluid covered his cock. Cynthia continued to swat his ass indicating he shouldn’t slow down. “I’m cumming! Pervert! Bastard!”

“That’s enough my pet,” Cynthia said while tugging on his collar. After a few moments and some shuffling, she guided his cock toward Ariel’s amazing cunt. Once again, she whispered in his ear and smacked his ass and he began fucking the petite fairy.

“It’s so rough,” Ariel whined as Jericho ravaged her. He wasn’t even thinking anymore, there was only the sensation of pressure mounting in his cock. He was desperately trying to cum and something in his brain was telling him that fucking harder would allow it to happen. He felt her warm wet nectar spill onto his cock and she started giggling. “Jericho! Oh my god!”

“Wait pet,” Cynthia needed to pull harshly to get him off her. Jericho was chomping at the bit for more. He’d convinced himself that if he was even more forceful, he’d be able to break the binding on his cock and finally cum. Her hand stroked his cock several times while lining it up with Mirage’s cunt. Cynthia bit his earlobe, “Fuck.”

She’d barely gotten the word out of her mouth before Jericho’s cock was burrowed deep inside of Mirage. She squealed as he fucked her like a wild beast. At times he was thrusting so hard it felt like he was trying to kill her with his cock.

“Yes baby,” Mirage moaned. “Hurt me. Hurt me with that big fucking dick.”

“Fuck,” Jericho whined as the sting of Cynthia’s crop commanded him to go faster and harder. He was running out of energy and the pain of his bound cock was overwhelming. He wasn’t able to think about anything other than cumming.

“Yeah baby,” Mirage whined as juices from her cunt splashed against Jericho’s pelvis. “I’m cumming. Don’t stop. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

“There we go,” Cynthia giggled in his ear while pulling him back again. He instinctively tugged against the collar. He was swatted again for fighting but that didn’t stop him from tugging. He was losing control. “Such a good boy. Now beg for it.”

“Please goddess,” Jericho moaned as his cock throbbed in pain. “I’m begging you. Please let me cum.”

“You’ve been such a good pet,” Cynthia removed the binding that blocked his vision. She laid in front of Jericho and spread her legs. He couldn’t look away from her gorgeous drenched pussy, after all that fucking he was desperate for it, “So, I’ll let you fuck me until you cum. However long that may be.”

“Fuck,” Jericho whimpered as the black binding vanished from his cock. Like a mindless animal, he pounced on Cynthia and thrust his cock inside of her. The sensation was more pleasurable than anything he ever felt as her pussy wrapped around his thick dick. She smiled wickedly and squeezed his dick with her pussy increasing his pleasure.

“Do you love me my pet?” Cynthia asked as Jericho managed a second thrust.

“I love you goddess,” Jericho moaned as he started to cum. His orgasm sent a shiver through his entire body as he continually came. Her pussy was getting wetter as his cum filled her up. He continued to release and felt cum start to leak from her pussy.

Jinx and the others looked on as Jericho filled Cynthia with an impossible amount of cum before collapsing in a euphoric daze.

“Three,” Cynthia sighed disappointedly. She pushed him over, his cock was still twitching as tiny bursts of pleasure shot through him like electric shocks. “I only expected you to manage one thrust. I suppose next time I’ll need to be harder on you. Be sure to see me if you’re interested in a next time.”

“Yes goddess,” Jericho panted as Cynthia picked up her clothes and left the room, leaving a trail of Jericho’s cum as she went. As soon as she left the others began barraging him with kisses.

“I told you that I was all you needed and you still went to her!” Jinx said angrily while crawling next to him. “I’m going to have to hurt you more next time! Deviant! Pervert!”

“I hope you learned your lesson,” Ariel chided him while kissing his chest. “Never make a promise with Cynthia. You’re lucky you got the reward instead of the punishment.”

“I actually thought it was kind of fun,” Mirage pressed her ample breasts against Jericho’s body. “Is it like this all the time?”

“Hm,” Jericho thought for a moment. “More or less.”




Chapter 26

The Value of Knowledge



“Jericho,” Terra said judgmentally as Jericho logged in. She and the others were sitting down like he’d walked into an intervention. “We’ve been waiting for you.”

“Is it my birthday?” Jericho joked as he checked through all of his inventory and messages. They weren’t amused. Cynthia and Terra were clearly irritated, Jinx was somewhat excited, and Ariel seemed jumpy. He looked at Mirage who was staring at the floor. “Oh.”

“I put up with a lot of stuff,” Terra stood up and began pacing around like a courtroom lawyer. “I think we all put up with a lot of stuff. We all ride along on the J-train wherever it takes us. Even if it results in massive bounties being placed on our heads…”

“That was you,” Jericho interrupted. “We were doing your delivery mission and you…”

“Your constant deflection of blame,” she raised her voice silencing Jericho. “And having to defeat nefarious fairy overlords who get their jollies off by showing people horror scenes. I had to tell my therapist about that shit Jericho! I filed a complaint with the developers about that shit! Not to mention that even after helping you get a fairy familiar and defeat a soul eater, I still don’t get the master bedroom.”

“You lost it fair and square,” Jericho objected.

“I shouldn’t have had to play for it!” Terra interjected. “Not to mention poor Jinx! She’s being the best familiar she can be and here you are always making her feel like she’s not enough. She lets you sleep with whoever you want and she even helps you acquire more familiars…”

“And you don’t buy me enough jewelry! Idiot! Jerk!” Jinx added.

“He doesn’t, does he?” Terra agreed. “And poor Ariel. She gave you all of her gold so you could buy up half this village and look at her! She’s always walking around wearing the same thing because you won’t buy her clothes!”

“But I like what I’m wearing,” Ariel said stroking her silky sundress.

“It’s not about whether you like it,” Terra patted Ariel’s head. “But has he purchased you any new ones? Maybe with some frills?”

“No,” Ariel said sheepishly. “But I didn’t ask him…”

“You shouldn’t have to ask,” Terra said forcefully. “And that’s the problem. The J-Train is all about Jericho going off and doing stuff while the rest of us clean up all the mess. What do you have to say for yourself?”

“What did I do now?” Jericho sighed. Terra wasn’t wrong. She was obviously making a spectacle of it but he was pretty selfish and didn’t think much before he acted. But he liked to think his heart was always in the right place.

“Walk outside and have a look around,” Terra opened the door to the rooftop garden. “You tell me!”

Jericho walked out and didn’t see anything. The garden looked like it always did, gorgeous. Sure, he’d planted some new rare herbs that needed watering and fertilizer but they weren’t going to die. Maybe if he were planting herbs that required watering, fertilizing, weeding, and trimming at specific times there’d be a reason to be upset. But rare herbs not being watered on time was no reason to be upset.

“Idiot,” Terra grabbed him and tilted his head upward toward the horizon and pointed. “That!”

“Oooooh,” Jericho said as a massive army from Dawn bearing the flag of Archduke Garlamond waited outside of the city. There were five smaller flags in the mix as well from the other noble families that Mirage had pissed off. “You know…about that.”

“Not done,” Terra said turning him the opposite direction. An even larger army was assembled from the direction of Kal Morgath.

“Fuck me,” Jericho said in shock. “That is the crest of Grand Prince Therion Sunfire,” Jericho turned to Mirage. “You said the highest ranked was Archduke Garlamond.”

“I’m so sorry,” Mirage whimpered. “I swear I didn’t know.”

“Let me explain,” Cynthia interjected and created an illusion showing a massive lineage filled with royal emblems and family names. The Sunfire family’s crest started at the bottom but slowly moved up in the illusion. “Fifteen years ago, the Sunfire family was one of the weakest noble families in Kal Morgath. It was around this time that Miss Mirage made an enemy of them. Unfortunately for us, over the last twenty years, Kal Morgath has suffered from frequent regicides.”

