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Chapter 1
The rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoed in the night air. Two taut and toned bodies moved in a blur of motion. Rapturous smiles spoke volumes about the enjoyment of their movements. Harder, faster, each becoming more aggressive, they were like two synchronized well-oiled machines.
“Are you ready for me, Scarlet?” Scott panted heavily. Steam radiated from his naked torso as a gift to the cool night air. His body ached from the hard pounding that he had unleashed. Every muscle in his body had reached exhaustion after feverishly going at it with the dragon girl for over an hour. 
Scarlet’s body gleamed as the light of the nearby campfire illuminated her nearly imperceptible scales. She looked like a star that had stepped down from the heavens. “Give me all you’ve got, Master.”
He immediately launched another open palm strike toward his pet dragon. The winged girl slid to the side and completely avoided the attack. Their level difference was too great for him to have any chance of hitting her unless she allowed him to do so. 
Scott leapt to the right and struck out sideways with his elbow in an attempt to tag her chest. Once again he missed completely. Every day since arriving in the town of Ervice they had completed random work tasks and minor quests in order to gain a little EXP and earn enough money to live on. At night they trained.
Raising his level was much more difficult in Alterra proper. He’d lost all of the progress that he had gained during the tutorial and was forced to start from level one once more. The blessing that he had received from the goddess Seductia had allowed him to regain some of his stats, but the loss of skills and experience levels was problematic. 
The feeble human launched a series of rapid strikes that each missed his target by a tiny amount. Scott would have been frustrated if they were in a real fight, but this was the type of training that he needed to undertake in order to raise his stats.
Scott pushed it up a notched by releasing a series of rapid kicks, but Scarlet took the opportunity to drop down and sweep his leg during one of his less skillful attacks. He was knocked to the ground, hard, and remained there stunned for a moment. 
“Remember, defense is important too. You are leaving yourself wide open when you kick.”
When the stun effect ended he stood up and brushed himself off. “Right, low-kicks only right now.”
She smiled at him and they continued his training. He had to retrain his unarmed combat skills from the ground up due to the skill loss he had suffered. Training with Scarlet increased his skills much faster than hitting the bag would have allowed. Unlike the tutorial he could not just hit a bag a few thousand times and become an unarmed novice.
He lashed out with a series of low-kicks followed by intermittent punches. His attack pattern was tighter and more efficient this time, but he still had no hope of hitting the girl unless she allowed it.
After another hour passed they stopped training and sat down to eat dinner. Scott had brought along ham sandwiches and some fruit. It was not a fancy meal, but simple food was best during a training session.
“You’re improving.” Scarlet lifted a bottle of water and drank deeply. She was not tired in the least, but it had been a while since she’d had something to drink.
Scott smiled at her then sighed gently. “Thank you, but we both know that I am not getting much stronger.”
“It takes time. You’re also mastering unarmed combat instead of a weapon. The takes even longer since you need to have a much more powerful body condition to be the equal of someone who wields a sword or a gun.”
“Yeah, I should have learned sword skills or something during the tutorial. Now I can’t learn anything else effectively unless I find an appropriate weapon master or a training manual.”
The dragon girl waved his complaint away then said, “Unarmed combat is fine. I use it myself, you know.”
“Yeah, but you’re a dragon. You have a durability modifier that has made your body as tough as steel from the day you were born.”
She lifted her chin then acquired a superior expression, “Worship me, peasant!”
Scott laughed for the first time that evening. Scarlet joined him in his laugh. The mood had lifted considerably.
Monsters were fundamentally different than humans. They had natural ability modifiers that allowed them to be as strong and durable as a human wearing armor or wielding a weapon. Of course, the humanoid monsters like Scarlet could even wear modified equipment to have both natural and man-made defenses.
Humans started out relatively weak. Over time they gained passive abilities that modified their stats and had specialized weapons and armor. In this way humans and monsters tended to be on even footing when roughly the same level. The only work around for this was to exploit the weakness of your opponent, something humans could do easily by changing equipment. Most monsters were stuck with their natural abilities unless they were wealthy or had a human master to help procure equipment.
“Have you given thought to what you want to do, Master?”
Scott rubbed his chin for a moment then nodded. “I should be able to go home soon. It’s been nearly two weeks and my corrupted transfer protocol file should be repaired in a few days. I need to go back for a little while and get things in order.”
“Oh, yeah. You do need to go home I suppose.” Scarlet looked down at her ham sandwich.
“I’ll only be gone for 24 hours or so. I need to talk to the company that brought me into this, and check in with a few people.”
“Right, what about when you come back?”
“I don’t know, yet. Even after two weeks of doing quests all day and training for several hours at night, I still haven’t gained a new level. I’m close, but at this rate I just don’t know what to do.”
Scarlet took a bite of her sandwich then ran her tongue along her lips to retrieve an errant piece of cheese. After chewing and swallowing she said, “You’re gaining experience a lot faster than a normal human. Outlanders are lucky like that.”
Scott nodded but did not say anything. It was obvious that he felt his progress was still too slow.
“You’ve also increased your physical stats by several points each through work and training. It’s almost like you’ve gained two or three levels from those increases alone. We could try hunting soon.”
He lifted his head then asked, “True, but do you think I’m ready? The weakest monsters in the area are horned rabbits and they are all over level six at least.”
“If I’m with you, you probably won’t die. Though, you know what will happen after I get directly involved in a fight.”
Scott looked at her then sighed. He’d regained his knowledge of monster training and summoning after his skill corruption had been fixed. “Yeah, I can summon you to my side indefinitely as long as we aren’t in combat. If we get into a fight and you participate, I lose one mana point, multiplied by your level, every four seconds till the battle ends.” 
Their intimacy level had risen in the last few weeks. Due to their improved intimacy Scott’s capacity to keep Scarlet summoned during combat had increased. Originally, he would have had to spend twenty-two mana per second. Now he would expend twenty-two mana every four seconds. It was still an incredibly small window of time, but it was better than the five seconds total that he could have managed during the tutorial. 
“Yep, so I can be there to rush in and help if you get into trouble but you’ll lose some mana. The rabbits aren’t a problem for me. So, we’ll see how you do.”
“I suppose that could work. Plus, if the rabbits are too much for me, I can train my monster training and summoning skills by having you fight them. We can sell their pelts, horns, and meat. It might not be a lot of money, but once we get enough coin up to buy reasonable gear hunting will be easier.”
“That’s a good idea! We had to wait till your data file, as you call it, was repaired anyway. So, this training time wasn’t a waste.”
Scott grinned then called for his menu screen. He looked at his stat window.
~*~
Name: Scott Hunter
Race: Human
Class: Monster Trainer
Level: 1
EXP: 236/400 (59%) 
Hit Points: 213
Mana: 180
ATTRIBUTES
Strength: 18 (F)
Agility: 19 (F)
Vitality: 18 (F)
Durability: 16 (F)
Intelligence: 11 (F)
Charisma: 11 (F)
Faith: 11
(F)
Luck: 11 (F)

~*~
Scott considered the results of nearly two weeks work of hardcore training. The average stats for a normal human would range between eight to twelve points when they reached adulthood. Typically they would reach level four after roughly two years. Only humans who actively trained or went adventuring would rise beyond around level ten or twelve throughout their lives. Day to day living did not increase experience point totals quickly.
After receiving the blessing of the goddess Seductia he had regained ten points in each stat and acquired the same basic capacity of an average level one human. The quantum interference that had corrupted his data file had dropped him to one point in all stats, the same base that he’d had during the beginning of the tutorial. 
Through training he had increased his stats by twenty-seven total points. Scarlet had been right in her estimate. That was roughly two or three levels worth of increase. However, that was the result of training six, sometimes eight, hours a night for two weeks. The increases had come quickly in the first few days, but he had already seen a remarkable drop-off in overall stat increases recently. It had taken three days to increase his strength by one more point. He knew that he was close to reaching the limit of what he could do at this level of training.
Sadly, none of his non-physical stats had increased in the slightest. He would need to address that issue soon, but right now he needed to be physically more capable. If he could not find a way to increase his other stats through training, he could use the points that he acquired from leveling to raise those attributes. 
He specifically needed to train intelligence. It was the main component for increasing his mana supply. It coupled with charisma in order to determine the number of mana points he could use. Further, he needed to have twenty points in it before he could use first circle spells! That was different from the tutorial. He knew two spells, torchlight and healing prayer. The latter spell would be especially useful for training purposes as it would actively train all three of his primary mental and spiritual stats. Torchlight only trained intelligence, but it would be good practice anyway. He would need it for dungeon exploration.
Twenty-two mana spent every four seconds to keep Scarlet manifested in battle was ridiculous. The length of time would increase when intimacy level, charisma, and summoning skill increased. At some point he would have no limit on summoning time in battle, but that was a far off day as far as he could tell. 
He also needed to train faith so that he could be able to use healing prayer with real potency. Faith was a stat that modified the power of celestial and infernal magic. High faith would make divine and infernal powers much more potent. Honestly, he was surprised that he was able to buy the spell for only two thousand dollars. 
Once he could use it, he would be able to train three stats simultaneously! Further, magic worked based on pre-requisites. If he had a high-enough skill level for healing prayer, there would be a chance that increasing his stats and gaining a level would awaken knowledge of a new spell related to it. 
“You know, I hate the idea of dumping all of my points into one stat, but I really should train my intelligence when I reach level two. It would make things a lot easier.”
Scarlet stopped eating her sandwich long enough to smirk. “So, you don’t want to be a big, strong, idiot?”
He laughed softly then shook his head. His demeanor shifted and with grave sincerity he said, “Every stat is important, but if I can get my intelligence to twenty, I can train it using my two spells. I will need a lot of mana for my plans to raise an army of big breasted monster women to conquer the world.”
Scarlet nearly choked on a piece of ham. Scott leapt to her side and patted her on the back. Tears streamed from her eyes and she drank a bit of water. The crises passed and she turned to him. “Give a girl a little warning before you say things like that!”
