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Chapter One 
 

 It's nice having Saturday nights again. For a while, they were pretty much spoken for 

thanks to our weekly role playing game sessions. We were currently taking a hiatus from RPG’s 

due to some shenanigans a few weeks back involving me, an Ogre, a vengeful Game Master, 

and a girl. 

 

  Elaborate, you say? Gladly. 

 

 A few weeks after I had gotten back to town Winston invited me to join in with his 

gaming group. It had been a good year or so since I had gotten a chance to do some role 

playing, so I was more than happy to try and settle back in. I had actually already met Wade 

(the group’s Game Master) since he stopped by the store from time to time, which meant that I 

was already familiar with him and his many quirks. 

 

 I’ll be honest. Based on those few meetings beforehand, I can fully admit that I didn’t 

like Wade. He was a heavy-set gentleman that was seemingly always covered in sweat, sporting 

thick-framed glasses that always looked to be in dire need of a cleaning. A smart guy that could 

talk about a number of different topics, he had the uncanny knack of coming across as a know-it

-all regardless of what was being discussed. As such he was rather opinionated; heaven forbid if 

you ever mentioned something about sports, politics or, God help you, why you thought the 

Xbox 360 was better than the PS3. Wade could be quite skilled in telling you why your 

viewpoint sucks and why his was, of course, superior. I was used to dealing with fanboys, 

working at a video game store and all, but Wade was pretty obnoxious even amongst that lot. 

He really didn’t know how to talk to people (well-suited for his job in IT), and when it got too 

hot, his aroma was capable of stunning a yeti. He shared a house with his mother (who was 

rather nice actually), but he practically was just living in their basement. 

 

 Now don’t get me wrong. For all that I say about him, Wade actually has some good 

qualities about him as well. But a lot of that was tempered by the fact that he is a socially-inept 

foul-smelling bastard with a God-complex. The one thing that I couldn’t take away from him 

though was the fact that he was an impressive story teller, which also made him a pretty good 

Game Master. And the man knew his games- he was able to recall rules and details with the 

greatest of ease, no matter how obscure. 

 

 Despite all of that, I was actually looking forward to getting back into gaming. So, one 

Saturday after Winston and I had gotten off from work, we made the venture over to Wade’s. 

His domain (aka “the basement”) was a nice setup to be honest, and you could tell that some 

work had been done to make it a more livable space. It didn’t carry the cold dampness that you 

normally associated with the basement; industrial-grade light tan carpet had been laid down all 

over, and walls had been put up to separate Wade’s bedroom from the main area. He was an 

avid reader; the multitude of bookshelves housed various books on a number of different 

subjects. A good number were dedicated to the various role playing games he had collected 

over the years, but the majority housed a multitude of thumbed through novels. Sci-Fi, Fantasy, 

and Manga made up the bulk of his collection and ranged from stuff from early on (Robert E. 

Howard, Ray Bradbury, and a ton of Asimov) through to the contemporary. The focal point in 
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the main area was the large wooden table in the middle of the room, the site of our weekly 

gaming sessions. 

 

 My first visit was a bit of a whirlwind, briefly meeting the rest of the group before 

sitting down and getting a character created. I had originally planned to just sit in on the session 

to check out Wade’s GM’ing style, but he insisted that I jump right on in. At the urging of the 

group, I decided to play as a warrior sort-of-character as the party had been missing a heavy 

melee specialist since David stopped gaming with the group about a month ago. From what I 

gathered, David and his wife were expecting their first child which, of course, meant that he 

wouldn’t be able to spend every Saturday gaming; he and Wade had apparently had some words 

regarding his availability, and once it was said and done, David elected to move on.  

 

 We spent a good amount of time talking about the party’s dynamics, as well as their 

previous adventures that had landed them in their current predicament. I was glad that it seemed 

like a pretty lively group, and it was hard not to get excited as they’re describing the exploits of 

their characters and I laughed with them when they talked about the obstacles they had come 

across along the way. After tossing around some ideas, my character, Ildrin Wintervale, was 

borne. 

 

 Ildrin the Elf was a member of the town guard in Greyvalley, the city that the party was 

currently using as their base of operations. Due to a few misunderstandings and shenanigans 

here and there that resulted in the party getting arrested in the last session, we decided that 

Ildrin gets assigned as an escort to the party by Greyvalley’s mayor, which Garrick, Winston’s 

character in the game, resented greatly. 

