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Chapter One




Like most people, I enjoyed getting home from work so that I could unwind with a cheap, microwaved dinner, some coffee to go with it just so that I would have the energy to enjoy my free time, and video games.

After pulling back-to-back shifts to cover for a coworker, and that was after working for nine days in a row due to scheduling issues, I finally had one day off from my life as a wage slave in a fast food joint. Yes, clearly, better choices could have been made so that I didn’t end up in such a “career,” but that could be thought about some other time. All that mattered was getting to relax and play some games. Thinking about work and work-related things was reserved for when I was actually at work. I could fantasize about going back to college and getting a better job all I wanted while I was on the clock getting paid to do so. At home, all I wanted to think about was whether or not I should spoil myself by ordering cheap pizza for delivery to enjoy while gaming.

You know what?

I deserved it.

I deserved some cheap, delivered pizza that was arguably not even real pizza. Besides, my next paycheck was definitely going to be rewarding me for all the overtime I just finished raking in, so I was able to order some pizza without worrying about whether or not I would be able to pay my overpriced rent in a couple of weeks.

As for my pizza… extra cheese, garlic parmesan sauce, pineapple, grilled chicken, tomato chunks, jalapeno peppers, and banana peppers. Now that was a good pizza and exactly what I ordered for myself.

And with that, it was time to get gaming.

The only problem was choosing what to play. Seeing as how I didn’t exactly have a life, and I may or may not have splurged on buying out my excessive wish list of games after breaking up with my ex, my game library featured roughly five hundred different titles. Only… about ten percent of those were ever actually played.

Maybe that was what I would do? I would make some coffee, caffeinate up, and pull an all-nighter, eating pizza and playing some games I bought but never even bothered installing before? Yeah, that sounded like the perfect way to enjoy my one day of freedom before returning to wage slaving.

But what to play?

With so many choices, it was hard to actually pick something. There were hundreds of untouched games, most of which I never even installed… yet… as I scrolled up and down my library… my eyes kept on focusing on the few games I already had installed which I also already had hundreds of hours in. Yeah, sure, I already played them to death, but… maybe it wouldn’t hurt to just play them a little more first? Just to warm up before trying out some new games? Maybe just to pass the time until my pizza arrived?

Yeah. That was what I’d do. I’d definitely play a new game after my pizza arrived! But for the time being…

It was time for one of the classics.

It was the very first game that I ever bought, and I bought it on the game’s day of release before it took the world by storm. It was a game I held dear to my heart: an indie RPG that featured adventuring, building, crafting, boss fighting, romancing NPCs and developing towns, and more. It was a pretty simple game, but it was a game loved by the people and its developers. The developers even said multiple times that the updates they pushed out would be the last one, and then they went on to just… update it some more. It got to the point where people just didn’t take the developer’s words seriously when they said an update would be the final one because there was always another update. It was as if the developers were addicted to updating the game.

And it was thanks to those updates that I kept on coming back to the game over and over again for the past decade. I had… over four thousand hours total in the game and could basically beat it with my eyes closed on the hardest difficulty.

It… wouldn’t hurt to generate a new world and start over with another character, right? Sure, that would take a longer time investment than just until the pizza arrived… but time enjoyed wasn’t time wasted, right?

Alright! That settled it. It was time to speedrun collecting every single possible item in the game… again! And this time, I would actually build myself a proper base instead of shoving every single NPC into tiny wooden boxes stacked on top of each other!

Despite having so many hours in the game, I couldn’t help but to feel excited as if I was starting it for the very first time again. The game just had that sort of effect on me.

And when I clicked on the game to launch it… I noticed something.

There was a new update.

“Seriously?” I asked my monitor as if it would actually answer me. “There’s no way. The devs just released a new update a few months ago. There’s no way that they already pushed out an update big enough to warrant changing the version number.”

I already clicked play to launch the game, so I wasn’t able to click on the update announcement to check it out before the game’s window popped up to blacken out my monitor for a moment. However, there was preview text available for the announcement post that I caught a glimpse of… and it looked like gibberish. It was a bunch of random text that looked like it was glitching out or something.

But maybe I was just seeing things? I brewed my coffee but didn’t actually drink it yet, so maybe I was tired and misreading things.

No big deal. I could always just alt-tab to check out what the announcement actually said.

Only… that wasn’t an option.

No matter how many times I tried to alt-tab, nothing happened. My screen remained black. On top of that, the game should have finished loading and given me a splash screen with the developer’s name and logo on it.

But there was nothing.

“Did the update break the game?” I asked, assuming that my computer must have frozen while trying to launch the game.

After a few minutes of nothing happening, I finally caved and reached over to shut my computer down the hard way. I wasn’t even able to bring up the task manager, and alt+f4’ing didn’t work, so I had no other option.

Just as I hovered my finger over my computer’s power button, the screen flashed.

“That timing though,” I said, withdrawing my finger to spare my computer from a temporary death.

The game finally loaded.

The splash screen showed up… but there was no developer logo nor name. And once the splash screen went away to show the game’s main menu, the game’s title was so glitched out that it was impossible to read, and all the options except for a distorted “Play” option were missing.

“I see what you’re doing,” I said. “This is some kind of glitch horror update. That explains the announcement text and why this is so sudden.” It wasn’t uncommon for modern game developers to experiment with inducing horror by making games deliberately glitchy, so I figured this was another case of that. It also made sense considering some of the game’s endgame bosses broke the fourth wall a bit by causing full screen distortion effects that would make it look like there was something wrong with the game. One of the bosses even had an effect that, when using its ultimate attack, made the entire screen looked cracked and falling apart for a few seconds. This was probably just a continuation of that vibe.

So, I clicked the distorted play option.

Next, the game was supposed to take me to the character selection screen, and then after that would be the world selection screen.

But that didn’t happen.

Instead… I found myself standing in a grassy field. Just a moment ago, I was sitting in my overpriced “gaming” chair in front of my computer. But now? I was outside with the sun shining its cancerous warmth down onto my skin as a gentle breeze brushed against me. Birds could be heard chirping from some nearby trees, a familiar slime was spotted hopping around up ahead in the distance, and looking up revealed some floating islands scattered throughout the sky.

It was all too realistic to be a dream or mental delusion, and realistic VR wasn’t a technology that existed, so… that only left me with one option.

Somehow, I was transported into the game that I loved so much.

“Hey there!” an androgynous voice called out from behind me, causing me to jump with a racing heart. “Ah, sorry, didn’t mean to scare you. It’s just… you look lost.”

Given where I was and the familiar dialogue that I heard, there was only one possibility for who that voice belonged to.

And surely enough, when I turned around to check out who it was, I saw a man that me and everybody else who ever played the game would instantly recognize. Jeans, a plain shirt with a metal breastplate over his chest, and a feathery hairstyle with brown hair.

“Would you like some help?” the man known as Guide asked, a kind, eager smile worn on his face as he held a hand out to me for a shake.

Out of all the complex thoughts and feelings running through me, there was one feeling that overwhelmed all the others.

And that feeling was one of excitement.

Sure, there was a chance that I actually did go crazy and was hallucinating everything, or I passed out from exhaustion due to not drinking my coffee and was currently having the most realistic dream anybody ever dreamed before, but on the off chance that what was happening was real… well, who wouldn’t want to get transported into their favorite game?

Actually.

Considering that the game was primarily focused on adventure and combat, and that there were bosses which would naturally spawn if the player took too long getting to them…

I was probably in grave danger.

“Feeling better now?” Guide asked me, standing over me with a concerned expression.

Once I realized just how much danger I could possibly be in, I ended up panicking a little. I didn’t run around screaming or anything, but I did start breathing a bit heavily seeing as how I had no idea how to fight and would probably have to do exactly that if I wanted to survive.

Fortunately, Guide had a bottle of water he shared with me, and he also guided me into sitting down in the grass so that I could calm down.

When I felt the water taste as real as water normally would, and go down my throat with all the same realism that drinking water would normally have attached to it, I came to the conclusion that what was happening was undeniably real. There was no way a dream would perfectly simulate everything to that degree. Same for a delusional hallucination. I was even able to reach down and run my hands through the dirt and pluck individual strands of grass out from the ground.

It was all realistic. Trying to deny that the situation was really happening would take actual delusion.

“Yeah,” I answered, handing Guide back his water bottle. “Thanks.”

“No problem!” Guide replied. “I’m just glad to see you’re doing better. You scared me for a moment there.”

“Sorry about that. Also, this might sound strange, but… am I inside of a video game?”

Guide tilted his head to the side and looked genuinely confused. “Inside of a video game? Well, you did warn me that the question would be strange, but I didn’t expect it to be that strange. But to answer your question to the best of my knowledge, no. We are not inside of a video game.”

He was just an NPC in the game, so what if he was designed to not believe he was in a game? Then again… he was already going off script and saying things that he never said in the game before. “Do you know what a video game is?”

“I do! A game created by programmers for the sake of entertainment. In some cases, they are created for the sake of art. Well, it depends on who you ask. I suppose some people believe that a video game can’t be art, but others do. Besides, art is subjective, so who is to say whether a game is really art or not?”

“And who says these things? You said some people believe games can’t be art, but others do. Who are they?”

Guide opened his mouth as if to answer my question, but no words came out. Instead, he looked confused and like he was trying to recall something on the tip of his tongue, but nothing came to him. “I’m… not sure. I can’t remember. I know there are people with those opinions, but… I have no idea who. I… don’t even know how I know any of that.”

“Do you know your name?”

“Of course! I’m Guide!”

“Do you have parents?”

“Well, obviously. A human can’t exist without being born, and you can’t be born if you don’t have parents.”

“Do you know your parents?”

That confused expression returned, this time with a hint of sadness attached to it. “I… I don’t. I know… I believe I have parents, but… I can’t remember anything about them.”

“Can you remember anything? Do you remember where you were born? Where you grew up? Do you remember what you did yesterday? What you ate for breakfast?”

Guide went deeper and deeper into his thoughts, and the longer he spent in them, the more worried he looked. “I… can’t remember anything. My earliest memory is seeing you. What… what happened to my memories?”

The more he talked, the worse I felt. Even if everything was “real,” it seemed like he was still basically just created at the same time as me being brought to the world. He existed for less than a few minutes and I was already giving him an existential crisis. “Sorry,” I said, standing up and placing a hand on his shoulder. “I didn’t mean to upset you. We’ll figure out what’s going on together, alright?” I felt like I knew him for years, like he was my best friend, even though I only just met the “real” him. So, it was only natural that I wanted to try cheering him up. He was there for me back when I first started playing the game, so it was time for me to be there for him.

And in response to my words, Guide smiled and nodded. “Thank you. I am not sure why, but when I look at you… I feel like everything is going to be alright.”

That’s because you’re scripted to believe the player character is capable of slaying gods, I thought. “Right back at you.”

Guide smiled even more. “Well then! We’ll figure this world out together! But first, would you like some help?”

Even though he was a real person capable of going off his script, it seemed like there were some instincts that inspired him to act like he did in the game, and that included offering help and starting items to the player character. For the time being, I chose to play along. “Sure, what have you got for me?” Asking him more questions about what was going on and trying to understand his existence would probably only upset him even more, and I didn’t want to do that to one of my favorite characters. Not to mention that it just would have been cruel seeing as how I doubted he knew anything, so it would only serve to upset him in a desperate attempt to sate my own curiosity.

“Here you go!” Guide said, holding up his satchel in front of him. In the game, that was a scripted animation that played when he handed over the player’s starting items.

And as I was about to find out, even though everything seemed real, the world still very much behaved like a game.

A status screen flashed in front of my eyes for a moment before fading away.

//[Copper Short Sword] added to inventory!

//[Copper Pickaxe] added to inventory!

//[Copper Axe added] to inventory!

Even though apparently three large tools were just added to my inventory, I didn’t see nor feel them anywhere on my body.

“You can open your inventory by pressing ‘escape,’” Guide said.

“Sorry, but there is no escape button,” I replied.

“A-ah… right. My apologies. I… do not even know why I said that. There must be something wrong with me today. That aside, perhaps you should try thinking about your inventory? Maybe… that will open it?”

The more confused he was, the worse I felt for him. I felt bad for him in the same way that somebody might feel bad for a loved one suffering from dementia. It was always depressing to see somebody you cared about forget everything and talk like they had no idea what was happening.

For his sake more than mine, I hoped that just thinking about my inventory would be enough to open it up.

Thankfully, it was.

My inventory opened up on a window in front of me and showed a grid that displayed everything in it. For now, only three slots in the grid were taken up, and they were taken up by the tools that were just added to it. Focusing my attention on the individual items also brought up more information about them, as limited as such information was for the game’s first few tiers of items.

//[Copper Pickaxe]

//Damage: 3

The pickaxe’s damage stat even lined up with how it was in the game.

//[Copper Axe]

//Damage: 3

Same for the axe. All that was left was to confirm that the short sword would be as garbage as it was in the game.

//[Copper Short Sword]

//Damage: 6

Yep. It was just as bad as it was in the game.

After checking those out, I noticed that I had what looked like a hotbar above the inventory just as I would have in the game. All I had to do to drag the items onto the hotbar was think about moving them there, and that caused the items to show up on the hotbar. And by showing up on the hotbar… they showed up on me. The pickaxe and axe both became strapped to my back while the sword hung from my left hip.

“You’re a fast learner!” Guide said. “If I didn’t know any better, I would almost think you’ve done this before.”

I figured I could fill him on the situation later. For now, getting a shelter set up for us was more important. First, though, I drew my sword, turned away from Guide, and swung it around a little. In the game, only rapidly thrusting it forward was an option. However, I was able to swing it around in any direction I wanted to. That was another way that the world I was in diverged from the game.

“Look at you, a natural expert with that!” Guide said, inflating my ego a bit even though it had no right to be getting inflated so easily. “With your skill, setting up a shelter before nightfall should be no problem at all! Oh, right. I should warn you about that. Dangerous monsters come out at night, so it is advised to create a shelter to stay in. You can create a simple shelter by chopping down trees for their logs using your new axe and then building a small house with those logs.”

“Wanting a guy to chop down some trees and build a whole house in just one day is a pretty tall order,” I replied. How that would go was entirely dependent on how realistic the world wanted to be in that regard. If chopping trees and building houses was as easy as it was in a game, it would be no problem. But if it was more realistic… we were screwed.

“If anybody can do it, it’s you!”

“I have to admit, being constantly praised is pretty nice.”

“Then I will do my best to continue praising you as your guide!”

“I appreciate it.”

With that being said, I didn’t want to disappoint my guide, so I returned my sword to my hip and took my axe off my back.

It was time to try and chop down some trees.


Chapter Two




With my axe in hand, I stood in front of my target: a perfectly innocent tree. The tree committed the grave sin of existing while I was in need of wood, and so it needed chopped down. I just had to hope that chopping it down would be as easy as it was in a video game and not realistic at all. I didn’t want to spend hours chopping down trees and processing logs into usable lumber and all that.

So, after taking a deep breath and hoping for the best, I swung my axe into the tree.

A handful of acorns fell out of the tree as soon as I did that. That, too, was similar to how the game worked. Hitting a tree a single time was always enough to make anything inside of it fall out.

Not only that, but once the acorns fell to the ground… they bounced off the ground and traveled toward me. As soon as they reached me, they disappeared and a new message popped up.

//[Acorn] x3 added to inventory!

The more like a game the world was, the better for me.

With that, I swung my axe into the tree a few more times. After a total of five swings, cutting deeper into the tree’s trunk each time… it worked. I chopped the tree down, as to be expected when repeatedly swinging an axe into it regardless of how game-like the world was.

Now, in the game, the tree would basically just instantly explode into a bunch of small logs.

But that didn’t happen.

Instead, I noticed the tree falling down. No exploding. Falling. Toward me.

I didn’t want to get crushed by a tree.

So, I did what any normal person would do when they saw a tree falling down toward them and jumped out of the way. However, the tree crashed into another tree on the way down which altered its trajectory… and sent it toward me again, forcing me to desperately roll away in a panic. It was as if I was meant to die and the tree was trying everything in its power to kill me, just like in those old movies where somebody saw the future where everybody died, avoided the future, and then fate tried to correct things by killing people off in ridiculous ways.

But I lived.

The tree landed right next to where I was. Not on me, but next to me.

I looked at the tree, then looked up at the sky, and let out a deep, long sigh… just before the tree exploded. Fortunately, it didn’t explode in an outward way. It was more like the tree imploded if anything. And thanks to its implosion, it got converted into dozens of smaller, wooden logs that were all automatically pulled into my inventory alongside some more acorns that fell with the tree.

//[Acorn] x5 added to inventory!

//[Wooden Log] x23 added to inventory!

The world behaved differently from the game in the sense that the tree actually fell instead of just exploding into logs first, but the end result was ultimately the same… albeit with far more terror thrown into the process.

And then, just like always after chopping down a tree on a new character, an achievement window popped up.

//New Achievement!

//[Who Needs Nature?]

//Awarded for cutting down a tree! Nobody cares about trees, right?

//Reward: [Wooden Log] x50

Everything looked the same as usual there… except for getting a reward. There weren’t any rewards tied to achievements in the game. Sure, it was just some more wood, but what about future, more difficult achievements? What were they going to potentially give me? And the more things that were different from the game I was used to, the more curious I grew about what sort of other differences there would be.

For the time being, though, I went ahead and chopped down a few more trees until I felt like I had enough wood. Ten or so trees were usually more than enough to create a small house, a table, chair, workbench, and door. Though, I was still going to need some torches for light if we didn’t want to be stuck in the dark as soon as it turned night… and the way torches were made was typically by combining wood and slime.

And slime was acquired from, well, slimes.

And slime was acquired by slimes by killing them.

I never killed anything before. I never even got into a fight before. The closest I ever came to being involved in any sort of violence was when a customer threatened to kick my ass because one of my coworkers messed up his order. And given that he looked like a bodybuilder and I was… well, just some guy, I probably would have had my ass absolutely handed to me.

But all I had to kill was a slime. As long as the world wasn’t set to the highest difficulty or anything, I would… probably be fine. On the lowest difficulty, you had to purposely mess up to get killed by a slime. On the highest difficulty, two hits from a slime at the start could kill you.

Did I even have a health bar or anything?

I did!

I managed to subconsciously ignore it before, apparently. Not to pat myself on the back too much or anything, but I got so good at the game that I never needed to look at my health since I just never got hit in the first place. So, my brain got trained to ignore the health bar. But when I looked at the top right of my vision, I noticed that I had a row of hearts sitting up there with a total of one hundred health. No mana yet, though.

There was even a minimap!

My brain apparently got pretty good at filtering out information it didn’t think it needed. I was going to have to train it to actually pay attention to those things again.

But for now, it was time to try and kill a slime. I just needed to remind myself that I was killing an unfeeling monster without a life of its own from a video game. It wasn’t like I was about to murder some poor, innocent creature with a family…

Right?

For the sake of my sanity, I decided that slimes did not, in fact, have families, and that they just appeared out of nowhere and were no more alive than rocks.

Before approaching the slime, I did what most people would do when starting a new character and opened up my inventory to see if a crafting menu would show up now that I had a bunch of wood in my inventory. Thankfully, I did.

And within that crafting menu was the trusty [Wooden Workbench].

It cost me fifteen [Wooden Logs] to make, and crafting it was as simple as making the mental decision to do so. Once I did, it showed up in my inventory and I was able to drag it out of there which resulted in it falling onto the ground in front of me. As soon as it landed on the ground, it counted as being a crafting station within my reach, so even more crafting options opened up for me.

I was going to need to chop down some more trees if I wanted to get myself some armor and a better weapon first, but that was alright. By the end of crafting myself a [Wooden Vest], [Wooden Boots], [Wooden Helmet], and a [Wooden Broadsword], I went from 145 [Wooden Logs] down to only 35 left. However, each piece of wooden armor gave me a point of defense each. The wooden sword was pretty much worse in every single way aside from being bigger than the copper sword, but I preferred being able to attack from a safer distance.

Then, upon equipping all the armor, I got a new achievement. One that wasn’t in the original game, either.

//New Achievement!

//[Gearing Up]

//Awarded for filling all armor slots for the first time! Hopefully, it’s not only wooden armor.

//Reward: [Basic Armor Sphere]

I felt like I was being sassed when I read the description for the achievement, but what was more important than that was the [Basic Armor Sphere] item. That wasn’t an item that existed in the game.

So, I did what any curious gamer would do and checked out the item’s description.

//[Basic Armor Sphere]

//Provides a minor improvement to an armor piece’s defense rating.

“Huh,” I said to myself. Then, just to experiment with it, I tried dragging the armor sphere over onto my [Wooden Vest], and as soon as I mentally “let go” of it while it was over my armor, it disappeared and the [Wooden Vest] became [Wooden Vest +1].

It only hit me afterward that I probably should have been a bit more reserved in using what might have been a limited item that I had no idea how to get more of, but I never was one of those gamers who stockpiled everything until the end of the game. Items existed to be used, after all. Not hoarded.

Though, some hoarding was useful. It was probably even more useful when teleported into a game world where survival was at risk. Yeah, maybe I shouldn’t have used it so easily.

That aside, I opened up its description just to confirm what I believed happened.

//[Wooden Vest +1]

//Middle

//Defense: 2

Yep. Surely enough, the defense was increased from one to two, giving me a total of four defense when combined with the boots—that were more than just boots since they covered my entire legs as well, just like most “bottom” armor pieces in the game—and the helmet. I also noticed while hovering over the armor that there was an active set bonus… which wasn’t included in the original game, either. Well, the game always had set bonuses for armors, but that was usually for the more advanced armor sets, not the basic, starting armor sets.

//Wooden Armor Set Bonus: Trees are 25% more likely to drop items when hitting them.

I wasn’t sure how useful that would be, but I wasn’t going to complain about an easy bonus.

Then, while in the inventory, I had an idea.

On the game’s easiest world setting, a character could equip up to four accessories. On the higher difficulty option, that could be expanded to five slots by using a special item that dropped from a boss, but I would have no way of knowing if that was the case or not until it dropped and I was nowhere near that point. On the hardest difficulty level, however, characters started off with five accessory slots available which could then be expanded to six.

In theory, I would be able to figure out just how difficult life was going to be by how many accessory slots were available by default.

So, I counted them.

One…

Two…

Three…

Four……

…

Five.

There were five accessory slots unlocked by default.

I was officially on the world’s hardest difficulty as far as I could tell. That meant the slime up above could kill me in just a couple of hits if I wasn’t careful.

As much as I felt nervous about potentially getting killed by the slime, I had no other option.

I approached the slime with my sword drawn. As soon as I got close enough to it, it turned to look at me and began hopping toward me. It was only able to move by hopping, and it only hopped every three seconds, so that meant… I would theoretically have a three second window to deal damage without it trying to defend itself or attack me.

Rather than rush up to the slime like an overeager idiot, I waited for the slime to come to me. There was no rush and watching it approach me gave me a good sense of just how far it could move with every hop. If anything, once it got close enough to me, I backed away from it… but not without a good reason.