Scott gave her a hug instead, and she calmed down immediately. “It’s ok Scarlet. You’ll always be my favorite big-knockered dragon queen.”
She tapped him on the nose playfully. “Bad dog, no biscuit.” 
He pouted at her and she relented. “Fine, maybe one biscuit.”
Her master drew her in close and kisses her sweetly on the nose then on the lips. The monster girl slid closer to him and they tenderly embraced each other for a few minutes. However, the moment passed and Scott slid one hand down to gently massage her soft, pink, slit. “Now, about that biscuit you promised.”
She smirked at him then leaned back then spread her thighs in a sensual manner. “Master, didn’t you know that white gravy goes best with biscuits?”
Scott grinned at her for a moment then a disturbing image flittered through his mind. His nose crinkled and his eyebrows drew together. After making that disgusted face he pulled away a little.
Scarlet pouted up at him, her eyes wide and innocent. It was an adorable sight to the man. “What’s wrong?”
“It’s nothing, really. I know that was supposed to be sexy talk or whatever, but I suddenly had an image of a biscuit covered with a very disturbing kind of gravy pop into my head.”
She looked up at him quietly for a moment then started to giggle. Her giggle turned into a full on laugh. Her laughter was infectious and soon Scott started laughing as well. The braying morons grew louder and their mirthful moment turned into quite the event. Life was not nearly so terrible when you weren’t alone. A little laughter, and not-quite-sexy biscuits, went a long way.



Chapter 2
The blazing sun, the warm spring wind, these things were great joys for Scott. The simple tasks that he performed were not dangerous and provided plenty of opportunities to enjoy the weather. Over Two weeks prior he had journeyed with Scarlet to the small village of Ervice. Upon arrival they had immediately set about the plan that they had concocted. Important quests would be done for the locals so that he could build trust with them and gain experience.
He pulled another weed from the ground then released a soft, happy, sigh. “This is great! The world is a wonderful place, you know.”
“You think pulling weeds is great, master?” Scarlet did not even bother to look at him. She was too busy pulling weeds of her own.
Scott laughed at her misery then pulled another weed. A sound, a loud Ding!, echoed through the air. A new screen popped up and once again it was a very welcome sight.
~*~
Hard work and dedication have granted you improved stamina!
Vitality +1
~*~
“Yes! This is great.” Who knew life could be so grand? Since they had moved to Ervice, Scott had gained only a little experience. However, his attributes had increased a little through training. This was even better than training in his opinion.
“What’s great?”
“I just gained a point in Vitality for pulling up weeds.”
Scarlet frowned at him then puffed out her cheeks. “How come I don’t get any stat points for this? I’m working too!”
Scott laughed at the adorable display. “Well, it’s your own fault for not being a pathetic weakling.”
She stuck her tongue out at him and he smirked at her. “You shouldn’t stick it out unless you intend to use it.”
A cheeky grin worked its way onto her face. “Oh I plan to use it... later.”
“Don’t threaten me, woman.”
She stuck her tongue out at him again then tilted her head from side to side in a childish display. Scott tossed a dirt clod toward her and she gasped at him in faux-shock. “How rude!”
They began a war of dirt clods after that. Neither of them threw the dirt directly toward their target, but they did haphazardly toss them into the air so that they would land near their opponent. The playful atmosphere nearly brought tears to Scott’s eyes after a while. He could not help but find the situation to be much better than what he’d had to deal with two weeks ago.
His flight through the Roxi Woodlands had made him feel blind. Now that he had the ability to use his stat screen again, and the power of the salvaged spell bracer, he could at least see his statistics and quick travel. Those factors had worked wonders for his self-esteem and general outlook.
“You do realize that hunting monsters would let you gain a level, right? That’s ten points that you could have right there.” Scarlet pouted at her master. She had suggested that he do quests like this. Unfortunately, she had not realized that he would be so dedicated when he took her advice! 
Scott looked over at the dragon. “Sorry, I keep forgetting that you don’t really grow stronger from this level of work.”
Scarlet pulled another weed free of the ground. “Training stats directly is the only way monsters can grow stronger on their own unless a human is involved. We only gain experience when fighting alongside a human master or dominating humans that we capture. I’m no stranger to hard work, but this doesn’t really count as hard for me.”
Something about her statement seemed a little off, but he let it go. A lot of things about this world seemed to be off or inconsistent from one day to the next. It was quite disconcerting. “We should try to raise some of your attributes, too. What would you suggest?”
She patted the earth gently. Replacing the dirt that had been disturbed by removing the weed was part of the job. “I need to do much more difficult work than this to increase my stats. Sadly, anything that I would suggest is beyond you at the moment.”
“Alright, then we’ll try to keep building my stats instead. Once we’ve done enough to allow me to fight weak monsters, we can see what happens.”
“I really don’t mind helping you get stronger, master. I just don’t like pulling weeds.”
He laughed a little then smiled. “That’s fine. We won’t take any more jobs like this then, OK?”
“I wouldn’t presume to ask you to do that.”
“I don’t really like weeding gardens either. I’m just doing it for the experience points. We can do something else and make the same thing happen.”
Scarlet readily agreed. At least he wanted to train. He had not been ready to face creatures well above him in strength, such as the monsters in the Roxi Woodlands.
The day wore on and finally the job was completed. Nine hours of weeding and tending to the fields had produced a spotless area. The farmer was greatly pleased.
“Wow, fifty experience points and two hundred copper just for weeding a field.”
The dragon yawned delicately then smiled at her master. “After taking my cut, you’re only a few more jobs away from gaining your first new level.”
“I wonder what it’s like? I gained a few levels during the tutorial, but everything seems so different now that I’m in the real world.” Scott was excited to see exactly what he could discover about this world. He had always dreamed of living in a place that worked like this, and now he could truly delve into its wonders.
“It feels great. All of your pain and cares flow away. It can be really addictive.”
The man from Earth turned to his pet and grinned. “There is an amazing world out there, isn’t there?”
She could not help but laugh at his child-like excitement. “How old are you again, master?”
“I don’t care if I seem immature right now. I’m living in a world where people fight monsters, gain levels, and can do amazing things. If you’d lived where I grew up you would understand.”
“Was it really so bad?”
“Bad? No, I wouldn’t call it bad. It just… it’s hard to explain really. There’s no sense of adventure I guess?”
Scott noticed a weed that they had missed earlier. “Heh, it thought it would get away.”
“What?” asked Scarlet.
“That weed, it thought that it would escape its destiny.”
“Seriously? You’re going to go pull it? We already completed the quest.”
“A job’s a job. If I just dismissed that weed I’d feel like I committed fraud by being paid.”
Scott walked over to the field and quickly snatched the offending vegetation out of the dirt. He patted the ground back into place and turned toward Scarlet, but he lost his current train of thought when a familiar sound caught his attention.
Ding! A new message screen popped up. “What? That’s crazy!”
~*~
Your diligence has allowed you to develop a greater understanding of responsibility.
EXP + 15
You have awakened a new power:

Diligence (passive)
Diligence allows you to complete routine tasks without becoming mentally fatigued.
~*~
“You’re kidding?”
Scarlet was confused. “What are you talking about master?”
“I just gained fifteen experience points and a new power for pulling out that weed!”
Her eyes widened comically then she laughed. “I gained two points from that! Quick, go pull some more weeds for me!”
“No way!” He laughed at her then tossed the weed aside. Strangely, the white glow did not die down.
“Hey what’s going on with this light?”
“You must be close to leveling.”
“Really? Let me check.”
Scott tapped his bracer and checked his status screen. “I’m at 79.87%.”
“Yeah, you’re definitely about to level! You’ll probably get there after two or three more quick jobs. We should do a really short quest instead of building your attributes.”
“Sounds good. Though, I really do want to raise my stats before I level too much. It’s always nice to be stronger than I look.”
Scarlet walked side by side with her master for a while. She hated comparing him to other people, but she could not help it. He was so different from the other humans she had briefly met. Scott seemed content to take things slowly and develop himself before facing challenges. He called his training style grinding, a term that both confused and excited her at the same time.
Humans interested in training typically gathered a lot of people together and tried to kill anything that moved. Sometimes their people died in the process, but it was effective. She had not seen many humans who would train hard to become as strong as possible individually. They were swarm creatures as far as she was concerned.
“Hey, Scarlet?”
“Hmm?”
“How high do levels go?”
She thought about it for a moment then shook her head. “I don’t know. I’ve never heard anything about who has the highest level in the world. I don’t think there is a set limit.”
“Levels aren’t really that accurate when it comes to determining your opponent’s strength, anyway. I’m a dragon. My innate capacity is much higher than most common monsters. Level twenty-two for me is equivalent to a much higher level for other monsters.”
“How much higher?”
She looked at Scott then grinned. “You’ve seen my stats.”
“Yeah, no kidding! Your mana points are insane compared to mine!”
“Some dragons have much stronger ability. Most of mine is naturally inclined toward defense.”
“Are you really as tough as your augmented defense stat claims?”
“Do you doubt my strength?”
“No, I just wonder if it’s possible for anyone to have a full-body durability rating as high as steel. I mean, even your eyes would be that durable!”
“I know that it seems really high, and for a level twenty-two monster it is. Still, there are humans with a much higher durability than I have currently.”
“Really? How do you train that?”
“You get the snot beat out of you and take damage from strong attacks.”
“That sounds painful.”
“It sounds painful because it is! As a dragon I will always have my durability increase by several points each level. It’s one of my primary attributes. I gain it faster through normal training and combat than anything else.”
“Wow! You know, I just did the math. If I spent every single point that I gain each level on durability… I’d have to be level fourteen or fifteen to match you, but in my late forties to equal your durability modifier. You’re a lot stronger than I will be at twenty-two.”
“Yes, such is the power of being a dragon. Keep doing the math and you’ll see how strong I am compared to a human.”
Scott did just that. He tallied up her total points in all attributes, removed the ten points that would have been hers anyway for being a normal human then his mouth gaped open stupidly. “At twenty-two you’re similar to level three hundred forty nine for a human!”
