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There is fantasy violence in this novel. If you have trouble with descriptions of sword and magic battles this is not the novel for you. There are scenes of death on both sides of the conflict that may trigger those of more sensitive natures. I have other work that does not include things like this if you are interested.

This novel contains consensual sexual situations and hints of romance. If you are not interested in this kind of story or are not of legal age in your country. Please look elsewhere
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This is a work of fiction. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents in this book are either the product of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

There are sexual situations that at times, are graphic and this novel is not meant for those under the age of eighteen or whatever legal age is in your country. I have other fantasy novels that are sex free. Try them instead.
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This is a work of original fiction. It was written by a real person, not an AI. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents in this book are either the product of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

The author expressly prohibits any entity from using this publication for purposes of training artificial intelligence technologies to generate text, including without limitation technologies that are capable of generating works in the same style or genre as this publication. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.
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Prologue
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“Look Kris, you need to open up more. This holding back things is what is stopping your hook ups from becoming more. You know that right?”

I sighed and looked out the window, watching the 400 whip past. “It just isn't that easy for me, Rachel.” I traced my fingertip through the fog I had breathed on the car window. “I'm just not comfortable with more.”

She shook her head. “Every year you hook up with some new person at the Con and then after a month you dump them. You, my friend, have real issues.”

I kept looking out the window. She was right I had issues. I found it easier to be friends with people from the distance of my computer screen. Why I agreed to riding with her and her friends from Barrie to Toronto I had no idea. I usually bought a train ticket when it was con time and lugged my gear, but she offered me a ride for the low price of a bit of gas. It was cheaper and as I didn't have a lot I planned on selling this con, I only had the one bag.

“Do you think you will run into Michael this time?”

I turned to answer her when there was a loud sound of squealing tires and I was thrown toward the front seat. I managed to not get knocked out and was looking around when I saw a truck careening from the far lane and coming straight at us. I had just enough time to brace myself and thrust out an arm to protect my one friend before it slammed into my door and then everything went red and painful, then black.

I woke to smoke, screams and heat and turned my head to see that Rachel was hanging upside down from her seat belt and was bleeding from a head wound. I tried to reach out to check her but something stopped me. I wiped blood from my eyes and then looked down. There was a big piece of metal though my chest and I sighed out, “Damn, that shouldn't be there.” Then I died.
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Chapter One
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I crept along the rubble filled hallway toward the roars I could hear building in front of me. I had planned on spending the day in the local bath house, soaking away the bruises from my last job, but I got dragged out of my room by a cry for help, well a cry only I could hear.

No matter how many times I help the people of this world I found myself in, I couldn't ignore a call for help. All part of the way I was brought back I am guessing. One minute I was chatting with the friend in the seat next to me on the way to the convention and the next I found myself in a world of swords and magic with a stern voice telling me that it was time for me to live up to my potential.

So, like every time in the past year when I hear a cry for help, I don't get a choice. Okay, not every call, after all there are plenty of bad guys who call out for help. After the first few times whoever it was that dropped me in this place amended my commands.

Now this time I knew that it was an innocent that I was being sent to help. How did I know that? Well, for one thing I can smell innocence. When an innocent cries for help, and is within a few miles of me I smell the scent of flowers and something else I can't explain. It draws me like a bee to a blossom. Yeah, let me tell you that can get annoying. It is a sweet smell at least, but it is pretty hard to ignore. Innocence I guess isn't that common in this place after you hit puberty. 

Now that is true in most places, but I'm not talking about the good old belief that a virgin is innocent. I can assure you I have known plenty of virgins who were far from innocent and a few sexually active folks who really were. 

But back to the room I am heading for. There had been a string of abductions in the surrounding area. I thought I had dealt with the culprit, but obviously I had missed somebody. By the sound I would say that the one who had hired the thugs was a demon. Just ducky; demons are a bitch to deal with here. Usually it takes a holy knight of some kind to send them back to whatever hell they came from. I though, seemed to be able to deal with them just fine. I have been ever since I dropped into this world after all.

The fun thing, for me at least, is that I can tell there is a demon nearby without using my eyes. Innocence smells sweet and floral but a demon? Oh they smell like rotting flowers. Like funeral flowers after they have sat around for a while. Used to make me sneeze which let that damn things know I was sneaking toward them. I finally got that little reaction under control so now I only have a problem if there are too many.

Now something fun about me is that since I don't worship the gods of this place I can't call on them for help, but I seem to have the ability to kill the physical manifestation of the demons of this world. It takes a lot out of me and I need to find someone who is willing to refill that part of me if I don't want to take a very long nap to do so and by refill I mean that the way you think. Never thought that I would need sex to power me up but well the guy who dropped me here had a sense of humor.

