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"The secret to fixing a broken heart," Marc grinned, giving me a sidelong glance, "is to jerk off 'til you don't remember her name."

 

I arched an eyebrow. Marc had been a close friend of mine for ages, but sometimes I worried about his sanity. "I dated Amy for two years, man. I'd have to jerk off until I blacked out to forget her name. And even so, I'd have to pass out and hit my head or something."

 

"Precisely," his smile grew as he snapped his fingers, pointing at me. I rolled my eyes to his lack of sense. "She treated you like shit, Aaron. Besides sex, there's nothing for you to miss about her."

 

I shrugged, looking away to avoid thinking about the subject. My ex had a pretty shitty personality, but as we dated, I learned to sort of accept and appreciate her quirks. I liked having her by my side, even if she was complaining or insulting me, which became quite common. It was part of who she was and when we love someone, we love them as a whole. Right?

 

Right?

 

Marc would shake his head at me every time I said that for the past couple of years. Throughout the last months, he went as far as to point me her "quirks" or "endearing limitations" were, in fact, signs of a doomed relationship. She indeed told me what to do and what not to do all the time. I couldn't go out with my friends - even if it was for courses in my professional area. Because of that, I had to watch my friends getting pay raises and promotions while I stalled. She also had a saying in my hobbies. Amy hated me gaming, so she forbid me and took my VR console away, to be sure I wouldn't "jerk off without her permission".

 

That part I never told Marc. Even I, under that spell of believing an awful girlfriend was better than no girlfriend at all, found that part absurd. After she broke up with me and gave the VR console back (I had to ask for it a couple of times), I grasped her reasoning - she was the one using it, a bunch of erotic games under her user with hours upon hours of gameplay.

 

I tried to swallow the knot on my throat. The only thing I knew was that she used me hard. "I don't know, I can't even say it was for the sex. We didn't fuck all that often."

 

Marc's brows rose. "Wow, then it's worse than I expected."

 

"I honestly thought it was just her way..."

 

"It was," he nodded feverishly. "Her way of being an abusive bitch who held your life back for two full years." He sighed, pulling a pizza slice from the plate between us. It was Friday night and Marc insisted on paying for a pizza over our favorite place as soon as I told him about Amy. "Look, you know what I think. I've always been honest with you. She's been shitty since day one. I tried, Aaron, I did." He rose his hands in surrender, holding the pizza. "But she worked hard to be an annoying bitch. You've always known I disliked her snob face."

 

I smiled. "You at least have to give it to her: she's hot."

 

He shrugged. "Never said she wasn't. I said she was a snob. What's the use of being hot if she's a fucking snake, Aaron?" He frowned hard.

 

I laughed, biting a piece off my pizza. "Chill, man. I'm the one who's been cheated on and dumped. No need for a heart attack over her."

 

"You're too good, Aaron." Marc shook his head ruefully, looking downward as he covered his heart with his wrist as to not let go of his pizza. "You deserve better. Way better." He snapped his head up, pointing the pizza at me. "That's why you're going to accept my offer."

 

"You're not taking me to a whorehouse, are you?" I cocked a brow. I was never fond of the idea of jerking off or fucking someone in front of others. I liked to think I was more towards conventional, but Amy did the favor of throwing another word my way: boring. It was glued to the back of my mind. The way her voice was full of contempt as she flicked her hair over her shoulder before she left.

 

Marc grinned, "Fuck, no. It's way better, and cheaper. Remember the game I told you about, The Completionist?"

 

I did remember him mentioning it some time back though I wondered about when did Marc start to think games were better than real sex. "Um, you want me to jerk off to a video game?"

 

He rolled his eyes. "That's not you speaking. That's Amy. And she was the one with like a thousand hours of gameplay in erogames." Erogames were, of course, erotic games, which seemed to have had an impressive increase in sales these past years. Marc's lip tipped up in a smirk. "Or do you think she was playing them for the plot?"

 

I twisted my lips. I still hated to think about all of that - it was just another chance to prove me an idiot. "So is that some kind of vendetta over her?"

 

"No! No, man! Who cares about Amy? I'm just saying - games these days are fucking awesome. Huge worlds, huge tits, and complete immersion. And The Completionist takes the cake." He rests his back against the chair. "My offer is: you let me give you the game and in exchange, you'll play it this weekend. Just a couple of hours. Just to let it go for a while."

 

I watched him for a moment. Marc had always been a good friend, and I knew he was doing what he thought was the best for me - even if it involved wacking off to a pixelated pair of boobs. I wasn't a teenager anymore, and the fact that it became quite common for people to have both a relationship and play erogames like The Completionist always puzzled me.

 

Because of my Amy-regulated hobbies, I completely missed the VR revolution. She was basically the one who used it while we were together. I was still getting used to the idea the whole VR and porn things was not something wrong or offensive.

 

"Alright, let's see what it has to offer. But just for a couple of hours. I have to catch up with you guys if I want any pay raise this century."

 

* * *

 

I parked myself on the couch, sighing after re-installing my VR console where it belonged in - my TV stand, in my living room, not Amy's. Putting my feet up the coffee table, I lowered the glasses over my face, its soft edges pressing against my cheekbones and forehead, isolating me in the darkness for a moment. With a voice command, I willed the console on and light inundated my vision.

 

The VR glasses took the whole field of my vision and all I could see was its main screen. A soft theme song played on my earphones as I got myself re-acquainted with the whole shebang. I moved my hand around, watching the cursor following it. It was strange and awesome at the same time.

 

First things first - I deleted Amy's user. It didn't matter if she had a bunch of games already paid for (probably with my credit card). I didn't need to be reminded of her hypocrisy. 

 

Secondly, I opened my own user and my inbox. It was, as expected, overflowing with old promotions. I selected them all but the first and deleted them, clicking the only email I left unspoiled. Its title read what I already expected.

 

Marc sent you a gift! Click here to receive it.

 

I followed the instructions, clicking on the download link and letting the internet do its job. As The Completionist downloaded, I tabbed to the messenger within the console, waving my hand to click on Marc's name.

 

It was a strange thing to be back within the VR experience. I'd wave my hand around and the cursor would follow my movements even if I was not seeing the hand properly. A flick of my fingers would click, a swipe motion would send notifications away. But even with all that, the immersion was still something I could not get my head around. I'd always be aware that I was still sitting on my couch. Before Amy came around and I watched the first porns within VR, I still had to use my own hand to get the stimulation I desired. 

 

A part of me was skeptic - and I knew that part had a lot to do with Amy. That part said a guy had to be desperate to jerk off with only the stimulation the VR sent to his brain.

 

Another part of me, the part I knew was just me, couldn't wait to try it out.

 

"Downloading the game. Thanks, man," I voice-typed.

 

Unsurprisingly, his answer came a moment later. "You're gonna love it. VR for the win!"

 

I chortled. "Still unsure about how convincing this game will look like. Is it this good?"

 

"If you had played The Conqueror as I told you to, you'd know better than to question the power of immersive porn."

 

"I've had immersive porn. They were great, but not all that." 

 

"Man. You didn't have the chip. Remember? You got it with The Conqueror."

 

Oh, yeah. The chip. The Conqueror game became the leader of the VR revolution with the launching of this super-immersive technology. Something in the chip made everything completely different. I may have forgotten about that.

 

"Stop being such a skeptic. Believe in the power of tits!"

 

With a beep, a small notification popped up on the corner of my screen. Shaking my head as I laughed of Marc's true faith in the game, I clicked the notification open.

 

The Completionist is ready to play. Additional packages will be downloaded as long as the software is active.

 

Not bad. This way, I wouldn't have to wait for the too-many gigabytes to download before I could play it. I flickered my fingers over it, allowing the game to load.

 

The slightest electric current massaged my scalp, and every single hair in my body stood up. My vision went black and there was no glint of light even if I blinked and forced my eyes to adjust. 

 

A strange sensation took me - my feet were not grounded anymore. I was sure I was floating, my limbs lighter than I've ever felt them. I ordered my hand up, shaking it in front of my face, but I couldn't see it. I could barely feel it.

 

I swallowed, my heart palpitating as time stretched in the darkness. I wondered if getting stuck in-game was still a thing - I've heard about some people years back, but never really checked if the rumors had any truth to them. A moment later, a blue light flickered to my left. I turned to watch it floating around me, leaving a trail of neon blue. It disappeared and as I blinked, the words The Completionist were written in the dark space enclosing me. 

 

With another blink of an eye, I had a body once more. I was standing in a dimly lit, empty room that certainly was not in my house anymore. I lifted my hands to my face, glad to see them answering to my command. But they were not the same pair of hands I was used to. Looking down, I gasped, surprised to see I now had a six-pack and toned arms. It surely was both strange and amazing to be in a body like that without having to spend hours in a gym. 