“Sounds about right. Now do you understand why a dragon would require an army of similarly leveled humans to defeat her?”
“No kidding! Even if you never trained anything or gained a single point through living normally, you’d have been as powerful as someone around level one hundred eighty, due to your modifiers, right?”
“Exactly, I killed a lot of humans to reach my level. It was extremely slow going.”
“Yeah, I’m not as thrilled to hear that.”
She shrugged. “That’s life. Are humans who kill other humans any better than a monster?”
“No, I guess not.”
“Exactly. Humans try to kill or claim us. We kill or claim them instead if we can. Whoever wins gets to become stronger. The loser just dies horribly or becomes property.”
Scarlet was so matter-of-fact about that nugget of truth that Scott began to lose his excitement for this world once more. It was true. He would have to blatantly kill a lot of things to become truly strong. It helped his sensibilities a bit when he remembered that monsters respawned, however.
“Hey, tell me something?”
“Yes, master?”
Scott stopped and looked at her. She turned to look at him as well.
“How do humans actually capture and bond monsters. Hell, how are there even any left alive? Your special enhancements make you like sixteen times higher in capacity than your level compared to me!”
“Not all monsters, even queens, are enhanced to the level that I am. Dragons are S class monsters. Other monsters have their own enhancements. Queens are all stronger than normal humans on a per-level basis, though.”
“No kidding! Even at level one, if my math is right... you’d have been like a level seventy-three human.”
She shrugged then tossed her head from side to side. She was obviously superior, why did he keep bringing it up?
Scott thought back to the men who had easily been captured or killed during his flight through the woods. He shook his head then asked, “Then how are humans alive and able to build towns?”
She shook her head. “Monsters are territorial. Humans tend to build in areas where weak monsters are located. Plus, they are masters of technology. They create specialized weapons and training programs. This in turn allows them to develop professions that give them abilities that work together against the monsters.”
Scott rubbed his chin, she had said quite a mouth full there. He chose to ask a different question. “Why did you accept me, Scarlet? With your level of power you’d have easily crushed me.” 
The dragon smiled at him then gently clasped his hand. “Ah, you want to know why I allowed a pathetic and lowly human to lay claim to my majestic womb?”
“Sure.”
She kissed him on the nose then said, “You seemed nice. You didn’t attack me. You didn’t threaten me. Instead, you apologized and invited me to a picnic. I had never met a human who could face down a dragon and offer her a sandwich.”
“So, basically... I offered you free food and it made you horny?”
Scarlet looked at him with a flat expression. However, her cheeks reddened suddenly and she looked away. Yep, he’d hooked her with a sandwich.
Scott remembered their first meeting and his face reddened slightly as well. He nervously ran his free hand down the back of his head, smoothing his hair in the process. “Well, I didn’t see a horrible monster. I saw a pretty girl that I didn’t want to fight.”
She snorted at him. “That will get you killed.”
“I know. I saw that sort of thing in the woods.”
“Good, at least you learned something.”
Scott squeezed her hand gently and she smiled once more. He was a rather nice human. It was really too bad that he was such a pathetically weak creature.
She noticed that he seemed down about something, so she offered him some advice. “Don’t take the numbers to heart so much. Humans do alright.”
“Really?” He turned his head to look into her eyes and she nodded in response.
Scarlet took his other hand and they shared a moment before she explained what she had said. “You see my stats and think that I have power equivalent to a level three hundred human, right?”
“Yeah, something like that.” That was how he read the screen.
“Humans make up for their naturally frail forms with their equipment and technology. For instance, a simple copper bracelet or ring, when properly crafted, can grant a full-body defense similar to being made of copper.”
His eyes widened. “I see, and compared to a human who is buck naked, the guy wearing the bracelet would appear to be much stronger.”
“Exactly! My defensive rating is equivalent to steel. It multiplies my durability by ten. Copper is rated at three, and multiplies durability by three.”
Scott did the math then nodded. “So, if two guys had durability of one hundred, and one wore a copper bracelet, he would have the equivalent of three hundred durability points? He’d be similar to someone twenty levels higher than the other guy, at ten points per level?”
“That’s right. A naked human of the same level would usually have no chance of surviving a fight with me. However, if they had powerful equipment, the skill to use it; and equally well-outfitted allies, the fight might end differently.”
“So, that’s how humans survive. They create incredibly strong equipment to make up for their weaknesses then join together in groups to fight monsters?”
Scarlet leaned forward and kissed him on the nose. “Yep!”
Scott smiled. “Then let’s get up a lot of money and buy some equipment.”
“Not a bad idea, but good equipment is expensive.” She stopped then eyed him critically. “Anything is better than what you are working with, though.”
He lowered his head for a moment then sighed. She had reminded him of how pathetic he still was. At the rate he was going it should be months before they could even try hunting weak monsters. They would give it a try, soon, however. He really wanted to see how his training had paid off. 
Silence fell upon them then, and for the remainder of the short trip back to town, neither of them spoke. There was a lot left unsaid, but they still needed to think about what had already been learned. 



Chapter 3
The scent of grease and syrup assaulted his nostrils. The feel of wet ceramic under his fingers, combined with the gossip of the kitchen, these were beautiful things! Scott Hunter smiled happily while washing dishes at the Dire Rabbit diner. 
He lifted one plate and rubbed it with his thumb. A satisfying squeak greeted his efforts. “What a wonderful place.”
“You really think washing dishes is wonderful, master?” Scarlet sighed then her shoulders slumped forward. He thought everything was wonderful of late. It had become something of a running joke between them.
“Sure, it’s not worth much money or experience, but it’s simple enough. Besides we get a discount on food while we’re working.”
She perked up when he reminded her of the discount. Less expense meant more food! She cleaned plates a little faster then placed several into the dishwasher.
“Alright, let’s set this load on wash and finish up.” Scott carried a rack full of plates over to the industrial grade dishwashing unit. 
“That’s the best thing I’ve heard all day!”
After loading the washer, Scott touched the gemstone on the front. A number appeared on the front. He held the gem down until the proper time was reached then tapped the stone next to it. Water began to stream into the apparatus immediately.
“I don’t know if I’ll ever get used to that.”
“Get used to what?”
Scott pointed at the dishwasher. “You people don’t use pipes or pumps. You just touch a magic crystal and pressurized water with different temperatures appears.”
Scarlet looked at him then at the dishwasher. He was surprised by something so simple? Crystal rune technology was the most common type of magic around.
“Almost done?” asked a masculine voice from the kitchen. An older man appeared at the doorway. He wore a black hairnet and a friendly smile.
“Yes, sir. Last load just went in. We were about to finish cleaning the area.”
“Good job. Let me know when you’re done and we’ll settle up.”
“Of course.” Scott smiled at him and the man waved his hand once then left.
“He seems nice.” said Scott.
“I suppose so, he’s about to get off work for the day too.” The red haired dragon ran her rag across the counter top then picked up a bottle of degreaser and set about doing a thorough cleaning job.
Scott did the same thing to the sinks and the tray racks. It was a team effort that they had worked at developing for several days. The diner had been a part-time job that paid by the day. He had never heard of restaurant day-laboring back home, but in this world it was apparently a thing. 
Between working here and the individual quests, he had come close to reaching level two. It had been an arduous journey, but such was life.
A few minutes after they finished cleaning up the dishwasher signaled completion of its task. Steam drifted from the plates despite the warm atmosphere. They were completely spotless and perfectly dry after another few minutes.
The dishes were taken to their ready position for dinner service then the duo headed off to find the manager. They waved and said goodbye to various workers on the way. It was their last day and they would be missed. The remaining workers would not have any eye candy to leer at during breaks.
~*~
The sound of cascading water drifted outward from the bathroom. Scarlet had decided to take a shower when they returned to their room. Scott, however, decided to spend his time learning everything that he could about this strange land.
Curious fingers poked at the holographic keyboard display that sat before him. Even computers existed in this world. They did not operate in the same way as the machines back home, but the end result was largely the same. 
“I still can’t believe that this place is real.” Scott shook his head. The absurdity of a real-life fantasy world was hard enough to swallow. The fact that the fantasy world operated on role playing game logic was blatantly impossible. 
He tallied up his money and sighed. After just over two weeks of odd-jobs and part-time work at a restaurant he had managed to secure just a little over one thousand copper after expenses. 
“It will cost thirty copper per night for us to stay here, not including meals. So, if I put half of the money aside, we can stay another week.”
He started to make a notation in his expense journal then stopped. Scott sighed softly. “Better make it eight hundred, that girl can really pack the food away.”
A sad memory surfaced after he thought of their food expenses. They were banned for life at the only all-you-can-eat buffet style restaurant in town. Never say, “Sure, it’s all you can eat.” to Scarlet.
Scott was both nervous and excited for tomorrow. Scarlet planned to go hunting with him in the nearby grassland. Fighting monsters was dangerous work because they always swarmed in areas where few people existed to keep their numbers down. Humanoid monsters like Scarlet were rare, but in the areas where they lived in great numbers regular monsters tended to be scarce. They were a ready food source. 
Humanoid monsters were more or less the local equivalent of named boss monsters. During his search on the Aethernet Scott learned a lot about the nature of such creatures. There were dragons that did not have a humanoid form, and did not look like turtles either. There were fox monsters that didn’t look like bimbos. Basically there was a world of monsters out there and only some of them evolved to become bosses. The fact that boss monsters typically looked like humanoid pornstars was just strange, but hey, at least it was easy to tell them apart!
Well, that was usually the case. There are some humanoid monsters that were not boss monsters, goblins for instance. There may be a few queen class goblins in any given forest or cave system, but mostly they were just regular monsters. They were ugly little bastards, however. Their queens tended to be prettier, though, so that helped the situation.
Humanoid monsters could be male as well, and those males were known as kings if they were in charge. They might be pretty or ugly depending on the race. 