And that reason was that, the next time it hopped toward me… it landed directly in front of me. Had I stayed still, I would have either been hit or forced to try and hit it while it was mid-jump, and I didn’t have faith in myself to smack it out of the air with my sword.

But now?

Now, it was on the ground right in front of my feet.

The slime was only tall enough for the top of its round, blobby body to reach my waist, so I had to swing downward to try and hit it.

Or really, there was no “try” about it. The slime put zero effort into dodging out of the way. All it did was stay still, its jiggly form wobbling still after hopping, and let me swing my wooden sword right into its gelatinous body.

And then, just as dramatically as it would happen in the game, the slime got knocked away from me. Its entire body got bumped up into the air and was pushed a couple feet back, but it bounced at me immediately after. It should have been able to hit me, but I stepped back just far enough for the slime to land directly in front of me again. It was as if my muscle memory carried over from the game. Even though all I did before was press the A or D key to strafe while swinging my sword, I moved backward with my actual body without even meaning to.

That meant I had the perfect opportunity to hit the slime again, knocking it back once more. And this time, since I was a bit more relaxed having discovered what was apparently muscle reflex protecting me, I noticed that a damage number floated up over the slime’s body.

Given that the slime was green, and I was in a world similar to the game’s highest difficulty setting, then that meant it had around forty health. My second attack there did three points of damage, which matched the sword’s default damage value. Against an enemy with no defense like a slime, my sword, with its three points of default damage, would fluctuate around three damage with each attack depending on luck. Being two attacks in meant that I had to hit it around twelve more times to kill it. Luck meant it might die sooner or later than that, but twelve more hits would be the average without any critical hits.

And given that the slime was pretty easy to handle, I decided to experiment a little. I needed to figure out how the world worked to the best of my ability if I wanted to increase my chances of survival as much as I could. That was why I decided to experiment with attacking the slime in a few different ways other than swinging my sword at it as hard as I could.

For example: I thrust my sword at it. In the original game, each weapon basically only had a single attack animation to go with it. Short swords were always thrust-only. Bigger swords were always swung from over the head down toward the enemy. There was never any crossing over there due to not needing to invest in multiple attack animations per weapon when one did the trick.

But I wasn’t literally in a game as far as I could tell. My body wasn’t limited to strictly swinging the sword in one specific way. So, what would happen if I thrust the sword into an enemy instead?

The result… was that it did damage just like normal.

But what if I tried to swing or thrust with barely any effort? What if I just poked the sword against the slime? Or what if I bumped the flat side against the slime? In the game, damage dealt was based on physically connecting with the enemy. It was mostly contact damage outside of a few damage-over-time effects that could be applied. If that was the case, then even just gently poking my sword against the slime should hurt it.

Yet, no damage number popped up when I tried that. Gently poking the slime with the sword’s tip didn’t work. Giving it a soft whack with the flat side of the sword didn’t work, either. That meant it wasn’t like I was in some virtual reality game where all I had to do was technically touch an opponent with my weapon to hurt them.

Now, in the same way, coming into contact with the slime using my body should hurt me. If I were to do something like kick the slime with my foot, then that would normally hurt me due to my body’s hitbox coming into contact with the slime’s body.

I looked around first to make sure there weren’t any enemies who would try ambushing me before deciding to experiment with my own health. I was clear, so that meant I was safe enough to experiment.

So, I kicked the slime.

Despite kicking the slime as hard as I could, I did zero damage to it and didn’t even knock it back at all… but I also didn’t take any damage.

In that case, it seemed like I had to actually get attacked with intent to take damage. And in that case, it would be best to discover how pain and health regeneration worked while I was still only against a single slime. So, following a deep breath, I braced myself and stood still to give the slime a chance to jump at me.

The slime basically thrust its entire body at me by bouncing upward, crashing into my chest and knocking me away just as dramatically as I had been knocking it back. And even though it was just a slime, meaning that it was basically like getting hit by a giant, squishy water balloon… it hurt. It hurt really bad. It was just a single impact, yet I felt like somebody punched me as hard as they could in my chest. Then, upon looking at my hearts, I saw that I lost an entire heart’s worth of health. Each heart represented twenty health which meant that the slime did around that amount, which sounded right. That meant just having the weakest enemy in the game bounce into me five times would be enough to kill me.

“You look soft, but you seriously pack a punch, don’t you?” I asked the slime. “Or, I guess you pack a jump? Whatever, technicalities are no fun.”

Admittedly, getting attacked so painfully by the slime made me feel way less guilty about having to kill it. There was no question about it: the slime wanted to kill me. If that was the case, then I had no problem killing it first.

So, we danced.

I’d swing my sword into the slime, step back, wait for it to land in front of me again, and then repeated the process until I estimated that there was only a single hit left until its death. The early game was nice and systematic like that. Of course, later on in the game, once things involved flying, bullet hell bosses, giant robots and laser beams, literal gods, machine guns and spaceships, and crazy homing magic capable of destroying everything it touched… things got a lot more complicated. But for now, all I had to do was swing, step back, wait, and swing again.

My final swing caused the slime to explode into several chunks of slime, and a couple smaller pierces of slime got automatically sucked into my inventory thanks to how close I was to them.

//[Slime] x3 added to inventory!

//[Copper Coin] x8 added to inventory!

A new achievement popped up to congratulate me for my victory, too.

//New Achievement!

//[Monster Hunter]

//Awarded for killing your first monster! And so, your path of destruction begins.

//Reward: [Basic Weapon Sphere]

If the armor sphere increased my armor’s defense rating, then it was obvious to assume the weapon sphere would increase my weapon’s damage.

Unfortunately… I couldn’t get too excited about that considering I just noticed very, very bad news.

Character creation and world creation were different things, obviously. World creation had three difficulty levels, and this was the difficulty that affected things like monster spawn rates, monster stats, drops, accessory slots, and so on. I already figured out I was on the highest difficulty setting for the world.

Character difficulty was separate. There was the creative difficulty which meant that a character was basically immortal and had an infinite number of supplies to build with, which I already ruled out. There were three options aside from that.

The default option was dropping money on death.

Then there was the option for dropping all money and items, weapons and armor, on death.

Then there was permadeath. All death was permanent. Dying even once meant game over.

Choosing permadeath also unlocked an optional “true survival” setting while the other difficulties had the more casual “survival” option. Opting into “true survival” meant that there was no natural health regeneration on top of the fact that all death, including for NPCs and tamed pets, was permanent. It also required food and water to be consumed at least once a day to avoid receiving debuffs that would eventually kill the player.

The community “lovingly” referred to it as “masochist mode.” Most people thought it increased the game’s difficulty in such an unfair way that it wasn’t even fun anymore. Even I avoided playing with those options because I didn’t want to completely start over just because I died from something stupid.

And that bad news I noticed?

I wasn’t regenerating any health.

If I worked with what knowledge I had available to me, then there was only one conclusion for me to jump to with that knowledge… and it was that, basically, I was playing on the absolute hardest character difficulty on the world’s hardest difficulty setting.

That meant permadeath.

So… given that I was seemingly in a real world that was just like the game, and permadeath was enabled… what would happen to me if I died?


Chapter Three




I was afraid, obviously. I had no idea what was going on aside from the fact that I was apparently transported to some world that was just like the one from my favorite game, but there were enough differences in it to prove that something strange was going on aside from the previously mentioned transportation, and I also found out that I was on the world’s hardest difficulty setting with my character—or rather, my actual, living body, set to permadeath and true survival.

If I died, I died.

Would I get transported back to reality if that happened? Would I just… start over as if in some sort of time loop? Would I be moved to an entirely different world to try again? Would I respawn like normal?

Would I be truly, permanently dead?

The only way for me to find out was to try dying.

And that, for what should be extremely obvious reasons, was something I had zero interest in trying out. As funny and hip as it was for most people my age to joke around about how much they wanted to die and act like they wouldn’t care if the world suddenly stopped existing, I was one of those losers who actually wanted to live. Sure, I was a wage slave, but I would rather live as a wage slave than not live at all.

I didn’t want to die. Therefore, if I had no idea what was going to happen upon death, with permanent death being an option, trying out death wasn’t an option.

“Welcome back!” Guide said once I returned to where I left him. I decided to chop down some more trees and kill some more slimes while I was out, so I had more than enough supplies to get to building a base with. “Do you need any help?”

Hearing his voice reminded me of my other worry: NPC death. That was considered the worst part about “true survival” mode. If an NPC died… they never returned. Considering how valuable some NPCs were to progression, that alone put most people off from ever trying the difficulty option.

I wasn’t the only one in danger. Guide was as well.

“Do you have your bow and arrows to protect yourself with?” I asked.

Guide looked surprised that I even knew about that, but still brought his bow out from his inventory to show me it. “I do! But how did you know? I… do not recall using this around you yet.”

“I’ll explain later. For now, I’m going to set some rules. No wandering outside at night, no randomly opening and closing doors while zombies are banging on them, no falling down random holes and getting stuck in them with slimes, and stay away from everything that even slightly looks like lava. Understand?”

Guide blinked a couple of times before nodding his head. “Very well! It is a bit of a shame considering how much I love the sound of doors opening and closing, but… I do not even know why I love that sound in the first place.”

“I’ll create an extra room inside our house with a door you can open and close as much as you want, alright? Just no opening the ones that lead outside at night.”

The genuine smile from Guide at being told I would create another door for him was too absurd. No grown man should get that happy at being given a door to open and close. Yet… there was something endearing about it—endearing in a way that made me look at him more like a dog than a human being. He looked like an excited puppy.

Now, with those rules set, it was time to get to work.

I started by taking out my pickaxe and digging a trench around where I wanted to build a house, and it took no time at all for me to wish that I worked out more.

It took three swings per “block” of dirt for me to break it. The dirt, or any of the environment, didn’t look like it was in block-y form by default, but it broke into block shapes upon—well, breaking. Once I swung my pickaxe into the dirt below me three times, a large chunk of dirt disappeared from the ground in the shape of a block which got immediately absorbed into my inventory. The hole in the ground wasn’t large enough for me to stand in, though. I had to dig up a two-by-two space for me to actually have enough space to completely stand in it.

If I wanted to make the hole deep enough for it to reach my height, it needed to be three blocks deep. So, to completely cover me, it had to be two blocks wide and long, then three blocks deep. Twelve blocks of dirt needed dug up just to fit one person in a hole in the ground.

That was twelve blocks of dirt I had to dig up, with a pickaxe, by swinging it into the ground three times per block. Thirty-six overhead pickaxe swings just to dig up enough space for one person.

My back was killing me after just a few minutes of work.

But given the circumstances… I couldn’t give up. I needed to prepare a shelter for us before it was night, and the sun was already falling in the sky.

For the next couple of hours, I worked as quickly as I could to dig up a massive moat of sorts around where I wanted to build a house. It was deep enough that any zombies and slimes who fell into it would struggle to jump out, and I also built a wall using all the dirt I dug up on our side of the moat. The wall didn’t need to be thick, just tall, so I built the wall to be eight blocks tall. That would prevent any monsters from being able to jump over the moat. If they tried, they would just crash into the wall and fall down into the moat.

Normally, if somebody really wanted to cheese the system, they would just build dirt walls if they were afraid of zombies reaching their house and opening the doors. Starting on the second highest world difficulty, zombies and other night monsters could open doors if they were on the same level as the doors or within two blocks of their ground level. A three-block deep hole was required to prevent monsters from reaching up and opening the doors.

Furthermore, on the hardest difficulty option, monsters could very slowly break through barriers if the player tried blocking them with walls. Weak monsters such as zombies were only able to break through dirt and wood, so anything stronger than that would stop them, but dirt and wood were all I had access to at the moment. Therefore, the moat also served as a method of stopping the zombies from trying to break through the dirt wall. In theory, they would detect the dirt wall as being the main barrier stopping them from reaching me, so they would break it down. But since the moat was three blocks deeper than the ground level of the wall, and zombies weren’t known for digging underground, they would have no way of getting through our defenses.

All I had to do then was leave a two-by-two dirt bridge connected to an opening in the wall for me and Guide to cross over, and that was only left long enough for us to actually get inside the wall. As soon as we were inside, I destroyed the bridge and closed the wall.

Fortunately, building was pretty easy. All I had to do to build was place the material I wanted to use on my hotbar, and that would create a small version of the block for me to hold and place where I wanted. Upon placing it, the block would instantly turn into its full-sized form. When blocks were placed next to each other, they seamlessly blended together to maintain a natural look. Worrying about physics didn’t seem to be an issue, either. No matter how much I pushed against the dirt wall, I wasn’t able to push it over. I had to deliberately attack it with my pickaxe to deal any damage to it.

Next came building the actual house.

I was barely able to keep my eyes open at that point from just how much pain my muscles were in and how tired I felt, but I kept at it until my mission was done. And my mission… was creating a small, square house with a table, workbench, and couple of chairs inside it. I also made an empty, extra room just so that I could give Guide a door to open and close as he pleased.

Once the house was done, all I had left to do was light the inside and outside of it up with torches. Despite being fire on a stick, they didn’t create lasting smoke that polluted the air even when inside. All they did was create permanent, safe, flickering light.

And with that… I could finally relax. With Guide inside with me, I sat down on one of the two chairs I made and slumped over onto the table using my crossed arms as a pillow. I was going to need some form of cloth if I wanted to make a bed, so my options were either sleep in a chair or sleep on the floor.

“Are… are you alright?” Guide asked, his voice sounding extra gentle like one would when talking to somebody who was sick, injured, or just absolutely exhausted like me.

“My body feels like it’s on fire, but we’re safe, and that’s all that matters,” I answered.

“But… even with how tired you are, you still made me that room with the door. You didn’t need to do that. Such a thing could have been saved for tomorrow, or just not done at all.”

“I’m a man of my word. If I say I’ll do something, I do it.”

I felt a gentle hand stroke through my hair. “Thank you… ah. I just realized, I have no idea what I should call you. Do you have a name?”

I was so tired, and feeling his hand brushing against my head made me feel even more exhausted, that I could barely think straight. “A name? Well… you’re Guide, the guide, and I’m the player, so… just call me Player.”

“If that’s the case, you are more of a hero than anything, so should I not call you Hero instead?”

“Hero feels too narcissistic. Just call me Player.”

“I see. Very well, Player.”

Hearing him actually call me that was kind of funny, but I liked it. Plus, it felt fitting given the world I was in where everybody was just named after their role. “I’m gonna sleep now, alright? And remember, no going outside until the sun is up.” Even if I blocked any zombies and slimes from getting inside our walls, flying monsters could still get inside. They wouldn’t be able to break through the house’s walls or anything, but they could still hurt us if we stepped outside.

“Please do. You deserve the rest. And tomorrow, I will try to be even more helpful.”

“Don’t worry about it. Just give me some praise every now and then to make me feel good about myself, and that’s enough for me.”

I heard a soft laugh from him as I drifted off into sleep. “I will give you all the praise in the world, as much as your heart⁠—”

“Wait… shit.”

“What? Is something wrong?”

“I forgot… about the… pizza I ordered. I wonder… if it’ll be cold by the time I⁠—”


Chapter Four




I opened my eyes and immediately related to everybody else my age and younger who joked about wanting to die. Given that my entire body felt like it was on fire and like it was going to fall apart just from moving a couple of centimeters, I was pretty sure that death would be a preferable alternative at that point.

Why did my body hurt so much anyways? All I did was work, order pizza, and play games! There was no reason for my body to feel like I pulled every muscle in my body! I⁠—

My attention got stolen by the sound of a door opening and closing behind me. It wasn’t just any door sound, either. It was the specific sound of an opening and closing door from my favorite video game. It was impossible for me to ever forget that sound due to NPCs constantly opening and closing doors automatically while moving around their housing. It was as if they existed for the sole purpose of opening and closing doors whenever they weren’t being used as various merchants.

“Ah, Player, good morning!” Guide said, causing me to slowly remember everything that happened in the past twenty-four hours.

Right. Somehow, I found myself in the world of my favorite game. I had no idea how or why, but I was inside it, everything was real and set to the hardest possible difficulty, and I probably actually did pull every muscle in my body from chopping down trees, hunting slimes, and digging up a moat.

More importantly, if Guide was still alive, then he listened to my orders and didn’t get himself killed by wandering outside in the middle of the night. My defenses also worked.

“Morning,” I grumbled to him. “Everything alright?”

“Even better than alright! Here!” The next thing I knew, the stripped corpse of a small bird appeared on the table in front of me. “I want to help you more, and this bird landed in the yard outside, so I killed it for you! You’ll be able to cook and eat it if you craft a campfire outside.”

I looked at the bird, looked at him, looked back at the bird, and then looked at him again. “You killed it yourself?”

“I did!”

“And not only did you kill it, but you looted it and brought it back to me?”

“I did!”

“Were you trying to shoot something else and accidentally hit the bird instead?”

Guide blinked and shook his head. “No, your wall has done an excellent job of keeping everything else out, and I only went outside once the sun rose.”

“So you purposely hunted the bird all by yourself?”

“Yes? I… I suppose I understand the confusion. With how useless I was yesterday, it is no wonder that something like this needs so thoroughly confirmed.”

“That’s not it at all!” I shouted, getting out of my chair to put my hands on his shoulders. “This is seriously useful! And it’s not just because of yesterday. This is something you’ve never done before and shouldn’t even be able to do.”

Guide looked away with a hint of red on his cheeks as if he was embarrassed by the praise. “It… it really is not much, especially when compared to everything you have done. You built this entire home for us, so killing a single bird is⁠—”

“Is exactly all you need to do to be amazing right now! I’m hungry, and I’m too sore to go out hunting for food myself, so this is perfect. Seriously, Guide, you’re the best. Also.” I slumped back into my chair. “Standing up required too much energy. I want to die even more now.”

Normally, the guide would never be able to do that. Creatures like birds, which were considered “animals” while everything hostile, even hostile animals, were considered “monsters,” were never intentionally targeted by any NPCs regardless of whether they were friendly or hostile NPCs. They might accidentally get killed if caught in an attack, such as an NPC shooting at a monster and accidentally hitting the animal, but never intentionally. Even in the later parts of the game that involved building up a town, creating defenses, hiring farmers and workers, and all of that, there was never anything like what he just did.

On one hand, that made the world even more concerning since it meant that everything was likely more intelligent and capable of new behavior. Except the slimes, apparently. They still acted just like normal.

On the other hand… the guide acting more and more like a human with free will was worthy of nothing short of celebration. It was like if a kid had a favorite toy that came to life and wanted to be best friends! How could I not get excited about that? Just going off the night before, there was no reason to think he was anything but his usual self, albeit with slightly more advanced chatting algorithms, but he was undoubtedly more capable than some advanced chatbot now.

I had no reason to believe he was anything short of being his own person.

Though, I was going to have to experiment with him a bit more later. The game had a system that allowed the player to recruit any one NPC at a time as a follower to go fight with, but that always required befriending them first and then completing a sort of quest to unlock them as a follower… and potential love interest. So, what would happen if I tried to take him with me without going through all those steps to officially “unlock” him as a follower?

What if I gave him an axe or pickaxe to gather materials with? Most NPCs were considered different from laborers. NPC companions could follow the player around and help them fight, but not gather resources. Only the nameless, hired laborers at the town building stage of the game could do that.

There were many experiments to be performed, but, for now, I placed some wooden blocks and torches on the table in front of me. “Can you try building the campfire yourself?”

“I… suppose I can try that,” Guide replied. “But I do not believe I will be able to.”

“Any reason why?”

“Well, no. It is just… a feeling that I have. But for you, I shall try my best regardless!”

Guide went outside after that, and it took a couple of minutes for me to finally get out of my chair to go and check on him to see how it was going.

And what I saw was him just… standing there, staring at the ground, with a wooden block in his hand. He looked like he had no idea what he was supposed to do. When he noticed me watching him, he looked at me and sighed. “I am sorry, Player. I do not even know where to begin with this. As ridiculous as this might sound, I feel as if I have been given a piece of dirt and a leaf and told to create a rocket out of them.”

“The important thing is that you tried your best,” I said.

“I am not sure it can be said that I tried at all.”

“You did. And thanks for trying. Here, give me the materials back.”

Following another sigh, he handed me the wood and torches which allowed me to simply open up my inventory, focus my attention on a single button to create the campfire, and then placed it down in front of us. The fire was already blazing with all of its usual intensity, giving off heat and causing a buff to show up at the top left of my vision underneath my hotbar. All I had to do then was open up my inventory again to craft the [Raw Bird] into [Roasted Bird] using the campfire as the cooking workstation.

But instead of just… instantly turning into its cooked variant in my inventory like normal, the bird was teleported out of my inventory and showed up on a skewer over the campfire instead.

It was actually cooking; it didn’t just instantly cook by crafting it.

“There is something… strange about this,” Guide said.

I nodded. “It obviously makes sense to see a bird cooking over a fire, but… it feels wrong at the same time.”

If the bird needed cooked, was I going to have to actually wait for metal ores to smelt in furnaces, too?

There was even more to learn about than I thought.

More importantly, another bird landed within the walls behind Guide. I grabbed his attention by waving at him, held a single finger over my lips to shush him, and pointed over his shoulder. As soon as he noticed the bird, he brought out his bow, readied an arrow… and fired.

With the aimbot-like aim I would expect from an NPC, his arrow pierced the bird’s body and instantly killed it, causing it to turn into another piece of [Raw Bird] on the ground.

“Nice shot,” I said, giving Guide a pat on his shoulder. Every single movement, even that, made me want to die again. “Now we have enough for both of us. Wait, do you even feel hungry?”

“I most certainly do,” Guide answered. “At least, I believe I do? I have never felt hungry before today, but I am not sure what else this empty feeling in my stomach could be.”

That… posed another potential issue.

Even in “true survival,” only the player needed food. NPCs didn’t. Sure, hired labor during the town building section of the game had generic “food” requirements, such as hiring farmers to produce enough food to enable hiring other types of laborers, but that was all just a very generic system and normal NPCs never engaged with it.

So if Guide actually felt hungry as well, then that meant he might be susceptible to starvation just as I was.

That could potentially prove to be problematic, but… he was clearly capable of passively hunting any birds that came within our walls, so maybe it wouldn’t be an issue after all.

For now, I crafted another [Roasted Bird] which caused another skewer with meat to appear over the fire.

Five minutes turned out to be all that was needed for the birds to actually finish cooking. And, once they finished, they popped off the fire and became dropped items on the ground which got sucked up into my inventory.

//[Roasted Bird] x2 added to inventory!

And just like in the original game, an achievement popped up.

//New Achievement!

//[It’s (Not) Raw!]

//Awarded for acquiring prepared food for the first time! Picking an apple isn’t preparing it, but chopping it into slices is!