 

Dropping my hands, I let myself look around, analyzing the darkish room I was in. The wooden walls discerned it as more of a shack than a house, poorly furnished and cold. The only light came from a lantern by one of the corners of the table. Over a decrepit table, I could see a number of objects. Shivering, I approached, stretching my hand to what seemed to be a dark tunic. As I hovered my hand over it though, the word Warlock floated over my fingers. I pulled my hand back slowly, watching the other objects with a raised brow.

 

Set with the dark tunic, there was an old book with a jeweled skull pierced to its leather cover. Beside it, a gray, hooded tunic with a staff that more seemed like a tree branch. As I hovered my hand over it, the word Wizard floated over my fingers. There was also a set of daggers with the word Thief over it, along with a nice black jacket and I eyed it for a long moment, mostly because of the dark, leathery coat that would look amazing. But if there was one thing I knew about myself was that I'd be a terrible thief.

 

Finally, I reached my hand towards a simple linen tunic and a sheathed sword. It was plain, nothing to write home about, typical level-1 item, the word Knight flickering above it. I could've clicked over each class to see which attribute was stronger in each one but I already knew it from the beginning. I've always been a knight, be it a dark knight or a paladin, the idea of fighting for what I believed held great appeal to me. I didn't even think about the fact I was probably going to freeze my balls off in that shirt; I just grabbed it.

 

You're choosing the class: Knight. Are you sure?

 

I selected the button that had "yes" written over it. 

 

You cannot change the class later.

 

I side-smiled, selecting "I am sure". I expected something to happen, but nothing did, so I pulled the shirt over my head and fastened the belt around my hips, the sword weighing against my thigh. I paused my hand over the pommel, suddenly curious about what would the game do if I tried to choose one of the other classes now.

 

But the clothes were there no more - the table clean and bathed in the orange light of the lantern. I chuckled, turning to the door.

 

Outside, I expected to see an expanse of grass, twinkling under starlight. Even if my tunic was too thin, the cold was not bothering me anymore. I wished to find myself a river and drink some of its water. See what I could slash and what I couldn't. I liked to test this kind of thing.

 

But the vision before me as I stepped out of the shack was certainly not the beautiful scenario games usually introduced their new players to. There was grass indeed, and starlight. But not that far in the distance, there was a city.

 

And it was on fire.

 

* * *

 

I sprinted, holding the sword by my side so it wouldn't hit my leg as I ran. I could see a forest to my right that went far and wide to the horizon and, behind the city, further up and among the trees, what looked like a hill with some kind of castle above it. I squinted but couldn't make it out among the shadows of the night.

 

The city had some two and three stories stone buildings, but the majority was made of wood, now ablaze. I frowned, wondering what the hell was this game - an erotic one, at that - up to. Amid flames, a shadow crossed the sky above the city. I could hear the screams as I hastened my steps, thankful for the stamina the game clearly boosted.

 

I directed my steps to the entrance, from where a couple ran in my direction. The man's face was contorted in fear as he looked over a shoulder. The woman covered her eyes with her hands, tears staining her face. From the look of their monochrome, they were innocent villagers running from whatever set the place on fire. I pulled my sword, the sound of the metal swishing through the air making my heart pump.

 

A shadow crossed the nearest wall mid-air. I looked up, waiting for some kind of bird or monster. A hippogriff maybe.

 

But that was when I saw my first pair of perfect boobs in-game.

 

The flying creature was a freaking woman. Scaled purple wings batted as she landed some feet to me, grinning. Her wavy, blond hair reflected the light of the fire that devoured the house beside us by the road, her strands falling smoothly over her shoulders. She wore a tight black dress that ended just under her crotch, the material so thin I could perfectly see the marks of her nipples over the round mounds of her breasts. The dress was so short, in fact, that I was impressed it wasn't riding up her hips already. She paused her hands over her hips, catwalking closer to me. 

 

If it weren't for the pair of horns and the long ears, I would definitely say she's the hottest woman I've ever seen. But now-- hottest demon? She had long canines, but not long enough for a vampire. 

 

She batted long lashes at me, cocking her head. "Such an easy prey," her voice was music as she mused. "I could probably eat you whole before you stopped drooling."

 

I jerked out of my fantasies, my dick suddenly disinterested. "What the hell are you?" I clutched my sword between my hands, raising the blade between us.

 

She licked her bottom lip. "Your doom."

 

I shivered, aroused and terrified at the same time. Another set of screams rose from the street behind her. 

 

"I love to hear you humans scream," she groaned, her hands slowly running from her hips to cup her amazing breasts. "It makes me so freaking hot."

 

I breathed in and out, trying to focus on slashing a hot demoness. If I didn't, I was sure I'd quickly find out how dying felt like in here. I turned the grip over between my palms, the weight reminding me - it was a game. I was supposed to be in control.

 

She took a step in my direction, letting her hands fall from her boobs. I swung the sword and she laughed, taking another step. My heart thundered as I swished it once more.

 

She grinned, pointy teeth pressing against her lip. "Poor thing. Do you even know how to use that?" She stretched her neck, touching it with long nails. "Here. You must cut my head off." I took a step back, and she laughed so hard her shoulders shook. "Oh my. That's boring. Guess I'll just kill you and go back."

 

That's boring. 

 

"You're so fucking boring, Aaron."

 

I gritted my teeth, seething. With a guttural yell, I lifted the sword and before she could widen her eyes I put the blade down in a diagonal motion.

 

I frowned, catching my breath. I was sure my blade cut her straight through her neck. I expected her head to drop or blood to spill on me but the demoness just stared with wide eyes for a moment. Then her body fell to her knees and dropped chest-down against the road.

 

I shivered for a moment - that was bizarrely real even without blood. Numbers appeared above her back as if smoke, but I was focused on the notification by the corner of my vision as a tingle ran up my spine.

 

You leveled up! 1 > 2

 

I smiled to myself. So all I had to do was behead hot demon girls in realistic ways and I'd level up and get stronger. I glanced at the body lying by my feet as I walked around her and down the road. No blood stained the blade of my sword. I sighed, satisfied. At least they'd save me from pools of blood.

 

But this got me thinking. I couldn't wait to see how realistic sex was.
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I followed the road, turning a corner in an abandoned building. Smoke rose from its windows, but I turned from it to take a look at what looked like the main square. It was better paved than the road I came in. There was a fountain in the middle of it and some benches, a tall building with an impressive tower on the opposite side from where I stood. If I were to bet, I'd say it was a church, or whatever this game took for a religion. Some houses around the square were also on fire, illuminating the place.

 

The battered ground was littered with corpses.

 

My heart rate picked up, even though the rational side of my brain told me they were not real corpses. They were pixels taking the form of corpses, but not real, living human beings with dreams and quirks lying dead under the stars. It was quite the scene either way. Necks were turned the wrong way, some had their skins dark with burns. Some limbs so crooked I diverted my gaze.

 

A yell caught my attention as a woman darted from inside a house. Her dull dress had been burnt by the fire dancing behind her. After her, another demoness followed, the same hungry grin the one that attacked me had.

 

This one sported tiny leather shorts and a leather top that could barely keep her huge tits from overflowing. Her golden hair spilled down from her shoulders down her waist, swishing from side to side as she took each step as if she was a top model walking down a catwalk. I watched her chest bouncing slightly, mesmerized by what this game created - tits like those were not available in real life, that was for sure. 

 

The demoness stretched her wings as she caught sight of me, blinking her long lashes as she changed target to approach me. I clenched my teeth, holding my sword hard between my hands, but my gaze was completely focused on her bouncing breasts.

 

I know. I looked like a teenager. But Marc had been right - those boobs were out of this world.

 

She was ten feet from me when another form jumped over her, screaming their heads out. I jumped up and away, watching the newcomer take the demoness down and, sitting over her hips, raise a sword above her head, bringing it down as the demoness hissed. The sound of blade cutting through flesh made me shiver.

 

After a moment, the killer stood up, turning to me slowly. "You either kill them or you run away, alright?" Her face was scrunched up as she bared her teeth at me. There was something in her eyes that edged contempt.

 

And she was so freaking beautiful.

 

From what I could see, the newcomer was some kind of gladiator or warrior. She wore a leather skirt with high boots, lined with fur, as well as a dark top, also lined with fur. Her brownish-red hair was sexily disheveled, as if she did that on purpose, a long strand falling between her round boobs. Her arms were defined, as were her long, muscled legs, and she held up her sword with the skill of someone who's killed one too many. She blinked big green eyes at me for a moment before she surveyed the square and turned around to go.

 

"Wait," I breathed, stepping up to her. She stopped, her gaze so intent on me I had to clear my throat to ask. "What the hell is happening?"