It made sense to Scott now that he’d had such a hard time in the Roxi Woodlands. Almost all of the monsters there were queen class. This means that they were at minimum fifty percent stronger than a regular monster of their type. Just like Scarlet was obscenely powerful at level twenty-two, other queen class monsters were stronger than regular versions. The suggested level for traveling in the outskirts of the area was twenty-seven despite the fact that the average monster level was eight to twelve.
He had been surprised to discover that any monster could be made into a pet. Why would monsters like Scarlet be considered special if this was the case? The answer was simple. Only humanoid monsters could wear equipment similar to a human. There were a few specialty monster items in existence for inhuman body types, but they were hideously expensive. Kings and queens also had the power to summon their minions, but this power was translated through their master if bonded. Scott’s level and leadership skills currently prevented Scarlet from calling her dragon-turtles to battle. 
“She said we’d go hunt easy monsters tomorrow.” Scott reminded himself of the conversation that they’d had recently. Scarlet was eager to start hunting. She assured him that his attributes and finances would increase much more quickly through hunting.
Scott found the site he was looking for and smiled at the image on screen. It was a site that thrilled him to no end. “Discount spells. Oh yes, you will be mine.”
He signed up for their mailing list, and bookmarked the site for future purchases. Life had delivered him into a world where magic was real. He might as well learn to use it!
Unfortunately, the spell that he had learned from a purchased spell book back home was unavailable to him currently. His faith, intelligence, and charisma scores were too low to use it now that he’d been reduced to his current level. 
~*~
The tall grass swayed gently in the breeze and a gentle fragrance permeated the air. The grassland area outside of the small town was an enjoyable place to spend your time. It was the perfect place for a novice to hunt according to Scarlet.
“So, where are all these monsters you keep mentioning?”
The dragon shrugged then pointed further out. “You’ll need to go a little farther. Even a small town like this one has plenty of hunters.”
“Are you sure this will work for gaining experience? I mean, hunting rabbits and frogs doesn’t seem like it would be easy barehanded.” The prices for simple weapons and armor had nearly made him choke the day that they had gone shopping. Four hundred copper for a simple low-durability kitchen knife was just too much! He still had his unarmed combat skill, even if his mastery had been reset to zero. Training with scarlet had increased that skill by several levels, but real combat would increase it more rapidly. 
“You’ll be fine. I’ll be nearby to help if you get into trouble.”
Scott looked to Scarlet and saw the sincere smile she projected after saying something so strange. He had meant that wild animals tended to run away from people. Animals were afraid of humans after all.
It would not be long before he found out exactly how wrong he had been. A soft rustling motion from the grass signaled the fact that something was moving nearby. Scarlet stopped moving and motioned Scott forward.
He walked toward the shaking grass but his movements stopped cold when he saw what was waiting for him. “What the hell, man!”
A massive rabbit leapt from the tall grass and hurled its horned head toward the surprised hunter. Scott barely managed to dodge the furry torpedo. The bulky beast landed heavily then quickly turned toward him again. It opened its mouth and unleashed a feral snarl. Sharp predatory teeth smiled up at the man. Obviously this rabbit was not much of a grass eater!
Clawed feet dug into the earth and the creature launched itself toward him once more. This time it managed to catch Scott on the shoulder as it passed by in a blur of motion. Blood erupted outward showering the grass in his bright crimson vital fluid.
He cried out in pain and staggered back. If that attack had hit him directly he would have died! This rabbit was no joke!
The pattern repeated itself three more times. Twice Scott took light damage from the speedy attacks of the unstoppable hell beast. 
The rabbit stopped its leaping attacks briefly and growled at him. It was becoming frustrated. Scott thought that this might be his chance to attack, but that chance never came. The rabbit reared back and opened its fanged maw. Scott did not take more than two steps toward it before a hellish scream erupted from its adorably vicious mouth.
~*~
Horned Rabbit has used Bunny Battle Cry!
Due to your low charisma you are unable to resist its intimidating power. 
You are paralyzed with fear for 6 seconds.
You cannot move.
All statistics have been reduced by 25% for one minute.
The horned rabbit’s statistics have increased by 10% for one minute.
~*~
Frozen in paralytic fear, Scott could do nothing but shudder and stare at the monster as it prepared for another powerful leaping strike. The incoming attack was unavoidable. He was knocked to the ground by the brutal impact. The attack accuracy of a leaping rabbit horn assault was low, but due to his decreased stats and paralyzed state the horn had managed to hit him in the chest, near his shoulder. 
The horn penetrated deeply and neatly separated his arm from its socket. Only a few devastated strands of flesh kept the limb attached to his body. 
Scott screamed in agony and immediately lost all sensation in his arm beyond extreme pain. He could not move it at all! The rabbit tore its horn from the ruined shoulder of its would-be prey then prepared to feast. However, a dark shadow suddenly loomed over it..
The hundred pound beast turned its head to see what had happened then chittered in terror. Scarlet, in full dragon girl mode, snarled down at the beast. The terrified rabbit tried to run away but a bright red blur raced behind it. The dragon gripped the hapless rodent by the horn then casually snatched it up by the thick pelt on its back. The rabbit kicked wildly in fear of its life, but it could not reach its opponent.
Scarlet launched herself upward then rocketed high into the air. She soared upward beyond the clouds. She flew high enough that the air grew chill, and then higher still. The air grew thin now and she figured it was a reasonable place to stop. “Have a nice trip bunny.”
She casually tossed the rabbit forward and it fell at a rapid pace. Wind whipped its ears back and the rabbit screeched in mortal terror, the skin of its face became distorted by the air as it rapidly plummeted toward the ground below. It flailed its paws uselessly in an attempt to stop what was coming. Scarlet smiled then flew down after it. When it hit the ground the force of impact shattered its body, but surprisingly it was not yet dead.
It landed a few hundred feet from Scott. The paralysis had worn off, but the brutal attack had done its job. The pain in his shoulder had died away, despite the severity of the injury. Scott was too angry to notice. He wasted no time pondering the insanity of his wound. He ran over to the fat bastard rabbit bastard that had nearly taken his arm.
It cried out feebly due to its shattered body. The pathetic sight was almost enough to turn the hunter’s stomach. The horned rabbit was obviously experiencing incredible pain. The weakness passed, however. The murder bunny’s would-be meal lifted its feeble human foot. Scott stomped down onto the rabbit’s head with all the remaining strength that he could muster. 
He had to repeat that motion twice more but the rabbit finally died. Scott jumped back suddenly. A vibrant and victorious fanfare had sounded throughout the area. Upbeat victory music began to play in the background after the initial alert sounded. 
Ding! A menu screen popped up congratulating him on his first kill!
~*~
Congratulations! You’ve defeated your first real opponent.
The horned rabbit’s monster information is now available in your bestiary.
You have acquired 30 experience points for your hard work. 
~*~
“Thirty experience points! I didn’t do anything but nearly get killed by a big ass rabbit.” He was honestly surprised that he had gained any experience points. Scarlet was much higher in level than he was. 
Scarlet swooped down and landed nearby. She had been close enough to hear what he was saying. “Alright! You finished it off!”
“Thanks to you. Man, how weak am I that a rabbit can kick my ass?”
Scarlet laughed at his emasculating moment of triumph. “At least you survived. You even finished it off before your mana ran out!”
That last point was important. Scott checked his stats then shuddered. He’d lost over one hundred thirty mana during that short fight. Had it gone on much longer Scarlet would have been banished for at least an hour.
“Yeah, barely. Now I’m a cripple though.” Scott tried to sound cool, but he knew that he was badly injured. That rabbit’s strike was deadly. What he didn’t understand was how the pain had decreased to a dull-ache. It was certainly much worse only a few seconds prior.
“Hmm, yeah. We should let you rest awhile so that your arm can regenerate.”
“Rest awhile to regenerate? What makes you think I can regenerate a badly damaged shoulder after a short rest? It took me days to heal after waking up in the woods.”
She stared at him then cocked her head to the side. “You don’t regenerate from resting where you come from?”
“We do, but not major injuries like this. We have to have surgery to repair the torn muscles and stop the bleeding!”
“Are your hit points really that low in your home world?” Scarlet could not fathom a world filled with such easily killable people.
“We don’t have hit points there.” Scott looked at his status screen once more to see how many hit points he had lost.
“It took off one hundred eighty-five points with a few grazing hits and good strike!” He’d lost that many hit points just from that one fight! No wonder he was cautioned not to go hunting until he had reached a higher level!
He reached over and grabbed his ruined arm. He could feel the pressure of his hand gripping his wrist. This meant that he really did still have sensation in that arm. Where was the pain?
He lifted the arm up and let it flop back down. A jolt of pain lanced through his body, but then it passed and he felt nothing from the ruined area.
Scott gasped in surprise when he felt a strange tingle race through his body. The onscreen information changed. He had regained one hit point.
“Your hit points only restore themselves slowly while you are awake and active. A good night’s sleep will usually completely heal all wounds.”
“Seriously? If I went and took a nap I would wake up perfectly fine?”
She stared at the oozing wound. “It’s not that bad. The rabbit didn’t puncture anything important. At that level of damage it would probably take a good night’s rest to completely heal. If you need to heal when you’re awake try eating something. That can increase your regeneration capacity.”
Scott was astonished. Not that bad? The rabbit didn’t puncture anything important? His shoulder would completely heal just by going to bed for the night? Was such a thing possible? In his own world that kind of injury might give him permanent loss of motor-control even with expert surgery. During the tutorial he had seen minor injuries and bruises fade away quickly or disappear after resting, but this was entirely different! This type of thing was a life-altering injury back home.
During the tutorial he’d seen his injured hands be restored to full function after only a short rest, but when he’d returned to this world a few weeks ago he’d been injured so badly on arrival that it had taken days to heal! How much damage had his body taken that a system like this had taken several days to restore his health? Certainly he had not managed to receive much real rest in the forest, but the total amount of time resting should have counted for something.