“Oh fuck,” Jericho vaguely recalled the guild Ronin continually assassinating the nobility of Kal Morgath. It all started when a beautiful young Duchess was thrown into the streets in front of their leader. She’d spent all of her family’s wealth caring for war orphans. Naturally, the players decided that she should be the queen but her family was fairly low on the totem pole. Then the assassinations began, “Fucking weebs.”

“I’m sorry?” Cynthia said confused. “I don’t understand.”

“Never mind,” Jericho sighed. “So, the Sunfire family was basically one rank below the Lockheart family.”

“I’m so sorry,” Mirage looked ready to sprint off. Jericho hated seeing her that upset. “I didn’t mean to lie. I just didn’t know. I’ll leave. I’ll go. Maybe they’ll come after me instead.”

“Do you think knowing would have changed anything?” Jericho asked Mirage. He turned to Terra. “Tell her.”

“It wouldn’t have mattered,” Terra said angrily. “And that’s the part that pisses me off the most! He would have done this no matter what! This entire conversation, I’m talking to a fucking wall. All I want is for him to learn a lesson! But he doesn’t learn! Even if he knew all this was going to happen, it wouldn’t have mattered! Fuck!”

“Of course, it wouldn’t have!” Jinx grabbed Mirage’s breast. “As soon as he saw these that’s all he was thinking about. Rake! Lecher!”

“Our master doesn’t worry about things like this,” Ariel said reassuring Mirage. “He only thinks about perverted things and magic.”

“I’d be offended if that wasn’t so accurate,” Jericho said shamelessly. He looked at Terra and Cynthia glowering at him. “I should have mentioned it before but…”

“Mirage already told us,” Terra snapped. “Normally, I wouldn’t care because it’d only be your trouble but there is a complete embargo on the village. We’re hotel California, anybody can come through the portals but nobody can leave.”

“Honestly, I’m still a little in awe of how quickly the news spread,” Jericho laughed. “Fuck.”

The same information system that allowed for players to purchase information from NPCs also allowed information to spread between NPCs. The more valuable the information, the faster it traveled as they traded it like currency. The system was primarily meant as a way for players to quickly find out quests and missions in other territories but was also used to target players.

It was similar to the bounty boards. If a bounty was placed in Dawn, it would only take a few minutes for every bounty board on the continent to update with that information.

In Jericho’s case, it could have been anybody. Mirage had a bounty and if an NPC saw them together after he acquired her, the information would reach the nobility pretty quickly. The army was probably already being assembled while he was mid fuck and started marching while he was asleep.

“You can blame the cheating NPC hive mind,” Terra grumbled. “Anyway, while we were sleeping the emissary arrived and declared that the village is harboring a fugitive and if they don’t deliver them in twenty-four hours, they’ll destroy the village. You remember when this happened in Havenwood?”

“Yeah,” Jericho sighed.

The guild at the time thought it was an empty threat when soldiers from Rend surrounded their village and demanded their leader’s head. If you did enough shitty stuff or pissed off the wrong shitty people entire cities could eventually turn on you. That was how the karma system worked in Forbidden Arcana and you couldn’t outrun it.

That guild thought it was some type of joke since Havenwood was a safe zone. After twelve hours it wasn’t anymore. The army invaded, killed everybody, and burnt everything to the ground. To add insult to injury, the city was completely removed meaning all of the players lost their homes and wealth. It basically zeroed the entire guild.

“I don’t suppose there’s a diplomatic solution?” Jericho looked at Cynthia. She was the advisor to the queen after all.

“The diplomatic solution would be to hand you over,” Cynthia answered. “They would insist on taking all of your property, including your familiars and this house. Even I would be taken since I am a servant of Queen Ariella who is your familiar. Then, we’d likely be enslaved or executed for our association with you. The fact is, as soon as you became master of Mirage and took her sins as your own, you declared war.”

“Now’s probably not the best time for this,” Jericho looked at Mirage. “What did you do anyway?”

“I thought you didn’t care?” Mirage said nervously. She clearly was uncomfortable talking about it.

"It’s curiosity at this point,” Jericho grinned.

“I was really young at the time,” Mirage said defensively. “I’m not proud of what I did. I made a lot of mistakes in my youth. I wasn’t the person I am today. I swear, I’ve changed. You need to understand I was homeless and hungry and there wasn’t a lot of work for non-humans.”

“Thief or assassin?” Jericho sighed.

“Assassin,” Mirage mumbled. “But it was a long time ago! I’m not the same person anymore! I know it was wrong but I was young and I was really good at it and then I started getting hired to kill nobles…”

“I get it,” Jericho said. “It’s fine. About a month ago I literally blew up three fairy elders for being assholes and just the other day I killed an entire city for some books. I’m not going to judge.”

“Blew up?” Mirage asked.

“The explosion was huge!” Jinx said reaching for Mirage’s breast again only to get her hand slapped away. “Jericho’s an idiot but he’s strong! He even died and came back to life! Cow! Hag!”

“What?” Mirage was even more perplexed. “I don’t…”

“Don’t worry about the specifics,” Terra shook her head. “Anyway, it’s been about four hours. There are a lot of pissed off players but since Dayrose is a safe zone it’s not as though they can make you do anything you don’t want to do. I think they plan on guilting you into leaving.”

“Do you think I’m going to do that?” Jericho said while counting the enemy troops. At least they were separated into legions making the math easy. Archduke Garlamond and the five lesser noble families had a total of five legions and Grand Prince Thereon was sitting on eight legions for a total of around sixty-five thousand troops. The soldiers belonging to the lesser families would be relatively low level but the ones belonging to the grand prince were likely high-level elites

“If it were just you, I think you would leave,” Terra sighed. “But since the familiars are in play, you’re going to play it to the bone.”

“Yup,” Jericho answered while thinking he should have anticipated the situation. He could have tried various transfers of property to mitigate some of the problems, maybe even transferred his familiars somehow. Or he could have tried assassinating the families before acquiring Mirage. But it was too late for what he should have done. “We need help.”

“We don’t have enough gold,” Terra said. “And we certainly don’t have enough friends. If Thereon wasn’t here we could hire mercenaries and players. It’d bring us close to bankruptcy but we could manage. But Thereon is sitting on forty thousand royal guards, a mercenary isn’t going to put a dent in them.”

“One high-level player can be worth a hundred royal guards,” Jericho said. “Phoenix, Endgame, Ambrosia, they could take on these armies.”

“We don’t have enough gold,” Terra said. “They’re not going to help you out of the kindness of their hearts.”

“I have information,” Jericho said pensively. “Valuable information.”

“They’re not going to bend over backward to learn how to cast a fireball,” Terra laughed. “It’s a nice thought but…”

“There are thirteen types of magic,” Jericho said. “Right now, everybody thinks the big secret is casting a giant fireball and spikes from the earth. I’ll offer everything I know.”

“Everything?” Terra seemed almost swayed. “They still might not go for it.”

“They will,” Jericho nodded. “I’m going to convince them it’s worth it. Get ready to record a message.”

For the message, Jericho made sure he looked like a number one mage. He changed into his Seraph Robe, something he never wore because it’d make him a target for every player killer in the game. It was a glowing white legendary robe with elaborate orichalcum pauldrons. He accented the robe with golden gloves and boots crafted from the scales of an emperor dragon.

“Ready?” Terra asked as Jericho positioned himself in front of Grand Prince Thereon’s army. Jericho nodded and she started recording.

“I’m sure you’ve already heard about my troubles,” Jericho grinned. “So, I’m going to make this as simple as possible. When the armies surrounding Dayrose village attack, there are two possible outcomes.”

Jericho created a tiny Dayrose illusion in front of him complete with surrounding armies and him standing on top of his manor.

“The first possible outcome is they destroy the village and you experience an increase in property value. I imagine many of you are already counting your money,” Jericho said as the tiny army in the illusion crushed and burnt the city to the ground. A few tiny guild masters swam around in gold as the city burned.

“There is a second possible outcome,” Jericho said creating an illusionary army comprised of soldiers from Endgame, Phoenix, and Ambrosia. “You help crush these armies. I imagine you’re laughing at that suggestion.”