 

She motioned to the demoness at her feet. "Demon attack, can't you see?" She paused a hand over her hip, her eyes scanning me. She had those cute freckles over her nose, her cheeks orange with the firelight. "Are you a knight?"

 

"Yeah," I nodded, forcing myself to stand straighter. "Aaron. At your service."

 

What.

 

I was so freaking stupid. I ground my teeth before I could say any other stupidity, hoping she wouldn't find me half as an idiot as I found myself.

 

She cocked an eyebrow at me. "Brianna..." My heart walloped. She analyzed me, probably calculating how long would I survive in that shit. I was still glad she was actually considering me when she tipped her plump, red lip up. "Alright. If you think you can handle, we could use another sword against these hell spawns."

 

She turned and strode up the square. I followed right behind, using the moment to take a careful look at her amazing ass. The shorts ended just above the curve of her marvelous bottom, so I could catch a good glimpse of them with each step she took.

 

I thanked the video game gods. This was so much better than reality. Apart from the demon attack part, of course.

 

She pointed to a barricade close to what I believe was a church. "We're checking the houses for civilians, then taking them to the Temple." She looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes roaming my body once more. "What level are you again?"

 

"Just a two. I've just leveled up."

 

"Oh, so you've just spilled your first blood," she grinned, and it was bright and huge and made my heart stoop. With that small gesture, her own face seemed to change. "Congratulations. You'll probably level up some more tonight." I tried to smile back, but she turned away before I could act on it. She directed us to the porch of a two-stories house, sword in hand. "Get ready to kill as soon as one of those bitches show up."

 

I nodded even if I was behind her. She jumped inside the house, her eyes looking for anyone, but it was empty. We walked around the place and climbed up the steps, but there was no one, nor civilian neither demon. She signaled with her head for us to leave the place once we reached the first floor. I was about to turn around when I caught sight of the movement from the back window.

 

A demoness jumped over it, lithe as a cat, breaking the glass with a crashing sound. She stretched herself and landed over Brianna with such strength the two dropped straight to the ground, the demoness' chest waving back and forth as she straddled the warrior.

 

I sighed. I already loved this game.

 

As much as I would've loved to watch those boobs swaying, I jumped over with a scream, sword in hand ready to swing and digitally behead her. She snapped at me, rolling away in the last moment as my sword swung where her head had been.

 

Brianna jumped up, clutching her own sword. "Thanks," she breathed, frowning. "Now let's take that bitch down."

 

The demoness prepared to lunge at us, grinning. When she jumped, I had already started to swing my blade and it met her neck halfway through her movement, her smile melting into an astonished expression. There was only a thud as her body dropped to the ground.

 

Smokey-numbers rose from her back but I did not feel the tingle up my spine this time, and there was no level up message by the corner of my vision. Guess I'd have to behead some more before I got another level up.

 

Brianna sighed, striding to the door. "Good swing. That was a close one."

 

I followed her back to the square. "Thanks." As we walked up to the next house, we stepped over a fallen villager. Apart from twisted limbs and the lack of blood, another thing caught my attention this time. Their bodies were untouched. "The demonesses are not eating the villagers." I stated, feeling somewhat Captain Obvious.

 

Brianna looked over her shoulder at me as she prepared to enter another house. "No. It's just the regular killing spree. It's been like this since the Necromancer took over."

 

I frowned. The Necromancer? Kick-ass name. I opened my mouth to ask who was that, but we entered the house before I could form the words. 

 

We killed another demon there, and this time the tingle up my spine came paired with the message of leveling up. As we left, I cleared my throat. "The Necromancer?"

 

"Yeah. Up in the capital." She slowed her steps so she walked beside me. "You know, she killed the whole royal family, took control of the kingdom and is letting all sort of other races attack villages, as long as they pay her taxes." She frowned, her jaw clenched. "We pay her taxes but... I don't know. That doesn't seem to be enough. We've had all sorts of invasions. We survive and rise up, and then after some months, there's another attack. It's been like this for some three or four years." She shrugged, clutching the hilt of her sword. "This succubus group alone has attacked us thrice up until now."

 

I gulped. "Succubus group?"

 

"Yeah. Haven't you noticed? Or did you think they were common demons, dressed like that?" She blew out a dry laughter. "The leader has taken residence up at the abandoned castle. She comes back every year or so, just for fun. Just because she knows no one can stop her."

 

"What? What a b- bastard." I managed to stop the offense in the middle, and I looked up at her to see if she noticed. She didn't seem to have minded, and I suddenly felt stupid for holding back insults. "So no one can beat her?" 

 

"We can, but that's not all it takes. Every time we beat her, she leaves and then comes back later, you see? We'd have to make her our ally so she'd stop doing that."

 

"And what would it take for her to become your ally?"

 

Brianna gave me an once-over again, tipping up her lips. "More levels than you currently have."

 

* * *

 

I dropped myself on the first step of the Temple, sunrise bathing the square in warm, orange light. The buildings were in ruins around me, barely their skeletons standing as smoke rose in swirls to the skies. Brianna sat beside me, sipping from a bowl of soup. 

 

"Are you sure you don't want any? It's not much, but it's warm." She sipped again, her green eyes bright as she studied the square.

 

"Nah, I'm good," I reassured her. I could eat, but I loved the idea of not needing to. I spent the whole night running around and fighting and didn't feel the need of sleeping too. "What's the plan?"

 

"They can't walk in sunlight, so we'll have the morning to try and organize ourselves. Bury our dead, rest." She eyed me, bumping me with an elbow. "Will you stay for tonight's attack? You've improved quite a lot."

 

I did. Of course, I was a level 7 now, the last level having been reached after killing a particularly nasty demoness. She showed up mid-square in the last hour of the evening, sporting not more than some leather straps over her nipples and between her thighs. I got a couple of scratches myself, glad they were not as painful as they would've been in real life, but managed to kill her just fine.

 

"I will stay," I nodded, watching her bronze skin in the light.

 

"If you want to level up during the day," she adjusted herself, her knee touching mine. "There's going to be a bunch of quests for you in town. No heroic stuff though," she side-smiled, and I couldn't help but smile back. "But there's going to be need for a strong pair of arms."

 

She pressed her arm against mine, her eyes glinting. My heart was beating as fast as when I first saw a demon. "Yeah, that sounds good," I answered, gazing at her.

 

"You'll have to be stronger if you want to tackle the Lady up the castle." She winked, then rose and left after a set of guards that called her. 

 

I watched her round ass walking away. I wondered if I could ever have a girl like that... Then I shook my head, frowning to myself. She was part of a game and it probably meant to make me feel like that. I had to get real and focus on the main goal of the game: beat it and get laid, nothing more, nothing less.

 

I shot up to my feet and crossed the barricade to explore a new part of town. I needed to get stronger to beat the boss, and it would be all the better if I were some levels higher to make it easier. The faster I beat the boss, the faster I'd get some action.
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At the beginning, I wandered around. Though the city was not exactly big, it seemed to be basically made of alleyways. Lost, I asked myself if there were enough survivors to give me any quest at all. But across town, it seemed a group of villagers managed through the night just enough.

I helped retrieving lost pigs. I built a second barricade. I put cinders out and helped little girls finding their mothers and fetched herbs near the outer walls to produce healing potions. This last one was particularly interesting - it was just an herb, sitting by the edge of the forest, but everyone around me seemed to be wary of retrieving it. Something about the ones who lived in the woods. 

I got a healing potion myself as a reward, and free lunch from the owner of one of the pigs. My arms ached with the effort but I felt excellent - unlike what Brianna said, those people thanked me as if I was doing heroic stuff indeed. After lunch, leaning against one of the few porches still standing, my mind drifted away.

Men and women alike had their sleeves rolled up their elbows as they worked hard to rebuild whatever they could. They made the porches again, they secured doors and boarded up windows. Kids weren't spared - the ones I've met were helping their parents in minor duties. Even the ones with a small exclamation mark upon their heads, indicating the possibility of a quest, were not idle. Something told me they'd do their jobs with or without my interruption, and that was something else in video games. Usually, characters would stand, lost and confused, waiting for the player to come rescue them. 

I strolled around that part of town until the sun leaned to the west. Blinking against the red sunset, I wondered if the sky being painted in blood was a sign of what the night would bring.

"Morning, sunshine," a sweet voice called from behind me as I entered the square. I turned to see Brianna, wearing the very same clothes and with dirt smudged across her cheek, smiling up at me. "Managed some levels for tonight or you're just going to rest your strength?" She reached up and pressed a finger against my strong biceps, smirking.

I chortled. "For your information, I'm a level 10 now, my lady."

"Oh," she pretended to be surprised, pausing a hand over her chest. "Good. And there's still time for you if you'd like to try and level up a bit more. Are you taking on the demoness lady today?"

"Yeah. As long as she isn't taken down, this will keep on happening." 