He felt the tingle go through his body once more. He could feel his fingers again. It took great mental effort, but he actually made his index finger wiggle. This was amazing!
“While we’re waiting, let’s see what we can get from the rabbit.” Scarlet pointed at the corpse lying nearby.
Scott squatted down and Scarlet pointed out a few things about looting corpses. “This rabbit has fur, bones, meat, fangs, and a horn that can be harvested. You probably won’t be able to collect much but the meat and the horn this time. We don’t have a skinning knife.”
“We should get one for next time I guess?”
“It would be a good idea. Today was just about you meeting your first monster in combat and seeing what it’s like.”
“Yeah, I saw exactly what it’s like. No wonder you wanted me to gain a few levels first!”
Scarlet grinned at him. He had actually done pretty well for his first time. The rabbit was at least five levels higher than he was. Plus it had its racial modifiers. “You should work on your physical skills more. Agility, vitality, and durability will help you out. All people who fight directly need those attributes to be high, but it is especially necessary for unarmed fighters. Fighting appropriately leveled monsters will improve those stats the most for you right now.”
“Just like the stats from doing other jobs, right? I should probably hunt the critters around here until I don’t gain any stats from it.”
“That’s slow but effective. Most humans just rely on gaining levels then find out later that monsters are often a lot stronger than their natural level would allow for because they gain stats instead of experience points when not dealing with humans.”
“I see. Since monsters only gain experience by killing humans, mating with them, or fighting alongside them, they end up raising their stats more compared to what their level claims.”
“Right, and our natural racial modifiers make things even more difficult for humans. You developed your stamina and vitality by doing work. That sort of work did not increase your stats much because of the difference in effort versus your ability. Fighting monsters is the same way. The easier it becomes to fight that monster, the slower it raises your stats.”
“I suspected something like that. That’s why I was happy to increase my stats while working and training. It makes sense when you think about it. I gain ten points to use for my attributes when I increase my level. If I spend them on a specific attribute it will increase, but it will be a little harder to increase it by training after that.”
“Exactly. You might only gain a handful of attribute points while fighting rabbits and the other monsters around here, but if you wait to use your points from leveling until after the monsters in the area no longer help you gain attributes, you’ll be much stronger.”
“It would be like being several levels higher than my level claims, right?”
“Right! I honestly don’t know why most humans don’t train that way.”
Scott shook his head. That didn’t make sense to him either. Even if he only gained one extra point per level in every attribute, by the time he was level twenty all of his attributes would be twenty points higher. That would be roughly equivalent to an extra eight levels. It was worth a try, and seemed quite doable. 
“You know, what I really need is some actual combat training. I was a soldier for a few years back home, but we didn’t train for this kind of fighting.”
“Really? That could still be useful! What kind of weapons did you use?”
He shrugged. “Rifles mostly.”
“Ah, you used guns. They are useful for low level monsters but they become really expensive to upgrade and maintain for higher levels. Even then they are best for soft-bodied monsters and useless against some others even at lower level.”
“I see, so this world really does have guns too?” He was a little excited by the prospect but her dismissal of firearms was disconcerting. They seemed like a specialty item. During the tutorial he had found a .38 pistol but he had not used it. Now he didn’t even have access to it. He had lost all of his items from that time when he had returned to this world.
“Yes, and they could be useful If you heavily specialize in them. The problem is that they can’t really be used with higher level enchantments.”
“Why not?”
Scarlet eyed the rabbit corpse hungrily for a moment then her stomach rumbled. She blushed at Scott then grinned. “Uh, oh guns? Well, it’s extremely costly to enchant ammunition individually.”
“So, why not just enchant the gun itself?”
She shook her head. “Enchantments have a field of effect. Once beyond the effect range the magic stops.”
“Ah, I see. So maybe indirect effects like an increase in accuracy or increased bullet velocity when firing, but once the bullet is fired it’s on its own?”
“Yes. That sounds possible. Powerfully enchanted guns can be very useful weapons, but they are hideously expensive and tend to be less useful in the long run compared to other weapons.”
“Is the same true for bows?”
She thought about it for a moment then shook her head. “It’s a little easier and slightly less expensive to enchant arrows compared to bullets. Bows are more popular at higher levels, too. However, arrows are just like bullets when enchanted. Fire an enchanted bullet or arrow and lose it forever, every time. ”
Scott took her words and carefully considered them. After a moment, he asked, “So, there are no bows or guns that fire energy projectiles?”
“Energy projectiles?”
“Yeah, you know, like a bow that fires bolts of lightning instead of an arrow, or a gun that shoots beams of light?”
“Oh! You mean artifact weapons! Yes, those exist but they are rare to find in stores. Few people can make them and they tend to be discovered in ancient ruins more often than they are found up for sale.”
“If I wanted to use guns or bows I’d probably need to find an artifact weapon to be able to fight with them at high levels?”
“I’d say so. Normal bows have the same issues as guns. Once the arrow or bullet has left the effective spell range of the weapon it can’t add the enchantment to the arrow anymore. This isn’t a problem for something like a sword. If you’re in range of being hit by a sword, then you’re within the spell range.”
“I see. So melee weapons are more popular, then?”
“Yes, but professional militaries still use a lot of gunners and archers. Even without enchantments they can be highly effective when multiple gunners or archers fire on the same enemy.”
Scott filed that tidbit of information away for later. He squatted down and touched the rabbit’s corpse. This was his first time really putting his hands on such a creature. The overly large rodent could feed a single family for weeks!
After running his working hand over the fur for a few seconds a menu screen popped up.
~*~
Would you like to loot the corpse of deceased Horned Rabbit?
Yes | No
~*~
“Weird.”
“What’s weird master?”
“I’m being asked if I want to loot the corpse.”
“Why is that weird? When you kill an enemy you should always loot their corpse unless you have specialty skills to work on.”
“Seriously?” Scott clicked ‘yes’ then pulled his head back when a bright light flared from the body of the rabbit. It disappeared instantly. In its place were several coins, a horn, and a small square section of meat. The various bits of loot were neatly arranged on a piece of skin roughly the size of his chest.
“What the hell.” He could not believe what had just happened. The hundred pound beast had disappeared only to be replaced by a handful of things.
“Not bad. I’m not sure what all of that is worth in town, but there was a silver coin among the loose change.”
“Silver coin! We had to pull weeds for half a day to get that much money.” Scott stared at the coin like it was some sort of eldritch abomination.
“Ha ha, Mama’s gonna eat tonight!” Scarlet started to dance around like a happy idiot. Scott grinned at her antics. She was a certain kind of special, no matter how you looked at it.
Scott thought about the situation for a moment then asked. “Why would a rabbit need money?”
“Horn polishing?” Scarlet looked at Scott then grinned like an idiot. He could not help but laugh at the stupidity of her answer. It helped the mood a lot.
The dragon girl raised one finger into the air. “Loot does not really have to make sense. It’s a reward for defeating an opponent.”
“I suppose, but what if I had preferred to just butcher the rabbit to have more meat?”
She shook her head. “Don’t loot the corpse if you want to use specialty skills. Looting simplifies the process.”
Scott looked down at the neatly packaged stuff sitting on the rabbit fur. He had to admit that looting was convenient, even if he had lost a lot of potential meat that he could have sold. “Maybe.”
“You know, this is ridiculous.” He scooped up the coins and sighed.
“How so?”
He looked at Scarlet. “One horned rabbit paid almost as much as a half day’s work pulling weeds.”
She laughed at his sour expression. “Yes, hunting is much more lucrative than simple jobs like that. Quests can provide a lot of experience and coin, though. Once we’ve developed your skills enough for taking on monster hunting quests, we can really earn some money.”
“That sounds like it could be a lot of fun. Hopefully, I’ll be strong enough not to die horribly when that day comes.” 
“I believe you will, master. You’re already healing nicely from your fight earlier.”
Scott felt the electric tingle run through his body again. His fingers moved a little more easily now. This really was a strange and interesting world. He started to believe that he really could survive, even thrive, here. He wanted to become strong and see more of this wonderful place.
The lack of pain in his extremities was bizarre, but useful. After discussing it with Scarlet, he learned that when regeneration kicked in, all pain would be numbed. His had kicked in when the rabbit was taken beyond his reach for a few seconds. He had effectively ended his part of that battle then entered a new fight when he killed the rabbit. Between those two actions his regeneration had kicked in full-swing. The new fight had not lasted long enough to end his regeneration effect, so the pain had not returned.



Chapter 4
Change his life, see a new world. The life of a hero in a fantasy world sounded like it would be an uplifting and amazing experience. It was too bad that this brave new world was essentially no different than the world that he had grown up in, in some ways. If you had no money, life was tough. 
When you are tossed into a brave new world with nothing but the clothes on your back things tend to be rough. Still, at least it was an interesting world. 
Whenever he learned something new, a little message screen would pop up to tell him about the new skill. If he found an interesting item, made a friend, or earned some money something similar would happen.
This would happen so frequently that he expected to see it happen for every little thing that he did. When a triumphant fanfare echoed from his stall in a public bathroom after completing a call of nature, it had been rather disturbing. The announcer who had proclaimed, “You acquired lubricated condoms!” when he finished purchasing some of them for his first quest in this world had provided the opportunity to undergo a particularly embarrassing moment.
Since then he had sought out quests that allowed him to leave town. He did not intend to receive any more vibrant fanfares for surviving the lunch hour special at Tasty’s Taco Terror. He certainly did not want someone hearing about it every time he bought condoms or laxatives! No wonder people farmed out jobs like that.
“Master, what do you mean I can’t go with you?” Scarlet, pouted at him. 
“Sorry, the job specifies no pets allowed. It’s only for one day.”
“I’ve only known you two weeks! This is so sudden. I’ll miss you way too much! What am I supposed to do while you’re off working on a farm!” She thrust her hands up for emphasis then snorted loudly.
“I don’t know, work out? Watch TV? Get a job of your own?”
“J-job? You mean work? I’m a dragon! I am meant to rule, not do manual labor!” She pressed her thighs together, crossed one arm over her magnificent breasts, and then looked away from him.