//Reward: [Beginner’s Plate]

“Beginner’s plate?” I asked out loud while handing one of the [Roasted Bird]s over to Guide. When I looked in my inventory, I saw that it was just… a plate with a picture of a generic slime on it. It had no description, no stats—nothing. It was just a plate, presumably for decoration’s sake.

I’d place it on the table later.

For now, I took my own serving of bird and took a bite out of it. The buff from being near the campfire already healed me in full since it gave me a health regeneration of one per second, but eating the bird gave me another buff that showed up next to it.

//[Light Meal]

//Improves health, defense, damage, and slightly increases health regeneration.

//Duration: 1 hour

I noticed my health was increased up to a total of 105, which was something buffs from eating food in the original game never did, and that my defense went up by another point. Not only that, but the damage for my sword was both improved as well. Even my base senses felt improved, being able to see more clearly farther, hearing more distant sounds, and both tasting and smelling the rest of my food with even greater intensity despite those not being listed in the description.

And unlike the original game where the buff would only last for a few minutes, typically long enough for a boss battle and nothing else, this one lasted a whole hour. Seeing as how an in-game day lasted fewer than thirty minutes, and we were in a real place now with what seemed like a more normal passage of time, that made sense.

“That was delicious!” Guide said. “Thank you, Player.”

“No problem, glad you enjoyed it,” I replied. “And thank you for hunting those birds in the first place. Now, I want to test something out. Could you follow me?”

Maybe it was hearing those specific words, or perhaps it was the intent behind them, but Guide froze when I asked that. He then shook his head and said, “Sorry, but… I don’t believe I can. As soon as you said that, I wanted to say yes, but… it felt as if something gripped my heart and demanded I say no. And each time I think of accompanying you, it feels as if that grip begins to tighten around my heart again.”

So, something like pointing out that there was a bird behind him was fine, and then he was able to hunt it of his own free will. But asking him to actually follow me… and even him thinking about following me, was apparently not allowed. Something was stopping him from doing that even if he wanted to.

If that was the case, it would probably be impossible to get him to follow me around as an active companion without going through the usual steps to unlock him or any of the other NPCs as companions.

“Is something on your mind?” Guide asked.

Hearing that, I remembered that I kept on intending to explain everything I knew to him, but never did. Seeing as how it was early in the day and I was still too sore to actually go out and do anything, it was probably a good time to infodump everything I knew onto him.

I just had to be careful not to overwhelm him or give him an existential crisis.

The two of us returned indoors, I placed the plate down on the center of our table, and then I got to work explaining everything.

I started off simple, telling him about who I was, where I was from, what seemingly happened to me, and that my pizza probably went cold and was sitting outside my old apartment’s door… if any of that even existed anymore.

Then, since Guide seemed to be handling all of that pretty well, I went into more detail about him and the game he was from. I told him about how he was originally an NPC inside of a video game created by a couple of developers and that none of our situation was supposed to be real. I expected a bit of shock or concern, but there wasn’t any. Instead, at the end of my explanation, Guide simply sighed and said, “I knew something was wrong ever since I failed to remember my past last night. I feel as if I am half a person—no, not even half a person. As if I was designed by something, or somebody, greater than me, with only a single purpose in mind. Everything else… is missing. From the sound of it, even though I feel as if I am supposed to have parents… I never have had any, have I?”

“At the very least, your original character never had any dialogue lines about parents.” I could have elaborated and told him that he was actually regarded as the most basic, generic, boring character with zero personality who basically existed only to encourage the player and give advice here and there, but he didn’t need to know any of that. Besides, no matter how basic he was, he was always one of my favorites.

“I see. It is… sad to hear that, but I am not surprised. And you have no idea why any of this is happening?”

“No, sorry. And I take it you have no idea either?”

“That would be correct, unfortunately.” Guide brought his hands in front of his face to look them over. “So… I am not even supposed to exist. These hands should only be graphics for a virtual game. Yet, when I look at them,” he clenched his hands together, “when I feel them… they seem so real. What does that make me, then?”

“A person, obviously. Come on. Being dumb isn’t one of your personality traits.”

Guide smiled for a second, but that smiled disappeared so that he could ask, “But is that really true? You—you are a true person. You were born into the real world to parents, raised from birth, you had a life… but I am just some artificial creation of another given some strange form of life that neither of us understands.”

“And? You’re here and real now. That makes you a real person just like me. None of that other stuff matters. Even if it turns out that I’ve gone crazy and you’re just a figment of my imagination, or if it turns out that the government drugged me and kidnapped me to test some sort of hyper advanced virtual reality using me and you’re the world’s most advanced AI, then I’m still going to call you a person. As long as you’re like this, you’re real to me. And if you don’t agree, too bad, my opinion is better and thus true.”

Guide laughed a little and asked, “Yet you turned down the name of ‘Hero’ due to it sounding narcissistic.”

“I’m enough of a narcissist without blatantly calling myself ‘Hero,’ don’t you think?”

“I still think that name suits you perfectly, but very well. Though, I must say, I believe there is something going on aside from either of those possibilities you mentioned.”

“Yeah, I know. Mental delusions are never this realistic, and the government wouldn’t just go and kidnap some random guy for an experiment… well, depending on who you ask, they might, but that’s not the point. The point is that you’re as real as me right now. Welcome to personhood, Guide. It only goes downhill from here.”

“I have no doubt when I look at you that our journey will not be one of falling downhill. Rather, I have full confidence in you to rise to greater heights than anybody ever has before.”

I had to admit that as much as I loved the praise, it was still embarrassing enough to hear that it made me blush a little and look away. “I know I’ve said to praise me, but you don’t have to inflate my ego that much.”

“Player?” Guide asked, suddenly sounding more serious than before which caught me off guard.

“Yeah?”

“I have… a personal question.”

“Shoot.”

“If you do not mind my asking… what was it like to have a family?”

Any embarrassment I felt was replaced by being unable to hold back my laughter.

“Did—did I ask something wrong?”

“No, no,” I answered. “It’s just… I’m the worst possible guy you could ask for that. Let’s just say my parents were pieces of shit and leave it at that for now. Instead, I have an idea.”

“Oh? What would your idea be?”

“We’ll find out together,” I answered, holding out my hand to him. “Family is about more than blood relations. So, how about me and you be our own family? Brothers surviving in this world together.”

“Br-brothers?”

“Yeah. We’re both men, after all.”

“But… I’m a girl.”

I looked at Guide, blinked a few times, stuck my pinkies into my ears to try and clean them out in case there was something in there distorting what I heard, and asked, “Say that again?”

“Player… I’m a girl.”

“But… but you’re the guide.”

“And a girl.”

“But—but you look… oh.”

Oh.

The last time I played the game… I… decided to try out an extremely, excessively modded run. I downloaded all the biggest content mods with zero regard for how they blended together, mods that allowed combining basically everything in the game into one ultimate god-tier item at the end, a ton of decorative mods even though I was always bad at designing things and never used them, quality of life mods… mods to make the game far, far harder with extremely difficult bosses who I never even mastered and could barely beat at my best… and… then, just because I thought it would be funny, and definitely for zero other reasons, I… I got mods that… may or may not have… turned every single NPC into a girl… some of which had very mature designs… and… also a mod that would let me marry all of them but totally only so that I could benefit from getting the unique married stat boost from each girl… because I wanted to do a run that involved me mastering everything and everybody…

There were… dozens of NPCs turned into girls because of just how many mods I installed. Even the bosses that turned into NPCs after beating them got turned into girls so I could marry them, definitely just for their stat bonuses.

And after hearing what Guide said, I remembered the mod I got for him—for her. It was the “Tomboy Guide” mod.

“Look, see?” Guide said, forcing me to leave my thoughts and look over at her.

That was when I confirmed that Guide was definitely, without any doubt, a woman, seeing as how she removed her breastplate and pulled down her shirt enough for me to see her bra and the mounds held back by them.

After looking at her some more… I was an idiot for not figuring it out sooner. Even the slightest bit of attention revealed how her shirt and jeans tightly hugged her feminine curves. Then there was her voice. While her voice could pass for a man’s, it was androgynous and could go either way.

And now, with a hint of red on her cheeks, Guide let go of her shirt and looked away. “I… I can’t believe you didn’t notice I’m a girl. Maybe you’re not a ‘Hero’ after all.”

I felt like I should apologize. That had to be rude, right? But right as I reached a hand out and opened my lips to apologize to her…

Guide turned back to look at me and smiled before saying, “Just kidding. Did I trick you?”

I stared right into her eyes, causing her to blink and tilt her head, as I thought…

Shit. She’s cute.


Chapter Five




So.

Guide turned out to be a girl. Not just a girl, but an incredibly cute one who I struggled to remain calm around once I discovered the truth.

And that was only the beginning of my problems. Or really, it didn’t even count as a problem, I was just being dramatic to mentally cope. The actual beginning of my problems, aside from the beginning that I was in a game-like world with permadeath and all that, and aside from the original beginning that involved me being born, was the realization that all the mods I installed before may or may not be active.

On one hand, the mods being active meant there were some absolutely busted weapons, armors, and accessories available for me to use that would make some of the vanilla game enemies total laughingstocks. On the other hand, I downloaded some of the most challenging, bullet hell bosses I could find so that I would have worthy enemies to use the broken items against without feeling like it was way too easy.

Not to mention that while I might have mastered the behaviors, stats, and attack patterns of the vanilla game’s enemies and bosses… the mods I had deliberately changed a lot of those things to mix things up and make them even more difficult, and that included adding a bunch of new bosses and enemies in general that made vanilla enemies pathetic in comparison.

That meant I needed to be as safe as possible.

And that meant… I had to go some form of ranged build. There was no way I was going to run around with nothing but a sword to fight everything up close and personal. The slimes? Fine, they still behaved normal, so I was confident in farming them with melee weapons. But anything else? I was going to have to go with some form of ranged weapons or magic. I could even potentially go with a beast master or summoner build to just let others do the fighting for me while I stayed back and focused on survival.

But… that meant taming and summoning creatures who would be dying for me. In a world where everything was real, taming and summoning things to fight and die for me was different than in a video game where their deaths didn’t matter. They were just code in a program, not living beings.

So, beast master and summoner builds probably weren’t options I would ever feel comfortable pursuing. At least, not until I had access to strong enough monsters and summons that I could safely use them to farm weaker monsters, or until I had the accessories that made it so they wouldn’t die and instead only got knocked out after running out of health.

Ninja was an option as well. It was a pretty niche build that was a hybrid of melee and range with a high focus on speed and evasion, but that speed and evasion also meant they were glass cannons. Masters of not getting hit, but practically every boss beyond the midgame could kill them with a single attack when they did get hit.

Then again… maybe melee was the way to go after all if I made myself as defensive as possible. I could completely disregard high damage output to instead focus almost purely on my defense and boosting my health regeneration as high as possible. Defense, damage reduction, and health regeneration. The only problem then would be the modded enemies and bosses capable of completely ignoring armor since some mod developers were assholes who thought it would be fun to just say “fuck you” to an entire playstyle they deemed low skill.

They weren’t wrong about tanking play styles requiring less skill, but still. Some people liked to be an immovable, immortal wall sometimes.

And even worse… if one of the mods was active in this new world that I feared might have been, it meant bosses would naturally spawn even sooner than they did in the vanilla game. In vanilla, the first boss automatically spawned after seven days. With the mod, it spawned after three days.

We were on the second day already.

I had fewer than forty-eight hours to prepare for the first boss fight, probably, and I had nothing but the bare minimum of starting gear.

The sound of a door opening and closing grabbed my attention.

Looking up from the table, I saw Guide standing at the doorway of the extra room I made for her. “Sorry,” she said when she noticed me looking at her. “I just… have this urge to do it sometimes.”

The endearing sight of somebody who just really loved opening and closing doors to the point where they felt an urge to do it was enough for me to calm down a bit.

However, what I heard next did the opposite of calm me down.

“Also… about what you said. About us being family,” Guide continued.

“Ri-right,” I replied.

“I… I like it. Being your brother doesn’t make any sense, but I still want us to be family! So, if it wouldn’t bother you… I know I’m nowhere near as capable of you, but I promise to always do my best helping you however I can! Would you… be my family?”

I felt my heart throb when I heard that, and it throbbed so powerfully that I was pretty sure it was actually trying to jump out through my chest. Having a girl want to be “family” with me felt completely different from a man wanting to be family with me. But… regardless of what gender mods turned Guide into, Guide was still Guide. Only her physical sex was different. Aside from that, and the fact that she was real instead of a programmed chunk of code in a game, she was still the same, helpful NPC that she had always been.

She might have been a cute girl instead of a man, but she was still my bro. Something as weak as gender could never disrupt a bromance.

And if I was really her family, then I would accept her as my bro regardless of how much I wanted to see under her shirt again!

“You might be a girl, but you’re still my bro,” I said, looking Guide directly in the eyes. “Being brothers transcends physical gender. What you have between your legs has no effect on who you are in my heart, and you have always been, and always will be, my brother. That is what it means to be family.”

I wasn’t sure how Guide would react to any of that… but I definitely wasn’t expecting her to tear up. Not only did she tear up, but she tightly wrapped her arms around me for a hug. Hugging her made it extremely obvious that she was a girl given what I felt pressing up against my chest.

But it was hard to be a pervert thinking about that nice feeling against my chest when I heard Guide whisper, “Thank you, Player. Even if you are just entertaining me… I’ve never had a family before, so this means a lot to me.”

I wrapped my arms around her to return to the hug, placing one hand on the back of her head while my other gave her back a few pats. “You have no idea how much you’ve helped me over the years.” Especially with reminding me about crafting recipes. “In a… probably cringey way, even before we were brought here, I’d sooner call your old self stuck in a video game my family than I’d call any of my actual relatives family.”

Guide nuzzled her face up against the side of my neck, letting me feel her breath against my skin which caused me to feel many different, but nice, things all at once. “Player…”

“Yeah?”

“Did you know that you can find metal ores by exploring underground and mining them with a pickaxe?”

Even if she became her own person, old, generic advice habits died hard, apparently. “I had no idea. Thanks.”

“Really? You didn’t know even though you said you played the game for so long?”

“I’m teasing you. I knew that. Consider it revenge for teasing me earlier.”

In possibly the most adorable way ever, Guide tightened the hug even more and gently “smacked” her hands against my back as if she was throwing a tantrum for being teased.

I was going to have to tease her more often.

Rather than tease her some more, though, I needed to make some progress.

It didn’t matter how sore my body was. If the mods I feared were active were active, then I had basically no time at all to prepare for the upcoming boss fight. All I had was some wood and slime. I needed way more than that.

That meant it was time to go mining.

If enough of the world was the same as it was in the game, then I would be able to find cave systems that contained ores, chests containing valuable weapons and accessories, and old pots that could give random buff potions upon breaking. There was also the chance of finding the hearts that might permanently increase my health, but I couldn’t hope for too many of those. Ores and chests were more important.

“Are you going out?” Guide asked as I broke a hole in the dirt wall for me to jump over the moat through.

“Yeah,” I answered. “Gotta get spelunking if I want to stand a chance tomorrow night. Want me to make a bridge for you so you can get across and walk around outside the wall, or should I seal the wall back up?”

“Could you leave it open with a bridge? Maybe I’ll be able to find or do something useful while you’re gone!”

“Got it, but don’t push yourself too hard.”

“Please, Player. You are the last one who should be saying something like that.”

“Just take out any more birds you see so we can have food for dinner, alright?”

Guide perked up as soon as she heard that. “I’ll do my best!”

With that, I created a dirt bridge to cross the moat with and went off in… well, the first direction I picked, really. I had no idea where to go. The forest was just dense enough that I couldn’t see too far into the distance, so I had no idea what I might find in any direction. The good news was that, thanks to the minimap, I would always be able to find my way home.

Now, I was a fan of removing maps and quest markers from games because they made things too easy. I wanted to get lost in games. I wanted a big, vast world to explore with the genuine possibility of getting lost and having no way to find my way back to my base.

That sounded fun.

But not when my actual life was at risk.

With my actual life at risk, yes, please, give me as many immersion-breaking tools as possible so that I wouldn’t get lost and get myself killed in some stupid way.

I didn’t find much for the first hour or so of exploring the forest, heading west from the house… which barely deserved to be called a house, but that was beside the point.

While I might not have found anything like a natural cave entrance or giant trees with chests hidden inside of them, I did find something that didn’t exist in the original game: berry bushes. That was when I discovered that I could hit the bushes with my pickaxe, sword, or even just start to pick the berries from them and get the same result no matter what. Regardless of which three of those I did, just one hit, or a couple seconds of picking berries, would cause a berry-related item to drop to the ground and get sucked into my inventory.

I found [Blueberries], [Raspberries], and the most important one… [Blackberries]. Really, the last one was only the most important because they were my favorite. Each berry also counted as a ready-to-eat food item that would refresh the buff I got from eating the bird, but it seemed like there wasn’t any way to farm the berries. I tried breaking the bushes to loot them or get seeds to drop or something, but breaking them only… well, broke them. I got a couple pieces of wood from each bush, but nothing else. Still, it meant I had two more food items I could eat or share with Guide later in case we didn’t get more birds.

I also picked every [Mushroom] I saw since those were typically used in creating and upgrading potions, and I picked a couple of plants. To be more specific, I picked the [Shaded Sleeper] plant, which was a gray and blue flower that only grew in the shadows right up against the trunks of trees, and the [Day Glow] plant, which was a pretty generic plant found all over the surface which always bloomed during day with a gentle glow around its sunflower-like flower.

The [Shaded Sleeper] was what I was most excited about. [Day Glow] was used for some pretty helpful potions, but none that would help me against the boss or help with my survival right away. The [Shaded Sleeper], however, could be crafted into a potion that would make all my attacks inflict a debuff known as “tired” in the game. I had no idea if the debuff would be named the same thing and have the same effect in this world, but the debuff caused all non-boss monsters to temporarily lose about half their movement speed and jump height.

And, because I harvested both plants while they were in their ideal growing conditions, that meant I got their respective seeds as well, so we could start growing our own.

But I really needed a cave.

At that point, I was almost tempted to just try digging straight down until I dropped into one… but that sounded like a horrible idea given the potential dangers and permanent death. There was also the fact that I wanted to conserve my energy as much as possible. My body already felt like it was breaking down, so the last thing I needed to do was dig my way down into the world in hopes of getting lucky and dropping into a cave… that I might not have any way out of.

Searching for a natural cave was my best option and the one I committed to.

And after about another hour of walking, which put me at around six miles away from the house, I found one.

The terrain had been growing rockier as I approached the cave, so I had my hopes up, and my hopes were satisfied once I noticed a large opening in a small hill behind some trees. There were even some pots already visibly sitting on the ground inside of it, confirming once again just how game-like the world was.

There were few things more traditionally game-y than breaking pots for loot.

So, with a torch in hand and many more in my inventory that I made from killing more slimes and breaking bushes for wood, I entered the cave and made sure to light it up as I went. It didn’t take long before I came across a drop that would require some digging or building to make traversable, so I went back to those pots and broke them instead by swinging my sword into them.

I broke three pots in total and received a pretty good assortment of loot from them for a new character. Each one dropped some money and then their respective items.

The last one that got sucked into my inventory was the one I was most hyped for.

//[Copper Coin] x27 added to inventory!

//[Silver Coin] x2 added to inventory!

//[Toughness Potion] x2 added to inventory!

//[Rope] x16 added to inventory!

//[Bomb] added to inventory!

That’s right.

I got a bomb.


Chapter Six




//New Achievement!

//[Absolute Menace]

//Awarded for breaking some pots! Not just the pots, but the wompots and chipots, too.

//Reward: [Invincible Pot]

//New Achievement!

//[Boom!]

//Awarded for acquiring any explosive consumable! Bakuretsu, bakuretsu!

//Reward: [Explosion Loli Figurine]

I looked at the two new achievements I got… and the second one made me think that I must have downloaded some mod which added questionable anime references or something that I forgot about. But that aside, the new items looked like they were only decorative since their descriptions didn’t mention any uses when I checked them in my inventory, so I didn’t spend too much time thinking about them.

I did, however, start to worry about my inventory space. Sure, there was barely anything in it at the moment, but it was filling up pretty quickly now that I was inside of a cave. It was only going to fill up even faster if I found more pots, chests, and ores as well.

And on that note, I needed to explore more of the cave.

With the new rope I acquired, I walked over to that drop I found before and placed down three blocks worth of rope for me to climb down. That reached the next level below, so⁠—

Wait.

I realized something.

I placed the rope down because I doubted I would be able to make that jump normally. I wouldn’t be able to jump down to the next level without hurting myself, and I also wouldn’t be able to jump back up to the entrance’s level. But, in the game, that jump would be easy. The player character was able to jump higher than they were tall pretty easily. That was also why I built the wall around the house so tall, because zombies could easily jump about twice their height.

But was the same true here?

I didn’t want to test jumping down to the next level to test out fall damage and whatnot, but I did use the rope to climb down and then tried jumping back up on my own.

Nope.

I was only able to jump as high as I normally could.

I didn’t know whether or not that applied to monsters being able to jump as high as they could in the game as well, but I was sure I would eventually find out. For now, though, I found one of the first things I was hoping to find: stone.

Admittedly, I probably could have just dug some up while I was looking for the cave, but I figured I would save my energy for once I actually found a cave. Now that I did, I got to work mining some stone blocks out of the wall after placing down some more torches so I wouldn’t be mining in the dark.

//[Stone] x13 added to inventory!

That was probably enough stone. Well, actually… it wouldn’t be enough if I wanted to build a furnace and whatnot later, but it was enough for me to craft some arrows once I was ready to. Before I could craft some arrows, though, I wanted to find some spider webs to make string from so that I could actually make a bow. Did that make realistic sense? Using spider webs as a bow string? Probably not, but the game didn’t care.

And fortunately, just like in the game, it didn’t take too long to find some spider webs. They were all abandoned, thankfully, but each one was the size of my head which made me feel pretty… strange. I was worried about what spiders were around making so many large webs, but the chances were that the webs just existed as part of the environment without anything to actually spin them, so I didn’t worry too much about it and just swung my pickaxe through them to break them instead.

//[Spider Silk] x21 added to inventory!

I actually managed to get the exact amount of silk that I’d need from the cluster of webs I found. So, with that, I placed down the workbench I brought with me which enabled a few new crafting recipes. One of those recipes was turning seven pieces of [Spider Silk] into one [String], so I made three of those. Then, combining ten [Wooden Log]s with three [Spider Silk]s created the [Wooden Bow] for me.

//[Wooden Bow]

//Damage: 4

And since I had a bow, I had reason to actually make arrows. Those were only one [Stone] and one [Wooden Log] for ten of them, so I crafted a hundred and thirty to use up all the stone I mined so far.

//[Wooden Arrow]

//Damage: 3

If I remembered the damage calculation right, damage for ranged weapons was the combination of the actual weapon and ammunition, so I’d be dealing seven damage before any modifiers with the bow and arrows. That was better than what I had and would also let me fight from a distance, so I considered that a pretty huge upgrade.