She nodded once, her eyes roaming over my body. The longer I watched, the longer it seemed her eyes studied me. "I guess you've already got some money, no? You should get something with higher defense."

My brows shot up. I overlooked that completely. Swiping my fingers to bring up the side menu, there was, indeed, a small gold coin right under my name and level, indicating the amount of money I owned.

"Do you think anyone will be able to sell me anything?"

She acquiesced, jutting her thumb behind her. "But you'll have to go back the way you just came from. There is a store on the other end of town. Their building wasn't hit at all."

 

* * *

 

When I arrived back at the main square, the last rays of sunlight were coloring the rooftops of the lower houses. Between trying to find my way and doing more quests on the way back, it seemed the city was ready for another attack at any given moment. 

Some put on defensive clothes and strapped swords at their sides; others blocked their doors and windows after being sure their kids were safe. I passed a group on my way to the Temple that prayed on their knees by the fountain, led by a man in white that possibly was a sort of priest.

"Finally," Brianna greeted me from the top of the stairs, her face clean and her sword sharp. "Got lost or managed more quests?"

"Both," I smiled. She laughed, the sound reverberating around the stone buildings. I could hardly remember the last time I made a woman laugh - even if she was make-believe, so my heart swell with pride at the sound.

"Awesome!" She jumped down the steps to where I was, pausing a hand over my new vest. "Nice vest. This will definitely help against the Big Bad." She grinned, making my heart rate speed up. I watched her, green eyes sparkling up at me, her hand still over my vest. "If we live the night," she started, biting her lip, looking sideways, "or if you manage to make the demoness your ally... Come find me. I'd love to reward your bravery." She directed me a coy smile, letting her hand drop. 

My heart galloped. If I was intent of taking down the boss before, nothing could beat how crazy I was about it now. 

I assented. "I'll be back before you can miss me," I tried, internally celebrating as she smiled. 

"I'll be waiting." She took a step back, unsheathing her sword. "Killing some demons to pass the time."

I grinned to myself, turning to stride down the road that would take me out of the city. I couldn't wait to get my reward.

 

* * *

 

I sighed as I looked out in the distance. I should have found a horse or a mule or something to carry me. It seemed I've left the city some fifteen minutes back, and still the road stretched, bordering the forest. The hill was an eternity away.

Wondering if I had any kind of skills that would speed me up, I swiped the menu open, looking for info. A set of four grayed-out orbs indicated I still had to conquer any skill. I closed the menu, looking up at the castle. 

As the sun sank in the horizon, I could see the first glimpses of flying creatures rising from the stone walls and descending into the city. My heart rate picked up. Even if I had gained some levels since last night, no demon was all that easy to kill. It seemed they got better as I got better too, and last night I had Brianna by my side. Now I was alone by the border of a dark forest in the middle of the night. 

I picked up my pace, watching the forms flying against the light of the stars and the round moon that poked from behind the towers, stretched wings cut against the dark purple sky. I hoped none of them would mind a lone wanderer up the road...

But as I completed the thought, one of the shadows distanced from the main group and pirouetted in my direction. I jogged, but it was inevitable - she would reach me any moment.

I halted as she landed in front of me, distancing her legs and pausing her hands over round hips. She licked her plump bottom lip. "Well, well, what do we have here?" She stepped in my direction as I pulled my sword. "Oh, a knight? Are you the one who's going to try to stop Mistress this time?" She chuckled, her voice a higher pitch than I took as comfortable.

I roared. "You're not disturbing this people any longer. I'm stopping her for real this time."

She opened a large smile. "Are you now? How cute." She gave me an once-over. "I don't know... You don't seem able to battle her and live... Even less making her your ally..." She chuckled again, her breasts bouncing over her cleavage as she stepped around me. I followed her, stepping around, sword ready. "You don't mind if I test you out, do you?"

With that, she lunged at me. But she was not much better than any of her peers from the previous night. I ducked, avoiding a clawed hand to my shoulder and turned, using the opening she left to swing my blade under her arm. I felt the tip slashing through her ribs.

She yelled, toppling to the ground with a hand pressing her side. The gaze she threw me was red with rage. "You damned human!" She bared her teeth, standing up. "You're not disturbing Mistress! None of you deserve the reward of having her as an ally!"

She lunged again and I dodged, my blade swinging in a beautiful, precise diagonal motion against her neck. My spine tingled as her eyes rolled up her head.

You leveled up. 11 > 12

Sheathing my sword back, I frowned, asking myself what the hell did she mean with the reward of making her lady an ally. 

Stepping away from the corpse, I turned back to the road, jogging up to the castle to take down this boss once and for all.

 

* * *

 

I was so angry at myself for not finding a horse or some shit. Luckily, my stamina was alright because if I had to trust the stamina I had in real life... I'd be totally screwed. 

The castle towered high up a hill overlooking both the city and the forest around. The road that left town led straight up the hill in a plain path that I climbed easily. Once, it was probably used by carriages, but now grass grew on its sides all the way up until I reached the entrance to the castle itself.

The building was immense, covering the rising moon with one of its crooked, pointy towers. I couldn't stop thinking about Castlevania, but this one seemed to be way less taken care of than Dracula's. Windows were destroyed, one of the towers ravaged. Light spilled from its insides though.

I approached the landing, looking over the battlement to see the city far in the distance. First, I congratulated myself. Who imagined I would've walked all the way here without dying out of breath. Next, my heart weighted - the city was already on fire and I could see the winged forms all the way from here. I hoped the citizens would hold alright.

The door creaked for a moment, catching my eye. It was, as expected, huge - a classical wooden, double door with metal hinges, very medieval. I pressed a hand against it, impressed at the rough texture on my palm, and wondered if it would require some kind of magical word to open it. I shoved against it and it creaked, opening slowly, but without much effort.

I was about to step inside when I heard the yell.

A succubus flew to the castle, batting her wings in the air. I prepared my sword but she was not targeting me - she was actually carrying something towards the side of the castle. I ran back to the battlement, trying to see better in the somber night.

She was carrying a woman, legs thrashing in the air, being held up by her wrists. The victim yelled, a string of curses on the tip of her tongue as she tried to throw her legs up and kick the demoness in an impressive effort.

I'd be damned, but the light caught distinctly a red brownish hair.

I gulped, diving inside as soon as the two entered through a side window. The main hall was brightly lit by candles and it made me blink until I was used to all the light. The long hall had tables and chairs with their legs up, ripped banners, and all sorts of destroyed relics that stood as sole survivors of an invasion. The stained-glassed window behind a throne was destroyed, its shards forgotten over the cold floor. I advanced, watching the side corridors as I studied a manner of approaching the boss. 

"Hello." 

I jumped, snapping around. I swallowed twice to put my heart back on its place as I watched the demoness behind me. She laughed out loud.

"Sorry, did I scare you?" Her smile would be sweet if there weren't fangs protruding from under her lips and slitted yellow eyes, paired up with a clear murderous intent as her gaze roamed over me. "I've seen you at our front door as I flew up here. We were wondering when the next hero wannabe would show up..." She purred, taking a step in my direction and pausing, jutting her hip to a side. This one girl had smaller breasts, but they were perky, a pair of nipples standing up at attention as they pressed against the thin cloth of her mini dress. I gulped as I watched her - those demonesses seemed eager to wear the shortest thing they could put their clawed hands on. This one also ended inches below her crotch, and delineated her curves so well it pained me. Her hair was shorter than the other demonesses' I've met, ending in large, dark ringlets over her chest. "I wonder," she purred once more, biting a pointy nail. "Do you think Mistress would mind if I played with you before she kills you? It's been a long, long time since I last fucked humans."

I groaned, my dick growing hard inside my pants. This game was torture. Why did all demonesses have to be so hot and provocative? She giggled, covering her mouth with a hand as she ogled the bulge in my pants.

I held my sword up, reminding myself there was a hostage, probably Brianna, somewhere in the castle, and the city was burning up. Again.

The demoness decided for me. She darted, stretching her clawed hands and swiping the air on the exact place my throat would be if I hadn't jumped back. I took another set of steps back, readying my sword for her next attack. She bared her fangs, brows furrowing as she jumped at me again. But this time I was ready. I swung my sword at her, but I didn't use all my strength and she used her claws to deflect it. I gasped - this had never happened before. Up until this moment, it was me attacking them and them taking longer and longer to die. Even with such a bad swing, I only though she would duck.

She used my shock to her advantage. With a grin, she punched me straight in the gut. Unprepared, I took the full blow, air leaving my lungs as I toppled back. I tried to gasp for air but had to duck mid-action as she used her clawed hand as a weapon once more.

Fuck, she was good! And she was hell-bent on not letting me get to her boss. From a side corridor, I heard a loud yelp, from a clearly female voice. Clenching my teeth, I stared at my enemy and waited. I waited for an opening. 