He sighed. “You know, you don’t have to be a waitress, right? There’s no reason to let random guys grab your ass for tips.”
She pouted at him then shook her head. “This is unacceptable! I don’t want to be separated from you when you’re here! What if you end up liking the job, huh? What about our plans, master!”
“This is for those plans Scarlet. We need the money, and fighting monsters right now will get me killed even with you helping. I haven’t managed to beat even one more monster since that first one. We’ve tried it repeatedly. I’m just not ready, yet. Even those damned rabbits kick my ass. Hell, the steel-fang wolf that popped up out of nowhere kicked the crap out of you.”
Her face turned the same color as her name. That was an unpleasant memory, she had won the fight quickly but the wolf had done serious damage with its stealth paralysis attack and hideous agility. At level twenty-two she was roughly equivalent to a naked unarmed human who was around the mid three hundreds level-wise. A steel-fang wolf was a level ninety monster that lived in the mountains far from the area. Even so, it would not even be in her league if they were to fight normally. However, its special abilities and sudden attack had taken her off guard. 
Scott was still level one, but very close to gaining a level. If only he’d just keep trying, they could make it work. Yes, rabbits were a challenge to him at the moment, and normal wolves were practically a death sentence, but he only needed to defeat a few more rabbits. It would not be that hard if they made the effort to find rabbits that were off to themselves. Though, that was actually a rarity. Rabbits tended to run in groups. 
They had tried using her overwhelming power to hunt large groups of rabbits, but even at her skill-level it took several seconds to kill a few rabbits. Every four seconds would cost him twenty-two mana. A small herd of rabbits could take as long as twelve to twenty seconds. That would suck out half his mana right there. If they called for friends the fight might not end quickly enough, and Scarlet would be sent back to her world due to his lack of mana to manifest her during battle.
When that had happened he had been unable to call her back for a minimum of one hour, even if he had the mana to do so. If she was forced to depart like that in the middle of a swarm Scott would die. He’d had to use his Serenity ability twice already to avoid a gruesome death at the hand of dozens of murderous rabbits.
While he had gained a few experience points when she fought like that, it was miniscule. If he did not do serious injury to an opponent during a fight, or perform a major support function, he would receive only one experience point per battle. Even if she killed twenty rabbits during a fight, he received only one point! 
The meat, skin, and horns were worth collecting and selling, but the shops only bought those items in bulk. Due to their common nature those items were extremely easy to acquire. A bundle of sixty skins, the least that they would accept at one time, was worth only a single silver coin. The horns were worth more, twenty-four horns per silver. The meat was roughly half a copper per pound. 
Selling the meat might have been a good way to earn extra money if they were able to butcher them properly. However, neither of them had great skill with cooking, skinning, or even simple knife work. The meat came out mangled and difficult to sell. Only loot-meat seemed to be worth acquiring at the moment. 
When scarlet killed the rabbits they only dropped a few measly copper coins, if they dropped any at all. Her level was too high for any real reward. They had spent an entire day hunting. Scott had gained only twelve more experience points and nearly died twice. They had earned fifty-four copper from loot drops and about three more silver for their efforts after selling the loot. It was only slightly better than pulling weeds!
Scarlet had suggested that they join together with other adventurers to go hunting but the hunters in this town had all proven to be complete assholes, or idiots. Sometimes they were both. They were also rare. Few people stayed in the area long since rabbits were too weak for most adventurers to be interested in fighting. Dedicated hunters tended to go after much stronger prey in the area, as well.
Scarlet frowned cutely then said, “How much does it pay?”
“Twelve silver plus room and board.”
She blinked then stared openly at him. “Twelve silver! The best job we’ve gotten so far only paid a few hundred copper. There has to be a catch!”
“Maybe, but twelve silver would help out a lot, right?”
The dragon girl performed a few quick calculations. “That’s enough to buy me that cute little faux-ruby ring.”
“Yes, or a few low-quality healing potions and a wood bracelet. We’ll actually be able to hunt when this job is done.”
“Well, yes.” The dragon girl sighed softly. The ruby ring would have looked ever so nice on her finger. Still, it made sense to buy Scott light armor like a bracelet. The wood bracelets in the town armory increased durability by fifty percent, which was pretty good for common wood.
His biggest issue at the moment was that he took too much damage from simple attacks. The bracelet might help. 
She pouted again. “I still want to go with you.”
He pulled the petulant girl in for a warm hug then kissed her on the forehead. “I know, but we need this Scarlet. This is hopefully our last low-level job. I am very close to leveling. Even one more level could mean the difference between hunting full-time and working as wait-staff and dishwashers.”
She kissed him on the nose, her typical reward and method of acquiescence, and then nodded. “Alright, master. I guess I can’t really say anything anyway. I’m the pet after all. Still, can you at least send me home till you come back? I’ll miss you too much otherwise.”
Scott held her tightly and she knew the answer. He really was a good master.
Softly, he kissed her on the lips. She closed her eyes and he whispered, “Scarlet, I bid you depart.”
She gasped loudly then grew silent as her body dispersed into motes of light. She had been sent back to her home world until he called for her again. Her turtles probably missed her anyway, so it would be a nice reunion.
Monsters lived in their own reality, and came here to train and find human mates. When a monster was banished or slain it was forced back to its home reality until it could return, an event known as respawning.
He truly hated to do that. It did not hurt her, but it did remind them both that she was ultimately different than he was. He was human and she was a monster who existed to serve his needs.
~*~
“Oh, I see. All you want me to do is milk your cow?” Scott looked to Mr. Oldman, the owner of the farm.
The elderly man smiled beatifically, in the way of ancient farmers, and said “Yes, she’s a wonderful heifer. It’s her season for milking and I’m too old to do it right. The arthritis among other things.”
“Right, that’s what I’m here for!”
The old man laughed gently, but coughed long and hard afterward. Even in a fantasy world, old age took its toll. “My cow is a feisty one. How are your hands, son? They aren’t cold are they?”
Scott shook his head. “No, it’s pretty warm out.”
“Good. My cow hates cold hands. She can’t stand them. Warm hands make her happy; sometimes a little too happy.”
“I’ll… keep that in mind, sir.”
Mr. Oldman pointed to a barn in the distance then smiled. “She’s over there. Doesn’t come out to the pasture much when she’s in her season. Everything you need is in the barn.”
“Right. I’ll get to it then.” 
The old man watched him walk away then sighed. “Oh, to be sixty years younger.”
Scott did not think anything was strange or unusual about going to a barn to milk a cow. That is where cows tended to hang out when being milked. No, what disturbed him was the fact that it did not look like a barn on the inside.
The outside of the barn had been a simple red and white wooden affair. Nothing about what he had seen there prepared him for the opulence that the inside provided. Barns were supposed to have dirt or perhaps concrete floors. They smelled of animals and hay.
This barn had a polished marble floor and what Scott could only assume was a mini-bar. “What the hell? Who keeps a cow in a place like this?”
“Hey, what’s wrong with my barn?” 
Scott looked toward the voice and found that he could not tear his eyes away from the sight standing before him. The girl was quite pretty. She appeared to be in her late teens to early twenties. Her soft brown eyes, and white-blond hair streaked with light pink highlights, would have been right at home in a trendy night club. He thought that the black collar she wore was interesting. Of course, the small cowbell that was attached to the collar was a cute touch, too.
Of course, her hair and eyes were not the assets that kept his attention so firmly rooted. He really could not help but stare. The poor girl had to experience crippling back pain frequently.
“It’s a nice barn, really.” Scott put up both hands in a placating manner. He did not want to offend the farmer’s daughter, or whoever she was.
She smiled at him. “I’m glad. I don’t get much company here since my owner took sick.”
“Owner…?” Did he hear her right?
“Yeah, I really like Mr. Oldman. It’s terrible that he’s barely able to get out of bed recently, but I’ve needed to be milked for a while.”
Scott’s expression must have caused her some discomfort because she blushed. “I, well, I tried to milk myself but it doesn’t really work well without help. It’s hard for me to aim properly. The milk goes everywhere.”
“Oh! But, you’re not worried about that! You must be here for a reason. No one really comes to visit me.”
“Well, I was asked to milk the cow…” Scott had yet to see a cow and he suspected that he had been tricked, especially with what she was saying about milking.
“Really! That’s wonderful! I swear, I thought I was going to burst!”
Scott would have said something but the girl immediately unbuttoned her top and let her massive mammaries swing free. ”Look at how swollen my udders are!”
The sudden change in the conversation caused his eyes to widen so quickly that they threatened to pop out of their sockets. “Yeah, definitely swollen.” 
She nodded at him then leaned back to allow him to inspect her talent. “I think we’ll get a lot of milk today, but…”
“But?” Scott nodded and questioned at the same time. He was still trying to process what was happening. Did this girl really expect him to milk her?
“I can’t do it on my own. I’ve tried it all day and nothing comes out. You’re going to have to help me relieve all this tension.”
“I can do that, I think.”
She bounced up and down a little then asked, “Really? That’s so nice of you. Let’s go upstairs and get started.”
Scott followed the ‘cow’ upstairs and was surprised by two things that he discovered. The first thing was that the normal seeming girl had a tail, more specifically a cow’s tail. The second thing was that the upstairs area was a well-appointed bedroom. His not-entirely-bovine companion quickly stripped off her outer garments then stood before him wearing nothing but black lacey panties.
She placed her hands on her curvaceous hips then struck a pose. “I’m not just any cow you know. I’ve won three blue ribbons at the town fair.”
“Well, you’re definitely the prettiest cow I’ve seen.”
“Thank you! You are too sweet. The farmer is usually all business, but you seem like a really nice guy.”
Her tail whisked back and forth behind her for a short time before she gestured to her bed. “We should get started.”
“Absolutely.” Scott moved forward with all the restraint he could muster. The entire time his mind screamed to him, “It’s a trap!”