Jericho focused on Raven and flexed the mysterious muscle at his core. He felt like he’d just grabbed an electric fence. Terra’s eyes went wide as Jericho transformed into Raven laughing happily. He then focused on Loki, the leader of Phoenix and felt the charge again as he transformed while continuing to laugh. Finally, he finished on Sapphire, the azure haired leader of Ambrosia before transforming back to himself.

“I know, it’s funny,” Jericho laughed. “What could I possibly have to offer that’d offset the millions of gold you’d stand to make if this village is destroyed?”

Jericho gestured for his familiars to stand by him. Jinx, Ariel, and Mirage rushed to his side as if they were taking a family portrait. Mirage cuddled up to him on the left and Jinx on the right while Ariel floated behind him draping her arms over his shoulders.

“If you assist me in saving this village,” Jericho grinned as his illusionary army crushed the surrounding forces and dissipated. In its place, different mages began to appear using various elemental magic, creating illusions, and transforming into animals. “I’ll give you all of the information I have regarding magic in Forbidden Arcana. That includes all thirteen types and the importance of these women standing beside me.”

“That’s the carrot,” Jericho continued. “Here’s the stick, I picked a fight with a grand prince for her,” Jericho nodded toward Mirage. “All she had to do was smile. That’s the type of person I am. Those of you who know me know I don’t think things through. I react. Imagine my reaction if I lose any of these women because you wanted to make some gold. That’s the stick. I look forward to your reply.”

“Damn,” Terra said. “Did you have to add that last part?”

“It just felt right,” Jericho said. “And it’ll help with dissenting opinions within their guil…” Jericho suddenly felt extremely weak and fell forward. Jinx and Mirage were quick to catch him before he hit the ground.

“What’s wrong?” Ariel asked in a panic. “Are you hurt?”

“Shit,” Terra chimed in. “You look like you’re going to pass out.”

“He needs food,” Mirage said while she and Jinx carried him to a bench. “Something with a lot of calories like meat, cheese, or cake. Shapeshifting takes a lot of energy and he just did it three times without practice. I’m surprised he hasn’t passed out.”

“Don’t celebrate yet,” Jericho said as stars appeared. Ariel was already dashing down the stairs. “Still might.”

 “You’ll be fine darling,” Mirage said as she sat down next to him. She pulled him toward her and rested his head on one of her large breasts. “I’m right here.”

“No,” Jinx immediately jumped into the spot on the opposite side and tugged his arm. “I’m right here. Idiot. Moron.”

“We’re both here,” Mirage smiled lovingly at Jinx which served to aggravate her more. “You’ll be alright once we get some food in you.”

“I wasn’t expecting this,” Jericho yawned. “I feel so tired.”

“I have it,” Ariel yelled while flying up with arms full of foods ranging from cupcakes and tubs of frosting to jerky and blocks of cheese. “Will this help?”

“You did great Ariel,” Mirage said patting her head and taking a tub of frosting. “Do you happen to have a spoon? Never mind.”

Mirage stuck her finger into the tub of frosting and swirled it around before feeding it to Jericho. Jinx glared enviously and grabbed cupcakes from Ariel before rather forcefully feeding them to him. After a few fingerfuls of frosting and three cupcakes, he started to feel more like himself.

“Here’s another,” Jinx said grabbing the fourth cupcake she intended to shove in his mouth. “Say Ahh! Glutton! Bastard!”

“I’m fine,” Jericho said pushing the cupcake away and wishing Ariel had brought something to drink. “I feel much better. Seems as if I’m going to start carrying stacks of chocolate.”

“That’d be good,” Mirage said while handing him some Jerky. “But also practice regularly and eat constantly.”

“So,” Terra chimed in. “Message sent to the guild masters and a few of their officers in case they’re not online, now it’s just a matter of waiting. How long do you think before we know their answer?”

“No idea,” Jericho said. “Hopefully not too long.”




Chapter 27

A Series of Arrvials



It took four hours before they got their first answer. Players from Ambrosia began arriving through the portal in the town square where Cynthia waited to direct them toward the manor. Jericho smiled as Sapphire and her officers marched up the hill toward his house while the others loitered around town.

“Jericho,” Sapphire smiled eagerly. She’d come ready for battle wearing full crusader plate armor and wielding a giant gem encrusted war hammer. “You better not hold back any information once this is over. You know I’ve always wanted to be a sorceress.”

“I won’t,” Jericho shook his head.

“And just so you know if we fight and lose and you don’t give us the information, we’re going to hunt you down like a dog.”

“Well, hopefully you brought enough troops to keep us from losing,” Jericho joked. He knew full well that she didn’t have enough. Any guild that had that type of volume of active players also had shit players.

“I have about two hundred active guild members,” Sapphire said. “Not sure how many will be online. We’ll see. For a big war some of the inactives might pop on.”

“Welcome,” Mirage stepped forward and bowed politely. “Thank you for coming. We’ve prepared food and beverages if you’d like.”

“So,” Sapphire stared at Mirage standing there graciously in a demure dress. “Jericho’s video mentioned you were important. I don’t suppose you’d tell me why?”

“Maybe once this is all over Lady Sapphire,” Mirage said courteously.

“Lady Sapphire?” Sapphire gestured at her officers. “Think that’ll catch on?”

“Not a chance,” one of her officers answered.

“Anyway,” Sapphire looked back at Jericho. “Endgame is definitely coming.”

“What makes you say that?” Jericho hadn’t yet heard anything from Raven.

“They’ve been selling property at a significant markup,” one of Sapphire’s officers answered. “Not quite as high as it’ll be if this village is destroyed but much higher than the current value. There’s really only one reason to do that. They’re selling at a markup and intend to rebuy at a discount after saving the village.”

“Insider trading,” Sapphire laughed.

“So, it’s really down to whether or not Loki shows up,” Jericho knew full well that Loki was a longshot. “I figured that’d be the case.”

“My money is against him,” Sapphire said while heading inside. “But without him, we’ll lose.”

Jericho continued to wait outside as others started arriving and soon the entire village was filled with players from Ambrosia and Endgame. Several had set up small dueling arenas throughout the village to practice fighting while others spent their time renting rooms at the inn with some of the local fairies.

Owl and Raven eventually arrived and started brainstorming possible strategies should Phoenix decide not to come. The unfortunate truth was the total amount of players was coming in around two hundred and fifty which was a far cry from the five hundred desired.

They were fortunate that most of the players with homes in Dayrose had no other option than to fight adding to their number. But Jericho was coming to terms with the reality that unless Phoenix came through the portal to assist them, there wasn’t much chance of victory.

“They’re not coming,” Jericho sighed at Terra who was watching the portal with him. He wasn’t a fool, he knew exactly how Loki would look at the situation.

“You can’t really blame them,” Terra shrugged. “They’re a raiding guild and Loki isn’t going to make it his problem. And really, they sold all their property here so they’re probably riding high. If nothing else, Loki is probably claiming he knew something like this would happen which is why he sold early.”

“He sold early because we owned most of the property and wouldn’t sell to Phoenix because we didn’t want it to become a guild village,” Jericho said coldly.

“I bet he’s still pissed about that,” Terra said. “Not to mention he really hates you for some reason. Think we can snag up some of the smaller guilds?”

“Not without pissing off Endgame and Ambrosia,” Jericho said. “The value of the information is in the limited nature of it. They are okay with sharing the information because they bring equal value to the table. If I were giving the same information to a bunch of guilds bringing ten players each, they’d pull out.”

“Very insightful,” Raven said as she approached with Owl. “If only you applied that same depth of thought to all of your decisions, you wouldn’t be in this mess.”

“He’d be in the same place,” Owl said stoically. “It’s not that he doesn’t think about consequences, he just doesn’t care.”

“Can’t it be both?” Jericho smirked.

“So,” Raven sat down next to Jericho. “We’ve come up with a strategy...”