As I cat footed my way down that hall I took in a slow breath. Yup there was an innocent, actually more than one and a demon down the hall. This was not going to be fun. I dropped the daggers strapped to my wrists into my palms and picked up my pace. If I was any kind of judge, the demon was working up to something the innocent ones were not going to survive. Yet again I wished I had better gear and well enough money to replace whatever else would be damaged. Seemed hero work didn't come with a paycheck really. I was just lucky that most of the little dungeons had some stuff I could sell.

I came around the corner to see the back of a warrior type in front of me. “Oh geez,” I whispered. By the symbol on the back of the half cloak attached to the armor this was a paladin. While I respected the holy warriors, they had a tendency to barrel into situations. The goad of a god and evil standing there would be too much for the warrior if I knew anything.

I sped up and snagged a handful of that oh shoot me now white cloak while still holding my dagger and tugged him back. I had to duck when he spun about with his sword in hand. “Easy there. I'm here to help.” Oh the wave of pure innocent scent that washed over me tugged at something inside me that I would have to think about after this was done.

The face that spun to mine was glorious. With high cheekbones, clear skin and dark green eyes that practically glowed with divine might, he gave me a fast once over before speaking. “It isn't safe here, my lady. You need to head back.” I nearly laughed when he called me that. In this world that was a sign of respect yet not. Ladies were delicate flowers who stayed home and swan about in gowns. I was more often than not covered in blood and grime picking myself up from the muck I got smashed into.

Oh now he had a voice to match that stunning face. It was rich and held notes of music to it. It was a voice I would love listening to, if we didn't have an innocent to rescue. “Yeah, sorry but I was sent here to rescue an innocent and while I am sure you know how to deal with a demon, if it is the type I think, just slaying the body won't do much.”

He gave me another look, taking in my faded black leathers and the steel I had in my hands. There was a hint of interest before he shook his head, one of his blonde curls dropping over his brow. “You are not what I expected when my Lady said help was coming.”

Oh boy, his goddess talked to him and told him I was coming? Just what I don't need; the gods here were loud. I shook my head and whispered in my birth language. “Damn gods and their games.”

“BE QUIET MORTAL AND HELP MY KNIGHT.”

Damn gods are always yelling into my head. I winced and rolled my eyes. Why they couldn't just use a conversational tone I had no idea. “Yeah, sure; let's just get this over with.”

I eeled my way past him and saw about what I expected. Standing behind an altar was a big, red skinned demon. It was like the one they put on the cover of the gaming manuals from home; huge horns, glowing eyes and claws that I really didn't want to get close to. Lying on the altar was the innocent that I was sent to help. She was mostly dressed in the rags of a nice gown. As the missing daughter of some lord she was of course unable to fight for herself. There was something off about her but I was too busy taking in the rest of the carefully set scene. Standing over her was a priest of some dark god of course. I mean this was almost too trope filled for me, but I had no choice. I looked back at the paladin and then sent the dagger in my left hand into the back of the priest, who thankfully wasn't armored.

When the priest stiffened, then fell to the floor in a heap the Demon let out a louder bellow, jumped up and over the altar with the innocent on it, coming right at me. “Yeah, that's right, big boy.” I jumped to the side as it brought a fist down. 

It was fast, faster than its huge body with the bulging muscles would make you think. I managed to dodge the first fist, but the second one managed to rake across my side. My leathers were good, but demon claws can cut through everything but spelled armor. That swipe sent me across the room and closer to the innocent on the altar.

The paladin did what I hoped he would, he swung his sword and engaged the demon. I pulled myself off the floor with a wince and checked on the girl. She was shaking and crying, but looked good. I cut through the rope that was holding her to the table and helped her off of it. “Stay down behind here and we will have you out of this soon.” She nodded her face all white and scared. I almost paused, something wasn't right here but instead I rolled my eyes, and then pulled out my own sword.

It wasn't anything special really; just three feet of curved steel. I had learned how to use it in a hard and fast school once I was dumped into this world. Luckily for me I had taken fencing in my last life or this would have been a very short second life. I climbed up onto the altar and when the fight between the paladin and the demon brought them back to this side of the room I leapt up and off the marble to land on the shoulders of the demon. 

I drove my blade into its back and held on as it tried to buck me off. Now regular steel might not burn a demon like the blessed steel of my unnamed associate, but it did hurt the damned thing. The demon roared louder and tried to shake me off and reach back to pull the sword out at the same time.

I want to say I held on tight and distracted the demon long enough for the paladin to slay it, but well I didn't quite manage that. The damned beast managed to grab me with one hand and threw me across the room again. For the second time in ten minutes I was seeing stars. My sword was still lodged in its back and I could see it melting.

Yeah, this demon was one of those with blood that ate normal metal. As I pushed myself back up off the floor with a groan, I cursed. That blade cost me half my meager savings. As I straightened, I felt my ribs grate and that made me moan again. Scrabbling, I looked about for my second dagger. It had been knocked out of my hands when I was first hit and I spotted it on the floor by the door.