And given that I heard the sloshy, wet sound of jumping slimes coming from the darkness deeper into the cave, it sounded like I was about to have a good opportunity to test my bow out.

With my bow on the hotbar now and arrows equipped in the ammo slots I had, I delved deeper into the cave while placing torches on the walls every single time it started to get dark again. And once I reached the end of the passage I was in, it opened up into a large room too vast to see all of with multiple different cave branches connected to it. It was in this room that I also found the source of the slimy sounds I heard, spotting multiple slimes of different colors hopping around… but also some ants and spiders large enough that they reached up to my knees.

Slimes were vanilla, so I expected those. The ants and spiders, though, were absolutely modded creatures which really confirmed my theory about mods affecting the world.

Now, while there were way too many in that room for me to comfortably deal with on my own, none of them aggroed onto me yet. That meant I had time to go mine some more stone.

And with that stone, I built a wall. A wall that blocked off the room from the passage I was in, but I left a few, one-block-large holes in it for me to shoot through. That way, I could clear out the room from the safety of behind the wall without worrying about any of the monsters being able to reach me.

I took my bow in hand and prepared my first arrow.

I never used a bow in real life before, but I found myself… unnaturally competent with it? Actually, that could be applied to everything so far. I only really noticed it when I was taking steps away from the slime after each attack as if it were muscle memory, but the same applied to pretty much everything I was doing. Even swinging the sword and pickaxe felt natural. Mining rocks and chopping down trees? No problem. I felt like I already had tons of experience in doing those things despite having never done any of them outside of video games.

So, with new confidence in myself, I took aim and loosed an arrow at the nearest slime.

And… the arrow missed. Not only did it miss, but the sound of it hitting the ground and breaking alerted all the monsters in the room to my presence, and they all came charging at my stone wall.

Fortunately, a one-block-large hole wasn’t big enough for anything to fit through it in the game, and none of these monsters would be capable of breaking through a stone wall. That meant I could take my time dealing with them without worrying about getting hurt. Not only that, but them coming right up to my wall would make it way easier to actually hit them.

I was going to need to practice my aim later. Even if actually using the bow felt natural to me, that didn’t mean I had good aim with it, apparently.

But there was a problem.

Slimes were pretty squishy, and the giant insects were only big enough to reach up to my knees. While they never would have been able to fit through a one-block-large hole in the game, even if it looked like they should have been able to realistically squeeze through, they couldn’t. Nothing but ranged projectiles could go through such small spaces.

But I wasn’t in a game. I was in some sort of world that featured a hybrid of game logic and realism. That meant that while I might have been able to build a stone wall like it was the easiest thing in the world to do… my enemies were still able to squeeze through the holes I left for shooting through.

I was in trouble.

“How are you this stupid?!” I shouted at myself while running back toward the rope, taking potshots with my bow at the pursuing monsters behind me.

I could not have felt any dumber than I did. Sure, in a video game, it made sense that the slimes and giant insects wouldn’t be able to fit through those small holes I left. Even if their graphical sprites looked like they should have been able to squeeze through, and even if they would have been able to in reality, they just didn’t. That was how the game worked. Was it realistic? No, but nobody questioned it.

But I wasn’t in a video game! Yes, the world might have been nonsensically close to one in a bunch of ways, but I wasn’t literally in a game!

I needed to be even more cautious than I thought. I thought I was being careful enough by preparing a wall to shoot through for some of the weakest monsters in the game… but no. I needed to be even more careful. I potentially needed to be even more cautious than that one character I heard of online before where his entire gimmick was that he was an overly cautious hero who was always prepared for everything.

That needed to be me. I needed to become him, but even more cautious.

Yet, the idea I came up with was arguably anything but cautious and depended entirely on hoping that the world’s logic for bombs remained the same as it did in the game.

Bombs detonated three seconds after being thrown. They could also bounce and roll.

The monsters chasing me were about two seconds behind me.

If I gently tossed the bomb a little bit ahead of me, but not so much that it would roll or bounce even farther ahead, then that would give me two seconds to run past its explosion radius. That would also give the monsters behind me enough time to get right on top of it.

I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to climb up the rope quickly enough to avoid the monsters catching up and knocking me off, and standing my ground to fight them wasn’t an option since they had enough numbers to overwhelm me, so using the bomb seemed like the only good choice I had. And as long as I wasn’t at the center of the explosion, it wouldn’t be able to kill me since I had full health.

The rope was about ten seconds ahead of me. Once I reached it, I’d be at a dead end unless I spent the time trying to climb up it, and I didn’t have full faith in myself to climb up it in time.

I had more faith in the bomb’s timing and my ability to run past it than I did in my ability to physically climb up a rope.

Throwing things and running was easy. Climbing was not.

I was born and raised in a city. I never had some adventurous outdoor life where I climbed trees and all that! The core and arm strength just weren’t there!

So, I had to open my inventory, move the bomb to my hotbar, and then take it off my hip where it appeared on my body. Then, following a deep breath, I tossed the bomb in front of me a little bit and ran past it as quickly as I could while counting down in my head.

Three…

Two…

One…!

I dove to the ground to try and get a bit of extra distance between me and the bomb while also getting low just to avoid any potential debris launched from the explosion. Speaking of the explosion, it was loud. That made sense considering it was a bomb being set off inside of a cave, but even so, it left my ears ringing and I felt the blast throughout my entire body.

But when I looked at my health… it was still full.

I also got another achievement.

//New Achievement!

//[Multi-Kill]

//Awarded for killing multiple enemies at once! Killtacular!

//Reward: [Referential Multi-Kill Medal]

A… what?

Wait, before looking at the item I just got from that achievement, I needed to confirm that the monsters following me were actually dead. The last thing I needed was to get distracted by something only for one of them to sneak up on me and kill me.

Fortunately, when I turned around, all I saw was a cloud of dust and dirt with various bits of monster gore scattered across the cave’s interior as well as a large hole in the ground and dozens of items floating above the surface of the floor waiting for me to loot them.

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding in and wiped my arm across my forehead. “That… was closer than it should have been. And that trick won’t work again.” Not to mention it wouldn’t work against any monsters with more health, either, and only the very beginner monsters could be one-shot by basic bombs.

For now, I stepped into the new hole I made so that I could loot everything the bomb destroyed.

//[Dirt] x15 added to inventory!

//[Stone] x11 added to inventory!

//[Copper Coin] x87 added to inventory!

//[Silver Coin] x4 added to inventory!

//[Slime] x8 added to inventory!

//[Ant Leg] x2 added to inventory!

//[Baby Spider Eye] x3 added to inventory!

“Nothing about those spiders deserved to be called ‘baby,’” I said before opening up my inventory to check out that achievement item I got.

//[Referential Multi-Kill Medal]

//Cosmetic Accessory

So, it was officially my first accessory, but only a cosmetic one. That meant I could safely equip it in one of the cosmetic accessory slots which were usually used to override the appearance of a different accessory. Anything in the cosmetic slots didn’t give their effects, but that didn’t matter when it was just for cosmetics in the first place.

I equipped it because why not?

As soon as I moved it into one of the cosmetic accessory slots, a shiny medal that looked like some sort of military reward popped up over the left of my [Wooden Vest]. It had a green background and five, silver stars sitting inside of its circle. Seeing that, I understood why it was called what it was.

It also made me wonder if there would be anything like a killionaire reference since that one only referenced a killtacular.

But back to business.

I returned to the useless wall I made and made a hole in it large enough for me to walk through after checking out the room to see if it was empty. There were another couple of slimes in there that must have recently spawned, but it was empty aside from that and slimes were more than manageable for me to deal with. In fact, I dealt with them before properly heading into the open room. It took me more arrows than I’d like to admit, but I did manage to kill both of them before they could reach me. I just had to keep on switching between which one I was shooting at to keep knocking them back whenever they started getting close. Though, even if they did get close, I could always just walk away from them.

Now, with the room seemingly empty, I stepped into it and started placing some torches down to light it up. And as I made my way toward the center of the room, I noticed something in the darkness reflecting the light from the torches. Upon getting closer, whatever it was even began to sparkle a little.

The outline of a chest grew more and more obvious the closer I got until I was finally close enough to see it in full.

A golden chest!

I couldn’t have been any happier than I was to find it. The chest alone made my entire trip worth it. Well, hopefully. There was always the chance that there wouldn’t by any good accessories in it. But even so, it was a golden chest, and that meant it was guaranteed to either have a useful accessory or weapon in it!

I stepped forward and⁠—

The chest began to open on its own as a rather fleshy, wet noise came from inside of it.

“There’s… there’s no way, right?” I asked, taking a step back… only for the chest’s lid to swing open and reveal a terrifying mass of teeth inside of it.

Mimics were supposed to be enemies only available after killing a certain boss.

But… one of the difficulty mods I installed made it so mimics could show up before then just as an extra “fuck you” to the player.

…

I was fucked.


Chapter Seven




I was genuinely fucked.

Mimics were rare spawns found throughout the world’s underground once a specific boss was beaten. They could deal hundreds of damage per hit even against good armor, had over a thousand health, high defense, and were deceptively fast. They moved like slimes in the sense that they “hopped” everywhere, but they hopped much faster… and were also capable of lunging at extreme speed straight at their target, AKA the player, AKA me.

The difficulty mod not only made it so that they could spawn earlier than intended, but made it so that they could fucking travel through walls. It was impossible to trap them because of that, since trapping them was a common method of dealing with them in the vanilla game.

I was legitimately fucked.

Even if I hit it, I would only do a single point of damage due to its high defense against my weapons’ low damage. If I got hit even once, I would instantly die. Running away wasn’t an option because it would have a higher speed than me, and it wouldn’t give up its chase until one of us was dead anyways.

I was actually about to die.

The mimic lunged at me and I barely jumped out of the way in time. And to make matters worse, it landed over near my exit, so it basically blocked me from escaping anyways. The only places I had to run were into one of the other cave branches connected to the room, but that would require running into the unknown darkness where other monsters or even traps might have been waiting for me.

Once again, the mimic lunged at me, and I barely jumped out of the way. The only reason I was able to dodge it at all was because I was familiar with the timing of its attacks. It would hop three times and then, if it didn’t hit the player with any of those three hops, it would lunge. There was about a second of buildup between the third hop of a series and the lunge attack, so I knew to jump as soon as it was about to lunge. Even then… it almost grazed me each time I dodged. The only reason I was still alive was because of my experience with the mimic, and that experience wouldn’t keep me alive forever. All it would take is a single mistake for me to die.

But at the same time…

Knowing that I was so close to death… was… exciting.

I felt… alive?

My whole life, I was just some guy with shitty parents who grew up sheltered in the city. I went to good schools, had everything provided for me, and then bailed as soon as I was old enough to get out from the authoritarian controllers known as my parents. Since then, I just worked whatever random minimum wage jobs I could find, and I was happy that way. I worked, play games, and repeated. Life was simple and that was all life needed to be.

But for the first time—no. It would be wrong to say it was the first time. Instead, it was the second time. The first time was when Guide suddenly and basically flashed me, and the second time was fighting the mimic and knowing I might die at any second.

I felt alive.

No matter how absolutely terrifying the situation was, and no matter how confused I might have been about everything going on… I never once wished it wasn’t happening. Even when I let the slime attack me and felt like I got slugged in the chest by a pro boxer, I was having fun.

After all, what kind of coward wouldn’t be ecstatic about getting transported into a world based on their favorite game to live and fight there instead of having to go work some minimum wage job dealing with rude customers all day?

And with the risk of death being permanent… I looked at the mimic after dodging it again and said, “Sorry, but I can’t let you kill me. No way after getting brought to a world like this.”

Sure, I was fucked, but that didn’t mean I was going to roll over and let it win. There was still something I could try.

After the next dodge, I hurried into my inventory and unequipped the medal I got, placing it on my hotbar instead which let me hold it in my hand.

One jump.

Two jumps.

Three jumps.

Lunge.

As soon as the mimic landed after its lunge, I ran up to where it was, familiarized myself with the exact timing and positioning of how it opened its mouth mid-jump to try and bite me, and waited while stepping back. I was probably only going to have one good shot at my idea, and it might not even work, but I had to try it.

One jump.

The mimic jumped toward me, landing a foot in front of me.

Two jumps.

The mimic jumped again, its mouth opening a quarter of the way into the jump and closing right before landing, meaning its mouth was most open at the peak height of the jumps.

Three jumps.

The mimic jumped. At the height of its jump, its mouth was open as wide as it could go, revealing the horrifying mass of jagged teeth inside of its false body…

And I threw the medal right into its mouth.

The mimic landed, chewed on what I threw into its mouth, and…

//Taming Success!

//[Mimic] has been successfully tamed!

//New Achievement!

//[Monster Tamer]

//Awarded for taming a monster! Why fight the monsters when you can befriend them?

//Reward: [Universal Monster Treat]

A golden “5%” floated up over the mimic’s body, signifying that there was only a five percent chance of successfully taming the mimic… and that it worked.

Monsters in the game were tamed by throwing their preferred items at them. Things like spiders preferred any animal captured with a net, slimes preferred bottles of water, and so on. Each monster had a different rate of success, with the rarer and more powerful monster having lower chances of success. Sometimes, it might take one water bottle to tame a slime with a 75% chance of success. Other times, somebody might get unlucky and require a dozen bottles of water.

Then there was the mimic. Mimics required any random accessory as a taming item. At the point in the game where mimics usually became available, the player would often have dozens of spare accessories they didn’t need anymore, and those could freely be sacrificed in pursuit of taming a mimic. On top of that, the accessory had to be thrown into its mouth, which could only be done when the mimic was in the middle of an attack.

To tame a mimic before they were even supposed to be available… on my first attempt… was nothing but a pure miracle.

My new pet mimic hopped up to me, opened up its top, and stuck out a long tongue that it used to lick my face with. I didn’t even care if it covered my face with its drool, I was just happy that I was alive and had an OP-for-the-time pet to protect me. I was apprehensive about using the monster taming system before due to not wanting to permanently lose a pet I might get attached to… but I wasn’t going to be losing a mimic against anything the early game might have to throw at me. Well, there would still be some trouble against the boss, but still. With how much health and defense the mimic had, it would easily outlast me in any of the early boss fights.
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I got a pet mimic.

I also felt like throwing up from just how nervous and excited I was.

All that nervousness was replaced by even more excitement once I calmed down.

“Who’s a good mimic? That’s right, you are!” I said to my new best friend as the mimic repeatedly dragged that oversized tongue over my face. I had to be careful to shut my mouth whenever its tongue was against my face, but it was fine. More importantly, I realized that the mimic basically acted like a dog. It happily licked away at my face as I stroked my hands against the sides of its chest of a body. “You might be a terrifying monster in disguise with way too many teeth, but you’re still a good mimic! Also, you need a name. I guess to keep up with tradition… I’ll just call you Mimic.”

It wasn’t like I ever bothered naming my monsters when I played the game originally, anyway. That meant they always just stayed with whatever their generic species name was. So, really, all I did was change my mimic’s name of Mimic… to Mimic.

Oh well.

More importantly, I heard one of those wet, slimy sounds in the distance. Looking over there, I noticed that a large, yellow slime dropped down from one of the cave branches that were higher up. Unlike me, monsters didn’t take fall damage, so it was allowed to make such a drop without instantly splattering to death like I would have if I tried the same.

And seeing the slime… I didn’t even need to say or think anything. All that mattered was that Mimic detected a threat, so Mimic dealt with said threat.

One jump.

Two jumps.

Three jumps.

Lunge.

Mimic lunged at the slime at full speed, tearing straight through its gelatinous body, instantly killing it and sending chunks of slime flying in every direction.

“You’re beautiful, Mimic,” I praised. That slime would have taken me a dozen hits with a sword and slightly fewer hits with my bow and arrow, yet Mimic instantly killed it. It was like watching a bulldozer up against a sandcastle.

And that was beautiful.

Though, while Mimic might have used its lunge attack to kill the slime, it only did its normal jumps to get back over to me. That was when I realized… that there was something really cute about a sentient “chest” hopping over to me as quickly as it could. Of course, as soon as it reached me, it went back to trying to lick my face.

“Good Mimic,” I praised some more, patting it on its side again. “A tomboy Guide and pet Mimic… that makes it official. This is the best start I’ve ever had on a new character.” Really, there was no way for it to get better outside of maybe finding some random, really rare and overpowered drop. “Alright, Mimic. I’ve still got to do some mining, so you up for the task of being my bodyguard so I can mine in peace?”

Mimic, in response, made some sort of absolutely terrifying gurgling noise from inside of its body. The noise was so… wet sounding, too, which was almost enough to make me shiver in a bad way.

As cute as Mimic was, Mimic was still a pretty scary monster. A cute, but scary, monster.

And thankfully, a loyal monster.

Thanks to Mimic’s protection service, I managed to mine out everything in the large room that was visible on the surface. That included more stone, some blocks of clay, and most importantly… not just copper, but iron as well. Barely enough, but still. I got eleven chunks of [Copper Ore] and four chunks of [Iron Ore]. Actually… it wasn’t enough. That would only be enough to make a new sword or bow. I needed… a lot more ore.

A lot more.

And if I wanted to upgrade our defenses at the house from a dirt wall to a stone wall… I needed a lot more stone, too.

“Hey… Mimic,” I said, looking down at my pet who had been happily killing every single thing that dared to exist in the cave within our sight. “You wouldn’t be able to mine for me, would you?”

Mimic tilted its body back to “look” up at me, got distracted by another slime appearing, then lunged at it.

“Guess not. Alright. So that I don’t disappoint you or Guide, let’s get back to mining.”

Of course, not before walking around the room to pick up all the monster drops from Mimic’s murder spree. Mimic couldn’t loot anything itself, so I had to walk to wherever it killed something to pick up the drops myself. Thanks to that, I had a bunch more [Slime], [Ant Leg]s, and [Baby Spider Eye]s. I couldn’t remember what those latter two items were used for since they were modded, but [Slime] was something that stayed pretty consistently useful throughout the game as something flammable.

As… something flammable.

The world was modded.

Slime was flammable.

One of my favorite items not available until far later in the game, only available at a point where it wouldn’t even be useful against the toughest available enemies at the time, was a flamethrower that used slime as fuel.

But I recalled that, thanks to the power of mods, there was an earlier flamethrower of sorts that was available for crafting. I couldn’t remember the exact details, but I remembered it being crafted with [Wooden Log]s, a [Torch], some [Slime], and one other item that was escaping me. I also knew it was crafted at an anvil, so that meant I needed to mine some more iron so that I would have enough to make one.

What was that last item?

I’d have to ask Guide about it later. Guide’s whole point as an NPC was to basically tell players what crafting recipes called for what, so I was sure she’d be able to help me out.

I really wanted a flamethrower. As strong as Mimic was, it was the lunging attack which really made it powerful, but it only did that after three normal jumping attacks. Honestly, Mimic would barely be able to deal any damage to the first boss with how limited its attacks were. It might land a few hits with the lunging attack, but that would be it. Even just shooting my [Wooden Bow] would deal more damage per second than Mimic.

That meant I needed a good weapon to fight with.

And given that the first boss was known for summoning enemies to help it out, a flamethrower would do amazing for me.

I may or may not have also just wanted to play with a flamethrower. What sheltered city boy didn’t want to go wild with a flamethrower at some point in life?


Chapter Eight




“I want to die,” I groaned as me and Mimic walked through the forest together, heading back home.

At the cost of my body, I managed to explore long enough to find two more veins of copper which left me with a total of twenty-seven [Copper Ore], and I also found another vein of iron which brought me to a total of thirteen [Iron Ore]. I probably could have mined more had I gone deeper into those connected cave branches, but I kept on thinking of Guide. Every time her face popped into my mind, I felt an urge to protect her, and that inspired me to suffer through mining dozens of stone chunks out from the walls and floor of the cave so that I could upgrade our dirt wall to a stone wall. I also needed that stone to create a furnace and more arrows anyway, so it was just a good idea overall to mine a bunch more stone.

But every single time I mentioned wanting to die, Mimic made sure to lick my face which always resulted in me reassuring it that I didn’t want to actually die. All I actually wanted to do was complain.

There was just something about complaining about things that always made them feel more tolerable.

“Alright, Mimic, that’s us,” I said as the dirt walls surrounding the house came into view. “There’s a cute girl living with us. Make sure not to eat her, alright?”

Mimic made another one of those sounds inside of its body which I just could not get used to hearing no matter how many times I heard it.

I was sure there wouldn’t actually be any problems between Mimic and Guide, though. In the game, tamed monsters never posed any issues for NPCs. They basically ignored each other’s existence. Only Guide and one other NPC ever even had dialogue lines related to tamed monsters, and Guide’s line was just to let the player know that it was possible to tame them in the first place.

That made me wonder whether or not she’d actually have a response to me taming a rare monster on my second day. I kind of hoped she did. I wanted to hear her praise me some more.

Though, I had to admit. Part of me was imagining her coming running out from behind the wall to greet me as soon as she saw us coming back. That didn’t happen, though. In fact, I couldn’t see her at all. She wasn’t outside the walls anywhere I could see, and I couldn’t see her when looking in through the gap in the wall, either.

Admittedly, I stopped walking so slowly when I got a bad feeling that something was wrong.

Me and Mimic rushed over the bridge to get inside the walls and looked around. Guide wasn’t anywhere to be seen.

I swung open the door to the house next and⁠—

“Player… geez… how many times… do you want me to prove I’m a girl…”

I found Guide curled up on the floor next to the table with some drool leaking out from her smiling mouth onto the floor, creating a small puddle of it.

She was dreaming.

…

She was dreaming about me.

I clapped my hands together and looked up at the sky. “I’m sorry for never believing in you before, God, but I believe in you now. Thank you.”

A couple hours later of me lazing around in the grass outside of the walls, specifically staying outside of them so that Mimic would get line of sight on other monsters and charge off to murder them so I could collect the drops later, I heard a familiar and sleepy voice call out to me from the hole in the wall. “Player? Is that you?” Guide asked, rubbing an arm over her eyes. “Ah! It is!”

I raised a single hand to wave it at her and immediately regretted it. The longer I lazed around for, the more my muscles hurt. “Morning, sleepyhead.”

“A-ah… did… you catch me sleeping?”

“Yep. Didn’t want to disturb you, so I figured I’d wait out here with my new pet until you woke up.”

“You didn’t need to do that. You could have—pet?”

“Mimic!” I called out.

A few jumps later after hunting down another slime in the distance and Mimic came right up to us. Mimic stopped next to me, looked up at Guide, and then licked my face.

“Guide, meet Mimic,” I said. “Mimic, meet Guide.”

Mimic looked at her again, made its disturbing, signature noise, and then noticed another slime to exterminate which prompted a lunge into the distance.

The funny thing about mimics was that their lunge had no distance cap as far as I could tell. They simply lunged at their target no matter how far away it was as long as it was within their line of sight. So even if some random slime spawned into existence several sports fields away from where we were, if Mimic saw it, Mimic killed it with a lunge that looked like it was flying through the air.