He heard those fateful words repeatedly and they did not stop even after the cow-girl flopped down on the bed. When she arched her back a bit and presented her breasts Scott carefully placed a hand down atop those great monuments to femininity.
The cow whimpered a little then pouted up at him. “See, they are so sensitive right now. Be gentle, OK?”
“I’ll try, but if I hurt you let me know?”
She smiled brightly at him then put her hands behind her head and closed her eyes. Scott took this as a signal to perform a tension releasing massage, not that it was doing anything for his own growing tension!
“Mmm, so warm.”
“Excuse me?”
She did not open her eyes, but did answer. “Your hands, they’re really warm.”
“You like that?”
The cow nodded gently then wiggled around on the bed a little. Scott took that as a signal to talk less, and massage more.
Experimentally, he ran his thumb along her pert pink areolae. The cow shuddered in response. A soft but easily heard, “Moo.” escaped her incredibly kissable lips. While that was odd, it was even stranger because she actually said, “Moo.” It wasn’t a sound-effect such as what someone might expect from a real cow.
Scott tilted his head to the side and chose not to dwell on that fact. He had to take care of the business at hand. Uncertain what to do, but willing to give anything a try, he slid one hand down to knead the flesh along her ribs just beneath her arm pit. The other hand tenderly gripped her breast. 
“Moo...ooo...” The cow moaned louder now. Scott massaged her aching side muscles while kneading her breast. Soon, she began to squirm. Then she began to pant as he worked his unskilled but eager magic on her chest. 
After a few minutes of relieving her tension she bit her lip gently then looked up at him. Her right hand left its spot then slid down to her panties. She blushed brightly but could not help herself. This felt too good.
“No one has ever been so gentle with me.”
Scott smiled at her and tried his best not to notice what she was doing with her hand. He failed miserably, of course. Gently, she stroked the top of her panties. “So…”
“So?”
She looked up at him as though she were embarrassed. “I’m in heat... if... I mean. Well, I’ve never been bred…but…you have such warm, gentle hands.”
Scott smiled and lifted a hand up to her face. He stroked her cheek tenderly then ran his thumb across her lips. Her tongue slid out and she licked his thumb softly before sucking it into her mouth.
Her hair fell back revealing one of her ears fully for the first time. They were shaped similar to a cow. That brought everything back to reality briefly. He knew that she was the supposed ‘cow’ he had been asked to milk. Until he had seen the tail, and now her ears, he had not known she was anything but a normal human being, albeit a very ‘blessed’ girl.
Alright, he had to stop mentally dancing around the obvious. The girl had gigantic breasts. They were not so large as to be grotesque but they were certainly big, well-formed, and incredibly perky. She could probably give a couple of gallons of milk per breast!
She gasped, bringing him back into the moment. He looked down to see that she had slid her panties to the side and her fingers were now stroking her beautiful mound directly.
“I... really need it. Please… So, hot.”
Tears began to form at the corners of her eyes as her body became much hotter to the touch. She burned with a feverish passion. Was it right, though? Sure, she wanted it but he had no idea of what was right or wrong in this crazed place. The farmer had been nice to him, could he really fuck his ‘cow’ Even if she desperately wanted, would it be alright?
More to the point, what about Scarlet? Yes, she had often said that they would need to add more members to the harem. Yet, this and that were two separate things. He was not sure this constituted cheating. However, he was of the opinion that when someone was uncertain about that sort of thing it usually meant that it in fact, was cheating.
How would she feel when she learned about this? It was not something he would keep secret. Would it hurt her? He didn’t know. What did he really mean to the dragon girl? Was he just her master and potential breeding stock? Did she actually care about him as a person? They got along very well, but she had once told him that he was just a convenient person. It was hard to really understand the situation from a romantic stand-point.
Torn, he looked down at the girl. One look at her beautiful, hopeful, face made the decision. She was in incredible need, right now. He could not say no. He could, however, make her work for it. “If you want it so badly, tell me what you’d like me to do?”
“Really? I can tell you?”
Scott nodded and she smiled with pure enjoyment. “If you’d be willing could... could you suck on them?” She pulled her hands to her breasts and pressed them together for emphasis.
In response he leaned down and kissed her closest breast gently. She whispered, “Moo.” gently and then firmly when he slid his tongue out to caress her nipple. He moved his tongue along her overly sensitive flesh in a slow and sensual circle that caused her to shudder visible.
Her bull began to suck on her nipple softly. He slid one hand down to stroke her aching slit and marveled at the wetness he found there. She was right, she really did need it badly if a little light petting made her get to this point.
It was not long before Scott felt a foreign wetness in his mouth. The sweetest thing that he had ever tasted in his life filled his senses. He pulled away, and his partner moo’ed out a disappointed complaint. 
“So, sweet.”
She smiled at him and nodded. “Yes, my milk is very sweet. It goes for top coin at the market.”
Scott grinned at her then took her breast in hand once more. He was ready to return to his necessary duty. However, he had unleashed the flood gates. Even that light pressure was enough to cause a pressurized stream of bright white liquid to fire out with incredible force. It was as though he had been hit in the face with water from a pressure washer.
He gagged on it. The stream of milk had erupted upward and shot him directly in the open mouth. He coughed and sputtered hard.
She cried out and offered an apology, but he told her not to worry about it. He did suggest that they might be able to do the milking now. She wanted to receive a bit more attention first, but agreed in the end. Business should come before pleasure after all.
Milking the cow was a rather intricate affair. It involved heating up a set of suction cups so that they would be reasonably warm to the touch. Scott helped her strap them on and began the suction process.
“Ok, now stand behind me and bring your arms around.”
Scott did as she asked and the cow wiggled her rear end against his groin. He smirked at her then followed her next instruction as well. He moved his hands up to massage her breasts to help the milking process along.
He kissed her softly on the shoulder and she leaned her head back, luxuriating in the feeling of being treated so gently. Usually, the farmer just hooked her up to the machine and squeezed her breasts a few times for good effect then left. Occasionally he would also bring her dinner but most of the time she had to eat whatever was available in the vegetable crisper.
Scott blew on her ear and she flicked it in response. He laughed and she giggled. “Hey, that tickles!”
“So does this!” He began to tickle her and she squealed happily. The milk-o-matic chimed out a note that signaled the end of the milking cycle.
“Oh, that feels so much better!” She unstrapped her breasts from the suction machine then turned back to the new milkman. Milk dribbled softly from her nipples and down her breasts.
She smiled at him then sighed. “I guess we’re done for the day.”
Scott smiled back at her then casually gripped her quivering mounds. “I still see milk. Obviously we aren’t done.”
Her eyes lit up excitedly. “Really!”
The milkman slid one hand down to her ass cheeks then gripped her tight. “Poor thing, you’ve been so lonely. Haven’t you?”
She nodded vigorously then wrapped her arms around him. She had never been bred before, and even though she should not be bred by anyone but her owner or a bull, it was still something she would love to try. 
Scott gripped the base of her tail and stroked it gently. She cried out sweetly then fell against him. Was this really going to happen?
He kissed her lips then scooped her up and took her to the bed. He placed her down gently, and her thighs instinctively parted. Scott had to admit that he was surprised to see how excited she was. She wasn’t the least bit shy about what she wanted.
Casually he placed a hand to her love mound then it was his turn to be truly surprised. The heat that she gave off down there was incredible. When he mentioned it, the cow blushed prettily. She was definitely in heat.
“You’ve never been with a man before?”
“No. Never.” She looked up at Scott with wide, innocent eyes. She was obviously a pet monster. It made no sense to him that the farmer had never done this with her. It was pretty much a necessity for building intimacy with your pets. It unlocked new powers and strengthened bonds.
He smiled. “Well, in that case I’ll have to take the lead. Ok?”
She nodded; the cow-bell on her collar tinkled its excitement as well. It was an adorable sight, really.
Scott looked at her glorious body. Briefly, he considered what he would do if the farmer did not like him taking liberties with his milk cow. A soft moo from the impatient girl brought him back to his senses. The old guy should have been more upfront about things!
He placed his hand over her sopping wet pussy then softly traced her slit. She gasped loudly then mooed once more. Just that simple touch had been enough to make her body shudder with excitement.
“You naughty cow; you're already so wet down here.”
She pouted up at Scott but he smiled at her. He knelt down then kissed her mound softly. She began to writhe with the simple pleasure of his touch. Much like her milky explosion earlier, she had absolutely no capacity to hold back. 
She cried out loudly then clamped her strangely powerful thighs around his head. The cow had nearly lost her mind after he had slipped his tongue out to trace her folds. “A-mooooooo-OOOOHH.”
Scott’s eyes widened, it was shocking to the man when he realized what had happened. She had gushed like a fountain from experiencing just this much foreplay. It was impossible from his experience for any girl to be that excited, that ready. Her body bucked and writhed as she climaxed from the simple caress of his tongue. The pressure from her thighs made his face turn red, and he began to fear for his life as the powerful girl writhed in pleasure.
Suddenly, he had realized exactly why the elderly farmer had not tried to personally breed his cow. The experience would have killed him!
He gasped and gurgled between thighs that could have crushed a bowling ball, but he could do nothing but wait out the wave of ecstasy. She bellowed and mooed three times before falling limply to the bed.
The cow panted heavily and looked at Scott in a strange new light. “More…”
“Uh, well…” He began to try and get out of the situation and managed to pull back quite a bit, but a fire had begun to blaze in her eyes. She shot out her legs and grabbed him tightly around the waist.
“More. Now.” She looked him in the eyes and made it very clear that he would not have a choice in the matter.
In desperation he began to try and find a way to break free. Suddenly he gripped the base of her tail and she cried out. Her legs lost their strength and she began to pant once again. The aggression drained out of her then, and Scott knew how to make this work.
He decided to take control of the situation once more. “N-naughty cow… just for that, you’ll have to roll over.”
“Ok.” She said in a petulant tone, but she quickly moved into the position he had requested.