 

 Garrick Lightstone was a rather gruff Dwarf Cleric, serving as the party’s leader. 

Despite his priestly vows, however, Garrick had a bit of a temper and was responsible for 

starting at least three bar fights that I can recall. In the game, Garrick couldn’t stand Ildrin for 

quite some time; Winston and I had a great time role playing their arguments, which was a 

constant source of amusement with the group. Eventually our characters developed a 

begrudging respect of one another, though there was still the occasional good-natured barb 

tossed out between them from time to time. 

 

 Besides Wade, Winston and myself, there were two other people in the group. Second to 

me, Eugene was the newest member. He and Winston had met at the store a while back, and 

Eugene was curious to try out role playing once he heard that Winston was part of a gaming 

group. Eugene was tall and fairly thin, and his hair perpetually looked like he had stuck his 

finger in an electrical socket. He’s also one of the biggest smart-asses I know, and coming from 

my group of friends, that’s saying a lot. Eugene was also a funny guy, especially when he got 

off on a rant on whatever random tidbit was bothering him. 

 

 He was also a huge anime fan and usually kept us up to speed on what was worth 

checking out. He was also good about getting us copies of a few obscure titles here and there, as 

he could apparently find just about anything on the internet that ever existed. Winston told me 

that he’d drawn a few things for Eugene in the past, most of which involved various large-

breasted women in random states of undress and compromising positions. I know that Winston 
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doesn’t have a problem drawing stuff like that, but to see his facial expression when we talked 

about it told me that some of Eugene’s tastes were a little strange even by anime-fan standards. 

His character in the game was Lukas Cole, a roguish gentleman with a gift for gab, talking 

himself into just as many situations as he talked himself out of. He was also a very 

accomplished thief, a talent of his that came up very often in the course of our campaign. 

 

 Finally there was Meagan, who Winston told me was a part of the group when he 

initially joined. She was a little quiet when I first met her, but she opened up more as time went 

on. Meagan was slightly older than Winston, Eugene and I, though a few years younger than 

Wade. She was slim and fair-skinned, and usually kept her curly brunette hair clipped to the 

back or held in place by a stray pencil. Her glasses spent a good bit of time perched on her nose, 

and combined with the pencil in her hair, gave her the look of a librarian at first glance. Her 

character was Cyrelli Ardona, a wizard’s apprentice who often times served as the party’s moral 

compass. Despite her youth, Cyrelli was wise and collected, often times being the voice of 

reason that prevented the party from doing something too stupid. She was also quite capable of 

lowering the boom on would-be enemies; many encounters were ended quickly by her dropping 

a Fireball in the midst of a pack of attackers. 

 

 Meagan, by the way, is where things begin to get interesting. 

 

 According to Winston and Eugene, Wade had a bit of a thing for Meagan and had been 

pining for her for quite some time. Of course for all of his charms (or rather, his horrible lack 

thereof), Wade could never get close to her. His attempts mainly consisted of awkward- and I 

mean really awkward- flirting from him, and Meagan awkwardly- and again, I can’t stress that 

awkward part enough- smiling back and dismissing him. Of course to hear Wade tell it 

(whenever Meagan wasn’t around of course), he could have had her at any given point. 

Personally I couldn’t see it happening without a ton of alcohol or at least a bottle of chloroform. 

A cyclops with an eye patch would have been able to tell that she really wasn’t interested. I’m 

not sure if it was his know-it-all demeanor or the free-candy-in-my-van vibe that he gave off, 

but this was a love that was not meant to be. So, you could imagine my surprise a few weeks 

after I joined when Eugene casually mentioned to me that Meagan told him that she thought 

that I was, and I quote, “kinda hot”. 

  

 Well now. 

 

 Of course coming from Eugene I took it with a massive grain of salt. His anime-

watching habits had already established to me that he was one of the most perverse creatures to 

ever walk the Earth, so it was easy to imagine that his perception might have been slightly 

skewed. I did, however, start paying closer attention to Meagan. I’ll never claim to be most 

observant guy in the world, but I did begin to notice a few things.   