“That’s—that’s amazing!” Guide said. “You tamed a mimic so soon?! I was sure you would have a successful trip, but I had no idea it would go that well! But… wait. How is that even possible? Mimics shouldn’t be⁠—”

“Mods, Guide. Mods,” I answered. “I didn’t explain that revelation to you, did I?”

“Mods? I… do not believe so.”

“In that case, time for more explaining.”

One explanation about mods later and Guide was fully caught up on everything that I knew.

And ever since I told her about the fact that she used to be a man… she couldn’t stop laughing. “It—it makes so much sense now! No wonder you thought I was a man. Ah… I had no idea you were such a perverted hero to download those sorts of mods. I’m surprised you didn’t get one that changes my outfit into something more revealing!”

Apparently, Guide enjoyed getting teasing whenever she could tell that I was embarrassed about something. “Sh-shut up. I respected you too much to download a mod like that, but there were options for it. Heck… one of them made your—your umm… chest, like three times the size of your head, and gave it physics to bounce with every step.”

Guide looked genuinely horrified when she heard that. “I—I see. Thank… thank you for not downloading one of those. But… there is a part of me… that is curious about just how popular that mod was.”

“Should I lie for your own sake, or give you the truth?”

Guide gulped. “The—the truth, please.”

“It was one of the most downloaded mods. It had a couple hundred thousand downloads.”

“A—a couple hundred thousand? Then, you mean… hundreds of thousands… of people… downloaded a mod to make me like that?”

“Yep.”

“Perhaps… it is a good thing you were taken away from the rest of humanity.”

“I can’t argue with that one.”

“But still, a mimic! That really is impressive! I suppose I don’t need to give you the advice about how it’s possible to tame monsters by giving them their favorite treat, then.”

“You’re going to have to think up brand new advice unrelated to the game if you want to actually surprise me with some new advice.”

“Hmm… alright. Challenge accepted. I’ll think of something you’ve never heard me say before!”

“I’ll be looking forward to it.”

Guide let out a relaxed sigh and ran her hand through my hair. She ended up sitting down next to me while I explained the mod situation to her, and it didn’t take long for her hand to find its way to my head once she was sitting there. “But I do wonder just what reason you could have had for downloading a mod that turned me into a girl.”

I turned my head away from her as soon as she said that.

“Oh? What’s wrong? Embarrassed for some reason?”

“I’m… I’m not embarrassed,” I answered.

“It’s a good thing your survival skills are better than your lying skills.”

She had me there. “It’s secret.”

“Oh? Is it? Hmm… I wonder… you also mentioned a mod that let you marry every NPC instead of just one, didn’t you?”

“Only—only for the stat boosts!”

“I see. Then… you must have wanted to marry me, for the stat boost, of course, but felt uncomfortable doing that while I was a man. Am I close?”

“Cl-close enough.”

Feeling her fingernails scratching against my scalp made me shiver in a very nice way. “A brave hero who struggles with his feelings has a certain charm to it.”

“What’s—what’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means that I would not have you any other way, Player.”

I finally found the courage to turn my head to look at her again… only to see her staring at me with such a satisfied smile on her face.

My heart felt like it was ready to pound out of my chest like before, so I turned away again and asked, “Did—did you get more birds?”

“Oh! I did!” Guide shouted, her voice full of excitement.

The next second… dozens of bird corpses were dropped right above my head. Fortunately, they all went into my inventory rather than fall against my face, but it still made me jump a little.

//[Raw Bird] x39 added to inventory!

“Thirty… thirty-nine?” I asked.

“There were quite a few birds brave enough to visit our home!” Guide answered, sounding far too pleased with herself having committed a genocide of the local bird population.

Then there was Mimic who was in the middle of killing every slime in existence.

I was surrounded by muderhobos.

While I might have been surrounded by murderhobos, Guide’s bird genocide was actually really good for us. Assuming that food didn’t spoil like in the original game, that meant we had almost twenty days’ worth of food when split between us. Of course… as soon as we got more NPCs, that was going to change.

And thinking of which, I was going to have to build more houses. That was how it worked in the original game, anyways. While conditions could be met for new NPCs to move in, they wouldn’t actually move in until a house was built for them.

The trader, appropriately named Trader, was typically the next NPC to move in. The requirement for unlocking him was having five gold coins at once. Once that requirement was reached, Trader would move in as long as there was an extra house available for him.

As for Trader himself… he was supposed to be a young guy in a business suit. It was almost guaranteed that I had a mod which would turn him into a cute girl, too, but I had no idea what kind of girl.

Modders could be scary at times with some of their preferences.

I was also worried that Guide might judge me based on how some future NPCs might look. I… I was sure that I definitely downloaded some mods that would really… well, for a lack of better words, make some of the NPCs look straight up slutty. Like the doctor NPC. If I remembered correctly, the mod I got for Doctor turned him from a middle-aged man into a young girl with a pretty big chest in a tight nurse uniform of sorts which left little to the imagination.

…

Thankfully, it was possible to dress up NPCs after gaining their trust, so I could always switch their outfits later on for clothes that looked more… normal. It probably wasn’t going to be good for my health if I had to walk around seeing a busty nurse every day. Or actually, in the sense of improving my blood flow by increasing it, maybe it would technically be good for my health.

While thinking of NPCs, I got around to thinking about which would probably show up next. Probably… either the beast master or druid. Considering the first boss was coming up far sooner than I would have liked it to, it was possible the druid would arrive before the trader since her only requirement was killing any boss. The doctor required both increasing my health first and making a health potion, and I didn’t do either of those yet.

The beast master required defeating the first boss as well as having tamed a monster. There was also the gunsmith who could move in without too many requirements, their only real requirement being an empty room to move into and the player owning any sort of gun. If I built that flamethrower like I wanted to, then I would have a gun-type weapon that would prompt the gunsmith to move in.

So, the next four NPCs to move in were most likely going to be the trader, beast master, druid, and gunsmith. Which one I got first depended on what I got done first: either grind more monsters until I got up to five gold, defeated the first boss, or built a gun.

The gunsmith first was probably the best option. The gunsmith wasn’t supposed to be unlocked until after the first couple of bosses since that was the earliest a gun was available in the vanilla game, but, thanks to the power of mods, I could get a gun and thus the gunsmith sooner. And if I got the gunsmith, I could buy a pretty basic gun and bullets to go with it which could help me out against the boss. The flamethrower I was thinking of wouldn’t be all that great against the actual boss, only good against the adds it summoned, so being able to set the boss on fire before switching to a gun that dealt higher damage per shot would be good.

But having the trader move in would unlock the ability for me to buy basic healing potions from him. Her, rather.

Getting both of them to move in before the boss was probably for the best if I wanted to increase my chances as much as possible, but I had to consider my body’s stamina. Sure, exerting myself and pulling all my muscles didn’t deal damage to my health, but it still made me feel like absolute shit and it hurt just to move around a little. I was already pushing myself beyond my limit.

Never really thought about just how tiring swinging around a pickaxe and axe for so long could be, especially with no prior experience.

I was going to need to gather some more wood at least if I wanted to build another couple of houses. Or, I could be a bit lazy and just add on to the house we already had to basically turn it into an apartment building. One house, multiple rooms. NPCs only really needed a dedicated room rather than a dedicated house, so that could work to spare my body a bit of extra labor.

But at the same time, I needed more metal. I wanted better armor than what I had if possible, and all I had was enough copper to make myself a breastplate. The iron needed to be used for an anvil.

Speaking of which, after heading inside with Guide, I made a furnace, which just looked like a stone oven with a chimney on top, for smelting ore in which did turn out to take actual time. It didn’t instantly turn ore into metal bars like in the game. For copper, it took about five minutes to turn one [Copper Ore] into one [Copper Bar].

If it wasn’t for wanting to upgrade the dirt wall to a stone wall, I would have built another furnace to speed the process up, but there was no need to speed things up other than impatience.

Letting it take its time also meant I had more time to relax. Though, realistically, I needed more than just a few hours of rest. I needed a few days of taking it easy if I didn’t want to mess my muscles up even more.

Fortunately, after the first boss, I would earn some time to take things easy. If I was remembering things right, there was a minimum of seven days before forced boss spawns. And after the first two bosses, the others were all dependent on biomes, so no more would be spawning naturally in the forest until we got further into the world’s progression.

All I had to do was survive the first two bosses. One tomorrow night, then one a week after that. As long as I could survive those two encounters, I would have all the time I wanted to rest and take things easy until I was ready to progress at my own pace.

But for the time being, it would be best to get up and replace the dirt wall with stone while waiting for the ore to smelt.

“Would you like some water?” Guide asked, leaning over in front of me. The way she leaned gave me just the slightest look down her shirt… and I caught her smiling at me once I was able to stop looking down her shirt to look at her eyes instead.

“Ye-yeah, that’d be nice,” I answered.

Guide stood up straight with a satisfied smile and brought out her water bottle which… looked as full as it did before. It must have been like an infinite water bottle for drinking, which was pretty nice. It also made sense. In the same way that NPCs had infinite ammunition in the cases where they used ranged weapons, she had an infinite water bottle.

In the original game, she didn’t actually have a water bottle, but she did have a dialogue line that came up sometimes where she reminded the player to hydrate. That must have been translated into having an infinite water bottle when she became a real person.

That being said, I took the bottle from her and drank about half of it. Then, when I handed it back over… she brought it up to her mouth and wrapped her lips around the exact same opening that mine were just touching and drank the rest of it down.

There was something… exciting about watching her drink from the same water bottle I just used, and even more exciting about the way her throat moved as she gulped the water down.

“Thank you for the treat,” Guide said as she returned the bottle to her inventory, looking right into my eyes as she said that.

A slutty looking nurse didn’t need to be around for my blood flow to improve.


Chapter Nine




Dirt wall, replaced.

Ores, smelted.

Anvil, crafted.

Body, dead.

With what little energy I had remaining, I went around chopping down some of the nearby trees until it got dark. The end result was having enough wood to build a few more rooms, but I didn’t yet. Instead, I built a new table and chair for the bonus room that previously only existed so that Guide would have a door to open and close.

Then I realized something.

While in the cave… I didn’t gather more [Spider Silk]. That meant I couldn’t make a bed.

That meant me and Guide were sleeping in chairs or on the floor again.

Because, in the game, only a table, chair, and light source were required for a room to count as a space for NPCs to live in. They never slept in the game, so they didn’t need beds. Having a bed was also important for the player to use to set a spawn point, not that the feature mattered much to me given that I was set to permadeath.

Gathering more silk completely slipped my mind, and I couldn’t have felt any more stupid than I did for making such a simple mistake.

“What’s—what’s wrong?” Guide asked, placing a hand on my shoulder.

“I forgot to get more silk so I could make us beds,” I answered.

“Oh, well, that’s alright! The chairs and floor you have made are more than comfortable enough!”

“That’s because you’ve never experienced the sweet embrace of a bed before.”

“Well, that’s true… I don’t exactly have anything to compare the chairs and floor to.”

“That’s part of what makes this even worse. You deserve a bed to sleep on. I want you to finally experience what it’s like to sleep on a bed, not to mention that it would help my body recover faster, but I forgot all about it until now.” I sighed and slouched over in my chair. To make matters worse, I felt stupid for feeling stupid. There I was, worrying about beds, when I should have been more worried about the fact that I’d be fighting a boss in one day.

I might die. Guide might die. Mimic might die. We could all die and everything might be permanently lost if I failed. There wouldn’t be any escape or running away from the boss, either. It needed to be fought and I needed to win. If I didn’t win…

Yet, I was more concerned about the lack of beds.

Was that my brain being stupid because of how sheltered of a life I lived? Something like not having a bed seemed like a way bigger deal than having to fight some giant monster. It was a very first world problem.

I probably wasn’t cut out for the world I found myself in. Anybody would have been a better choice than me to fight for survival against monsters wanting to kill them, but⁠—

Guide wrapped her arms around me, hugging the side of my head against her chest. “You are doing great, Player. Please, have more confidence in yourself, be prouder of what you have accomplished already. I cannot even begin to imagine what you must be going through, to have been forcibly taken from your world and brought here to one so different, but you’ve been working so hard ever since you arrived. You deserve to feel good about yourself. After all, nobody but you could have accomplished all of this. I may tease you about whether or not you are a hero, but you really are one. So, as my hero, I want you to have more confidence and to be more proud of yourself.”

“That’s… a bit too much praise even for me to handle, especially when I haven’t even done anything that great yet,” I said. As tempted as I was to try and get away from her just because of how embarrassed I felt, I… wasn’t going to deprive myself of something that I always wanted to experience.

“Then I’ll keep on praising you until you’ve gotten used to it.”

Guide was something else. I was already thinking that, even if anybody else would have been a better choice than me… I wasn’t going to throw away my opportunity and would still try my hardest.

But hearing her kind words made me want to try even harder than I was already planning on.

“I’ll do my best,” I said to her.

“You already are,” Guide replied. “What I want is for you to do less and to rest.”

“I promise I will after the boss fight. I’ll even be selfish and ask you to spoil me during my break so that I can be as lazy as possible.”

Guide chuckled a little when she heard that. “I’ll be looking forward to when you ask for a spoiling. Though,” she paused… and held me even closer against her chest. “Doesn’t this already count as spoiling you? Actually… maybe this counts more as spoiling myself if anything.”

And there went my heart again. “And—and what’s that supposed to mean?” I was pretty sure I knew exactly what it meant since I wasn’t some dense idiot who couldn’t recognize flirting, but… I was somebody who was never really flirted with before, so I wasn’t prepared to completely disregard the possibility of her just being nice. I wanted to have some actual confirmation.

“Who knows?” Guide whispered, leaving me without any solid confirmation… but a pretty strong implication.

“You said you wanted me to take it easy, but you’re not making it easy for my heart to do that.”

“Well, I suppose it is a good thing your muscles are what have been strained, not your heart.”

“It’s going to get strained at this rate.”

“Oh, well, I wouldn’t want that. That would just be,” she paused, unwrapping her arms from me and stepping away, “horrible, don’t you think?”

“I feel like it’s a lose-lose situation either way.” At least I wasn’t the only one blushing. Guide had a hint of red coloring her cheeks which made me feel like less of a stereotypical virgin for getting flustered by her. However… when I noticed that Mimic was just sitting there watching us, I gave my pet a poke on the top of its body and asked, “What do you think you’re looking at?”

The next thing I knew, Mimic lashed its tongue out at me, wrapped it around my head, and yanked me out of my chair to bring me toward it.

Needless to say, I blacked out as soon as my head crashed into Mimic’s chest of a body.

I felt a splitting pain in my head the next time that I woke up and opened my eyes.

My health was still full, though, which made me curious about something. Was it possible to die even if my health didn’t drop to zero? What would happen if, for example, my head got chopped off? Or what if a sword went through my heart? Could I die even with most of my health in place? If it was possible to feel realistic pain without taking damage to my health, then could I die without losing my health?

More importantly, even though I opened my eyes, I couldn’t see anything.

And even though my head had the worst headache I ever felt before, I also felt something warm and soft against it. There was even a familiar scent that I recalled smelling shortly before I lost consciousness.

There was also something across my chest.

When I pulled my head back to look around, I noticed that I was on my back on the floor and that it was Guide’s arm draped over my chest. When I turned my head back onto its side, I saw that it was Guide’s chest my head was being hugged against, and that Guide herself was asleep again.

She must have stayed with me after I passed out.

And speaking of passing out… I remembered the final sight I saw before I did: my pet yanking me toward its body with its tongue.

Looking around the room, I saw Mimic sitting in the corner, and that was when I discovered that it was possible for a chest to look depressed. Mimic’s entire body looked droopy and reminded me of a dog that was scolded and forced to sit in their cage.

As soon as Mimic noticed me awake and looking at it, though, it perked up and was about to jump, but I raised my hand to stop it and shook my head.

Guide was sleeping, so I didn’t want to disturb her, and it was impossible for Mimic’s hopping around to not wake people up given just how heavy and loud it was. Instead, I carefully removed Guide’s arm from my chest and… felt an incredible urge to just cuddle with her, but I couldn’t. It wouldn’t be right to cuddle with somebody in their sleep when we didn’t have that sort of relationship.

Then again… didn’t she basically do just that to me? So, if she did it to me, it was alright if I did it to her, too, right?

No, no. She was probably just staying with me and then fell asleep while watching me, then started cuddling me in her sleep. That was different from intentionally cuddling me while she was awake.

Even if it was a nonsensical world that shouldn’t have existed, consent was still important.

So, instead of embracing my desires, I stood up, walked over to Mimic, and picked it up in my arms so that I could carry it outside instead. There was no problem with letting Mimic hop around outside on the grass, but doing so on the wooden floor inside would just be too noisy.

“You can move again,” I told Mimic before looking up and noticing that it was almost nighttime.

Mimic stuck its tongue out from its body again and hovered up in front of my face, pointing it at my head but not touching it.

“It’s alright, I know you didn’t mean it,” I replied. I wasn’t sure if worrying about me was Mimic’s intent, but I had a feeling that it was.

To respond, Mimic slowly, carefully brought its tongue against my forehead and gave it a soft and gentle lick.

“Thanks for that.” Now my head hurt and had Mimic’s sticky drool on it, but I knew that Mimic had good intentions. “With how late it’s gotten… I guess it’s a good thing I closed the wall up early. If I slept any later and hadn’t done that, zombies would be able to walk right in. And speaking of zombies… Mimic, want to do some zombie hunting tonight?”

Mimic hopped up and down in place, clearly excited.

“I haven’t found any accessories that actually help me out yet, but zombies can drop one, plus they’ll give us more money. Only problem then is the flying eyes. I don’t doubt you’ll be able to instantly explode every zombie around, but dealing with flying enemies might be difficult. I doubt my skills with the bow are good enough to shoot them down, but I might get some good target practice out of it. Actually… I have an idea. Do I have enough stone blocks left…? Good, that should be enough. Alright, let’s see if I can get this built before they start spawning.”

Mimic hopped in place again as I got to work.

The plan was to build a tower within the walls. A tower that reached up to just over the height of the wall, had slots for me to shoot out of, and a roof to prevent any flying threats from attacking me from above.

Now, in the cave, the idea of leaving slots in a wall to shoot at enemies didn’t work because they just swarmed through the holes.

But the only flying enemies who would be able to reach me were the flying eyes. They weren’t able to change direction very easily, and they moved in arcing patterns that made it difficult for them to come right at an enemy. So, while it was entirely possible that one might get lucky and come through one of the openings I left in the tower, that was where my next idea came into play.

The flying eyes suffered way more knockback from the player than most enemies. Even just a weak attack was enough to send them bouncing away.

So, if I saw an eye coming toward me… all I had to do was take my sword and stick it through the hole to let the eye impale itself on it.

Would that work?

I had no idea, honestly. The world sometimes behaved in a realistic way which meant it should obviously really hurt if a flying eye flies straight into a sword, but the world also behaved like a game sometimes which made things difficult to judge. Even though Mimic knocked me out and left me with a horrible headache, it didn’t deal any damage to me, yet a slime bouncing into my chest did a huge chunk of damage to me.

It was a gamble, but I wasn’t going to learn how the world worked unless I experimented with it. And besides, even if an eye got into the tower with me, I could always just run out of it to go hide inside the house until morning.

As for the tower itself, it was pretty simple. The tower was built out of stone in a tall, rectangular shape. The inside of it was hollow to save on materials, and I saved on materials further by using wood for the floor at the top of it. Then I built walls on three sides of the flooring, leaving the back facing the house open, and created an enclosed space with a stone roof. At each corner was a stone support to keep the roof held up, and the space between the corners was left open at the level of my head for me to shoot through. As for that open area behind me, I placed a door down to keep anything from getting inside from that direction while also giving me a quick escape route if I needed one.

Then there were some wooden stairs leading from the door down to the ground. All in all, it took about ten minutes for me to build… and it looked pretty ugly.

But I was used to the things I made in creative games looking ugly. It was impossible for me to make things that didn’t look ugly.

And with that, I waited in the tower with my bow and arrows ready, my sword still equipped on my hotbar which let it sit on my hip, while Mimic waited outside the wall with no way in. I felt kind of bad for sealing Mimic out there, but I didn’t want to risk anything slipping by and getting inside the walls, plus there was no way that anything would be able to kill Mimic.

“Alright, Mimic,” I called out. “The sky is pretty dark now, so get ready. Let’s have a nice night of hunting monsters.” At least, until I was tired enough to sleep.

Mimic waved its tongue at me just in time for the first zombies to appear in the distance, crawling out through the ground just like in classic horror movies.

Considering that they weren’t simply able to spawn off screen and then walk inside of it like in the original game, that made sense.


Chapter Ten




I had to admit that I wasn’t exactly all that comfortable killing monsters who looked like humans. Sure, they were zombies, and they were already dead… but they still looked like former people. Former men and women just like me.

But still.

They were zombies.

Even if I was uncomfortable killing them because of their humanoid figures, the fact that they were undead zombies who lived off of human flesh made me comfortable enough to kill them. Or try to, anyways.

The zombies shambled toward the wall in an attempt to reach me even if I was impossible to reach, and them walking so slowly straight at me provided me with plenty of targets to practice firing my bow with. Though, it was kind of awkward shooting at them given how small the space I left for myself to shoot through was. It was doable, but made me feel pretty cramped. I was going to have to make the tower bigger the next time I wanted to do something like that.

It also would have been smart to have the tower go beyond the wall by a block and then leave part of the floor open so that I could shoot down at any zombies who got stuck in the moat. I didn’t think of that until a couple actually got stuck down there, though.

Of course, they didn’t stay stuck for long. Whenever there was a lull in zombie spawns up above, Mimic would return to try and get as close to me as possible which sometimes resulted in it dropping down into the pit where the zombies were trapped. And each time that happened, the sound of zombies exploding into chunks of gore everywhere could be heard seconds later.

Now, while I was sure that Mimic was fine, I still wished I could have seen its health. That, however, required an accessory sold by the beast master. Equipping that accessory would place my active pet’s health underneath my minimap for me to keep an eye on. Without it, though, I had no idea what Mimic’s health was at.

There was something else bothering me.

No flying eyes were spawning. That was somewhat of a relief since it meant I could safely practice my archery skills without worrying about any flying enemies trying to get into my tower, but it was also cause for concern because they absolutely should have been spawning.

I did, however, get noticeably better at firing my bow. I still wasn’t hitting every shot, but I felt like I improved way faster than somebody realistically should have been able to. I started hitting almost every shot after just about an hour of practice against the zombies. That being said, I didn’t kill a single zombie myself. They had too much health for me to kill with a bow—or rather, I just wasn’t able to kill them fast enough. Every single time there was a zombie within my range, I could only get three arrows fired at most before Mimic would lock on and explode straight through the zombie.