“You plan on securing an escape route allowing us to leave with my gold and familiars,” Jericho sighed knowingly. “You’ll cut through Archduke Garlamond’s armies since they’re weak and we’ll continue through Dawn until we get to the ocean and cross to the eastern kingdoms.”

“And?” Raven stared at him waiting for an answer.

“No,” Jericho replied.

“It’s the best strategy,” Owl said coldly. “It’s arguably the only strategy.”

“Ariel and Cynthia won’t abandon the village,” Jericho shook his head. “Let me ask you something Owl, you must have realized that fairies can become familiars, why haven’t you acquired one?”

“I haven’t been able to,” Owl answered. “I’ve approached every fairy in the village and none wish to become my familiar. I imagine there’s a trick to it.”

“There is,” Jericho chuckled. “You have to pay a price. That’s why none of the fairies will bind themselves to you. Ariel’s price wasn’t just the freeing of her village, it was the belief that I would protect it.”

“I see,” Owl said pensively. “So, all I have to do is promise them something.”

“Oh yeah,” Terra scoffed. “Because you’re not hooked up to a giant lie detector capable of telling whether or not you’re making empty promises.”

“She’s got you there,” Raven smirked at Owl.

“Yeah,” Jericho laughed. “They need to trust you. Even with Jinx, she killed the mage that summoned her but was content binding herself to me. She knew I wouldn’t mistreat her or abandon her. Mirage, I’m sure she sensed the same thing.”

“Am I not trustworthy?” Owl asked.

“Owl,” Jericho grinned. “I trust you to do the smart thing. And that’s why you’re having trouble. Because picking a fight with a grand prince for a woman you just met isn’t smart.”

“That seems like an understatement,” Raven said.

“That’s why I’m going to fight,” Jericho grinned. “Because I’m not smart. I’m an idiot.”

“Sorry I’m late!” Diana said as she burst through the portal. She glanced at Raven and then scanned the village to see who’d arrived. “Good! Endgame and Ambrosia both came! That’s awesome. How you doing?”

“Good,” Jericho answered as the red-scaled reptilian woman approached. The last time he’d seen Diana was at a celebration where he’d agreed to be her date. They’d spent the evening dancing and fooling around before finishing it in her room. “Is anybody else coming?”

“Oh!” she rolled her jet-black eyes and shook her head angrily. “Let me tell you about my day! First, we get the message and Loki tries to ignore it. Then he tries claiming that he wasn’t ignoring it but it just didn’t matter because we weren’t getting involved. This pissed off a lot of us officers because we should have at least had a conversation, right? Then we find out that both Ambrosia and Endgame are assembling and we get really pissed because they’re going to get the information and we’re not. Well, it turned into a huge fight and Loki was just being a complete asshole. Honestly, Loki’s been an asshole for a while and it’s only gotten worse. This was just the last straw. So, I left and decided to come over.”

“Well,” Owl said. “One is better than zero.”

“Oh,” Diana laughed and twirled showing off her black cloak with a gold dragon insignia. “Sorry! I’m just still fuming about the entire thing. Let me clarify. I formed my own guild and took around fifty members from Phoenix with me. As I said, Loki’s been an asshole for a while. I also sent out some messages to friends and asked them if they wanted to join me. Overall, I’ll probably have about seventy people. The problem is that your offer was to Phoenix. I need to know if you’ll make the same offer to Tiamat.”

“Tiamat,” Raven nodded. “Good name.”

“Badass reptilian goddess,” Diana grinned. “It just fit so perfectly I couldn’t resist. Anyway, if the offer applies to my guild then I’ll let them know and they’ll pop through this portal to help. If it doesn’t, I’ll sit back and see how things unfold. Your choice. Although I don’t really think you have much choice. I mean, everybody loses without me. Hell, even if we join up, we’ll need to average like two hundred kills per death which is just insane. I mean, I’m honestly half counting on people corpse running back as reinforcements.”

“It’s not that insane,” Raven said. “I’m fine with this. Owl, go ask Sapphire if she has any issues with it.”

Owl sprinted toward the manor and Terra followed behind to make sure everything went well. Diana grinned at Raven then gestured toward the manor.

“You know I could have purchased that property,” Diana bragged. “Jericho was rushing right towards it. Super obvious. I couldn’t believe nobody else noticed him because he wasn’t hiding it at all. I could have jumped right in front of it and bought it out from under him but I decided to be nice because Jericho’s always nice to me. Why are you helping Jericho? Are you friends?”

“I suppose we are,” Raven answered while side eyeing Jericho. “I suppose it’s too late to ask, but what quality players are we getting?”

“What quality?” Diana’s reptilian jaw dropped. She looked at Jericho in disbelief. “Oh! She doesn’t know? This is going to be fun.”

“Diana’s the top assassin in the game for raiding,” Jericho said. “Her friends are hardcore raiders and her friends list is longer than some guilds’ rosters.”

“Interesting,” Raven smiled. “The top assassin in the game for raiding and the assassin with the highest number of player kills. I wonder who’ll win.”

“Me,” Diana blinked around excitedly. She pulled out two glowing gold legendary daggers. “I don’t see any players out there and my babies are going to slide through those soldiers like an ex slides into DMs.”

“Care to bet on it?” Raven asked while spinning a red legendary dagger of her own. “We can go one on one, guild versus guild.”

“One on one,” Diana said with enough enthusiasm to make Raven second guess herself. “I have five million gold.”

“Five million?” Jericho said dumbfounded. Jericho had massive amounts of disposable gold but betting five million like it was nothing would be insane, even for him. “You have five million gold just laying around?”

“I have way more than five million,” Diana shrugged. “I raid constantly and sell ninety percent of the stuff I find.”

“Deal,” Raven said shaking Diana’s hand. “May the best assassin win.”

“It’s so nice of you to root for me!” Diana beamed.

“You’re funny,” Raven smiled through clenched teeth.

“Sapphire’s on board,” Owl said as he and Terra came down the hill. “Although she wants ten million gold on top of the information since she brings more value.”

“If she gets ten million, we get ten million,” Raven said. “We bring equal value.”

“That’s going to bankrupt me,” Jericho groaned. “I can’t believe she asked for gold.”

“That was actually Terra’s idea,” Owl said. “Terra mentioned you had a little over twenty million gold stashed away if she felt Ambrosia and Endgame deserved something extra.”

“Goddammit,” Jericho glared at her. “This is about the bedroom isn’t it?”

“Nope,” Terra said gleefully. “This is about you suffering some consequences for once.”

“Fine,” Jericho sighed. “I suppose being stupidly wealthy was nice while it lasted.”

“Not to mention if we lose you lose everything anyway,” Terra joked.

“Great!” Diana said. “I’ll let everybody know. This is going to be so much fun!”

“Twenty million and all of the information you have regarding magic and familiars,” Owl seemed to be suppressing a smile. “You’re having a rough day.”

“You’re funny Owl,” Jericho stood up and patted Owl on the back. “The thing is…my day started with me on the verge of losing everything. Look around. Now I have an army of friends ready to go to war for me. I’m having a fucking awesome day.”



Chapter 28

The Battle of Dayrose Village



Sapphire and her guild were assigned to Archduke Garlamond and the five noble families. Endgame and Tiamat agreed to defend against Grand Prince Thereon’s forces. Raven insisted that Tiamat be on her side of the village since the weaker forces of Garlamond and the five noble families would have allowed Diana to take a significant lead in their wager.

Terra and several archers were lined up on the walls surrounding the village to offer support fire while everybody else surrounded the village to ensure that no enemy forces made it through. They ended up with a little over three hundred troops meaning they’d need to average a little over two hundred enemies each.

“Are you sure you want to be out here?” Jericho asked Mirage. She was standing next to him in full black assassin’s regalia and her long blond hair was tied back in a tight bun to keep it out of her face. The way the regalia hugged her voluptuous body accenting her curves had Jericho thinking lecherous thoughts, “You could wait in the village.”

“Jinx is here,” Mirage gestured at Jinx who’d preemptively taken her spectral tiger form. “And Ariel and the fairies are providing air support. It wouldn’t feel right to wait inside.”