She smirked. "Looks like Mistress is already having fun with your friend."

Something clicked inside of me. What kind of man would I be if I let an innocent girl suffer, be tortured, or worse? Even if she was not real, letting her agonize would be a grand statement about what kind of person I was. Video games were places where you could do anything your heart desired, and I was not about to become a person I abhorred.

I pushed forward, swinging my sword as to make my foe step back. She did, frowning, but struck immediately after. I dodged and took my chance. 

I've noticed she stretched her arm too far off when she made the swipe motion - her side was completely exposed for a moment as she didn't control the strength she used to attack me. So as soon as I escaped her next attack, I stabbed her straight to the ribs with my blade.

She gasped, widening her eyes as my sword dug deep in her body. Her eyes were pure fury while I pulled the sword back, using her moment of shock to create a distance between us. But she was not this easy to kill - she lunged at me, screaming her head out.

I still had to pierce her torso twice before I noticed her speed dwindle. I gulped, searching for air, grateful the game gave me so much more stamina than I'd ever dreamed of having. We were fighting for a while now and I was mainly ducking and keeping my eyes open for my final shot. I knew she was close to her own end.

The demoness stretched her arm and though I expected her to swipe at me, she closed her hand in a fist and punched me. She grinned as I watched my health points dropping another bit on the bar to the corner of my vision. 

"Getting tired, hero?" She teased, but she was as out of breath as I was. Her chest heaved, her scaly wings drooped. I knew that, if there was any blood in the game, she'd be drenched in it.

I smirked right back at her, stepping forward with my sword clutched between my fingers. I wasn't about to give her time to rest. Her face melted in a worried expression as she frowned, stepping back, but I charged on, swiping my sword as hard as I could, a scream escaping from my throat as I attacked in a motion that would clear her head off her shoulders.

Her body fell back with a thud, her chest bouncing with the movement. I sighed deeply, letting my sword arm drop. Numbers hovered above her stomach for a moment and my spine tingled as I appreciated the silence around me.

You leveled up. 12 > 13

I was stepping back to turn around and go after the final boss when something caught my eye. The succubus' eyes were open, rolled up high inside her head. Her dark hair opened as a fan under her. And her dress rode up her thighs, exposing her crotch. I had never wondered but was surprised to find out they seemingly went commando. Her shaved pussy lips were slightly parted, a swollen pink clit peeking from between her labia. My dick went rock hard in an instant, noticing female demons apparently got aroused when fighting - I could clearly see her juices glistening. 

I was surprised I took this long to figure this out. But then again, I wasn't about to become a rapist and a necrophiliac, so I stepped back, focused on finding whoever this Mistress was.

 

* * *

 

I pretty much followed the yelps and whimpers to find the right corridor. As I entered a long hall, a double set of mahogany doors at the end of it, the cries became so clear I was sure they had to be at other side of that door.

Checking my health bar, I decided it would be for the best to gulp that one healing potion I obtained as a reward to one of my quests back in town. Full health, I approached the door, touching it. 

For the first time, the game interrupted me - golden letters appeared out of thin air in the middle of my vision.

Would you like to save?

I blinked at it. I haven't noticed a saving system up until now - I thought it was automatic. Shrugging, I selected the button that allowed it then went on to push the door open.

This room was smaller than the previous ones but almost completely empty, apart from the two women in the back. The yowls came indeed from Brianna, her defined arms tied together in front of her, forcing her delicious chest up. Her face was scrunched up in pain as her eyes snapped at me. A rope was tied around her neck, then up a beam in the ceiling and back down to the hands of possibly the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen.

Or demoness. Succubus. Whatever.

Bright red eyes batted long eyelashes at me, so long I was sure they reached her high brows. Plump lips smiled at me as I approached, and she released the rope a bit, letting Brianna's feet rest on the floor. Her raven-black wings stretched and reflecting the torchlight as she turned her perfect body in my direction. 

Her enormous tits were barely covered by a tiny bikini top. They bounced naturally though they clearly defined any laws of physics. I never appreciated a video game more than this.

Her white hair was braided, falling between her breasts as she paused a nimble hand over it. "Hello," she started, sliding her hand down the braid, over a breast and resting it over her hip, an inch above the excuse of leather shorts she wore. They were so small that they more resembled panties. Thigh high fuck-me boots completed her look as she slid her eyes from me to Brianna. "Did you come to join our little party? I'm surely having so much fun," her husky, sweet voice was the perfect description of sex. She smirked wickedly, reaching for a whip over the table.

Some moments ago, I was curious about whatever reward I'd get by winning this fight. Now, I could only hope they comprised me, Mistress Succubus and that whip.
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Defeat Astra.

 

The message took form on the lower left of my vision. If I stared forward, it would become almost see-through. If I re-focused on the phrase, it became bright white. I clutched my sword as I ignored the message. It was clear enough what I had to do now.

 

I lifted my blade in a defensive stance. If the previous girl was hard, the final boss couldn't get any easier, even if I had just gained a level.

 

The whip lay uncoiled by her feet as she cocked her head to study me, curious eyes as if I was an interesting bug that just entered through her door. I slid a glance to Brianna, whose eyes were as wide as sauce pans as she kept her chin up, avoiding the knot. She licked her lips, gasping. 

 

"Be careful! Make her our ally, Aaron!"

 

The demon laughed, throwing her head back, her chest swaying in a mesmerizing way with the motion. "How lovely. You? You're gonna beat me and make me your ally?" She giggled, cocking an eyebrow as I walked closer. "I'd love to see that," her voice turned into a long moan, stretching the last syllable and catching me by surprise.

 

And the surprise was all she needed. She rose the whip, striking it against the stone floor inches from where my foot was. I jumped out of the way in the last moment, hearing her laughter echoing through the empty space.

 

She turned to Brianna, giving me full view of her bubble ass, the skimpy shorts not hiding in the least the round curve. She pulled the rope as she stepped forward, making Brianna stand on the tips of her toes, then tied her end of the rope around a ceiling beam nearby. Brianna sucked air in as Astra approached her face, a hand cupping her jaw as she sticked out a red tongue to lick the side of the warrior's lips. 

 

"Don't go anywhere," she sang, her hand sliding down over one of Brianna's tits and pinching the nipple there slightly. Brianna grunted, her face reddening violently.

 

My dick sprang into attention without my acknowledgment. It seemed as long as one of these demons was around, my cock never came to a complete rest. Astra turned to me, her white hair catching the light as she dragged her whip behind her. She smirked once more.

 

I breathed in and out, frowning at her as I rose my sword and attacked. 

 

She was a boss alright. There were little openings for me to use and, even with all the stamina available, I was still out of breath. The bastard kept me on my feet, and even if I managed to hit her, I couldn't just stop and rest.

 

That fucking whip was the worst. I felt like an animal and she tried to hit me with it. It hurt my ego more than myself.

 

We danced for some time. The worst part was finding a way to approach her without getting hit by the whip. Several times I tried to hit her and she was too fast for me to dodge. So I had to accept getting hit here and there so I could hit her back.

 

The price was high.

 

My health points were dangerously low as I swung the sword one last time against her throat. She gasped, her hand reaching out for me but she did not take a step. A check mark blinked up beside the Defeat Astra message moments before it disappeared, numbers glowing over the demoness as I leveled up not once, but twice. She dropped to her knees a moment later. Astra gulped for air as I did the same, walking around her with sword still clutched hard. I approached Brianna, cutting the rope and setting her free. She heaved, touching her neck as she coughed twice. 

 

I helped her undo the knots around her wrists but her face was not near as proud and victorious as I expected. "You alright?" I tried.

She stretched a small smile. "Yes, thanks. I just wished we could've made her our ally. Next year, she'll definitely be back."

 

I let the ropes that tied her wrists fall to the ground as I frowned at her. "What do you mean? I defeated her." In a second, the sound of flapping wings overtook the room.

 

I turned in time to catch Astra flying out the side window. A curse escaped my lips as I ran to it, leaning against it to watch her. She soared above the trees, turning to the right and flying into the night. I punched the windowsill in frustration.

 

I couldn't understand. The quest was done. I got my experience points and leveled up. How else was I supposed to make her an ally? How else was I supposed to be a Completionist?

 

I gritted my teeth, feeling Brianna approaching me. She didn't touch me though. She just stood there, her heat radiating inches from me. "How are your health points?"

 

Frowning, I turned to her, green eyes glittering under the torchlight. Swiping the menu open, I mumbled. "Some thirty percent. But there are no more fights, are there?"

 

Brianna cocked her head, smiling wider. "You can't take hits. That's how you prove to her you're worth it."

 

I gawked at her, letting the information sink. No hits? I was supposed to win without taking hits?