Scott gripped the base of her tail then massaged the part underneath with his thumb. Just as he suspected, that action caused her to shiver and whimper. The base of the tail, and sometimes the horns, of pet monsters were weak points for erotic assaults. He felt like a pervert for knowing that, but whatever. How could you not feel like a pervert when you’re going to fuck a cow?
He slid his knee between her thighs and parted them neatly. “You want to act like a slutty cow in heat? Fine, slide back and rub your pussy against my thigh.”
She did so obediently, but made a comment about not being a slutty cow. Despite her naysaying, she certainly had no qualms about rubbing her slit against his masculine thigh.
Scott pulled her tail upward a little and she slid higher up on his leg instinctively. “Does the slutty cow like that?”
She didn’t answer him immediately, but started to rub harder and faster. She began to pant. Scott slapped her on her beautiful ass and she jumped a little.
“That hurt!” She looked back at him with accusing eyes.
“Did it really?” He massaged her perky posterior in the spot where he had slapped her. Her mouth entered into a firm, but endearing, pout then she nodded. However, her hips slid back and forth faster. Scott, for his part, began to wonder if all monster girls pouted frequently. Scarlet did it often, and this girl seemed to be quite pouty as well.
“Since you want to watch what I’m doing now, watch this.” 
She looked at him curiously. Scott slid two fingers into his mouth and coated them with saliva. “How about a different pain in the ass?”
“Huh?” she asked intelligently.
He teased her butthole for a few seconds then casually slid one finger into her. He didn’t stop until he was knuckle deep. The still unnamed cow mooed out in surprise then gripped the bed sheets tightly. Scott slid the other finger inside and began to massage her ass even as she rubbed her hot wet cow pussy against his thigh.
“For such an innocent girl, you sure are slutty.”
“N-Not a slut.” She mooed softly then clenched at his fingers with her ass. Her hips began to slide easily against his soaking wet thighs, the steady flow of her love juices had well-lubricated the area.
“Really? You don’t want to be my naughty little cow slut?”
She looked at Scott and saw his fake pout. He refused to be outdone by monster girl poutiness. He could fake pout with the best of them. Her face turned bright red and she shook her head.
“Turn around and sit on my thigh.” She did as asked, and Scott leaned back a little. She continued to slide up and down on his thigh while he held her tight.
He pulled her hair a little and she looked up at him. “If you aren’t my cute little slutty cow, what do you want to be?”
She blushed then clenched his thigh between hers. “Your pet.”
That was a cause for confusion. She should be devoted to her master. When Scott asked her about what she meant, the cow replied “He is my owner but Mr. Oldman has never bonded with me as a master.”
He hugged her tight then kissed her on the side of the nose. That was as far as he could go, however. Now that he knew the truth, everything had changed. Intimacy between human and monster would forge a bond. If a bond already existed, then interacting in a sexual way would not cause a shift in loyalties from a monster to another human. However, since she had not bonded with her owner in a deeply intimate manner, if they continued what they were doing the action would cause Scott and the bovine pet to forge a tenuous bond.
It was possible that the bond was already starting to form as it did not require a complete sexual experience. Sometimes it required nothing more than a warm hug or a meaningful kiss. A capture sphere would also need to be acquired to finish the contracted bond and fully-realize the master and monster paradigm, but simple emotional connections did not require such things. You could be intimate and like each other without officially becoming master and servant after all. 
This situation was worrisome to the man. He could not afford to buy her from the farmer even if the elderly man wanted to sell. They spoke quietly for a while then Scott pulled away from the beautiful girl. They got dressed. He had to go speak to the farmer. The cow sat on the bed and wrapped her arms around her knees. She looked terribly lonely as he walked away. 
“Dammit.” Scott said once he left the barn. He could have just gone ahead and did what their bodies had demanded, but that would have been wrong. She wanted it, and he wanted to give it to her. Yet, the rules of this world were different than his home world. Despite his base desires, he had to think of what everyone needed. He had to be mature and responsible. It was a real pain in the ass.



Chapter 5
Red mist formed into the curvaceous figure that he had come to know so well. Scarlet returned to the world amid the light and fanfare of the summoning. 
“Master!” The red haired dragon girl bolted toward the man and gave him a fierce hug. Scott held her warmly in response and they shared a tender heartfelt moment.
Scarlet kissed him on the lips then giggled excitedly. “Finally! The job is over, right?”
Scott nodded softly then took a deep breath. “Yeah, it’s over.”
She noticed his expression and asked, “What’s wrong?”
He winced. “Well, nothing is really wrong.”
“Oh? Then why are you acting so weird?”
Scott placed his hand behind his head and laughed. “It’s a funny story, actually.”
A happy little Moo! from nearby caught Scarlet’s attention. A well-attired girl with far more curves than should be allowed by law sauntered up to Scott. She handed him a milk shake then smiled in a way that set the dragon girl’s teeth on edge. “Master…”
Scott eased away from the red head then put his hands up in a placating manner. “Hey, now…”
“Red hair… pretty. You must be Scarlet!” The blond girl smiled at the red head then offered her one of her milk shakes.
“Oh, yes. I certainly am Scarlet. Who are you?” The dragon’s eyebrows furrowed and her face shifted to a dangerously calm expression.
“I’m just a Minotaur cow, but master calls me Mina. I’m your new sister!” The cow girl lunged forward and gave Scarlet a bone-crushing hug. Even her draconic durability was stressed a little by the power in the Minotaur’s frame.
Scarlet’s left eye-lid began to twitch spasmodically. “Master?”
Scott took another step back then laughed in a slow high-pitched way. “Yeah, seems Mr. Oldman was too old to take care of Mina. She had been bought for his would-be grandson-in-law and granddaughter but the engagement broke off and his granddaughter didn’t want to run a dairy farm by herself.”
“That’s nice. That is a nice story. Why is she calling me sister?” Scarlet stared coldly at Scott, but the atmosphere had become quite heated.
Mina pulled back then looked at Scarlet. She smiled sweetly then said, “It’s because I am his naughty milk slut. That makes us harem sisters!”
The red head’s twitching eyelid began to spasm in a way reminiscent of someone tap dancing. “I see.”
“Master, did you get paid for your… work?”
Scott took another step back then laughed moronically once more. “Ah, about that…”
“Yes?”
“Well, Mr. Oldman had to get something out of the deal. So, he kept the milk and the money he was going to pay me.”
The eyelid twitching stopped. Her expression became cold and impassive. “So, are you saying that I spent twenty-four hours pining desperately for you, languishing in the depths of loneliness and desire for my wonderful master, and you spent the entire time milking some slutty Minotaur?”
“Hey… you’re making me feel self-conscious.” Mina pouted at Scarlet. The dragon girl felt the power of her love rival’s cute pout and shivered involuntarily. Such an unfair weapon!
The red head looked to the Minotaur then apologized. “I’m sorry, how rude of me.”
“It’s ok. Master calls me his slutty Minotaur all the time.”
“I see...” Scarlet became deathly still.
The dragon girl looked at Mina, smiled gently, and then said, “Please, excuse me for a moment.” 
She extricated herself from the overly cuddlesome bovine monster then took a deep breath. “Master, I think we should work on your combat skills.”
“Oh, but I’m tired today, maybe tomorrow?” He smiled sheepishly then drew back several steps.
“No, no. You said it yourself. You aren’t strong enough to fight monsters, yet.”
She raised her left hand. Flames began to flow around her arm and focused on a space roughly a foot from her outstretched hand. A blazing sphere of heat and light formed quickly.
“Uh, Scarlet...” Scott took an involuntary step backward and tried to ward her off with his hands.
She looked at her darling master with a serious expression. “Let’s work on agility, master.”
Scott’s eyes widened and he shouted, “Oh shit!” 
A fiery fastball flew in his direction. He barely managed to dodge the attack, but he knew that was by design. She wanted to cook him slowly. It would hurt more.
He rolled to his feet and took off as fast as his legs could carry him. Scarlet chased after him in hot pursuit. “Come back here and train with me, master!”
“No way!” Scott jumped quickly to the left, using a tree to shield him from another fireball. When the ball struck the wood, it gave off heat and concussive force similar to a hand grenade.
His ears rang and his vision swam a little. The sudden fury of the attack had caused him to experience minor disorientation akin to severe vertigo. He felt like he was going to fall, but he knew that he had to keep moving. Scott staggered away and tried his best to reach some semblance of safety.
“I only want to help you. Don’t you know how much I care about you?” A short burst of fire shot out like a flame thrower. Scott yelped as the flames licked at his rear end. She’d tried to burn his biscuit!
“Scarlet! Stop this! I could die!”
She screamed out, “Love hurts, master!”
Scott stopped running away when he heard soft sobs coming from the direction of his tormentor. Was she crying? “Scarlet...”
Mina had been watching the antics of her new family. Many thoughts occurred to her as she sipped on her milkshake. Finally, one thought won out. She smiled then sighed happily. “Milkshakes are really nice on a hot day, aren’t they?”
She looked to her new family again when an explosion sounded in the distance. The attack was followed by a loud cry of, “Don’t Scarlet me, you... you womanizer! Call me queen!”
“Oww... My butt!”
“What’s that?”
Scott peeked out from behind a tree and called out, “You’re the queen! You’re the queen!”
“Yeah, and what do you call her?” Scarlet pointed back towards Mina.
The Minotaur answered for him by shouting, “He calls me his naughty little milk slut, remember?”
Scarlet’s eyelid twitched. “Oh, he does. Does he?”
She turned slowly back to her master and a slow feral grin spread across her lips. Scott shook his head vigorously and cried out, “B-but, you’re the queen! You’re the queen!”
Despite his admission, Scarlet continued to chase him around for quite some time. She was keenly interested in his agility training and wanted him to get the best possible workout.
Mina giggled then stirred her milkshake with her straw. It was his fault really. She had repeatedly told him that she wasn’t a slut, right? 
She watched the dragon chase her master around for a while then sat down on a nearby stump. “So active.” Life would be a bit more interesting from now on it seemed. 
###
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