“Yeah,” Jericho said thoughtfully. “But you don’t like killing.”

“Neither does Ariel,” Mirage smiled while sweetly stroking Jericho’s hair. “Yet she’s going to be raining explosives all over the battlefield while dodging archers. I think I can suck it up for the day.”

 “I’d rather not ask any of you to do anything you’re not comfortable with,” Jericho sighed dejectedly.

“Then stop being an idiot,” Jinx growled. “If you weren’t such a stupid mage we wouldn’t be in this mess. Moron. Dummy.”

“Fair enough,” Jericho said.

“It’s not your fault, it’s mine,” Mirage said somberly.

“No!” Jinx argued. “It’s Jericho’s fault because he never thinks. He’s a good for nothing lecher that lets his cock do the thinking for him! Isn’t that right? Rake. Tyrant.”

“That’s right,” Jericho squeezed Mirage’s plump ass. “This is all on me.”

“Exactly!” Jinx growled. “You’ll have to make it up to us later! Jerk. Dunce.”

“It’s starting,” Mirage said as the enemy raised their banners and blasted the battle horn.

Mirage blinked away and Jinx leaped off in a blur of turquoise spirit flames toward the nearest elite soldier. The players’ front line was made up of tanks capable of holding back dozens of enemy soldiers while the damage dealers either hid behind them firing from a distance or dove into the fray headfirst.

The assassins stood out the most as they teleported around the field critically striking any unsuspecting soldier. Unfortunately, even with the element of surprise, landing the blows proved difficult as the elite troops reacted quickly and had massive defensive stats.

Despite her legendary daggers, Raven was finding that critical strikes and the element of surprise weren’t enough to ensure quick kills. Irritated by the lack of fatalities she blinked upward and released dozens of smoke bombs around her section of the field. She threw her daggers into the sky and drew a crimson sword before vanishing into the smoke. As the smoke dissipated, Raven stood alone in the center of a corpse pile, sheathed her sword, and caught the daggers as they landed.

Diana had a completely different approach to fighting. Rather than hide and attempt to catch her enemies off guard she faced them head on parrying an attack with one dagger before striking with the other. Her style was similar to a warrior dual wielding while using her natural dodge ability and teleportation to escape tricky situations rather than engage. It was a skill she’d honed while acting as an evasive off-tank in raiding content.

Jericho had lost sight of Mirage as soon as she entered the battlefield but started noticing enemy soldiers falling dead for no apparent reason and he was sure it was her. It was chilling.

The ranged units focused on the quantity of shots rather than quality. There were so many enemies that it was almost impossible not to hit something. They fired both explosive and frost arrows to either damage or slow the enemies.

The fairies were holding their own as they dropped potions from the sky while avoiding the enemy archers. The explosive potions didn’t do much damage to the elite units but helped weaken the armor for the damage dealers.

A loud cheer erupted from the frontline as Kaos came crashing down in the center of a horde of enemies and slaughtered them with his halberd. The giant orc was a force to be reckoned with on the battlefield. In exchange for a massive reduction in speed his cursed plate boasted the highest strength and defensive stats in the game. It was a playstyle that would normally make him an easy target in player versus player but Kaos somehow made it work.

It seemed wherever Jericho looked players were making headway or holding back troops yet he was struggling. The elite soldiers had insanely high magic resistance making most of his elemental magic worthless. Even his spirit magic barely managed to get a stagger. While his illusions proved effective for a time he couldn’t keep casting them forever.

“Regroup!” A voice yelled from the north. Jericho turned to see a tank had fallen and a horde of enemies had broken through. They slaughtered the players behind the lines. Most of them didn’t have the armor necessary to survive a direct hit and with the tight formations dodging was out of the question. In an instant, they’d lost over twenty players before they could close the hole.

“Dammit,” Jericho swore through clenched teeth. He snapped his fingers rapidly mixing wind and fire to create explosions throughout the battlefield, the elites barely budged. He shifted to mist and ice hoping to at least slow them but he might as well have been blowing on them.

“It seems we’re useless,” Owl said joining Jericho. “Additionally, the frontline is weakening. Do you have any ideas?”

“Why are you looking at me?” Jericho grumbled. “I’m not a strategist.”

“Yet here I am asking,” Owl said slashing upward as a wave of spikes shot up from the earth.

“Goddammit,” Jericho said while sending forth a powerful blast of wind in an attempt to push them back. “I’ve got nothing.”

“Jericho!” Jinx screamed. He couldn’t see her anywhere in the mass of soldiers. “Help! Weakling! Numbskull!”

Jericho’s body reacted, he couldn’t see her so he raised his arms and a pillar of stone lifted him up. A soldier had a chain around her neck keeping her from dashing off as the others stabbed at her. He condensed a fireball and shot it at the chain hoping to cut through but barely nicked it. “Fuck.”

“Arrgh!” Jinx roared as a spear pierced her shoulder. He quickly created a stone wall to protect her, the chain hoisted up over the top of the wall and the soldier holding it slid forward.

“Right,” Jericho said frustrated by his own ignorance. Once again, he was using magic wrong. He looked down at Jinx and focused his elemental energy, this time ignoring the enemy soldiers entirely.

A layer of ice and water began to spread beneath the enemies causing them to slip and fall. Within moments the soldier dropped the chain holding Jinx and she was free. She leaped toward Jericho and climbed up the pillar of stone to join him at the top.

“I need a potion idiot,” Jinx growled as Jericho fed her a powerful healing potion. “You should have done that sooner! Bastard! Dumbass!”

“Sorry,” Jericho said while scanning the battlefield. “I had tunnel vision. I forgot that mages are also a support class.”

“That’s because you’re stupid,” Jinx growled. “Magic isn’t just a hammer! Fool. Imbecile.”

“Yeah,” he chuckled as Jinx leaped back into the fray. “Let’s have some fun.”

Jericho raised his hands like a conductor of a symphony and began changing the landscape of the battlefield. Any tank getting overwhelmed received a brief reprieve as a wall of either ice or stone emerged in front of them. As players rushed the enemy lines Jericho collapsed the ground beneath the enemies’ feet causing them to stumble and fall.

Owl immediately took notice and distanced himself from Jericho to cover more of the battlefield. His own pillar rose a distance away and he began slashing away at the battlefield. With one slash he split the earth beneath the enemy’s feet and with another ignite arrows as they flew toward the enemy.

“Don’t you dare!” Raven screamed as Jericho sent a small group of soldiers in front of Diana tumbling allowing her to make short work of them. “Those don’t count!”

“They count!” Diana laughed while vanishing in a puff of smoke.

To balance things out Jericho created a thick mist around the area Raven was hunting at allowing her to hide. She dove in and seconds later he heard a series of screams as the mist took on a pink tint. When it cleared only a pile of corpses remained.

“That’s more like it!” Raven yelled while dashing away.

Jericho summoned more pillars to jump between as they started pushing forward. He also raised pillars for ranged fighters allowing them to get better angles on their targets, increasing their effectiveness.

As the landscape continued to shift, he added illusions into the mix creating imaginary soldiers to divert the enemies to dangerous locations. Owl created a pit and Jericho immediately covered it with fake terrain causing enemies to continually fall in and get slaughtered. Soon, even he struggled to remember what was real and what was an illusion as the battlefield became a funhouse.

“Jericho,” Mirage appeared next to him ready to pass out. “Can I stay up here for a bit?”

“Of course,” Jericho smiled. She sat at his feet and pulled out a cake and began eating. “Stay as long as you like.”

“Mmhm,” she gave him a thumbs up while shoveling more food into her mouth.

“Looks like this side is having all the fun,” Terra said while hopping between pillars. “Sapphire and the others should be over here soon. They’re just finishing off Garlamond and his troops. We fucking melted them.”

“Been a little rough over here,” Jericho said while creating a massive trench to divert enemies from a hole in their line. Despite his efforts, half of the players on their side were dead and the other half was barely hanging on. “I can’t really do much.”