 

Rising my brows, it hit me. Of course. That's what a completionist did - a hundred percent. And I definitely didn't make anywhere near it. I groaned, pausing a hand over my head in grievance. 

 

"That's so obvious." I looked around the room before I let my eyes rest over Brianna's disappointed face. "What am I supposed to do now? I can't wait until next year. I don't even know where she went off to, so I can't follow her."

 

Brianna giggled, the sound warming me up. "No, there's still a way. There's a way for you to... sort of try again."

 

This time, I didn't need to be educated. The memory of the game prompting me to save lit up in my mind. I side-smiled, snapping my fingers. "The save point!"

 

She nodded. "Get back there, then instead of getting in here," she waved a finger around, indicating the room, "you go back outside and kill some more demons. Get better. Stronger."

 

I filled my lungs, glad I still had hope, but a moment later my expression melted. "You sure? Won't you be in danger?"

 

She flexed an arm, her toned biceps muscle pressing against the bronze skin as she winked an eye at me. "I'm strong. I can take it."

 

I laughed at her. Her red hair caught the light in such a beautiful way I could not help gawking at her for a moment. I slid my menu open, looking for a way to start the previous save. I found it, hovering my hand over it as I slid a glance at Brianna again.

 

She breathed in, her amazing chest rising and falling as she sighed at me, the tiniest smile grazing her lips. "Good luck. I'll see you back here."

 

A sudden urge to kiss her filled me. She was beautiful and I have never had a girl that believed so hard in me, which was stupidly sad when I thought about it. But instead of acting on it, I gritted my teeth, afraid she'd reject me. After all, she was gorgeous; I'd reject me.

 

I clicked over the selected Save and confirmed. The scene melted and changed in the blink of an eye. I still stood with a raised hand, but now I was outside the room. I blinked twice, looking around me - it was the last hall before the boss. Opening the menu, I noticed my full health bar. A yell from inside the room made my heart jump. I stared at the wooden door.

 

I was back at the moment the game prompted me to save before entering the boss room. That was my chance of leveling up some more before taking on Astra again, and being sure I'd be able to kick her ass for good.

 

I turned around and raced out of the castle, once more cursing myself for not bringing a freaking horse.
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I didn't mind doing quests so much. In fact, I enjoyed the feeling of helping those villagers. It felt real, doing some favors, getting rewards. But grinding? Grinding was hell.

 

The city was full of demons as I reached it and I wasn't even sure how many of them I had to kill to get to a level where the boss would not obliterate me. So I bit back my annoyance, held my sword tight and jumped on the first demoness I met.

 

The moon was leaning away when my spine tingled for the second time since I came down the castle. My level was sixteen now and I decided I would give the boss another try - if I couldn't manage to kill her without taking any hits, I'd let it go and move on. Future-Aaron would have to deal with any regrets and back-grinding. I was terribly bored after killing waves after waves of minor succubus. They got so easy my mind wandered and I remembered the glistening pussy of the mini-boss. I started to ponder if the demoness I was fighting was aroused or not. And then I went from bored to bored and horny.

 

An amazing thing about having save points was to learn from your mistakes. Before I left the city, I ran to the other side of it and found a couple of people who seemed not to mind the demons if they could make some money. I got myself a horse and a couple of healing potions, just to be sure, then headed back to the road. Riding the horse was so easy and so much quicker I didn't even care if it did not resemble reality. The dark stallion was tall and had strong muscles, and obeyed me so promptly it was almost mind-control. For the price I paid for it, it was a steal.

 

Way sooner than I expected, I was climbing the hill atop the horse, gritting my teeth as I could only hope it would work out this time smoothly.

 

I slid down the horse and looked around for a place for me to tie it up, but there was nothing of the sorts. Frowning, I slid open the menu and, to my surprise, there was a new button under the soon-to-be-available skills there. As I hovered my fingers over the horse image on the button, the word Call appeared in light gray letters. I looked sideways at the horse, hoping it meant that I didn't need to tie it up, for he would come up when called. I mentally crossed my fingers he wouldn't run off never to come back, then entered through the castle's main door.

 

The mini-boss lay in the same place I left her in, her dress riding up her thighs, her pussy lips glistening with her juices. I gulped, striding to the same corridor I came from hours before. 

 

Brianna's wimps called me straight that way.

 

I checked my health bar, full, my new set of healing potions and touched the door once more. Lifting my hand, I accepted the Save the game prompted me with. I breathed in, pushing the door open.

 

My eyes met the same scene as before - Brianna held by a rope around her neck, Astra in a skimpy set of top and shorts laughing wickedly.

 

The whip still lay uncoiled by her feet as she cocked her head to give me the very same look as before - a curious glance as if I was a colorful bug or something. I searched for Brianna, whose eyes were wide as she kept her chin up and away from the strangling rope. She licked her lips, gasping. 

 

"Be careful! Make her our ally, Aaron!"

 

The demon cracked up, her head dropping back and her chest bouncing with the motion. "How lovely. You? You're gonna beat me and make me your ally?" She giggled, cocking an eyebrow as I walked closer. "I'd love to see that happen," she groaned, teasing. But I wasn't about to be taken by surprise again.

 

She rose the whip, striking it against the stone floor, but it was different than the other time. It was definitely slower. So I just stepped out of the way. I even managed to shoot her an annoyed look, as if she had missed. She scowled for a moment, then shrugged a shoulder.

 

She turned to Brianna, giving me another very pleasant view of her round ass, the skimpy shorts not even trying to hide the plumpness. She pulled the rope as she stepped forward, making Brianna stand on the tips of her toes, then tied her end of the rope around a ceiling beam nearby once more. Brianna gasped as Astra approached her face, a hand cupping her jaw as she sticked out a red tongue to lick the side of the warrior's lips. 

 

"Don't go anywhere," she sang, her hand sliding down over one of Brianna's tits and pinching the red-haired's nipple. Brianna grunted, blushing furiously.

 

I clutched my sword, glaring at Astra with such intensity her smile quivered and vanished. She clicked her tongue and attacked me with a serious face. I smirked, glad she was taking me seriously. But as the whip, her movements seemed way slower than before, as if she was tired, her muscles sore.

 

Or maybe, just maybe, it wasn't her. It was me.

 

I easily dodged her first attack, then slashed at the handle of the whip. My swing actually hit it, cutting it in half. She gasped, bringing the half that was left in her hand closer to her face, wide eyes as she considered it. She clicked her tongue again, dropping in a fighting stance as she braced herself to attack me physically. 

 

Cutting her whip seemed to me no more than pure luck but I couldn't stop grinning with how glad I was with myself for doing so. It made the whole ordeal so much easier. Every time she approached me and stretched her arm to punch or try to rip at my throat, I ducked and managed to stab her straight to the ribs. She panted and jumped back, frowning at me harder and harder with every strike.

 

Her jaw was clenched and her worry was clear. I was too fast for her and I thanked each and every demoness I killed in the past couple of hours to get those level ups. They now seemed essential. Astra's body didn't seem to be taking my blows all that kindly as I managed to avoid each and everything she threw my way. It was as if she was merely playing, merely pretending to fight me now.

 

But she bared her teeth at me, and I knew I had just dropped her health below 25%. I danced around her, watching her movements as she heaved. She threw her long, white braid back over a shoulder as she studied me, her eyes meandering over my body, and I knew she was trying to find a weak point.

 

Bitch, I thought, stepping up to her with a smirk. I ground hard for those levels and I'll make it all worth it!

 

She backed off, her red eyes enlarging as she looked for something, anything. But I was so sure now, so damn sure I'd kill her, I unlocked my jaw to yell before I swung my sword. She rose her hands to her face, but my first cut was a slice across her slim torso. As she put her hands down to protect it, I rose the blade, slicing diagonally at her neck. 

 

As the first time, she gasped and fell to her knees, the quest log on the corner of my vision being checked off - Defeat Astra. Another phrase showed up to replace it, possibly the next objective, but I couldn't care less. I gulped for air, grinning as I got back to my feet and slid my hand to open the menu and check my health bar - still at a hundred percent. I snapped my eyes to Brianna next, just to be sure.

 

She grinned at me, even if she still danced on the tips of her toes. That large smile gave me certainty I had been successful this time. I ran to her, not bothering to look over my shoulder to Astra this time, and took the knot off her neck with a swift motion, undoing the rope around her wrists next.

 

"That was amazing!" Her voice was a bit hoarse, but she smiled with such brightness I couldn't help but smile back. "You managed to not take a single hit! She'll be your ally and won't attack us any longer!"

 

As the ropes from her wrists fell, she jumped to my neck, pulling me hard against her soft chest. I hugged her back, too hyped to miss my chance, my hands going to her small waist. 

 

"You alright?" I asked against her hair, soft and cherry-scented. I distanced my lower body so she wouldn't notice my sudden hardness against her. 