I gathered myself and ran as fast as I could around the battling pair. Thankfully the paladin was a good one. He had opened a number of long cuts on the demon that bled fire. I scooped up my dagger and turned in time to see the paladin lop the head right off the demon.

The room grew quiet except for our heavy breathing and the whimpers of the innocent behind the altar. I took a careful breath and smiled. “Well now, that is almost done.” I started to stand when the scent of innocence changed. “Oh shit,” I cursed and spun to face the girl.

The paladin had recovered faster than I did and was bending down to give a hand to the woman. She looked at me and smiled then. Her eyes changed to red and her mouth filled with fangs. I yelled, “Duck!” and threw my dagger. Thankfully he didn't hesitate.

It skimmed past his broad shoulder and hit her in the eye. She screamed and then the spell she had been hiding under dropped. She back handed the surprised paladin, sending him flying and snarled at me. “You will pay for that, Chosen.” 

“Yeah, no bitch, get out of that girl.” I knew the voice that came from the former innocent's throat. It was Lashe, a demon of dark desires or so she was calling herself the last time I ran into her. She and I had tangled before; though last time it was in her own form. I thought I had banished her permanently to her hell, but I guess not.

I scrabbled at my belt and managed to get a handful of crushed rose petals before she rushed me. I blew them in her face and chanted. I didn't know a lot of magic, but I had learned a few things since I came here. The rose petals had been dried in a sacred fire and blessed by the Lady of Love. I had been gifted them by a priestess I had helped a month ago.

Love and desire can be the same thing, but dark desire has nothing to do with love. Having the blessed petals blown into her face caused her to freeze in place, but not before she managed to claw me with those damn talons. She cut open my face with one hand and punched me in the ribs with the other. I was out of weapons, but thankfully the paladin got over his shock and bought his blade to bear. A second head landed on the floor and I slumped, my back against the wall.

“How did you know she was possessed?” 

I looked up as I panted. “It's what I do.” I took a deep breath, which hurt and then bent and pulled my dagger from her eye socket. “We need to get the horns or these two will stand back up.”

He gave me a confused look, standing over the body of the poor woman. I grunted as I pushed back up and staggered to the big demon's head. I started to saw off the horns with a grimace as the motion made my ribs grate. It wasn't what my daggers were meant for, but they were stronger than my sword had been and I managed to cut through the first one before he shook his head and came to help.

I pulled out a silk bag and dropped the horn inside. Silk is a great insulator, no matter where you are, and when both sets were put inside the evil that filled the room disappeared leaving us with three bodies. I let out a tired sigh and gestured to the paladin, “you able to take care of the remains?”

He nodded and knelt down with his somehow still pristine sword glowing as he prayed to his goddess. The glow spread out and covered the bodies, which quickly turned to ash and blew away in a breeze that came out of nowhere.

When the light filled up the room, it reached out and seared the blood and ichor off my skin and armor; it stung like bad sunburn, but other than that didn't affect me. I am told that the pure light from the gods of good, as I called them, was supposed to heal up the wounds of any on the righteous side, but they usually just cleaned me up.

When the light dimmed he looked up in time to see me sagging to the floor. I have become very good at ignoring injuries when in a battle, but the aftermath leaves me weak and feeling like the tail end of a weeklong drunk fest. This time I was exhausted and oh boy did I hurt. The flights across the room had broken a few ribs along with the long claw slashes that now bled freely.

I managed to just land on one knee rather than a full out face plant. “Ow,” I closed my eyes and panted to get the pain to recede. I patted my belt and let out a deep sigh when I felt the pouch I kept the one healing potion I had in. It had smashed when I hit the wall and the pouch was wet with the remains. I was going to have to ride back to town and hope I didn't pass out on the way.

“My lady?” I felt a gentle hand under my elbow and I looked up. “You are still hurt?”

I nodded with a sigh. “Your gods don't like me, so I don't get automatic healing.”

He looked puzzled, but then lifted me up with a solid grip on my arm. “I don't know what you mean, but let me.” He touched my face and a wave of warm energy washed over me.

I shivered all over as the healing energy he used realigned my ribs and then closed up the slashes that went from my shoulder to my hip. Lastly I felt my face closing up and I sighed. Healing like this was something very different than what a potion does. A potion closes wounds and gives a little push to speed up the rest. Potions pretty much work like they are supposed to on me. The healing done by a paladin was like being dipped in a vat of potion and a good massage at the same time. It also had another effect on me, one that I don't think he knew about.

See since I am not a native of this world magic works weird around me. Some of it slides off me like sweat and others just fizzle when they hit me. Occasionally they hit me much harder than intended. I learned that when I was training at one of the many schools for adventurers. Yes, I spent time at a school, about a month, but more about that later.