“Looks like you’re doing a ton,” Terra said while firing into the elites. “I mean, shit. I’m in heaven sniping these assholes. I wish we’d thought of messing with the landscape earlier. We could have been prepping throughout the day.”

“I know right?” Jericho laughed.

Sapphires troops came rushing in from every direction and began plugging any holes in the frontline. She immediately jumped into the melee knocking enemies back with her massive hammer.

“Yeah,” Terra laughed as she caught Mirage staring at Sapphire. “I honestly think she might be a softball player with the way she swings that thing.”

“Softball?” Mirage asked.

“Never mind,” Terra said before turning back to Jericho. “Think you could make me a few more pillars deeper into their territory?”

“Sure,” Jericho said summoning up more. He was definitely slowing down but wasn’t even close to being depleted. If he didn’t have fear to draw from he had anger, if not anger there was plenty of hate, if not hate he was full of love for his friends and familiars. He might not have been overflowing with emotions, but he had a steady stream.

Terra jumped forward and rained more death from above as she went. The ground forces were also pushing through as Owl systematically converted the enemy footing to sand. Once the enemies were killed, he turned it back to stone to allow easy forward progress.

Before long, the only remaining forces were the personal guards of Grand Prince Thereon. Raven and Diana didn’t wait for the frontline as they dashed in trying to collect whatever scalps they could before the battle was over.

Kaos, looking to support Raven, came crashing in eliminating any enemies near Diana before she could get to them.

“Cheater!” Diana yelled and waved at her own officers. “Don’t let her get away with this!”

Diana’s officers charged in aiming to eliminate enemies before Raven could secure the kills.

“I think we won,” Ariel floated next to Jericho. Jinx climbed the pillar to join them. “Are you sure you’re okay with this? You’re giving up an awful lot. I know you could have run away.”

“I haven’t given up anything,” Jericho said as he rubbed her head. Jinx transformed into her human form and looked absolutely exhausted.

“You need to feed me,” Jinx said crankily. “I’m starving. Bastard. Clod.”

“Cupcake?” Mirage asked while pulling out more food. Ariel flew down and whispered in Mirage’s ear. “Oh! I could go for some of that myself.”

The surviving players cheered as Raven held up the head of Grand Prince Thereon then continued to slaughter the remaining enemies until none were left. As soon as the last enemy fell the safe zone was reengaged. Then the looting began, which would have been just as violent as the battle without the safe zone.

“I suppose now I have to pay up,” Jericho laughed. “But it’s worth it.”




Chapter 29

Victory Celebrations



After the battle, the first order of business was arranging the release of information. The guilds agreed that officers would receive the information and limit its availability to trustworthy members of their guilds. The last thing anybody wanted was for the information to be sold or traded by their gossipier players.

They agreed on a time and location for the meeting as well as who would be in attendance. They made sure it’d be in an area where they could kill any nearby eavesdroppers. The entire process was fairly smooth thanks to Raven, whose management skills were almost impressive as her combat abilities.

The second order of business was Jericho’s gold stash being depleted by Endgame and Ambrosia. While they didn’t leave him completely destitute, they left him pretty close. Additionally, he owned some local businesses in Dayrose which generated a couple thousand gold a day for him so he’d recover. He might not be wealthy, but he wasn’t poor.

The final item on the docket, and arguably most important, was the celebration. The players had just won a massive battle and while looting enemy corpses earned them quite a bit of gold, a celebration was expected.

Fortunately, all the guilds agreed to pitch in on the festivities, mainly because Jericho was too broke to pay. Endgame fronted the money for the hookers, Ambrosia purchased the alcohol, and Tiamat purchased the food. Since Diana won the wager against Raven there was a hell of a lot of food.

It was easily one of the largest celebrations in game history, and Jericho couldn’t make it.

“Haven’t you had enough yet?” Jericho said as Jinx climbed on top of him for the third time. “We’re supposed to be at the party.”

“No,” Jinx said decisively while sliding onto his cock. “You just want to go for the whores. Adulterer. Cheat.”

“You’d be there,” Jericho groaned as she started moving up and down. “To make sure I didn’t do anything you don’t approve of.”

“I said no,” Jinx growled as she leaned down. She placed her mouth on his naked chest and bit. “You have responsibilities. Rake. Bastard.”

“She’s right sweetheart,” Mirage whispered in his ear seductively. She pulled his face toward her and kissed him deeply, her warm tongue invading his mouth. Jericho ran his hand down her back until he reached her plentiful ass and squeezed.

“It was supposed to be my turn,” Ariel said trying to pull Jinx off of Jericho’s cock. She turned to Jericho, “I haven’t had a turn yet!”

“Come here,” Jericho stopped kissing Mirage and pulled Ariel up toward his face. “I’ll do that thing you liked so much.”

“Really?” Ariel excitedly positioned herself over Jericho’s face. “Are you sure? Is it okay? I mean…” Jericho immediately dove into her porcelain ass. “Oh god!”

“Wow,” Mirage watched as Jericho ravenously licked Ariel’s petite ass. She reached out and gave Ariel’s ass a quick slap. “I’m jealous.”

“Again,” Ariel insisted as Mirage gave her another smack. Jericho buried his face into her ass and held it there as he tongued her asshole. “Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, that feels so good!”

“Fuck,” Jinx pulled Ariel toward her and started to kiss her passionately while bouncing on Jericho’s cock. Jinx started rotating her hips on his cock causing him to groan in pleasure. Jinx let out a loud visceral moan and pulled away from Ariel, “Fill me up. Lecher. Pervert.”

“Hey,” Mirage playfully slapped Jericho’s hand away as he reflexively pushed her down toward his cock. “Give me a kiss first.”

“Sorry,” Jericho pulled away from Ariel’s ass to kiss Mirage. She smiled mischievously as she pulled away. Jericho felt her warm tongue making its way down his chest and abs until finally, he felt it on the base of his cock while Jinx fucked him.

“That’s my pussy,” Jinx cried out as Mirage’s unnaturally enhanced tongue caressed both his shaft and her pussy. “Fuck! I’m cumming! Whore! Cow!”

“Fuck” Jericho groaned while releasing inside of Jinx for the third time, he buried his face back in Ariel’s ass and tongue fucked her. Mirage voraciously lapped up every drop of cum that flowed from Jinx’s soaked cunt as his cock pulsated uncontrollably. Spurred on by the sensation of Mirage’s tongue his cock remained hard. He pulled away from Ariel’s ass for a moment, “Keep going.”

“It’s too much,” Jinx started trembling as she fucked him but kept going. She started bouncing harder as her thoroughly lubricated pussy made it easier to receive him. Mirage continued to work both his cock and Jinx’s pussy with her tongue as Jinx increased her power. She intended to break Jericho, “Why…are…you…always…so…fucking…horny! Fucker! Asshole!”

“Yes!” Ariel giggled as nectar flowed freely from her pussy onto Jericho’s chin. Jericho lapped up the juices and continued to lick her ass while she twitched and giggled. “Oh god!”

“Mother fucker!” Jinx leaned forward using Jericho’s chest to support her while she bounced forcefully on his cock. He felt a hot sting as her hands became spectral claws and dug into his chest. “You’re mine! Mine! Mine! Mine! Mine!”

“Holy fuck,” Jericho moaned in ecstasy as Jinx’s pace and power increased. Ariel’s petite ass wiggled in his face and he dove back in, groaning like a sex-starved whore as he licked.

“Mine! Mine! Mine! Mine!” Jinx repeated as she bounced on him. “Mine! Mine! Mine! Cum! Now! Fucker! Cunt! Bastard!”

“Goddammit!” Jericho said unable to take it anymore as he came so hard it hurt. Mirage lapped up every bit of him while Jinx’s claws tore into his chest and body spasmed on his cock, “Fuck.”

“Don’t stop!” Ariel squealed loudly while rapidly toying with her clit as Jericho licked her ass. He was half dazed but forced himself forward and lapped at her asshole. “Oh, yes, yes, yes, oh, yes, yes, yes.”