Sometimes, Mimic would hop up to the front of the wall and look up at me while covered in zombie guts. The sight was… cute, in a disturbing way, and it was even more disturbingly cute the one time that Mimic slurped some zombie intestines into its body as if they were a noodle.

I didn’t want to let Mimic lick me anymore after that.

Then, finally, a flying eye appeared. Normally, they would spawn at the same time as zombies. Maybe they spawned later on in the night in this world? Or was I just unlucky and none wanted to spawn? I wasn’t sure, but I was sure that I wanted to try shooting it.

I aimed my bow and shot an arrow at it, managing to hit it straight on, but that didn’t kill it. Mimic lunging through the air like a cannonball, however, did instantly kill it. My aim was improving pretty quickly given that I could hit a relatively small, flying target on my first try. And fortunately, after hitting its target, Mimic dropped straight down to the ground rather than continue flying off into the distance.

More flying eyes were on the way, too. Maybe they only spawned after a certain hour of the night? They started spawning as frequently as I would have expected the flying eyes to spawn, and nothing changed aside from the time, so I couldn’t think of any other explanation for it.

The eye dropped some coins, but no iris. The iris item they dropped was meant to be collected and crafted into a boss summoning item, but that wouldn’t matter too much with the boss naturally spawning on its own after enough days.

That aside, more eyes spawned in the distance to approach me in my tower. One of them even reached my tower due to Mimic being distracted by zombies, but the eye failed to actually get inside the tower. When it tried charging at me, it simply flew into one of the corner pillars by mistake, bounced back, and gave me an opportunity to shoot another arrow into it.

And that one killed it.

Between my tower and Mimic, farming monsters all night turned out to be one of the easiest things in the world. I did eventually run out of arrows, though, which meant I needed to just… point my sword out through the openings I left for myself. Any time an eye approached the openings, all I had to do was swing my sword through the openings to knock the eye away.

I might have been in trouble if the eyes coordinated and had better accuracy, but they didn’t, so I remained safe throughout the night.

Then, once morning rolled around and the monsters stopped spawning, I opened up the wall to go and collect all the loot on the ground outside. That meant a bunch of [Zombie Flesh] and [Flying Iris] items got sucked into my inventory alongside whatever coins the monsters dropped, but none of those were what I was after.

Instead, I was after one specific drop that managed to drop twice from the zombies.

A [Chain Necklace]. According to the original game’s lore, what limited amount of it that there was, the original zombies were experiments that were kept chained up in some secret, magical, testing facility which would actually be a dungeon later on in the game’s progression. In this dungeon, zombies could be seen chained up by chains wrapped around their necks keeping them in place.

Therefore, some zombies dropped the necklace upon death even though they weren’t actually seen wearing the necklaces, and it didn’t make sense for any random zombie to drop them when only the very few original zombies were chained up, but nobody—myself included—cared about that technicality.

All I cared about was the item itself.

//[Chain Necklace]

//Accessory

//+2 Defense

And that was it. It gave some more defense. That was all. While that might not have seemed like much, it was still an accessory to put in my empty accessory slots and also boosted my defense some more. Equipping it was as good as getting to equip more armor.

More importantly, there were a few different accessories that the necklaces could combine into. So, getting duplicates of the accessory was great.

For now, I equipped one of the necklaces as an accessory which caused the loose, metal chain to appear around my neck. Duplicate accessories couldn’t be equipped, so the other just sat in my inventory.

That was one accessory down… and probably the only one I’d get before the boss battle unless I tried my luck exploring caves until I found some non-mimic chests.

It being morning meant that Guide came out from the house looking for me. She was great at following my order about staying indoors at night. She was also great at coming out to look for me as soon as she could, since apparently she could detect that it was morning.

“Player! Don’t tell me that you were up all night,” Guide said as soon as she came over to me and Mimic sitting down on one of the steps leading up to my watchtower.

“I was awake, plus I wanted to farm some zombies, and then I didn’t want to risk getting ambushed by eyes leaving my tower here, so, I may or may not have been up this whole time,” I answered. “Got this out of it.” I looped a finger behind my necklace and gave it a little jangle. “That means more defense for me, which means more safety for me.”

Guide pouted a little, but she gave in and sighed. “Well… I think you should have tried to get more sleep, but I suppose it’s alright. You can get some later.”

“Trust me, I plan on it. By the way, I’ve been meaning to check some things with you.”

“Yes?”

“Do you still know all the crafting recipes?”

“Off… off the top of my head?”

“Well, in the game, you’d pull that book off from your side and open it up whenever asked about crafting recipes.”

“A-ah…”

“I have to admit, your response is kind of worrying.”

“It’s… probably better for you to see it yourself.” Guide picked up the large book strapped to her side and held it over to me.

I took it from her and opened it up to the front page… only to see nothing. Next page, nothing. No matter how many pages I flipped through, I didn’t see anything.

“I guess whoever is responsible for this doesn’t want to let me have an easy way out and wants to test my memorization of all the recipes,” I said and sighed. That sounded like nonsense, but it was the best explanation for what was going on.

“I’m… I’m sorry,” Guide said. “The one use I used to be best for… I can’t help with at all anymore.”

“All this means is that we’ve got to fill the pages up ourselves.”

“What?”

“It’s an empty book. What use does an empty book have if not for writing in? Look, it even has a quill. So, you can write whatever you want inside of it. Maybe record what items I get and what combinations we know of if you’d like the book to be like it used to be.”

“I… like that idea. Alright!”

“We’ll start with some slime and wood.” I dropped a single one of those each out from my inventory, splitting them from their growing stacks.

Guide didn’t waste any time getting to work with her new recording duty.

I felt like enjoying the grass for a bit longer, so I just lay there and watched while she drew a picture for each of the items in her book and then a simple description for each.

Then, once she was done, she sounded significantly more excited than I would have expected her to sound. “Pl-Player!”

“Yeah?” I replied.

“Look!”

I leaned up to look at what she wanted to show me, and what she wanted to show me was the opened book… and a list of crafting recipes on the page next to the two items she wrote down. Everything made using [Wooden Logs] on their own, as well as everything made from a combination of [Wooden Logs] and [Slime], now showed up in her book.

Not only that, but a bunch of grayed out options showed up as well. The problem was that each recipe which didn’t have every known ingredient recorded only showed a silhouette and no name for what they made. Furthermore, it looked like only recipes where at least half of the required items were recorded showed up.

But still, that was progress and new information.

“See? You just have to believe in yourself,” I told Guide. “Have some more faith in yourself. You’re more than useful to me.”

Guide couldn’t stop smiling. “I’ll do my best to record everything then! If this is what I can do to be useful to you… then I will do it to the best of my ability.”

Looking through the listed recipes, I spotted one that called for [Wooden Logs], [Slime], and then two more ingredients. One of the unknown ingredients clearly had the silhouette of a torch, but I wasn’t sure about the other one. More importantly, the silhouette for the item crafted from the four ingredients looked extremely familiar.

And it looked like a gun, too.

“Here,” I said, dropping a torch out from my inventory. “Record this for me real quick.”

Guide nodded and got to work.

Surely enough, once she was done recording the torch’s info into her book, that torch-shaped silhouette got colored in and displayed that it was a torch.

The item those four ingredients crafted had to be the flamethrower I wanted. All I had to do was find out what the fourth item was.

The flamethrower was supposed to be a very easy weapon to get. It was a pretty weak weapon, but it was one of the best available until the first tier of boss items or mid-tier ore weapons.

The fourth item also looked pretty rectangular shaped. What was available early in the game, before bosses, that was… rectangular… shaped.

“Wait, am I being stupid?” I asked.

“I doubt you ever are,” Guide answered.

“No, I’m pretty sure I’m being stupid.” I went into my inventory and took one of the spare iron bars I had left and dropped it for Guide. “Up for another recording?”

The more items I gave Guide to record in her book, the happier she looked.

Guide proceeded to record the iron bar into the book, and… it was at that moment that I felt really, really stupid.

In my defense, I was more of a vanilla guy. I had some experience with mods, but not enough to have memorized everything. So, part of me doubted that something like a weak-but-decent-for-its-availability flamethrower could be made with such simple materials.

But modders rarely knew how to balance things.

With all the required items recorded, the result of the recipe was officially revealed with its name and stats included.

//[Makeshift Flamethrower]

//Damage: 1

//Ingredients: [Wooden Log] x20, [Slime] x25], [Torch] x1, [Iron Bar] x3

Unable to feel any more stupid than I did, I walked over to the anvil, did what needed to be done, and walked back over to Guide.

“Player?” Guide asked as I just sort of stood there in silence.

That was when I unveiled my latest creation to her, pulling out the [Makeshift Flamethrower] I just made.

To demonstrate, I aimed it at the stone wall, pulled the trigger… and fired flames. Slime was shot out through the iron “tank” on the top of the wooden frame, and this slime passed through the torch at the front of the gun to light it on fire.

It had barely any range to it, but that didn’t matter.

Only one thing really mattered.

I looked at Guide, unbelievably proud of myself, and said, “I have a flamethrower.”


Chapter Eleven




Before I forgot to, I made myself a [Copper Breastplate] which only gave me one more point of defense than what I already had, but that was still useful. It also let me feel a bit more professional since it meant I wouldn’t be running around with what were basically wooden sheets strapped to my chest.

There was something else that I needed to consider seeing as how my list of things I needed to do just didn’t run out, instead only permanently growing.

And that was building a boss arena.

Boss arenas in the original game were generally wide, illuminated areas with campfires spread across them and potentially a few different levels to go up and down between. They allowed the player to easily kite bosses without fear of getting interrupted by anything, and the multiple levels made it easy to dodge attacks. The campfires, meanwhile, provided their passive health regeneration effect while providing light during the night since most bosses could only be fought at night.

If I wanted to survive against the boss, I was going to need a boss arena.

Wherever I built it, it also needed to be away from the house. I didn’t want the boss to accidentally fly through the house and kill Guide since that was possible and a very frequent occurrence in the original game.

It probably wouldn’t be a good idea to give it multiple levels, either. That would require me jumping up and down them, and I didn’t have faith in my agility for that much vertical movement. Also, unlike in the original game, I couldn’t just… hop upward with my entire body and land on my feet. For multiple levels to be worth it, they needed to be far enough away from each other to completely move my body onto a new height level, and that would require me having to jump up and grab onto the above platforms to climb onto them.

Though… it was possible to create a bunch of overlapping platforms to walk across going in every direction. Like a giant board of sorts with holes between some of the platforms for me to jump down through.

That… could work.

And then to fix the problem of having to jump and climb up onto the higher levels, I could build staircases or ramps here and there that I could run up instead. But then… the reason why it worked in the game was also because bosses could, for the most part, clip through terrain. That would be too unrealistic for this world, probably, so then what was going to happen to a boss trying to fly through a boss arena? If simply clipping through wasn’t an option, would it break through, thus making the arena pointless anyways?

Maybe it would be better to try and create something that was more like a literal arena? A space with a large, open center to fight in?

Alternatively, I could try my luck in the caves again. I could try finding an abandoned minecart track, steal all the tracks, and then place them in a straight line on the surface. I could also go hunt for more iron to make the tracks myself which would be even more efficient. If I could do that, then I could just ride a minecart in a straight line to kite the boss behind me while firing my bow at it.

But if I failed to kill the boss before reaching the end of the track, or if the boss behaved in an unpredictable way that the minecart couldn’t outrun or evade, then that would also be an issue.

The more I thought about it, the more I found issues with basically every single possible plan. Fighting it out in the open was probably going to end up being the best choice at the rate things were going. Just find a patch of forest, lay down some campfires all over it, and hope for the best. Anything else heavily depended on whether or not the bosses would be able to break through blocks or not. If they couldn’t, there were all sorts of things I could do to cheese them. If they could, or even if they could just clip through them, then all that potential cheese basically disappeared.

Then again…

Who was to say that the bosses couldn’t be cheesed even with a realistic world and physics?

“Guide, I’m going to go test some things,” I said, heading over to the door with Mimic following behind like expected.

“Oh, alright!” Guide replied. “Be safe, alright?”

“Being safe wouldn’t make my experiments possible.”

“That… that makes me a little worried to hear.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll be fine. Probably.”

“It would be more reassuring if you left off the ‘probably.’”

“Don’t worry, I’ll be fine. Hopefully.”

“That sounds even worse.”

“I’ll be fine. Maybe.”

Guide started to pout at that point, so I gave her one final version of the sentence.

“I’ll be fine. Promise.”

And just like that, Guide’s pout turned into a smile. “I know you will be, but still. Be as safe as you can.”

“Now that, I can do.”

With that, it was time for some experiments.

After several hours of experiments, most of which were surprisingly successful, I made it back home and felt like my arms and legs were ready to detach from my body at the slightest touch.

“I’m home,” I grumbled out as I opened the door to the house, finding Guide just… sitting there at the table.

As bored as she looked before, Guide stood up and smiled when she saw me. “Welcome back! How did it go? Wait… you look horrible! Are you alright?”

“Hmm?” I checked out my health. It was full still, so, “Yeah, I’m fine.”

That didn’t stop Guide from coming up to me and patting my shoulders and hair to clean me off. A lot more dirt and ash fell off than I was expecting. “You look like you were rolling around in the dirt… or maybe like you were rolling around in a fire. Look, even your cheeks look all scorched.” She then wiped her thumb across my cheek which got some black soot on it. “Are you sure you’re alright?”

“My body feels like it’s ready to fall apart more than ever before, but I have full health, so… actually, after those experiments… having full health definitely isn’t an indicator of being alright.”

“Just what sort of experiments were you doing?”

“It’s more fun if I keep it secret for a little, right?”

“No, not knowing… makes me worried.”

Well, if she was actually worried about it, then I didn’t mind letting her know. Besides, it wasn’t like it was actually a secret.

So, I told her.

And by the time that I was done explaining everything that I did and what my plan for dealing with the boss was…

“That—that sounds insane!” Guide said, raising her voice at me for the first time. “So many things can go wrong with that!”

I had to admit, hearing her like that was kind of shocking. Guide was always the cool and calm type who basically had faith in the player to do anything and everything no matter how impossible it seemed. Yet, for the first time, Guide sounded like she doubted me. “How’s this any different from the usual god slaying and crazy stunts the player is supposed to do?”

“I… I don’t know. I know that… logically, what you want to do probably pales in comparison to all the other battles you have fought, but…” Guide raised a hand up to her chest, clutching her shirt over her heart. “I’m scared. Everything you just told me… sounds like it shouldn’t even be possible. But what does sound possible? None of this world sounds possible, right? Even collecting those birds for you… doing that felt like I was doing something that shouldn’t be possible. It felt wrong even though I was doing it to support you.”

“I know the feeling. I really do. Anything that wasn’t a part of the original game just feels like it’s wrong, almost in an uncanny valley sort of way. Even just the trees falling down when they’re chopped. But, I think that’s exactly it. It’s all uncanny valley territory. My mind is so used to reality and games being two separate things that it’s struggling to cope with a world where they’re blended together. And you—all you ever knew was the game. You don’t even have that real world experience that I had for the added realism to feel familiar at all. But… we’re just going to have to deal with it. We’ll get used to it eventually, and we’ll do it together. Alright?”

Guide’s eyes never left my own as I talked, and she sighed before smiling once I finished my little speech. “Thank you, Player. It… does make me feel better to know that I am not the only one who feels this way. It just… it feels like I’m supposed to know everything, but… now it feels like I don’t know anything. And even the things I do know and want to help you with by teaching you about them, you already know.”

“No matter what you know, you’re still my guide. I’ll be expecting you to guide me through this world as best as you can, just like always, alright?”

Guide started to tear up a little, but she wiped her arm over her eyes before any tears actually left her eyes. “Alright! Ah… sorry, I’ve shown you such an uncool side of me.”

I shrugged in response to that. “I like every side of you, including the cute side.”

Guide’s eyes widened a little and, a second after processing what I said, she turned away and scratched her cheek. “I—I don’t have a cute side. Somebody like me couldn’t act cute even if I wanted to…”

“Wow, Guide. Didn’t know you were such a liar.”

“I’m not lying! I meant it! Somebody like me isn’t cute! I’m—I’m cool sometimes, I think, but not cute!”

“I don’t know about that, you denying how cute you are just makes you even cuter.”

Guide’s face was turning more and more red. She looked like steam was about to come blowing out of her ears at any moment. “Since… since when did you get so bold?”

“I’m not bold, I’m just so tired and in so much pain that I don’t care about feeling embarrassed or holding back. That’s why I don’t mind saying that not only do I find you cute, but I find you fucking adorable, and you’re just going to have to deal with it. Anyways, saying that made me actually start to feel embarrassed again, so I’m going to pass out and take a nap before nightfall.” I really needed to fix my sleep schedule. The last thing that my tired and sore body needed was a bad sleep schedule.

“Can… can I do anything for you?”

“Well, the sooner I fall asleep, the more sleep I can get, and I’ll probably fall asleep pretty quickly if you pet my head.”

Guide found her opportunity to be the cool and teasing one again and asked, with a teasing tone, “Are you a dog now?”

“Woof.”

“Then… how about this?” Guide walked over to the wall and sat down with her back against it, her legs stretched out straight in front of her. Then, when she patted her lap, I could tell where she was going with that. “I don’t know how it compares to something like a pillow, but you can use my lap as one.”

“Your thighs sound like a way better pillow than an actual pillow does.” Needless to say, I was happy to take her up on her offer and once more used the floor as my bed. This time, though, I lowered the back of my head onto her thighs.

On one hand, I was using a cute girl’s thighs as a pillow. That was awesome. On the other hand, her thighs were thick enough that, for my head to use them as a pillow, my neck needed to bend in a pretty uncomfortable way. It wasn’t like using a pillow that would get indented and deformed by the weight of my head.

But still.

Guide lap pillow.

A normal pillow couldn’t beat that at all.

I was wrong. A normal pillow was absolutely better than a lap pillow. All those people who posted memes and fanart online about lap pillows had no idea just how uncomfortable it actually was for the neck. At least, sleeping on my back using Guide’s lap as a pillow was uncomfortable. Draping myself over them with my front might have worked, or maybe lying on my side, or even lying from the front between her legs… there were a few different ways I could have approached it in hindsight, but I was too tired to think of any of them before.

That just meant we were going to have to try out different positions in the future.

But for the time being, it meant that I woke up in even more pain than before since my neck developed a terrible stiffness thanks to it.

“Are you awake?” Guide asked, poking my cheek.

“I am,” I answered, sitting up properly. My neck felt so stiff that I wasn’t even able to straighten it out right away.

“How was your sleep? Did you rest well?”

“Yeah, it was great.” Technically, that wasn’t a lie. The sleep itself was great. The position, however, was not.

“I’m glad. So… there probably isn’t much time left before nightfall. Are you ready?”

“As ready as I can be.”

“Did you do everything you wanted? You aren’t forgetting anything, right?”

“Yeah, everything is ready. I got my flamethrower, got my armor, the boss arena is set up—all that’s left is to head over there and wait.” Guide didn’t say anything, and I wasn’t sure what else I should say. So, I just stood up, double checked my inventory, gave Mimic a couple of pats, and said, “Guess it’s about time to get started. I’m hoping I turn out to be wrong about this, but I’ve got a good feeling I won’t be.”

“I wish I could go with you,” Guide said, looking like she wanted to reach out and grab me, but she held herself back. “I feel so useless just staying here while you go out and fight for us…”

“Useless? It’s thanks to you that we’re not starving. Plus, having you here inspires me to try even harder.”

“It—it does?”

“Obviously. You think I’d be working this hard if I didn’t want to impress you? Well, that and to not die.”

Guide laughed and looked away for a moment before looking me right in the eyes again. “You will come back, right?”

“Don’t even need to ask.”

“But hearing you say you will would make me feel better.”

If that was what she wanted to hear, I’d let her hear it. But, right as I opened my mouth to say it… I got a better idea. It was an idea that probably made me blush a little and caused my heart to beat even harder than it already was thanks to nerves, but it sounded like a pretty good idea in my head.

Maybe it was because I wasn’t a hundred percent sure I was going to survive? As far as I was aware, I was marching off to my potential death. There was no guarantee that I was going to survive no matter how much I wanted to, and I had no idea what might happen if I died.

It was entirely possible that I was living my last few hours of life.

And if I was going to die… I wasn’t going to die without doing something.

“Close your eyes for me,” I told Guide.

Guide blinked at me a couple of times before doing as I said. “Player? Why am I⁠—”

I pulled her against me with my arm around her hip, placing my lips against her own at the same time.

I wasn’t going to die without ever kissing a girl before.

Our kiss lasted longer than I thought it would. If anything, it seemed like it had no intention of ever ending unless I broke it off… which I forced myself to do after a few more seconds of enjoying it.

And once it was finally over, Guide looked me in my eyes and asked, “That wasn’t a goodbye sort of kiss, was it?”

I shook my head and said, “That was a ‘we’ll continue this later’ kiss… that sounded cooler in my head.”

At least I was able to make Guide laugh. “You should leave the being cool to me.”

“How about I leave the being cute to you instea⁠—”

I was cut off by Guide grabbing me by my collar, pulling me close to her again only for her to press her lips against mine, her free hand holding the back of my head as she kissed me far more intensely than the first time around. Then, rather than step away after breaking the kiss off like I did, she only barely parted our lips before whispering, “Tell me, which of us is the cool one?”

“Def—… definitely you.”

“That’s what I thought.” She brought our lips together one more time before letting go of me and stepping back. “For future reference, that is how you do a, ‘we’ll continue this later,’ kiss. So… you better come back.”

Guide was doing such an amazing, heart pounding job at acting cool… but then she totally swapped back into cute mode for that last sentence.

But that just made her even more endearing.

“You can count on it,” I said. “There’s no way I can lose after that.” I didn’t want to go, but I had to. And not wanting to go was probably a good thing since it made me all the more determined to survive and come back to her. “Ready, Mimic?” I asked, earning its signature, disturbing noise in return. “Then let’s go.”

Losing wasn’t even a possibility anymore as far as I was concerned.

I was going to win no matter what.

And as soon as I stepped outside, an overwhelming sensation of being watched hit me.

That was all the confirmation I needed to know I didn’t prepare for nothing.

The boss was coming.


Chapter Twelve




The “boss arena” was a large, flat area about thirty minutes away from the house. While the ground itself might have been flat, it was also the most heavily wooded section of the forest I could find within an hour of the house.

I already had a couple dozen campfires spread out pretty far from each other to maximize the area I could be in while still gaining the buff from them. That was figured out by simply walking around until the buff disappeared, placing down a new campfire, and repeating the process.

But aside from the campfires, there wasn’t really anything else there to make the place look like a boss arena. If anything, it didn’t look like one at all with just how many trees were in the way.

And that was exactly how I wanted it.

Night officially began about fifteen minutes after arriving at the boss arena. I could tell since Mimic lunged at the first zombie to crawl out of the ground before it even finished standing up straight.