 

She nodded, distancing her own body, but not enough so her chest was not touching me any more. "I am. Go on now, warrior," she smirked. "You have a demoness to bend to your will."

 

I frowned, turning around. First I thought I just had to beat her, then I was told I had to win without taking any hits. Now what? I had to convince her? 

 

What the hell did "bend her to your will" mean?

 

But as I turned, the possible meaning hinted at the back of my mind. Astra was still on her knees, but her eyes watched me with fire anew. She paused her hands on the cold floor, tilting her ass up as she crawled a couple of steps in my direction. Her eyes held nothing of the previous arrogance. Her arms pressed her huge tits together, and even with the pair of horns over her forehead, she still looked like the most beautiful woman ever seen.

 

Her half-opened mouth still gasped for air as she cocked her head, her wings closing over her back. "Impressive," she purred, but there was no contempt or irony on her voice. She seemed honest, her eyes slightly wide, risen brows as she gulped. "I can't remember the last time someone managed this feat. Someone beating me without letting me lay a single blow..." She was a couple of feet from us when she sat back over her heels, her red eyes changing into a pleading expression. "Please, Master..."

 

I swallowed, watching her with undeniable arouse. My cock already made my pants too tight as I slid my sword back into its sheath. I looked back at Brianna, a surprisingly heated gaze also fixed on the demoness. 

 

The warrior gulped, twisting her fingers. "You must punish her, Aaron. That's the only way for her to become a true and complete ally."

 

"P-punish...?" My heart rate picked up. I was never kinky, I barely had the freedom to ask Amy, my ex, to try new positions. My face burned up as I frowned to Astra. 

 

She nodded, eagerly. "Yes, Master Aaron! Please! It's been so long..." She slid her hands up her thighs, touching the space between them before she ran her fingers up and around her tits, cupping them for a moment before she pressed them together, a moan escaping her lips. "I can't wait! I can't wait for you to punish me."

 

I blinked several times, my body heating up. I knew it was a game. I knew it was an erotic game. But it got so much better out of nowhere I was confused.

 

"Do it, Aaron," Brianna murmured close to my ear, her warm body pressing against my back. She pressed harder after a second, my left hand hovering over the hem of her skirt. "Punish her."

 

Astra kneaded her own boobs for a moment as I tried to understand that I had to punish this demoness and Brianna did not seem eager to leave. Her green eyes were cloudy with lust. Maybe a kink over seeing other people being punished? Vengeance?

 

"Will... will you stay?" I asked her, her boobs still pressed against my arm.

She blinked up at me, stretching a tentative smile. "If you don't mind. I want to see her punished for everything she did to my city."

 

Her words were honorable, but her hips were slowly pressing harder and harder against my hand. I breathed out against her face, turning to Astra. The demoness snapped back at attention, crawling closer, batting huge lashes as she stared at my crotch.

 

"Please, master. I'll do anything," she purred, her hands reaching for my pants as she sat back over her ankles. She breathed erratically as I watched her undoing the belt of my sword. It fell to the ground with a loud clank I ignored. She licked her plump lips as I breathed in, her fingers skillfully undoing the buttons.

 

A voice inside my head whispered she was too eager for something I was supposed to punish her with.

 

That was my chance. My shot of doing things my way.

 

"Stop." I ordered, my voice not even half as strong as I expected. She looked up with a cocked brow. I pointed to the abandoned table at the corner. "Lay there."

 

Astra slid a glance over her shoulder, identifying what I meant. She jumped up, catwalking to the table. The demoness spread her hands over the wood and slid them forward so her ass was tilting up. Brianna clutched my arm. 

 

"Aaron. Please, let me help. I want to humiliate her too," her voice was hoarse with lust and she didn't even tried to hide it. I savored the feeling of her nails digging on my biceps for a moment before nodding. She strode to the demoness, who had stopped mid-action, her hands stretched over the table, her ass high up, the shorts marking the visible crack of her pussy. Astra stood straight, watching the warrior with a cocked brow as she turned to her, but without uttering a sound.

 

"Brianna," I called, "she's a bit too dressed for what I'm going to do to her."

 

The warrior smirked at the demoness as she approached. Astra, on the other hand, seemed to become even more aroused by the threat. Her nipples were forcing against her top when Brianna stretched a hand and pinched one harshly.

 

Astra moaned out loud, which I couldn't take as a sign this punishment was working.

 

Clutching the piece of cloth that connected the two triangles of the top, Brianna pulled them apart with fervent strength. Astra's breasts bounced gladly away as I took a moment to appreciate my first pair of boobs in-game.

 

Two perfect rounds, meaty and white, with two diamond hard nipples pointing up. They bounced gladly, though not obeying gravity completely. Astra didn't seem to mind it a bit, pressing her arms to the sides of them and letting the two orbs press up.

 

Next, Brianna clutched the hems of the demoness' shorts, ripping the buttons. She pulled the shorts down the demoness' boots, her face hovering over her pussy. Her shaved lips were tight, but I could see the glimpse of a swollen clit there, glistening with the arousal demonesses seemed to have for being defeated.

 

"There," I croaked, motioning to the table once more. "Chest up. Over the table."

 

Astra turned, pressing her ass on the border and sitting. She slid up to the middle of it, stretching her wings under her before laying down, stretching her legs apart as her boobs stood up, completely ignoring gravity. I walked around the table, standing where her head was. She looked at me upside down, licking her lips as her hands reached for my pants once more. "Please, Master," she murmured, and this time I let her pull my cock out.

 

It sprang free and proud, a purple head swollen with need after all I've seen in this game. Astra opened her mouth wide, directing my cock to her mouth and swallowing it like a champ. I shivered as her nails pressed against the skin of my hips.

 

I never dreamed of having a girl like that. Amy didn't even like to give me blowjobs, least ones that would need such deep-throat. But as Astra took me in, I found out the most beautiful thing about this game.

 

As much as boobs defied gravity, there was no need for gag reflex. 

 

I gasped, leaning forward as she took me all the way in, her throat closing around the head of my member as she closed her lips around the base in a tight seal. She sucked so hard I had to focus for a moment not to explode straight away.

 

Slowly, she pushed my hips back and forth, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked me with everything she got. I followed her lead and started to move, slowly fucking her mouth. My balls hit her nose as I rested my hands on the sides of her waist. I groaned, her throat so warm and wet it made my cock pulse.

 

My mind was completely blank as I watched her boobs swinging. Tentatively, I rose a hand to cup one of her breasts. In response, Astra moaned against my cock, the vibrations making me shiver. I clasped her tit tighter, pinching her hard nipple. She moaned once more, one of her hands looking for my balls to massage them. 

 

I pumped harder against her throat and still she took me all in. My hand abandoned her nipple to slid down her smooth skin to her crotch. I let it lay there for a moment, studying her reaction to my touch. 

 

From the corner of my vision, Brianna stepped up between Astra's legs, her brows furrowed. She seemed even more bothered than before as she put her hands in Astra's thighs and spread them apart. "Aaron, you're too gentle. She has to be punished!" She blinked, her gaze fogged with desire. "For  example, if she sucks cock so well, she would probably hate a woman sucking her, right?"

 

As soon as she finished those words, Brianna leaned forward and devoured Astra. The demoness moaned louder against my cock. I blinked at the scene unfolding in front of me - Astra still sucked on my cock as I pumped it down her throat, and Brianna licked her pussy like there was no tomorrow. My balls were tight as I watched Astra's juices glistening on Brianna's nose and upper lip. The warrior pressed her face harder, sucking on the pink clit.

 

"Fuck," I groaned, feeling the first tingles of an orgasm on my balls. It was too much to see Brianna's red head swishing back and forth as she licked Astra's cunt, sucking it with the most delicious sounds as the demoness clutched my thighs, her nails pressing my skin for a moment.

 

I watched the demoness' legs twitch and her grip become tighter around me. Her hips moved then buckled against Brianna and the warrior let her. After a moment, the succubus screamed against my cock as she reached her peak, her throat closing around me with such strength I didn't even see the point of no return as I passed straight through it and exploded in her mouth. Light exploded on the back of my eyes as I roared, pumping against her with abandon as she still sucked me, swallowing every drop of cum I sent her way. I trembled, shivers crawling up my arms.

 

A part of me felt guilty for not forewarning. Another part was so fucking hot I couldn't give shit. 

 

Brianna's face glistened with Astra's juices as she looked up at me, her green eyes ablaze as she licked her lips. "Did she suck you well enough?" Before I could answer though, she rose up to her feet. "I don't know, Aaron. Maybe you should... fuck her. Just to be sure, you know?"

 

I frowned at Brianna, a laughter dancing over my lips. She was clearly into it but ashamed of admitting, and it was kind of cute. I slid my still-hard cock from Astra, and she sucked it greedily until it was completely out. 

