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Monster Girls. 


We all wish you were real.
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An Unhappy World




Spring had arrived in a flurry of colors, the world outside bursting with life as April ushered in warmth and renewal. But for Oliver Fairchild, the season felt like a cruel joke, a reminder of what once was, now cast in shadows of his own misfortune. Six months had slipped by since his return to the mundane reality of his life, each day a monotonous echo of the last. Oliver thought it would have been easy to forget what had happened before with the world unlike his own, but it had not. 

He was back in his parents’ sprawling mansion, a grand testament to their wealth, yet Oliver felt like a ghost haunting its halls. The opulent decor—a gilded chandelier hanging over the dining table, paintings of dignified ancestors glaring down at him, and the polished marble floors—only served to highlight his own failure. He had once roamed the world as a travel writer, penning tales of strange and wonderful things of the world but that time was gone.

‘Your disappearance put is in a tight spot,’ his editor had told him only three months ago. ‘We can’t risk that happening again.’ He had been let go and in a way, Oliver couldn’t blame him. The young man couldn’t focus on the work, his mind drifting back to Lilith, the succubus, and the others he had met in the Breach Between. Now, he found himself relegated to the basement, working construction for his father’s company.

Coming to his parents wasn’t Oliver’s first choice but his girlfriend had dumped him, he could no longer pay rent for a city apartment and all the bills were coming due. He was lucky his parents let him stay, especially after his rant about the Breach Between in one drunken stupor.

The hardest part was the pity etched into their faces, believing he had simply snapped after sharing drunken stories that fantasy realm. This was going to be his life for awhile and he had to get used to it.

As he descended the stairs of their house, the chatter of rich guests filled the air, laughter mixing with the clinking of glasses. Tonight, his parents were hosting yet another soirée, their friends—those polished and pretentious pillars of society—eager to showcase their wealth and connections. Oliver braced himself for the inevitable questions, the sympathetic smiles, the forced encouragements to “buck up” and “get back on his feet.” Each exchange was a weight on his shoulders, a reminder he didn’t want.

Oliver made it to the bottom of the stairs, pivoted before entering the living room and slipped into the kitchen, hoping for a moment of solitude amid the chaos. The smell of gourmet food wafted through the air, but he felt little appetite. Instead, he leaned against the cool counter, staring out the window into the twilight sky, where the moon hung like a ghostly beacon. In that moment, he couldn’t help but wish for the familiar embrace of the Breach, for the chaos that had become his reality there, for the companionship of Lilith, Nina, and Misty.

Just then, a faint noise pulled him from his thoughts—a quiet argument somewhere down the hallway, followed by the sound of something tumbling. Curiosity piqued, Oliver pushed away from the counter, his instincts on high alert. He quietly stepped out of the kitchen and headed toward the staircase leading to the upper levels. As he ascended, the murmurs grew louder, punctuated by clumsy footsteps. Someone was clearly not meant to be here.

Once on the second floor, he spotted a figure darting down the hall going from room to room, a flash of dark fabric contrasting with the elegant decor. He squinted, straining to see more clearly. The figure wore a cheap evening dress that looked gaudy, an out-of-place sight amidst the polished guests milling about below. Heart racing, he took a deep breath, certain he was witnessing a theft in progress.

With adrenaline pumping through his veins, Oliver crept forward and, without thinking, lunged at the figure. He tackled her to the ground, the two of them tumbling onto the carpet, his hands gripping her arms. “Who are you? What are you doing here?” he demanded, breathless and bewildered.

As he pulled back, he was met with wide eyes—shimmering with a mix of surprise and annoyance. The person he was sitting on broke out into a big grin and squealed.

“TROPHY!!”

“Lilith? What…what…what are you doing here?” Oliver asked shocked.

“I don’t have time to explain or to have sex!” she exclaimed pushing him off her. “The Bone Lord sent me. You are being hunted by a Bloodreaver!”

The six months of boredom, misery, and wallowing evaporated like a morning mist. Oliver felt a thrill in his chest as he realized that his friend who he had thought he would never see again had not only come but had come to rescue him.

“Bloodreaver?” Oliver said offering his hand and hefting the succubus up. Her little black bat wings popped out and vibrated and stretched tearing the back of her dress. “Oh, that felt good,” she said with a sigh of relief.

Before the young man could press her for more, a blood-curdling scream erupted from downstairs, followed by a cacophony of chaos. Panic surged through him.

“Uh…” Lilith said looking down the hall and back to him. “That’s probably it.”

They both rushed down the stairs, their footsteps pounding against the polished wood. As they entered the main hall, the sight before them stopped Oliver in his tracks. One of the guests—his father’s business partner—had twisted grotesquely, his body contorting as multiple black, sharp legs erupted from his torso like a monstrous spider. The creature’s visage was horrifying, a grotesque parody of humanity.

“That’s the Bloodreaver?” Oliver yelled over the din of the panicking guests.

“Yes!” Lilith shouted, her eyes wide at the size of it. “And you need to be out of here!”