Healing spells, now those worked really well. I mean when a healer who walks in the light does a lying on of hands, my body sucks it up like it is water after a week in the desert. Yeah, it drinks it up and then well, my body decides I have survived death and that reaction you have heard about kicks in. In other words I get randy, really randy. Add that on top of the need I get after killing demons and I was shivering and doing my best to repress the urge to do things I doubt the paladin even knew about.

I let out a moan, one that I hadn't meant to and I looked up into his eyes and let out a long breath. Yeah, he was eye candy and I wanted to lick as much of his skin as I could. I bit my lips to stop myself from licking them. I inhaled and oh wow did he smell good. This paladin was an innocent, which didn't surprise me. It did make me push away from him though. What my body wanted from his was not something I should think about around an innocent.

“Thanks,” I swallowed and turned toward the way out. Things would have gone different if he hadn't touched me again.
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Chapter two
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“My lady, are you sure you are okay?” 

I closed my eyes and grit my teeth before answering. “I'm alright, handsome. Just...I need to get out of here.”

He stepped up behind me and I felt something draped over me. “Your leathers are shredded, my lady. Let me escort you back to your inn.”

“Oh geez,” I whispered. The half cloak brought his scent all around me and I turned back to face him. “I can't take this, kid,” I panted a little then.

He studied my face and then a slow smile spread over his face. “Oh, I see.” He stepped right up to me and slid one arm around me under the cloak. “You are having the reaction of near death, are you not?”

My jaw dropped then. “You know about that?”

“It is common among those who fight, is it not?” He then leaned down and brushed a kiss across my lips. I was lost then. I wanted to be good, to wait till I got back to the inn and hire one of the pretty boys from the bathhouse, but this paladin smelt too good and oh yeah, he felt good pressed to me.

I slid my arms up and around his shoulders and kissed him deep. He tasted like sunshine and good wine. When he pressed tight to me I wanted to climb him and ride him like the stallion I was sure was his mount. 

He pushed me against the wall and we necked for a bit before he broke the kiss with a shuddering breath. “I think we should take this elsewhere, my lady.”

I shudder breathed and then grinned. “I've got a room at the inn in town.”

He smiled then and somehow we managed to untangle from each other. Oh, I would have gladly stripped us both and done him on that damn altar, but he was right, this was not the place. I pushed away from him and went to pick up what was left of my weapons. I shook my head and shoved what remained into the sheaths before following him back outside.

When we came back out into the sunshine I laughed. I was right, his mount was a stallion and like all stallions he had a thing for mares. My mount was a lovely little appaloosa and she must have been in season because when we walked out his stallion was covering her. 

I shook my head and looked to the stallion I was hoping to mount. “He does this with every mare?”

The still unnamed paladin blushed and rolled his eyes. “Yes.”

Thankfully horses don't take long. Once we got them untangled, we mounted up and headed back to the inn. “Well, now that our mounts know each other so well, maybe we should trade names?”

He smiled and nodded. “I am Rikard Gorland, Paladin of the Lady of the Moon.”

I dropped my head and nodded “yeah, figured you were a paladin, handsome.” I sighed then “just call me Kris.”

“And where do you hail from?”

“Nowhere you would have heard of.”

We chatted, dancing around the topic of who I was and well what we planned on. The ride back to the inn was under an hour and as the sun was setting we rode into the stable attached to the inn. I slid off my mount, giving her shoulder a hard thump, and then sighed. This would just about the time he would tell me had to return to his temple; happened to me more than you would think. When he handed off our mounts I turned to face the inn. “If you have changed your mind, I understand, Rikard.”

He took my hand and raised it to his lips. “I would not be that much of a fool, lovely Kris.”

I shook my head and led him inside. Thankfully the stairs to the rooms were right by the door. I had him up and inside my room before more than a handful of minutes passed. I let him step in first and when I shut the door he turned me around and pressed me to the wood, his hands on my waist and his mouth on mine.

The delay from our first kiss to this seemed to have stoked his flames. He let out a little growl when the lacing holding my leather to me wouldn't let go. He snapped them and before I knew it he had it off me and his hand cupping my breasts through the sweat stained under tunic.

It didn't take long really before we were both naked. Under the armor he wore there was a body that was ripped. Back home I used to drool over images of men with six packs gotten in a gym. Here, under my fingers, was an eight pack, one earned in training and battle and oh my I wanted to lick it.

I would like to say we went slow and tasted each other, but that first time he simply lifted me up and pressed into me against the door. I rode him hard, matching him stroke for stroke and oh god did he scratch the itch. His hips pumped hard into me as I tangled my hands in the golden curls of his hair. When I tore away from his mouth to cry out my ecstasy he joined me a moment later.
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