“Somebody’s excited,” I joked. Though, that was just how Mimic always was, never wasting a single second to kill any hostile monster in sight. And while Mimic handled the first zombies, I buffed up with some food and the [Toughness Potion] which increased my total defense by ten.

Now, with each passing minute, that sensation of being watched grew stronger and stronger. It was honestly pretty unsettling. I felt the boss’s presence before I could ever see it. It was out there waiting for the right time. The closer we got to that time, the more intensely I felt its presence—like I was being watched.

“Deep breaths,” I told myself. “Don’t panic. You’ve got this.”

The stronger that feeling of being watched grew, the harder it became to stay confident.

Then I remembered that kiss Guide gave me.

Remembering the warmth from that kiss was enough to calm me down, and the desire to kick the boss’s ass and return back to her overwhelmed the anxiety I felt with ease.

When Mimic returned to my side during a lull of zombie spawns, I gave it another couple of pats on the top of its body and said, “We’ve got this. Ignore the small eyes that spawn, alright? I want you to focus on the boss. Don’t worry about anything else.”

Mimic made another noise and then tried to lick my face, but I blocked its tongue with my arm.

“Not after you ate more zombies.”

I never saw a tongue retract back into a body with such sad energy before, but that was what Mimic’s tongue did.

And then I felt my heart skip a beat.

A sense of dread filled my gut, telling me it was time, and that was confirmed when I looked up and saw a massive, round silhouette flying around in the night sky.

“Ready, Mimic?” I asked, pulling my axe off my back.

Even Mimic must have been able to tell that the fight was about to go down since it gave off a concentrated feeling that I never felt from it before.

A few moments later and a loud, undulating wail came from above.

It was time for the fight to begin.

The boss, a giant, flying eye, descended to beneath the forest canopy landing in the only spot open enough to fit its massive body.

“The Watcher” was the boss’s name. In the vanilla game, it was a simple boss with two phases, and it also looked more like a normal, giant eyeball would with large, red veins spread out across the eye which then turned into trailing “tails” behind it.

But this eye was not that color.

Rather, the eye’s sclera was still white, but its pupil was black and its iris red. The veins running over the surface of the eye looked even more engorged as they pulsated, and they were also darker, almost black. In other words, it was the modded version of the boss which changed graphics when one of the other mod’s enhanced difficulty mode was enabled.

The world just kept on getting harder and harder, it seemed.

But that didn’t change that I was going to win.

The first phase of both fights was more or less the same. The boss was going to follow me around at a pretty slow speed, trying to bump into me, while spawning smaller eyes that would home in on me with pretty decent speed.

And it was during this phase that I wanted to deal as much damage as possible to make the next phase as short as possible.

First, though, I had to see what the boss was going to do. It was officially in a forest where it had barely any space to move around. Was it going to be stuck, clip through the trees, or just knock them over?

The answer was…

Knock them over.

The boss flew straight at me, knocking every tree in its path down. The trees that were knocked down fell to the forest floor and broke into a bunch of [Wooden Log]s which was reassuring since it meant that, no matter how much damage bosses caused to the environment, the items themselves wouldn’t get destroyed.

Bad news, though, was that there was no health bar like in the original game. I figured as much since none of the monsters up until now had visible health bars, but I was really hoping the bosses would at least still have them.

But no. The world didn’t want to give me that.

“Really making me work for it, huh?” I said, speaking to whatever might have been listening.

Meanwhile, Mimic lunged at the boss and crashed straight into its pupil before dropping down. The eye then contracted a little as if it was in pain, but that attack alone wouldn’t be anywhere near enough to kill it.

We needed to do a lot more damage still.

Or, alternatively, we just had to hurt it until it died.

Those two things might have sounded the same, but they weren’t.

As the eye approached me, slightly slowed by the trees in its way, I swung my axe into the tree next to me. I made sure to cut it just as I practiced during my experiments to get the falling directions right.

After just a few hits from my axe, the tree broke off from its stump and fell directly toward the eye, crashing onto the top of its body and knocking it down into the ground.

A wail of pain came from within the eye.

Even though I didn’t do anything that could deal “damage” to the boss, I still did something that hurt it.

And while the boss was on the ground, recovering from the pain, I got close enough to switch to my flamethrower just in time to get both the eye and the first two smaller eyes that spawned from it. The smaller eyes just straight up slithered out from the eye’s surface which was pretty disturbing to see, but it didn’t matter. I caught the boss and its two mini eyes on fire. Ticks of damage alternating between 1s and 2s appeared above each enemy about four times per second for as long as I was holding down the trigger of my flamethrower, and the damage continued ticking away at them even as I stopped thanks to the debuff from being on fire.

The smaller eyes, in too much pain from being on fire to concentrate on flying toward me, flew off in random directions while I ran over to another tree and pulled my axe out. Meanwhile, Mimic kept on attacking the eye by doing its usual pattern of three jumps followed by a lunge. Each jump attack did a decent amount of damage, and then the lunge did even more.

Normally, those basic jumps wouldn’t be able to reach the boss due to it flying over the ground, but getting knocked down by the tree forced it into Mimic’s range.

But the battle wasn’t over yet.

Still on fire as the eye finally got back up and tried flying toward me again, it wasn’t able to get close before I sent another tree crashing down onto it, forcing it against the ground once again as an even louder wail of pain reached my ears.

While the boss was left recovering from pain again, I ran up to it once more to bring out my flamethrower and light both it and the smaller eye spawns on fire.

The plan was working way more effectively than I thought it would. I didn’t consider that keeping the boss knocked down to the ground would give Mimic the perfect opportunity to attack it over and over again without relying only on lunges, but it worked.

At least… it worked until the boss reached its next phase.

If I remembered right, with the enhanced difficulty mod, the boss reached its second phase at around sixty percent health remaining. We were able to get it that low that quickly thanks to Mimic, but the chances of Mimic being as useful during the next two phases were pretty low.

The Watcher, still pretty shaky from having two trees dropped on top of it followed by being lit on fire, lifted up off the ground to fly above the trees. Its body then spun in the air a few times as it let out a wail which sounded more clear than before thanks to its “mouth” actually opening up.

This was the boss’s “true” form.

The iris that previously made up most of the front of its eye shrunk in size and slid upward away from the center. At the same time, several more irises popped up across the surface of the eye to give it sight in every direction… while the eye itself split open to reveal a massive mouth inside of it. Each one of the jagged fangs inside of the boss’s mouth were as large as I was.

Thinking about it, in the game, getting hit by the boss in that form would just knock the player back like any damage would do.

But here?

It was entirely possible that even just getting hit once by its mouth would give it the chance to grab onto me and tear me apart, almost instantly killing me. Or maybe it would just try to swallow me whole.

Whatever it might try, I wasn’t going to let it win.

The Watcher, with a wail even more intimidating than before, charged back down into the forest and tore through several trees at once without any issue.

It was time for the next phase of my plan.

Phase one: drop trees onto a slow-moving boss and light it on fire.

Unfortunately, the trees didn’t kill it. One of the experiments I did involved whether or not “environmental damage” such as falling trees could actually damage and kill monsters. Some unfortunate slimes were my test subjects. I chopped down trees, had them fall onto slimes, and watched as the slimes instantly died and exploded into their usual loot without any damage numbers ever popping up to signify damage being done.

In the game, lava was the only source of environmental damage that could hurt monsters, and even that came with showing damage numbers above their heads.

But this world was realistic enough that other forms of environmental damage could hurt them as well.

Phase two: run away.

It wasn’t possible to outrun the boss at the speed it was capable of flying at… normally, and without accessories, but being in the forest made it possible. Each tree it crashed through slowed it down just a little bit. Between the trees and the boss occasionally switching to focus on Mimic instead, I was able to keep a healthy distance between me and it.

That was one of the most useful parts about having a battle pet, or just any form of companion to fight with. While monsters and bosses would still prioritize the player ninety percent of the time, they would occasionally switch over to focus on the companions which gave the player a bit of breathing room to either heal up or get some free attacks in.

And I didn’t waste those opportunities. Each time I had an opening, I got in several arrows that got stuck inside of its sclera and caused it to shriek out in more pain.

Then the trouble began.

The boss started to actually perform its new move that came with the second phase, and that was a series of fast-paced charges which were impossible to outrun even with the trees getting in the way. The only way to avoid getting hit was by actually dodging them.

Each charge also spawned multiple of the smaller eyes that would home in on me. One or two would occasionally target Mimic instead, but they would basically just kill themselves on Mimic by flying into it.

The ones that targeted me were dealt with by switching to my flamethrower and spraying them with blazing slime as soon as they got close.

And the eyes weren’t the only things I was setting on fire.

I was going to burn the whole damn forest down.

Whenever I wasn’t taking potshots at the boss or burning down the smaller eyes, I targeted the trees I was running past.

Letting the boss get close enough for me to use a short-ranged flamethrower against it to light it on fire was too risky, but it wasn’t too risky to light all the trees it kept on flying through on fire. Why? Because it passed on the fire debuff.

In the game, fire didn’t spread between enemies and setting the environment on fire wasn’t possible.

In this world, as I discovered during my experiments, it was possible for some debuffs such as fire to spread between enemies… and it was also possible to set the environment itself on fire. This also meant that the environment could spread its fire to enemies and vise-versa.

Now, it took a lot to spread. Two things couldn’t just bump into each other and spread fire. That was also why Mimic didn’t catch on fire despite attacking the boss while it was on fire. They were never in contact long enough for it to spread. However, when it came to crashing into a bunch of different trees that were on fire thanks to me, it was pretty easy for them to catch the boss on fire.

The bad news was that I wasn’t able to spend the time chopping trees down any longer, and the boss was too fast to get hit by them falling anyways.

While I might not have been able to see the boss’s remaining health, I still had a pretty good feeling it was dropping way slower than I would have liked it to. But at the same time, something seemed off.

In a good way.

The longer the eye burned for, the weaker it seemed. Parts of the sclera burned through to the point where red flesh was visible underneath it, and the boss’s movements felt more erratic than ever before. Sloppy, even. Every single one of its charges should have been straight, but they wobbled around and would sometimes go slightly off track.

The boss must have been in pretty serious pain if that was the case.

I might have felt just a tiny bit bad for it if it didn’t want to kill me.

That aside, I wished I had some bombs. If I had some bombs, I would have been able to do something similar to how I tamed Mimic. I could throw the bombs while being charged at, and they would explode inside of the boss’s body. While it wouldn’t deal that much damage relative to its health, I was sure it would deal a ton of non-health damage to it. Having a bomb set off inside of its body couldn’t be good for its health.

That sort of strategy might be pretty useful against future bosses, though, once I had a supply of bombs to use against them.

But for now⁠—

The boss changed focuses.

The Watcher turned to face Mimic and charged at it while Mimic was in the middle of lunging at it.

“Mimic! Stop!” I shouted, but Mimic wasn’t able to change direction in the middle of the lunge nor was it able to stop one early.

Mimic flew right into the boss’s mouth, and the boss closed its mouth around my companion as soon as it was inside.

I was ready to shout more to tell Mimic that I was coming and going to get it out of there, but… I stopped when I heard the boss making its damaged sound effect over, and over, and over again.

Then I noticed the damage numbers popping up over its body.

123.

131.

126.

185.

Jump, jump, jump, lunge.

The numbers lined up with Mimic’s attacks. Three smaller attacks and then one bigger one. By trapping Mimic inside of its mouth, all the boss did was give Mimic a free ride and easy access to spam attack it, causing the boss to shake and wail out in greater pain than ever before.

Distracted by the relentless attacks from inside of its own body, the boss thrashed around within the forest, barging into more of the flaming trees to set itself on fire while spinning around to try and shake Mimic out from its body.

I wasn’t sure if Mimic was safe inside of the boss like that, but I did know that the quickest way to make sure Mimic was safe was to kill the boss as fast as I could, so I kept on shooting arrows into the oversized eyeball while Mimic ruined its day from the inside.

Any other tamed monster normally available at the level I was at would have died within just a couple of attacks from the boss, and I doubted they would survive being literally inside of its body… but mimics had almost as much health as an early boss while having over twice as much defense.

I doubted that Mimic would be able to deal much damage after the first phase given how agile the boss, but I couldn’t have been more wrong about that. The damage Mimic was dealing was insane.

But it didn’t last.

The boss flew up above the trees once more and opened its mouth wide open while facing downward before shaking Mimic loose, causing my companion to drop to the ground like a sack of rocks. That didn’t hurt Mimic as far as I could tell, but it looked like it should have given the fact that Mimic made a small crater in the ground where it landed.

“Mimic! You alright?” I shouted out, wanting some confirmation that it was alright even if I was sure Mimic was fine.

Mimic turned its body and waved its tongue at me, so I took that as a good enough confirmation.

More importantly, a series of wails erupted out from the boss’s mouth, and that was when I remembered that the enhanced difficulty mod gave every single boss an “enraged” mode that they only went into once they were under twenty percent health.

We were almost there. There was just a little bit more to go. I didn’t even get hit once, but Mimic was hit a few times and also trapped inside of the boss’s mouth for a bit there, so I had no idea how Mimic’s health was faring.

I also couldn’t remember what the boss’s enrage phase was like since I only dealt with it a couple of times before… and was pretty sure that I only defeated it through luck because of how much of a bullet hell it turned the boss into.

And when the boss disappeared from above the trees only to teleport behind me with a wail and a swarm of pulsating, smaller eyes shooting at me, I decided it was time to start running again.


Chapter Thirteen




All I could think of doing was running away at that point and desperately taking any potshots I could to try and get in what little damage was possible. As long as we kept dealing damage, the boss was going to eventually die.

The problem was just how hard it was to accurately fire at the boss with how fast and erratic its movements became. Mimic wasn’t able to keep up, either, as the boss became fast enough that not even Mimic’s lunging attack was able to reach it in time.

Things only got worse from there.

I recognized the boss’s pattern, but I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to deal with it other than randomly run away and hope that I didn’t get hit by it.

The Watcher would teleport to a new location high above, charge down, then charge up and down in a sort of zigzag while moving in one horizontal direction. A trail of glowing eyes were left in the path of its charge, and these glowing eyes would fly at a fast speed in a straight line a few seconds after getting spawned. What was worse, though, was that each time the boss reached the bottom or top of its zigzagging movements, it spawned a dozen of the glowing eyes that locked onto wherever I was and shot toward me. That meant I needed to not only dodge the boss’s charges, but I had to avoid the eyes coming from a bunch of different directions, some of which homed in on me.

I was already utterly exhausted at that point and I could barely find any opportunities to attack the boss.

Then, once the boss’s zigzag pattern was done, it flew up into the air, spun around while spawning even more of those homing eyes, and teleported to begin the process over again.

There was another problem.

I had no idea why the smaller eyes were glowing all of a sudden… but I found out when I failed to jump out of the way from one, letting one fly right into me, hitting my right shoulder.

The eye didn’t hurt me by coming into contact with me.

But then it exploded.

In an instant, two of the hearts on my health bar emptied out which meant around forty damage was done. It would only take two more hits like that to kill me unless I survived long enough for my health to regenerate, and I didn’t know if the battle would last that much longer. I needed to kill the boss before that much time passed.

But… I wasn’t sure how that was going to happen.

I looked at my shoulder and saw most of the skin either burned away or charred from the blast, and there was an alarming amount of blood coming from the wound. Even worse, I could barely move that arm anymore which was pretty bad considering that a bow was a two-handed weapon and I needed both of my arms to fire it. Moving it caused excruciating pain and… it just wasn’t going to happen. I couldn’t lift that arm anywhere near enough to properly use a bow.

That meant I would have to rely on my flamethrower, using my non-dominant hand, with its short range, against an extremely fast boss that I had to concentrate on dodging more than anything else. I was only going to have a short window of opportunity to actually shoot the flamethrower at it. However, letting the boss get that close to me meant also letting all of its exploding eyes get close to me. And if they worked like they did in the game, these new, glowing eyes counted as projectiles rather than spawned enemies, so I wouldn’t be able to just light them on fire to interrupt them.

I realized I was panicking, and it was that panicking which let another one of those eyes fly into me. This time, it hit me in my right thigh, once again managing to hit one of the spots where my armor didn’t actually cover me up which allowed it to blast away the section of pants I had in the way and destroy the skin underneath.

I could still walk… but I wasn’t going to be doing any running, and trying to jump out of the way would leave me too vulnerable if I fell and had to get back up.

Then, when I looked over at Mimic, I saw that it was taking some heavy damage as well. Mimic’s movements were getting sluggish and the surface of its body was covered in what looked like explosion impacts. As powerful as Mimic was… it wasn’t going to last much longer at the current rate, either.

I needed to end the battle.

I didn’t want Mimic to suffer any longer. I didn’t want Guide to be in danger.

And I really didn’t want to die.

So, I took a deep breath and forced myself to calm down to the best of my ability. Getting all worked up wasn’t going to accomplish anything. I needed to be calm and collect my thoughts. Panicking wasn’t an option.

As real as everything was, the boss still relied on a consistent pattern of attacks like a programmed enemy instead of a realistic and adapting enemy. Thanks to the modded difficulty enhancer, the boss was far more of a bullet hell than it was in the vanilla game… but it being a bullet hell meant that not panicking was all the more important. Not only that, but that frantically running away and dodging attacks was the wrong thing to be doing.

Bullet hells—the good ones, at least—were very methodical. They consisted of patterns to be memorized and exploited. No matter how many projectiles were sent, and no matter how fast the bosses might have moved, there was always a clear pattern for the player to work with. More often than not, barely moving at all was the key to victory in such battles.

With a swarm of homing eyes flying toward me, I took a deep breath, waited for them to get as close as possible… and then took a single step to the left.

The swarm flew right past me and exploded out of distance behind me a few seconds later.

The boss then teleported to begin the pattern again, flying straight at me… or so it looked. Given just how large the boss was, it was hard to feel like it wasn’t coming directly at me, but it wasn’t. If I paid attention to its actual trajectory, it was charging toward the ground behind me instead. The boss’s intent was to make the player panic and run into all of the eye projectiles it was spawning. All I had to do was step forward a little bit to make sure that the boss didn’t clip me at all and I was fine. Then, to deal with the eyes it spawned during its charge, I stepped to the side again so that they could fly in their straight path without hitting me.

“Sorry for taking so long to realize that all you wanted was a dance,” I said to the boss, holding my flamethrower in my left hand to wait for it to get close again.

That was how bullet hell battles worked. They were dances.

My brain kept on fighting against me, trying to make me consider all the realism of the world, but this wasn’t one of the times for that. Our battle was unrealistic and exactly like it would be in a game. Realistically, the boss could kill me at any time by just charging directly at me over and over until it got me, but that wasn’t what it was doing. Instead, it was fighting in an unrealistic, game-like way with a clear, repetitive pattern.

This was no time to care about how real the world was. In this moment, it was just a video game boss battle, and those were what I was best at.

A single, timed step was all it took to dodge every attack the boss threw at me. Each time it charged toward me, I readied my flamethrower and started shooting in the spot it was going to pass through so that it would fly straight through my stream of flames. Waiting until it was close enough wouldn’t work due to the time it took the flames to actually spread out and reach it, but putting the flames in its path beforehand worked just fine.

The Watcher’s wails of agony grew more and more frequent the lower its health dropped, its health slowly burning away thanks to my flamethrower’s flames, while Mimic tried its best to lunge at the boss but just wasn’t able to keep up with the speed.

As for me, I came dangerously close to getting hit a few more times, but nothing actually hit me. Or, to use bullet hell terminology, I was “grazing” all the attacks. They came extremely close, but I didn’t let a single one of the attacks hit me again.

All I had to do was dance with the boss.

And eventually… the boss teleported into the sky again, presumably to spin and spawn more eyes before charging again… only to drop straight down to the ground instead.

I blinked and watched for a few moments, checking around me to make sure nothing suspicious was going on, while waiting to see what the boss was going to do.

It did nothing.

All the boss did was… lie there, its mouth slowly opening and closing as if it was struggling to breath.

Even Mimic, for some reason, stopped attacking. I would have assumed that Mimic would lunge at it to finish it off, but no. Mimic just hopped over to me instead and started licking at my wounds instead. It tried to, at least.

“Save that for later,” I said. “No offense, but I’m not sure letting something that eats zombies lick my open wounds would be a good idea.”

Mimic looked disappointed again and retracted its tongue into its body.

“But good job, Mimic. It looks like we’ve won… and that might not have been possible without you. So, good job.”

That perked Mimic right back up, causing it to hop in place a little.

Now then.

In the game, when a boss was defeated, it would just… explode into chunks of gore like any normal enemy. I never saw a boss actually fall to the ground defeated, but still alive, before.

With my flamethrower pointed at the boss still, my finger on the trigger ready to fire at the first sign of danger, I limped up to the boss and got right in front of it.

Yet, despite me standing right in front of its mouth, it didn’t do anything. The most it did was look at me with its main pupil. All the smaller pupils that appeared across its body before were already burned away or cut by arrows.

Looking into the one pupil remaining on the giant eye, I saw… pain. It was impossible to interpret the look in its pupil as anything else.

Despite being a boss that was just trying to kill me and Mimic, I saw no hatred nor desire to kill within its pupil. I only saw pain.

“Hey… can you understand me?” I asked. The other monsters I killed just seemed like soulless things, but not this one. And if Mimic could understand me, maybe this boss could, too.

Even so, I didn’t expect to get an answer.

But I got one.

The Watcher moved its pupil up and down, which was probably its equivalent of nodding its head.

I… honestly wasn’t expecting it to be able to understand me. If that was the case, then it was alive, right?

“Why did you try killing us?” I asked.

There was no response.

“Do you even want to fight?”

That one worked, and the boss moved its pupil from side to side.

It didn’t want to fight.

“Then why?” I asked again.

Still, no response.

I felt like I was having my emotions played with. Something tried its best to kill me and almost succeeded in doing so, and then it got revealed that it didn’t even want to fight and was just as alive as me that entire time? What kind of shitty attempt at screwing with my emotions was that?

No, maybe it was trying to manipulate me.

What if it was trying to buy time to recover and kill me?

…

It wasn’t possible to deceive myself into thinking that. The feeling in my gut told me that wasn’t the case.

I put away my flamethrower and took out my copper short sword instead. I wasn’t sure how good my wooden one would be for what I was about to do, so copper it was.

I didn’t want to kill something that didn’t want to actually fight me, but with just how severely injured the boss was… it looked like it was in its final moments anyways. Not to mention that the inside of its mouth was turned into a gory mess thanks to Mimic, most of the surface of its body was charred and covered in burn wounds, it was sliced open and dented all over… I didn’t want to let it suffer.

And once I pointed my sword at the boss, its pupil looked at the sword, up at me, and then nodded again.

It wanted me to end its suffering as well.

“I’m… sorry,” I said, which was something I didn’t expect to ever say to a boss before, but there I was.

I thrust my sword at the eye, stabbing it as deep into its sclera as it would go.