Oliver felt a surge of determination, his protective instincts kicking in. Instead of rushing out as Lilith had suggested, he rushed toward his parents, who stood frozen in shock, eyes wide with horror.

“TRROOPHHYY!” Lilith wailed trying to grab him but Oliver reached his parents. “Get back! Move away!” he yelled, ushering them to safety as the creature writhed and screeched, its many legs smashing into the ornate furniture, sending shards of glass and porcelain flying.

“Oliver!” his mother cried, tears welling in her eyes. “What is that thing?”

He did not answer, he saw that it was coming directly for him. His left wrist immediately felt warm and he looked down at the delicate bravelet hanging there. When he had crossed over, the living vine bracelet that the Wicker Goddess had given him had turned into a fine, silver bracelet. The silver was now pulsating as if alive.

The bloodreaver lunged, and Oliver narrowly dodged its grasping limbs. He shoved a nearby table into its path, the impact causing a satisfying crack. But the creature was relentless, turning its soulless gaze toward him, recognition flickering in its depths. Oliver’s heart raced; it knew that it was him.

Just then, an explosion of sound erupted from the patio door as tree vines shot in, lashing at the creature. Oliver looked surprised that the majestic oak outside in the yard had come alive, shooting its thick roots into the room. The broken door was a figure wearing a simple shirt and skirt, her green skin shimmered under the moonlight, her thick hair resembling vines cascading down her back; the twists of her wrist causing the roots to obey.

“Fernwyn?” Oliver said shocked. The Dryad he had met in the Breach, a vision of grace and power smiled at him and then used a thick root to slap the Bloodreaver across the large living room into the plaster wall. Her outstretched hands, she commanded the tree, and the vines constricted around the Bloodreaver, restraining its movements.

“This tree’s energy is limited,” Fernwyn said, her voice ringing with confidence. “We must finish this now.”

Oliver watched in awe as Fernwyn wielded the power of nature itself. The vines tightened, beating the creature mercilessly, its cries growing more frantic as it struggled against its bindings. With a final, powerful surge, the vines tore the bloodreaver apart, leaving behind a gruesome mess on the floor.

Fernwyn stepped forward, surveying the remains, her expression of disgust. “Disgusting meat creature,” she grumbled, her voice low. “But we need to move quickly. The Plague King will send more to this realm. We must leave to protect it.”

The room was silent, shock settling in as Oliver’s parents gaped at the devastation, their world upturned in a single moment. “What the hell is happening?” his father finally managed, his voice shaking.

Oliver turned to his parents, the truth spilling from his lips. “Too much to explain. This is Lilith and this is Fernwyn---”

“The…the girls from your drunken stupor?” His mom said. “they’re real?”

Lilith stepped forward, her gaze imploring. “Oliver, you need to come back with me. The Bone Lord says that it is the only way to protect you from the Plague King’s horde.”

His parents looked at him, disbelief mingling with fear. “You can’t be serious,” his mother said, shaking her head. “This is insane!”

“I wish I could explain more, “ Oliver said, the fear of losing his parents filling his mind. “But I can’t right now.”

“Oliver—” his father began, but Oliver cut him off.

“No! I can’t let anything happen to you. I can’t go through this again. Please, trust me.”

Lilith didn’t waste any time. She pulled out a strange spherical device that had a glowing green crystal dancing around on its axis. “Hold on tight!”

Oliver grasped Lilith’s hand, feeling a rush of energy enveloped him as the world around them began to dissolve into shimmering light. He glanced back at his parents, their faces blurred by the radiance, fear and worry etched deeply into their features.

“Don’t worry! I’ll be back!” he shouted, his voice swallowed by the bright void. And then, with a jolt, they were gone.

As the darkness of the Breach Between enveloped him once more, Oliver felt the familiar weight of the air settle on his shoulders. He felt the gravel under his feet and heard the strange noises of the Tortured Forest around him. Oliver looked up and found the large silver moon high above, casting its spectral glow, ready to lead him into the unknown once again.








  
  
The Breach at War




The silver moon loomed high above, bathing the Breach Between in its unearthly glow. Oliver Fairchild stumbled forward, knees buckling as the familiar oppressive weight of the air settled over him. He had forgotten how heavy it felt, how the supernatural atmosphere seemed to tug at his very soul. The smell of spice and decay always on the wind. The dark, thick, blackened and twisted trees surrounding them bent over the path as if trying to grab the travelers as they went. Gravel crunched underfoot, and the whispering shadows of the Tortured Forest surrounded him, a cacophony of sounds that sent a chill crawling up his spine. 

“Welcome back to the Breach Between,” Lilith said, a mischievous grin spreading across her face. Her little bat wings fluttered in excitement, the tattered remains of the gaudy evening dress barely clinging to her shoulders. “I’ve missed you, Trophy.”

He winced at the nickname. It had only been moments since they left his parents’ mansion, but here in this strange world, time seemed irrelevant. Oliver glanced around; his breath visible in the misty air. “It feels different,” he murmured. “Like the whole place is holding its breath.”