He lapped up her sweet flavor as it flowed out of her, careful not to miss any of it. He wanted every drop of her delicious essence for himself. Ariel rolled off him laughing uncontrollably and curled into a ball. He looked down and his chest looked like he’d been mauled by a tiger. Jinx rolled around in a euphoric daze completely oblivious to the damage she’d done to him.

“You have more in you darling?” Mirage kissed up and down his wounded chest while pressing her warm ample breasts against him. “Please?”

“Fuck,” Jericho whined. “You three are going to kill me.”

“Would that be so bad?” Mirage asked seductively.

“I could definitely think of worse ways to go,” Jericho rolled over and pinned the curvaceous beauty beneath him. He found himself once again staring at her blissful smile, “God you’re gorgeous.”

“Shut up,” she blushed. “You already have me naked.”

Jericho thrust his cock deep inside of her and immediately became overwhelmed. Her pussy was shifting and it felt like he was simultaneously fucking her and getting his dick sucked. She pulled him close and began kissing his neck.

He continued to thrust inside of her as her pussy began to shift and deliver impossible sensations. One moment his cock felt like he was penetrating a new pussy, the next it’d feel like a dozen tongues were working up and down the sides.

“This is fucking amazing,” Jericho moaned as Mirage licked his ear. “You’re amazing.”

“Are you happy darling?” Mirage whined in his ear. “I can do so much more. Just tell me who you want and I’ll be her. Anybody for you, even your slutty elf friend.”

“Anybody I want?” Jericho smirked wickedly.

“Anybody you want,” Mirage confirmed, eager to please him.

“I want you,” Jericho buried his face in Mirage’s neck as she moaned. He’d caught her completely off guard and her body was quivering. Within moments her pussy tightened on his cock and a torrent of warmth flowed out of her. She reflexively squeezed her thighs together as her pussy became sensitive to his thrusts. He grabbed her thick legs and forced them apart as he continued to ravage her. “You feel incredible.”

“You’re so stupid,” Mirage whined as she continued to cum on his dick. She shut her eyes as her face turned impossibly pink from embarrassment. “You say the stupidest things.”

“Turn over,” Jericho growled while pulling out. “I want to see that sexy ass.”

“And you had the nerve to say we were going to kill you,” she whimpered while swapping to her hands and knees. Jericho wasted no time in guiding his cock back to her dripping pussy. He couldn’t take his eyes off her round ass.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Jericho grabbed her waist and pulled her forcefully into him. With each powerful thrust of his cock, her ass shook. He couldn’t take his eyes off it and found himself wanting to fuck her ass again. He used his fingers to gather up her juices and prep her asshole.

“God yes,” Mirage moaned as Jericho slid a finger inside of her as he continued to fuck her. Her pussy attacked his cock with new sensations as he continued to finger fuck her ass, he didn’t want it to stop. He was enthralled by the way she shifted her insides for his pleasure, “Fuck my ass.”

He wanted both her pussy and ass. Before Jericho had even realized it, he’d shifted himself a second cock and was lining it up to take both. A moment later he was double penetrating her and getting overwhelmed by the pleasurable sensations of her pussy and ass taking both of his cocks simultaneously.

“Yes!” Mirage cried out. “Break me baby. I know you want to. It’ll feel so good.”

“Goddammit!” Jericho moaned out in pleasure and increased his cocks’ girths. He felt Mirage cum again as her pussy and ass both stretched to accommodate him. As she came, he gripped her hips and savagely fucked her in both holes. He mercilessly fucked her like he really did intend to break her.

“Please cum,” Mirage whimpered as she came again on his cock. “I’m yours. I’m yours. Please darling. I’m yours.”

Jericho pulled her toward him with all his might as he released inside both her ass and her pussy. He let out a threatening growl as she tried to wiggle away. His hard cocks pulsed for almost a minute as he filled her up. “Fuck.”

“Fuck is right,” Mirage moaned while sliding off his cocks. She rolled to her side and smiled at Jericho’s two massive cocks. “You’re a quicks study.”

“Master,” Ariel said wide-eyed. Jericho quickly shifted everything back to normal. He was unsure of how much Ariel had seen but it was clearly enough. “I can’t do two…”

“I can,” Jinx said angrily while jumping on his back causing him to fall forward. “Why does Mirage get special treatment? Trickster! Liar!”

“Maybe if one of them was smaller,” Ariel seemed to be thinking it over. “I suppose if they were both a little smaller, I could do two.”

“Too much,” Jericho whined as Jinx straddled his back while Arial and Mirage cuddled up beside him. “Too much.”

“Yes darling,” Mirage whispered in his ear. “You certainly are.”




Chapter 30

The Green-Eyed Demon



Mirage used to believe that happiness was something fleeting. For all of her life it was defined by the brief moments she wasn’t killing somebody or being hunted by nobles. Sometimes it was a place that she could sleep without fear and other times happiness was as simple as being able to eat in peace.

She never imagined that happiness would come in the form of a debauched mage and his familiars. She smiled as Jinx and Ariel fought over their master while they walked back to Dayrose. Mirage patiently followed beside them not involving herself in the fight.

Jericho was undoubtedly a lecherous pervert but that wasn’t all he was. He was a man who went to war with a grand prince, gave up all of his wealth, and willingly gave the secrets of magic to his rivals, all for a woman he’d just met. In short, he was a special kind of idiot, and she loved him for it.

“How can you all be so happy,” her silver-haired master groaned at the rambunctious girls tugging on his arms. “I just gave away all of my secrets.”

“Who cares?” Jinx whined. “Even if other idiot mages get their own spirit beasts, I’m the strongest! Idiot. Jerk.”

“And there’s only one fairy queen,” Ariel chimed. “And technically you have Cynthia and there’s only one Cynthia.”

“Cynthia’s not my familiar,” Jericho laughed. “I don’t know what she is.”

“Your goddess,” Mirage joked, unable to resist the easy setup. Jericho’s face turned pink. It was good to be reminded that he actually could be embarrassed.

“Anyway,” Jericho said. “Now that my secrets are out, it won’t be long before I lose my spot as number one.”

“We’ll just have to acquire more familiars,” Mirage smiled mischievously. She knew that Jericho would keep his word and give up all the information he had regarding magic. Anticipating that, she made sure not to divulge what she knew which was quite a bit. “Fire, wind, water, earth, spirit, mind, body, time, space, light, dark, life, and death. Also called the elemental, the sensory, the cosmic, and the immortal.”

“That explains some things,” Jericho said. “After bonding with you I gained an ability called sensory overload. Although I have no idea how to activate it yet.”

“That’s amazing!” Ariel said excitedly. “You’re getting even stronger!”

“Don’t encourage him,” Jinx said in a huff. She turned to Jericho, “You’re still a weak no-good lecherous mage. Dolt. Sloth.”

“Alright,” Jericho laughed and turned to Mirage. “I suppose you can tell me how I can acquire more familiars and become stronger?”

“I’m getting to that,” Mirage smiled. She’d was glad to be helpful. “Sensory magic is generally inhuman. Fairies, mind flayers, sirens, vampires, werewolves, dryads, specters, wraiths, banshees, et cetera.”

“Why didn’t you tell me all this before?” Jericho asked and Mirage gave him an impish look. “So I couldn’t tell anybody at the meeting. You were thinking ahead.”

“Somebody has to,” Jinx laughed. “Dummy. Dunce.”

“So…” Jericho eagerly waited.

“So,” Mirage continued. “Sensory magic familiars are abundant and our magic is versatile but not very powerful. Cosmic magic is terrifyingly powerful but lacks versatility.”

“How do you mean?” Ariel asked.

“I mean a spatial magic user can teleport,” Mirage said. “But that’s all they can do.”

“That’s not impressive,” Jinx scoffed. “Assassins teleport all the time. And we use portals. Wench. Bimbo.”