 

 A few random smiles here and there seemed innocent enough, but Eugene advised me to 

listen out for a certain laugh of hers whenever I’d make a particularly funny comment. And sure 

enough, he was right. It was a little higher than her normal laugh, more of a giggle really, which 

she always followed up by quickly covering her mouth. I’d give her a little smirk from time to 

time, but I figured that I would keep my distance. 
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 Now don't get me wrong, Meagan's a cool girl; she was cute in that quiet, bookish way, 

which has always appealed to me. I’m sure that I’m not the only guy in the world that imagines 

that within every quiet girl with glasses is a super-freak that would make Rick James himself 

take notice. Hey, it’s a character flaw; I can accept that. Potential freakiness and whatnot aside, 

Meagan was still an absolute sweetheart that happened to be into some of the same things that I 

was. You don’t come across that very often.  

 

 Things began to take a turn towards the interesting about a month ago when Meagan 

called me before one of our weekly sessions. She was having some car issues and was 

wondering if I would mind picking her up for the game and dropping her off afterwards. I 

dismissed her offers to pay me for gas- she was right on the way to Wade’s so it truly wouldn’t 

have been a problem. Winston was at his family reunion that weekend, so I was flying solo that 

day. She texted me her address, and after work I swung by her apartment to pick her up. I knew 

that she had a couple of cats (Penelope and Esmeralda), which was fine with me. I grew up with 

cats, so I’m used to the temperamental bastards. I knocked at the door and was greeted by two 

things. One, of course, was a rather cheerful Meagan, who smiled and ushered me inside. The 

second thing, however, I wasn’t quite expecting. 

 

 Fairies.  

 

 Dear God, there were fairies all over her modest apartment. Fairy paintings, fairy 

posters, and little fairy figurines adorning the bookshelves, as if Tinkerbell’s crew had rolled up 

on Medusa and lost. There was so much glittery-pink in that house that if Liberace had walked 

in behind me, he’d have been all like, “Damn, bitch, you need to tone it down some.” I know it 

may seem like I'm being odd going on an on about her winged army. I mean c'mon, I'm the guy 

with a big red dragon figure (with 75 points of articulation!) as a focal point in his bedroom 

after all. My dragon roams alone though, however. Meagan's apartment looked like the 

aftermath of a rave in Never Never Land. 

 

 Now I knew that she liked fairies beforehand, just, y’know, not quite how much. I even 

remembered that she had mentioned a tattoo during one of the games, which I was now 

accidentally seeing for the first time. As she leaned over her couch to grab her backpack, her 

shirt rose ever-so-slightly at her belly, giving me a quick peek at some smalls wings protruding 

from the left side of her beltline. I spent the next few seconds trying to come up with a clever 

way to compliment her tattoo without sounding like a total pervert.  

 

 “Hey, cool tattoo,” I finally managed. 

 

 FAIL. 

 

 Meagan actually smiled. “Thanks,” she answered. Standing up straight she slid her shirt 

up a bit and her shorts down just enough for me to get a better look. I still couldn’t see it fully, 

but it really was one of those tattoos that if I was seeing it in full we were probably past that 

“Hey, cool tattoo” phase. Still, part of me had to laugh- I had merely caught a glimpse of 

Meagan’s hip bone, and deep down inside I knew that Wade would have been a little jealous if 

he knew. 
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 The ride over to Wade’s was a little quiet with the two of us making idle chit-chat about 

the day and what we were expecting in that night’s session. Eugene had already arrived when 

we finally got there, and he and Wade were killing time on the PS3. Wade did a double take as 

we both walked in, seemingly a little surprised that Meagan and I had arrived together. Meagan 

shrugged and mentioned her car woes as she took a seat on the couch. 

  

 “Aw, you should have called me,” Wade offered. “I’d have been happy to give you a 

ride.” Wade actually had the nerve to smirk rather smugly at that point as if he had just made 

the world’s most clever double entendre. Eugene groaned loudly, while Meagan gave a slight 

chuckle. After a moment she shot me a smirk that seemed to mentally shrug and say so this is 

what my Saturdays have become. I laughed and took the seat next to her. 

 

 There wasn’t anything particularly memorable about the session that night, since we 

didn’t want to do anything too major without Winston being there. When it came time to call it 

a night, however, Wade offered to take Meagan home. “Nah, don’t worry about it dude,” I 

responded. “She’s right on my way.” 

 

 There was a pause. “Are you sure?” Wade wondered. 

 

 I’m pretty sure I know where she lives since I picked her up earlier. “Yeah, I’m good. 

Thanks though. We’ll see you next week.” 