Fernwyn, the Dryad, stood beside them, her green skin shimmering under the moon’s light, her thick vine-like hair cascading down her back. She turned to face him, her brow furrowed with concern. “It’s been two and a half months here,” she explained. “But to you, it must have felt much longer.”

Oliver’s heart sank at her words. Six months had passed in his world—six months of misery and confusion, of feeling lost and disconnected from the life he once knew. Now, standing once more in this realm of magic and terror, he realized just how much he had missed it.

Lilith, ever impatient, tugged at his arm. “Come on! We need to get to Rot Gut City. It’s not safe out here, especially with Bloodreavers still hunting for you.”

He followed, his mind racing as they made their way through the twisted roots and dark vines that pulsed with an unsettling life. The forest opened up to reveal the outskirts of Rot Gut City, its vibrant, spectral lanterns casting an eerie glow over the bustling Halloween-like marketplace. The air was thick with nervous energy, and the usual carnival atmosphere felt more like a storm on the brink of breaking.

Oliver couldn’t help but smile as he spotted the familiar booths, the monstrous vendors hawking their wares. It was a strange, comforting sight despite the tension in the air. “It’s good to be back,” he whispered, though he wasn’t sure if he was trying to convince himself.

Lilith wasted no time, dragging him and Fernwyn through the city streets, past stalls selling glowing fruits and enchanted trinkets, to a small, cozy building that had a sign swinging above the door: The Wailing Clam Tavern. Nina’s tavern.

Before Oliver could even brace himself, the door burst open, and a familiar voice rang out. “Oliver!”

Nina, the bubbly aquatic monster girl, rushed toward him, her wide eyes sparkling with joy. Her fish-like tail flapped excitedly behind her, and her pale blue hair glistened with the wet sheen of the ocean. She threw her arms around him, nearly knocking him over. “You’re back! I can’t believe it!”

He laughed, the weight of his mundane world momentarily lifting. “Hey, Nina. Good to see you too.”

The interior of the tavern was warm and welcoming, the scent of spiced cider and baked bread filling the air. They sat at a corner table, the lanterns above casting a gentle glow. Fernwyn ordered a platter of steaming root pies, and the trio dove into a much-needed meal. Between bites, Oliver listened as the others caught him up on everything he had missed.

“It’s only been two and a half months here,” Fernwyn said, pouting. “I came looking for you just days after you disappeared. I can’t believe you didn’t even say goodbye.”

Oliver’s guilt twisted in his chest. “I didn’t have a choice. The Bone Lord let me go, and then…well, everything changed so fast.”

Fernwyn’s expression softened, but she still crossed her arms. “Still, you could have tried.”

Nina interrupted, leaning in with wide eyes. “While you were gone, the Plague King attacked Gloom! He’s already taken the city of The End, and now everyone’s terrified he’ll come for Rot Gut next.”

Oliver’s fork paused mid-air. “The Plague King? That can’t be good.”

“It gets worse,” Lilith added, her usual playful demeanor replaced with uncharacteristic seriousness. “The Wicker Goddess has allied with the Bone Lord to prepare for war. They think the Forlorn Mistress has sided with the Plague King.”

Just like the first time he had visited, there was a lot of information coming his way and he had zero clue what most of it meant. He did recognize the names of the Plague King and Forlorn Mistress as two of the four Dread Lords that ruled the Breach Between but that was about it.. “So, things have gotten even more complicated.”

Lilith nodded, her eyes glistening with a hint of sadness. “I’ve missed you, you know,” she admitted, her voice softer. “It’s been…strange without you.”

Oliver’s heart warmed at her admission. Despite all the fear and uncertainty, there was something comforting about being with her again. “I missed you too,” he replied, his voice sincere.

Fernwyn gave a dramatic huff. “You missed her, but you couldn’t spare a thought for me?”

Oliver chuckled, but before he could answer, Nina leaned forward, her expression serious. “More of the Bone Lord’s army is arriving in Rot Gut. The Marrow Militia is setting up defenses. You all need to go see the Bone Lord as soon as possible.”

They finished their meal, and the trio stepped back into the city’s streets. The air buzzed with tension, and Oliver’s gaze was drawn to the sight of skeletal soldiers—Marrow Militia—marching in formation. Each skeleton clattered and chattered, their armor glinting under the moonlight, weapons at the ready. Some were tall and imposing, others small and wiry, but all moved with a sense of purpose.

Oliver shivered as he watched them, the reality of the impending war sinking in. “Guess we’re not going to have much time to catch our breath, are we?” he said, trying to inject a bit of humor.

Lilith glanced at him, her grin returning. “Nope! But that’s the fun part, right?”

Despite everything—the looming threat, the uncertainty, the fear—Oliver felt a small smile tug at his lips. He was back in the Breach Between, surrounded by friends and danger alike, and somehow, that made him feel more alive than he had in months.
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