“No,” Mirage clarified. “We assassins take one very fast very large step. We travel between two points and we cannot travel through objects. We cannot blink out of a prison cell and we can only travel in straight lines. With portals, a route needs to be established between portals and you’re just quickly traveling along those connected routes. Spatial magic, there are no limits.”

“I get it,” Jericho said thinking through the possibilities. “Any idea on where we’ll find one of these types of familiars?”

“None whatsoever,” Mirage smiled. To her knowledge, nobody had ever found any cosmic magic users. The forces of time, space, light, and dark weren’t to be toyed with. “But I know who might.”

“Who?” Jericho asked.

“Alistair Nightshade,” Mirage said happily. She’d done several jobs for Alistair years ago, killing his enemies and stealing their research. While he wasn’t particularly nice, he was knowledgeable, “He’s the…”

“Did you say Alistair Nightshade?” Jericho stifled a laugh. “You did, didn’t you?”

“Yeah,” Mirage looked around confused. She hadn’t expected Jericho to be familiar with her former employer. “What?”

“Jinx killed him,” Jericho started laughing hysterically. “Cut him to shreds.”

“Why would you do that?” Mirage asked in horror.

“He was rude,” Jinx said defensively. “He tried telling me what to do and demanded I obey him. If somebody you didn’t know summoned you to a strange place and said they were your master now, how would you react? Cow. Hag.”

“She makes a valid point,” Jericho wiped away a tear.

“I can’t believe you both,” Mirage sighed. She recalled Alistair’s unpleasant personality and wasn’t entirely surprising somebody killed him. The unfortunate part wasn’t the loss of Alistair but his knowledge, “Maybe he left some notes in the library. At the very least the rare books I’d acquired for him would be there.”

“We already looted his house,” Jericho said. “There was nothing there.”

“I’m not talking about his house,” Mirage said shaking her head. “I’m talking about his library in Castle Black.”

“You’ve been to the library in Castle Black?” Jericho asked in shock. “What floor is that on?”

“The seventh or eighth,” Mirage tried to remember how many flights of stairs she needed to climb. “Seventh. I’m pretty sure it’s the seventh.”

“Nobody has ever made it past the third floor,” Jericho said. Mirage was surprised by the statement since she had no issues moving through the castle. “The third-floor guardian kills everybody.”

“Oh!” Mirage laughed. “I forgot about them! I always just transformed into somebody that was allowed in.”

“I hadn’t thought of that. I guess we know our next step, don’t we?”

“I think we do,” Mirage smiled happily.

Mirage felt a shiver and stopped. She looked around the group to see if anybody else sensed anything, but no reactions.

“I think I left my lucky dagger back at the meeting spot,” Mirage made a show of patting herself. She needed to hurry. “I need to run back and get it.”

“What?” Jinx growled. “But we’re halfway home! Fool! Scatterbrain!”

“Don’t worry about it,” Mirage smiled. “You all go on ahead. I can just keep blinking my way back there. I’ll be back before you know it.”

“You sure?” Jericho said looking back at the road. “We’re not back in a safe zone yet.”

“This is why I said we should just have it at the manor,” Ariel chimed in.

“They wanted to be able to kill anybody listening in,” Jericho shrugged and turned toward Mirage. “We should come with just to be safe.”

“Darling,” Mirage shook her head. “I can transform into a big old orc if it makes you feel better.”

“I get it,” Jericho laughed. “You can handle yourself. Just be careful.”

“That’s rich coming from you,” Mirage smiled sweetly before blinking away. She just hoped she wasn’t too late. She only shivered when something bad was about to happen. The sense had saved her life many times before and she wasn’t about to second guess it now.

She was on the hunt like she had been thousands of times before and heading straight toward the ruins where the meeting had taken place. Within minutes it came into view and she saw two cloaked figures. She stopped short and hit behind a nearby tree.

“This is why everybody who went with Diana is an idiot,” she recognized the red-cloaked man as Loki. Standing next to him was an officer from Tiamat. “They searched everybody coming in but didn’t think to search the meeting spot beforehand. I mean, what fucking idiots.”

“I know,” the Tiamat officer said. “I can’t wait to see her face when she finds out that Phoenix got the information for free.”

“Everybody’s going to have it,” Loki said pulling out the orb. “I’m posting this shit. I can’t wait to fuck over all of them. Especially that piece of shit Jericho. Stupid fucker thinks he’s…”

Mirage just reacted. The Tiamat officer’s head fell off as Mirage’s knife sliced through his neck dealing a fatal strike. Before he could draw his weapon, Mirage’s knife was pressed into Loki’s neck. She could have killed them both but he insulted her darling, and she had a message she needed to send.

“You’re his familiar,” Loki’s eyes darted around. “What? He doesn’t have the balls to fight me so you just do it?”

“Doesn’t have the balls?” Mirage unsheathed her other knife thrust it into Loki’s cock without hesitation. “Who doesn’t have balls?”

“Argh! Fuck!” Loki screamed out in pain as Mirage jiggled the handle. He dropped to his knees holding his mutilated groin. “You crazy fucking…”

“Never,” Mirage relentlessly struck Loki in the face with the butt of her knife over and over again. “Ever! Ever! Ever! Ever! Ever! Ever! Ever! Ever! Ever! Talk about my darling like that!”

“Ugh,” Loki swayed back and forth half-conscious as his face became a crushed bloody mess. He started to fall down but Mirage pulled him back up. “Bitch…”

“I love Jericho,” Mirage stared at the broken man. She knew once she killed him, he’d likely come back to life. She gathered as much from her discussions with Jinx and Ariel about Jericho’s resurrection. She knew he probably thought that coming back made him strong, but coming back could also be a weakness. “I love my family. I love my home. And you threatened that. That was a mistake.”

“I’m going to fucking butcher you,” Loki threatened as Mirage slowly sliced his arm off. As she looked at him, she decided he didn’t yet understand, but he would, she’d make him. She transformed her face to that of a nightmarish monstrosity, “Fuck…”

“Do you understand yet?” Mirage let out a deafening roar from her thousand-fanged mouth as she grabbed his other arm and started slicing. Mirage saw the fear in his eyes and knew he was finally starting to get it. She patted the bloody stumps where his arms had been, “If you come after those I love, I will hunt you down and we’ll do this as many times as it takes for you to understand. And this will get much worse. Now tell me you understand.”

“I understand,” Loki squeaked out.

“Good,” Mirage sliced off Loki’s head and transformed her face back to normal. She looted both bodies and destroyed the recording and everything else she picked up, except the gold. She figured she could use it to buy some presents for the others.

“Damn,” She realized she’d probably taken too long and they’d be worried. She turned and began blinking back to Jericho as fast as she could.

She was in such a hurry she almost passed them as she blinked down the path. The three of them were cuddled up under a tree.

“Why are you stopped here?” Mirage looked around.

“The idiot insisted we wait for you,” Jinx said angrily. “You were taking too long and he got worried. Slowpoke. Snail.”

“We told him you’d probably be fine,” Ariel said. “You’re an assassin after all.”

“She’s an ex-assassin,” Jericho brushed off his pants as he rose to greet her. “And I wasn’t worried.”

“You liar,” Ariel laughed. “You stopped and looked back every minute.”

“I did not,” Jericho objected.

“You did! Liar. Cad.” Jinx said.

“Sorry to worry you,” Mirage smiled at Jericho’s flustered face. “It took me a while to find where I set it.”

“Alright! Let’s go!” Jinx yelled rushing ahead. “Last one to the bedroom only gets to watch! Stragglers! Slackers!”

“No fair!” Ariel flew off after Jinx.

“I really wasn’t worried,” Jericho insisted.

“You should be,” Mirage grinned wickedly. “I’m pretty sure you’re the slowest one here. But I’ll give you a five-second head start to be nice.”

“Shit,” Jericho sprinted off hoping not to be last.

Mirage used to believe that happiness was something fleeting. But after becoming Jericho’s familiar she realized that lasting happiness was possible.

Nobody was going to take that away from her.



The End
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