 

 Meagan and I were more talkative on the way home, mainly discussing the night’s 

session, but ended up diverging to random assortment of topics including (but not limited to) 

dubstep, The Matrix, and for some ungodly reason, chainmail bikinis. Don’t ask me how we got 

there; some conversations just take on a life of their own. I had to make a quick stop to get 

some gas on the way home; Meagan of course offered to pay, and I refused yet again. She did 

run inside while I was fueling up however, returning with a pair of fountain drinks, each 

roughly the size of a dinosaur bladder. 

 

 It was probably the extra dose of caffeine, but our conversation heading home took on a 

new, excited fervor. We were joking and laughing even more now as a number of new topics 

came up including (but not limited to) fan-fiction, dragon sex, and our various rationales for 

wanting to uppercut Bella Swan in her ovaries. Fan-fiction popped up several times, and 

eventually Meagan confessed that she had written her fair share online under a pseudonym. She 

laughed a bit nervously when I asked what her pen name was; for all of my efforts she wouldn’t 

give it up, afraid that I’d look it up when I got home. Well yeah, obviously I would. My 

curiosity was piqued, but I wasn’t going to press her too hard. “Anything I might have stumbled 

across?” I wondered. 

 

 She laughed. “Not unless you hang out in some pretty strange corners of the internet.” 

 

 I nodded knowingly and smirked. “You’re one of them Lemon writers, ain’t ya?” I 

asked jokingly. Meagan let out a quick high-pitched laugh and mockingly covered her face with 

her free hand. 
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 “Yeeeeeah, I write erotic fan-fiction,” she admitted. “And don’t laugh, but most of it is 

Slash.” 

 

 I seem to come across a rather large number of women that were writers of the Slash 

variety. “So you know I’ve got to ask- who have you paired together?” 

 

 Meagan paused for a moment, contemplating the question. “Promise not to laugh at 

me?” I nodded. I’ve heard of some strange couplings in fan-fiction, so I was prepared for 

whatever bit of randomness was to come next. 

 

 “Harry Potter and Legolas from Lord of the Rings.” 

 

 OK, so I admit that one caught me a bit off-guard. 

 

 Before I could even say anything, Meagan laughed nervously and shifted in her seat. 

“Oh man, why did I tell you that?” she absently wondered. “You think I’m weird, don’t you 

Ryan?” 

 

 “No, it’s cool!” I quickly answered. “And I mean c’mon, you’re no weirder than I 

am…” 

 

 Meagan seemed to relax a bit. “That’s funny.” She chuckled. “I think that you’re 

actually one of the most normal guys I know.” I risk a quick peak of her while I’m driving. A 

wide smile stretched across her face, but her cheeks were still a little red from her 

embarrassment earlier. I shrug and casually waved my hand. 

 

 “Pfffft, you only think I’m normal.” I grinned. “Don’t you know I’ve got, like, 18 gigs 

of Wookie porn on my computer at home?” We both laugh, but I knew that my statement was 

about half right. I did have a rather obscene amount of porn on my computer, though I was 

fairly certain that none of it involved Wookies. Fairly certain. 

 

 And just like that, our regular (but random) conversation resumed, covering topics such 

as Wookie sex (naturally), swords and James Bond movies. Even when we got back to her 

apartment, we spent a good bit of time in the car still talking and laughing. And during the 

course of the evening Wade had texted Meagan no less than three times to check up on her. We 

had left his house a little bit after ten, and it was creeping up 1AM when I finally left. I had 

barely driven a few miles down the road when I heard my phone chime. I took a look at it when 

I reached a stoplight and saw that it was a text message from Meagan. 

 

 My username is LadyTitaniaLeFey, case sensitive =) 
 

I Googled Meagan’s pen name when I got home. It led me to a popular fan-fiction site 

which is where I found her latest story, simply entitled Magic. Now first and foremost, I had to 

give Meagan her props; she is a very good writer with quite the imagination. Not many people 

can successfully explain how Legolas ended up in Hogwarts in a way that didn’t make you 
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want to punch the monitor. I skipped around a bit, and I'm pretty sure somewhere in there was a 

well-written exchange on why our Elven friend ended up finding comfort in Harry Potter’s 

arms. What I DID find, however, was a rather, shall we say, thorough account of some wizard-

on-elf lovin' going on. If nothing else, I learned at least a dozen classy new ways to refer to a 

penis. It was late, but I decided to shoot Meagan a text. 

 

 Well written! You have a, shall we say, vivid imagination :-) 
 

I was a little surprised to get a response a couple of minutes later. 

 

Thank U. What can I say, I need an outlet. Wookie porn only does so 
 much ;-)  
 
Indeed. 

 