 

Her hands found her own breasts quickly. "Yes, master, please. Mark me. Fill me with your seed."

 

My cock twitched up, loving the idea. "I will," I walked around the table, stepping out of my pants and pulling my shirt off. Brianna's eyes danced over my chest for a moment before she stepped away, giving me space. My fingers held to Astra's ankles, pulling her up over the table until her ass was on the border of it. "But my guess is that you're going to like it too much. That's why you're also going to pleasure Brianna now."

 

I held my cock against her entrance, positioning me for a moment before pressing, the head sliding inside her with ease. She moaned loudly, pressing her boobs together.

 

"Yes, Master! I will!" She cried. I held up for a moment, taking my cock out, then spearing her in a swift move. She moaned again, the walls of her pussy clutching for dear life to my cock.

 

"She's too loud," I muttered, eying Brianna with a smirk. "You better shut her up, Brianna."

 

She gulped, understanding my meaning. She took an impulse to get on the table and positioned each of her legs on one side of Astra's face, pulling her skirt up slowly. 

 

She pulled the skirt all the way up her hips. Her pussy was not bronze as the rest of her skin - it actually had the white mark that bikinis or panties left after one sunbathed. Her lips were some tones lighter than the rest of her skin, and a long drip of her juices glistened from the insides of her thighs. 

 

"Yeah," she muttered back. "Yeah, I better shut her mouth."

 

Slowly, she lowered her body over Astra's, and I could see her lips opening over Astra's lips. Brianna moaned, a long, hoarse sound as I watched Astra's tongue slide around her clit for a long moment. I held Astra's hips hard against my fingers, sliding in and out of her warmth, quickly speeding up.

 

I wasn't going to last this time. Astra still clutched her own breasts, kneading, massaging them, as she devoured Brianna's pussy. Brianna leaned forward, buckling against her mouth as I buckled against her hips. 

 

I smiled up at Brianna as our faces met. She smiled back, using one of her hands to pinch her own nipple over her top, the other hand finding the back of my neck and pulling me in for a kiss.

 

As I dipped my tongue in her sweet mouth, the taste of cherries and the spice left from Astra's pussy overtaking my senses, I pumped harder. The demoness' walls clutched and massaged me as I reached the climax once more. I moaned against Brianna's soft lips and she moaned back, a strangled whimper as she rode her own orgasm, buckling hard against the mouth of a demon. Astra groaned and screamed against Brianna's pussy a moment later, her hips rising to meet mine as her walls milked me dry.

 

I gasped for air for a long moment, my mind hazy as I floated down from my orgasm. I let my head hang, Brianna taking me against her supple breasts, heaving as she caught her breath.

 

"I have some more ideas for later, if you'd have them," she murmured against my hair, and I couldn't help my smile, appreciating the reward the game gave me.
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I blinked, sleep lazily clinging to my being. The wooden roof was not my room's but my memories were foggy. The sunlight that spilled through the window was also coming in the wrong position. I sat up, rubbing sleep from my eyes as I looked down.

 

Fuck, when the hell did I get this buffed up?

 

I glanced at my abs and flexed my arm for a moment before it all came back - The Completionist, my first tamed boss, so many orgasms I had no idea how the hell did I get in the inn and was not sprawled across the castle floor.

 

Someone rapped on my door, and I didn't really think it through as I called "Come in".

 

The hell. My brain had to be working half the usual speed. As if in slow motion, the door opened at the same moment I noticed I was freaking naked. I managed to throw the covers back on in the nick of time. 

 

Brianna's red hair showed up from the space she opened, a smile shining at me. "Morning," she opened the door wider so she could get in, closing it behind her. "Remember anything?"

 

She crossed her hands and stood by the door, as if she wanted to make sure I remembered the same things she did. Her cheeks had the slightest pink coloring them. 

 

"Morning," I smiled back, letting my eyes trail over her body. "I think I remember pretty much it all. Just can't be sure of how I came back to town."

 

She smiled, approaching and sitting on the bed. "You didn't. Once you pass out, you show up back here." She seemed once more the collected, strong captain I met in the first hour in-game, though her eyes glistened differently as she looked at me. 

 

I couldn't quite remember if a woman ever looked at me liked that. It felt... right.

 

She pointed to a set of clothes, my clothes, folded over a chair by the bedside. "Your stuff. Once you're ready, I was thinking I could take you up to a river just outside the city walls."

 

"What for?" I cocked my head, too amused with the shade of red that painted her cheeks.

 

"I am a person who keeps promises, and I told you... I told you I'd reward your bravery."

 

I laughed, watching her biting her lip coyly. She was a completely different person than the bold Brianna from last night. "Of course. I'll be out in a minute."

 

She slid a glance to my crotch, and it was clear my dick was already hard for her. She then rose with a side-smile and left, her hips swaying, mesmerizing me. I sighed, throwing the covers off and grabbing my pants. I slid them on, mentally noting I had to effusively thank Marc once I saw him.

 

* * * 

 

I walked out of town with Brianna by my side, each one of us carrying a small bag with fruits and cheese and breads. The civilians were now busy not with building barricades but with destroying them, separating the materials to rebuild their houses. Everywhere we looked, someone waved at us, huge smiles on their faces. My heart swell unconsciously.

 

"You're officially a hero, Aaron," Brianna said as we crossed the city's entrance. I looked at her, searching for some sign it was a joke, but her smile was honest. "Don't believe me? If you want to, we can ask them when we get back."

 

I shook my head. Somehow I believed her. I knew what I did was good for this people.

 

And it definitely had been good for me.

 

Apart from cumming until I literally passed out, I also got two levels, now standing on level 18. I got myself money for, I hoped, a new set of clothes. And, most importantly, a new skill. 

 

It just said Punishment and I couldn't wait to test it on some new foe. 

 

We walked a short distance to a stretch of clear water. It seemed deep enough to swim and I paused my bag down as I let my vision study the place. A vast green vale stretched far to this side of the city, no woods limiting it. A warm breeze danced between the blades of grass, making them dance and creating a soft symphony as it drove the river forward. It was utterly beautiful.

 

Having Brianna by my side certainly helped. She also lay her breakfast down by the grass, bending forward to pull her boots off. I imitated her, watching her cheeks flushing a soft shade of red. Her fingers reached for her top and she undid it, letting it drop to her feet. Her perky breasts were full and her nipples stood up with shivers, hard points looking up as she dropped her hands to her skirt and pushed it down. She stepped out of it, sliding a warm gaze at me. I followed her, stripping down, my cock hard as a rock when we jumped in the river.

 

The water was nowhere as cold as I expected. I wiped my hair out of my face as Brianna's red hair floated around her, dropping over her tits in long wet strands. She paddled to me, her dark aureoles on the verge of peaking out of the water. My heart galloped inside my chest and I was dying to touch her skin.

 

So that's exactly what I did. I stretched a hand under water and curved my fingers around her waist, pulling her towards me. She let me pull her, her hands sliding up my arms to my neck, her chest pressing against mine. My cock twitched against her crotch.

 

She tipped her head to a side, heavy lids as she touched her lips to mine, her tongue licking the water from my mouth and the top of my chin.

 

"So where's your next stop, hero?" She murmured against my mouth. I forced my lips against hers, loving the way she melted against my body. I slid my hands to her hips as we kissed, her fingers massaging the drape of my neck. 

 

"Next city, I guess. Averly?" I muttered back against her mouth. The name was see-through on the corner of my vision since I woke up.

 

Reach the city of Averly through the Forest Road

 

I let my hands slide down the cheeks of her ass. I never had so much guts in me. She moved her hips against mine, opening her legs so they lay on each side of my own.

 

"Hum," she purred, smiling against the kiss as her nails pulled my hair. "You'll have to cross the forest. Better be extra careful. I've heard there are a bunch of dark elves there."

 

I pulled her ass cheeks apart with my hands, positioning my cock against her entrance. She gasped as the head poked her, my hands firmly adjusting her over me. "A bunch of horny dark elves as those demons were?"

 

"Probably worse. They'll probably suck you dry," she moaned against my mouth, swaying her hips against the swollen head of my cock. I pressed my fingers harder on her hot skin, pushing her down over my member so I speared her in a single move. She gasped, moaning loudly, and I shut her with a kiss, dipping my tongue in her mouth.

 

"Oh, so I better train here so I have enough stamina to take that on, ey?" I smiled against her, pumping my hips. She moaned, letting her head drop back, her beautiful tits bouncing up and down over the surface of the water.

 

"You better, and you can use me as long as you want to," she grinned, her green eyes glinting with mischief.

 

I surely would take her up to her word.

 

 

THE END

 

 

 

 

Want to be notified when the next books come out?

 

Sign in!

 

Don't forget to leave a review!

Thanks for reading!
cover.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