It was only then that the boss’s usual death animation occurred, basically exploding with chunks of its body flying everywhere as all of its loot—my rewards for killing it—dropped into a pile on the ground at the center of where its body just was.

I won, but the victory only felt pyrrhic at that point.

“Interesting,” an unfamiliar voice said from behind me, causing me to spin around as quickly as I could in my current state to get a look at who it belonged to.

Somebody new and unrecognizable was standing there, dressed in a white, hooded robe that completely covered their body with a matching white mask that hid their face.

“Who are you?” I asked.

The masked figure turned their head toward me and answered, “The humans of this era have given me the name of ‘Entity 17.’”

They weren’t from the game nor any of its mods, I knew that much. They also had a sort of… presence about them. It was a feeling that made me think they knew at least something about what was going on. “Do you know what’s going on? Do you know why I’m here?”

“Yes.”

“Yes to what?”

“Yes.”

“Can you at least tell me what this world is? Is there anybody else?”

“There are others, but most have already failed.”

Hearing that there were others, presumably other people like me, was reassuring, but… “What about the ones who failed? What happened to them?”

“They failed.”

“But what happens if we fail?”

“Then humanity will have failed once more.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? You’re not answering any⁠—”

“Kingmaker. That is the name humans of eld gave me. This knowledge will serve as your reward for making it this far.”

“Can you at least⁠—”

Entity 17—no, Kingmaker, disappeared, leaving me frustrated from just how one-sided that conversation felt… if it even deserved to be called a conversation.

I was left with even more questions than I already had, but… at least it sounded like there was somebody, or some group, who understood what was happening. I wasn’t sure whether that was more of a positive or a negative, but it was something. I also learned that there were others like me who were, I assumed, human and in a similar situation to me. It also sounded like some of them might have already died.

For the time being, I slowly lowered myself to the ground, got on my back, and stared up at the night sky. I tried to, anyways. There was too much smoke from all the fire to actually see the sky thanks to all the trees I set on fire.

I might have been confused about what was going on and feeling guilty over killing something that didn’t truly want to fight in the first place, but… at least I survived, and now I could return to Guide.


Chapter Fourteen




//New Achievement!

//[Boss Slayer]

//Awarded for killing your first boss! You’ve finally moved onto the big game.

//Reward: [Boss Altar]

//New Achievement!

//[Eye Poker]

//Awarded for defeating The Watcher! Just poke it in the eye hard enough.

//Reward: [Advanced Weapon Sphere]

Neither of those rewards were items that I recognized, and I was too tired to actually get up and walk a few feet over to where my pile of boss loot was to pick it up, so I opened up my inventory to check out the reward items… only to see that I had hundreds of [Wooden Log]s in my inventory. That must have been thanks to the boss destroying so many trees and then me running around picking up all the wood without realizing it.

There was also a lot of [Ash] and [Charcoal] which came from the burned trees getting destroyed. The former wasn’t really useful for much other than being used as a material for a fancy building block, and the latter just didn’t exist in the original game at all, so I had no idea what it might be used for.

But those aside, I checked out the new items.

//[Boss Altar]

//Furniture

//Using this will allow you to summon defeated bosses to fight them once again.

//[Advanced Weapon Sphere]

//Provides a significant improvement to a weapon’s damage output.

The first item was new. Nothing like the [Boss Altar] existed in the original game. Sure, there specific crafting spots to create boss summoning items at, but there wasn’t any sort of reward altar that could be used to summon bosses directly. As for the second item, it was just a better version of the previous weapon sphere I got that I never used.

Next came the pile of loot at the center of where the boss died. Once I stepped close enough to it, all the items got sucked directly into my inventory.

I was going to have to do some inventory management soon with how cluttered it was getting.

//[Minor Healing Potion] x7 added to inventory!

//[Artifact of the Watcher] added to inventory!

//[Gold Coin] x2 added to inventory!

//[The Watcher’s Iris] added to inventory!

//[Eye Flesh] x49 added to inventory!

//[The Watcher’s Flail] added to inventory!

//[Soul of the Watcher] added to inventory!

There was only one item that I didn’t recognize there. For starters, the artifact was more proof that the world was set to the highest difficult since it existed in the original game as a guaranteed drop from bosses, but it was only available on the highest difficulty. The potions, coins, and flesh were also to be expected. The flesh could be used to create some weapons, tools, and armor, but I would need to kill the boss a few more times if I wanted enough flesh for everything.

Then there was [The Watcher’s Iris] and [The Watcher’s Flail]. I recognized both of those as modded items, so I checked on them in my inventory to refresh my memory.

//[The Watcher’s Iris]

//Accessory

//Transcendent

//Allows you to rapidly dash in a straight line for a short distance, dealing damage to enemies you dash through.

//Dropping below 25% Health will trigger a berserk state. During this state, you gain +20% Damage, +15% Attack Speed, and +10% Movement Speed.

Right. “Transcendent” was the tag added to items exclusive to the enhanced difficulty mode that came from the one mod, and that mod was also what added a ton of new items and combinations for them. The iris was one of those items.

Each boss dropped a special accessory that could only be dropped during that optional difficulty setting, and they were all pretty good items that could be combined into each other, so I was looking forward to getting more of those. For now, this accessory was an instant equip… which caused a leather belt to appear around my waist which featured a smaller version of the Watcher’s iris hanging from it as a sort of trophy. It looked kind of gross, seeing as how I had a monster’s iris hanging off my belt, but I was too tired to care.

Moving on.

//[The Watcher’s Flail]

//Damage: 27

//Critical Attacks with this weapon will spawn Homing Eyes that fly to the nearest enemy and explode.

Now that was a great weapon to have at the start of the game. Normally, by the time I got it in previous runs, I already had something just as good and for a specific build, but compared to what I had available? It was an incredible weapon. That was why I immediately moved it to my hotbar which caused it to appear at my side opposite of where my sword was. The flail was basically a smaller version of the boss, meaning that the ball end of it looked like a giant eyeball, but its “mouth” was open with those sharp teeth sticking out ready to cut into anything they touched.

Actually holding the weapon was a bit…

Well, fleshy.

Rather than be connected to a chain like one might expect from a flail, its “chain” was a long optic nerve that was more of a rope than a chain. The part of it meant for me to grip was a bit thicker and less squishy, but still. It wasn’t exactly a nice weapon to wield.

I was still going to use it thanks to just how good it was, though.

That left me with only one more item to check out. It was the only one I didn’t recognize from the drops.

//[Soul of the Watcher]

//Unique

//Once belonging to the Watcher, the monster’s soul has been freed from its physical form and may be given new purpose.

//Consuming this item will grant you a permanent +10 Health, +10 Mana, +2 Defense, +1 Health Regeneration, +5% Damage, +3% Attack Speed, +2% Movement Speed, and +1% Critical Chance. You will also gain the ability to dash with incredible speed for a short distance, and Flying Eyes will no longer attack you.

That item… just seemed objectively good to use. If it was a video game, I would have used it right away without any doubt.

But it also had the [Unique] tag. That meant it was the only one in the world like it. I would never get another copy of it if that tag worked the same way it did in the game. Now, most of the time, it was perfectly safe to use items with that tag. They only had a single use and were meant to be a permanent boost to the player.

But this soul didn’t exist in the original game.

Also, it was a soul. It was the soul of an enemy who didn’t even want to fight me. Consuming it… just didn’t feel right, if I was to take it literally, not to mention that there might have been another use for it I wasn’t aware of which wouldn’t involve basically consuming another being’s soul.

What would even happen to me if I consumed somebody else’s soul? The item just seemed way too good to be true. It was either brokenly good, which meant the world was going to get way harder than I could even anticipate, or there was a downside that I wasn’t seeing.

Whatever it was, I’d leave it in my inventory for the time being. It wasn’t like it needed used right away.

Something just didn’t seem right about it.

But with everything safely in my inventory, I looked around to see if I was missing anything and confirmed that I wasn’t. The only thing I was missing… was my ability to keep my eyes open.

My health was regenerating thanks to the food and campfire buffs, but that didn’t stop my shoulder and thigh from bleeding as much as they were. Then there was the fact that I just felt utterly exhausted in general and my entire body was pushed beyond its limits.

I was really, really tired.

That wasn’t good considering that, now that the boss was dead, the night’s normal enemies began to spawn again. Zombies and flying eyes both appeared in the distance heading our way.

I needed to stay awake, though. I needed to make it back safely to Guide.

I needed to⁠—

The next time I opened my eyes, I found a familiar face looking down at me from above, almost looking ready to cry.

“Is my face that ugly?” I mumbled out, still too tired to talk properly.

“Anything but,” Guide said.

“Come on, I thought we decided you’re the cool one? What’s with the tears?”

“I’m just… so happy that you’re alive. You came back here covered in blood and looked like you were on the verge of death. I… I didn’t know what to do.”

I looked around enough to notice that, this time, I was laid out in front of her with my head resting on and between her thighs rather than trying to rest on them from the side. That worked much better. “I told you I’d be back, didn’t I? Wait… how’d I even get back?”

“I… I heard banging on the door. I didn’t open it because I feared it would be a zombie, but it was Mimic. Mimic broke through the door and was carrying you.”

“Carrying me?”

“With its tongue wrapped around you.”

The next moment, I felt a long, especially wet lick run up the entire side of my head from none other than Mimic who was off to the side watching us. I also saw a hole in the wall that shouldn’t have been there beyond the broken door, and I could tell it was morning outside.

I survived until a new day.

“Mimic… since when can you break through walls and doors?” I asked. Not only did Mimic break through them, but Mimic broke through a stone wall. To do that… it would have had to be lunging into the wall, falling into the moat, jumping out, and repeating over and over again.

No monsters from before the world moved into its hard mode were supposed to be able to break through stone buildings, but Mimic wasn’t supposed to be available until hard mode in the first place. Friendly monsters especially weren’t supposed to be able to break anything, but… well, I figured the world must have decided to be realistic again.

I turned to look at my shoulder and saw that the wound I had there already looked far more healed than it should have been in such a short amount of time since getting it, and my health also regenerated to full thanks to the buff from the outside campfire. On top of that, my thigh looked like it was healing at a pretty rapid rate as well.

If my wounds were able to rapidly heal, then… that made sense for why I was able to move at all for the last couple of days. If my muscles weren’t adapting and healing at an advanced rate, there was no way that I would have been able to move around as much as I was. I probably should have figured that out sooner.

But even with the advanced healing, my shoulder and thigh still hurt pretty bad, and then there were my muscles. Those felt just as sore as always. Still, not as sore as they would have been had my body not been recovering faster than it should have been. Probably one or two days of taking it easy would be all that it took for all my muscle soreness to go away.

As for Mimic, all it did was lick me some more in response to my question. It was still a bit weird getting licked given what I saw Mimic eat before, but after bringing me back to the house and throwing itself into a stone wall over and over again for me just to get me to safety… how was I going to refuse some licks?

“Thanks, Mimic,” I said, earning a lick that came dangerously close to my lips.

I might have been letting Mimic lick me, but I didn’t want any accidental tongue action.

“By the way, we won,” I said, looking back up at Guide.

“Obviously,” Guide said, sounding relieved even though it was supposedly obvious. “I knew you would.”

“So, I’ve earned a lot of praise and pampering and all that now, right?”

“You earned that even before last night.”

“I should probably go back into the cave before I let you spoil me, though.”

“Wha-what? Why? You—in your condition?! You need rest!”

“I know. That’s why I want to go get enough material to make a bed so that I can sleep in it for a couple of days.”

“That’s… at least do that later after you have recovered some more.”

“I’d rather just get it over with sooner rather than later so that I can commit to being lazy instead of having to stop and⁠—”

“Rest. First.” I never heard Guide sound so snappy, but she definitely got me to listen with that tone of hers.

“A-alright,” I replied. “I’ll take it easy and make the bed later. But at least let me go and fix the wall and door before I take it easy.”

Guide huffed a little, but she gave in and sighed. “Fine. But that’s all you’re allowed to do before resting.”

“You know, in the original game, you never got this demanding.”

“Is… is that a problem?”

“Not at all. It makes you more real as far as I’m concerned. You’re not just the cool and calm guy who gave advice every now and then who never worried about anything. You were too cool to care before, so it’s nice to see you still be just as cool but with even more caring.”

Guide blushed and looked away a little, scratching at her cheek with one finger. “I’m—I’m glad you like it.” She then looked to her left, and then to her right, and opened her mouth as if she wanted to say something… but no words left her lips. However, before I could ask her what was on her mind, she gently held onto each side of my head and lifted me up a little while bending over, bringing her lips against mine for a kiss. Upon breaking the kiss off, she returned my head to her thighs and said, “It’s… it’s alright if I kiss you when I want to, right? I mean… we—we already did it before, so…”

Yeah. She was definitely the cooler one between the two of us. “Do you really expect me to say no to you kissing me whenever you want? But I do have a condition.”

Guide smiled at my initial response but then raised her eyebrows when I mentioned a condition. “Yes?”

“I get to kiss you whenever I want to, too.”

And just like that, she was back to smiling. “I wouldn’t have it any other way,” she said while stroking a hand through my hair.

“You know… I’ve never been this bold with a girl before.”

“Hmm?”

“I was just thinking, I’ve had a couple of girlfriends before, but… I was so awkward, and didn’t really know what to do, that I got dumped every time. But when I’m with you, I don’t know. It just feels… natural. I don’t think there’s any way I’d be able to talk like this with some random girl, but with you? I feel comfortable being myself and saying whatever thing comes to mind, even if it might turn out cheesy. There’s just something special about⁠—”

I didn’t get to finish what I was saying due to Guide pushing her lips against mine once again, this time with even more passion and an even longer duration. Then, when she pulled away, she asked, “You didn’t think you’d get to talk like that without making me need to kiss you, did you?”

Guide might have been more caring than before, but she was still the coolest.


Chapter Fifteen




After fixing up the wall and door, I told Guide everything that happened during the boss battle, what I got, and about Kingmaker. Unfortunately, she understood even less about Kingmaker than I did. She did, however, agree with me that it sounded like Kingmaker knew about what was going on with our situation.

But without the ability to get more answers out of Kingmaker, we didn’t really know anything that we didn’t know before. All we knew was their name and the fact that they existed.

“One thing still bothers me,” Guide said.

“Yeah?” I asked.

“They said that if you failed… then humans would have failed ‘once more,’ right?”

“Right.”

“Then… something like this must have happened before.”

“That’s a good conclusion to reach.”

“Is there anything from your history that might sound like this has happened before?”

“Maybe if you believe that some religious and mythological events have actually happened. Outside of that, I can’t think of anything where humans were tested by some higher powers.” I wasn’t going to believe that Kingmaker was some sort of god, but it was probably safe to assume they were some sort of higher power. Whether they were a secret AI gone rogue, mad alien scientist, literal god, or whatever else, I didn’t know. But if they were responsible for what was happening, they had to have some degree of great power beyond what humanity was capable of.

“I see… so, what do you think we should do?”

“Continue on like we were already planning,” I answered. “What else is there to do? We have no idea what’s going on. The only way we’re going to get any sort of answers is to keep on progressing. Explore this world, defeat more bosses… if Kingmaker showed up after beating the first boss, maybe they’ll show up again if I beat more and give us more answers.”

“But… you said that the boss did not even want to fight, didn’t you?”

“Yeah.”

“Then is fighting and killing them really the right choice?”

“I figure killing them won’t just bring us closer to answers, but will also free them from serving somebody against their will. At the very least, I wouldn’t want to be forced to fight on somebody else’s behalf.”

Guide smiled and brushed her hand against my cheek. “You’re a good man, Player. To even be thinking about that, and for your enemies… speaks volumes of your character.”

“Don’t get me wrong, if they’re an asshole who wants to kill me just for fun, I won’t have any problem killing them first. But I mean… if they’re being forced, I’d rather save them from that fate if I can.”

Guide only continued to smile before turning her gaze toward my shoulder. “How are you feeling?”

“I’m feeling pretty good. This is the longest I’ve just… sat down for. It’s kind of crazy that I can feel my body healing in real time. This sort of muscle strain would usually take days to weeks to heal, and the damage to my shoulder and thigh? Weeks to months, easily. But my shoulder has already closed up and just needs to grow some skin over it again. Wonder if I’ll get some scars.”

“You… you sound like you want scars?”

“Yeah. Scars are cool. If I’m going to get beat up and have flying eyes explode against me, then I better get some cool scars out of it.”

“What is cool about that? I would feel bad every time I see them! They would be nothing but reminders of the pain you have gone through…”

“Sure, but consider the following.”

“Yes?”

“They look badass.”

Guide sighed and lowered her head. “I don’t understand what’s so cool about them. It would be much cooler if you survived your fights without ever getting hurt so that I would know you’re never in pain.”

“Trust me, it’s not like I purposely got hit. But I promise I’ll keep trying my best to avoid getting hurt so that I won’t get scars, alright?”

“Good. That’s enough for me.” Guide looked away for a second only for her eyebrows to raise for seemingly no reason. It was as if she just got an idea or something and I half expected a lightbulb to pop up over her head. Then, she turned to look at me again and brought out her coolness to say, “And if you do get scars, I’ll just have to kiss them until they all disappear.”

I brought my hand up over my heart and clutched at my shirt. “You’re too effective against me.”

“Good. It wouldn’t be fair if I was the only one constantly being given a racing heart.”

I clutched my shirt even harder. “Too good.” Then I remembered something. “Wait. A bed. At this rate, I’m going to be all healed up before I even get to rest in a bed.”

“Oh, right. Do… you really want a bed that badly?”

“Listen, I’ve been a sheltered city boy my entire life who has never had to sleep on anything other than extremely comfortable beds before. I haven’t gotten to sleep on anything other than the floor and in a chair for the past few days, and your thighs aren’t big enough for me to use as a bed for my entire body. I need a bed.”

“Alright, I get it. I must admit, I’m curious about what it would be like to actually use a bed, so… fine.” Guide turned to look at Mimic and said, “Make sure to protect Player, alright? Don’t let a single thing hurt him!”

Mimic stuck out its tongue and formed the shape of a seven with it, looking like it was saluting Guide.

“Good,” Guide said and then gave Mimic a few pats atop its body, making it practically purr up against her hand… well, “purr” in a somewhat horrifying way that sounded like a stomach full of acid purring.

With that, it was time to head back into the cave for a bit. I only needed to get some more iron and silk, and then I’d be able to build a bed.

That meant walking back to that cave I found.

Given that I didn’t want to have to walk over to the cave every time I wanted to go spelunking, it would be a good idea to start digging a hole through the ground at the base once my body was recovered.

But that could be saved for after my rest, and I needed a bed so that I could continue my rest.

Naturally, Mimic went on a murder spree while heading over to the cave. If any slime so much as dared to exist within our sight, it got absolutely annihilated.

The same went for the enemies unfortunate enough to be alive in the cave once we reached it.

And once we were inside the cave, I had to admit that I didn’t really want to leave. Yes, I wanted to head back to the house and get pampered more by Guide, but the cave was so far away and we were already there. It felt like it would be a waste to go back after just getting some silk and a few more chunks of iron. So, instead of head back right home after getting some silk, I decided to go a bit deeper down one of those other cave branches. I was sure Guide would understand. Putting in the work now meant getting to relax for even longer once I made it back. And honestly… I felt pretty good. Sure, my body was still sore, but I felt fine aside from that.

Then I realized something.

So far, I had been wearing my armor over the clothes I came to this world with. The armor didn’t fully cover me up, and now both my shirt and pants had destroyed sections. If I lost my clothes completely, I was going to be naked underneath my armor… because where was I supposed to get more clothes from? Sure, in the original game, there were some clothes the player could wear, but those were equipped in the same slots that armor was equipped in.

Would I have to make or find some normal clothes to wear over my armor as vanity sets? That would be kind of disappointing since I wanted to actually look like I was wearing the armor I had on, but it would be better than running around in revealing armor.

Then again, I could also always just go and craft better armor. The better the armor, the more it would cover me up. Really, it was just the copper and wooden armor that looked so revealing. Pretty much everything else in the game did a good job of covering the player up… unless… did I download any of those mods that made the armor way more revealing? No, I was pretty sure I didn’t. I always liked to play on male characters, and all those mods were targeted toward people who played on female characters.

I always wondered how the developers felt about some of the game’s biggest mods being mods that turned the player character into a bimbo with bouncing breasts as big as her torso while sluttifying all the armor in the game.

…

But I still did get some of the mods that would make certain NPCs look more revealing than they were supposed to.

I shook the thought of my head and continued my way through the cave, mining any clay and ores I found along the way.

Clay wasn’t exactly that rare of a resource, but I always found myself never having enough of it when I wanted to use it, so I figured I would collect it when available. I was going to need it for making pots to grow flowers in and upgrading the house to a brick house sounded pretty nice as well.

And it just so turned out that I made the exact right choice to mine out all the clay I found in the cave’s walls.

Mining the last piece of clay from a deposit of it revealed a single block hole into an adjacent cave. I would have had no idea it was there if I hadn’t mined the clay out.

I couldn’t see anything in the new chamber opened up, so I reached through the hole to place a torch on the block above it.

That was when I saw something that absolutely did not exist in the original game nor any of its modded versions.

Protruding upward from the ground in the middle of the new room, surrounded by what looked like a pool of crystallized, red water, was a heart. Now, heart-shaped crystals in the original game served as a method of increasing the player’s maximum health. That was a trope in games that went back decades. But they were more… cartoonish. They looked like a heart shape, not an actual heart. The heart in the room was massive, about half as large as I was, and it was shaped like an actual heart… albeit one that was crystallized. It almost looked like it was frozen. Not only that, but there was a streak of red crystals leading from the heart down to that pool on the ground surrounding it.

With what information I had available to me, I could only assume that the heart was once beating and pumping out blood which created the pool on the floor, and then all of it somehow became crystallized.

Was the heart supposed to be how I gained more health?

I wasn’t sure, but I widened the hole in the wall enough for me to walk through with Mimic right behind me. Inside the room, I lit it up with some more torches and saw that there weren’t any other tunnels connected to it, so the only way to find the room was by pure luck via breaking into it randomly.

“What do you think, Mimic?” I asked, prompting Mimic to try licking the red crystals on the ground.

Mimic seemed to really like the taste of them since it kept licking afterward.

Before checking out the heart, since I still felt a bit uneasy about it, I tried to mine some of the crystallized pool below me and Mimic first.

//[Eld Blood] added to inventory!

That was definitely new and confirmed what I thought: it was blood.

Curious to see if the item might have a description, I opened up my inventory… only to see that it didn’t have a description similar to most items.

Next came the heart itself.

I wasn’t sure if I was going to take it or not, since actually looting the hearts typically involved breaking them with a pickaxe, but I did want to get closer to get a better look at it.

Only, as soon as I got close enough to it, the heart began to pump once more and what looked like red, mystical streams of energy connected it to me.

I blinked my eyes only to then open them and find myself in an entirely new place. In a vast field of dirt and sand with a scorching sun hanging over the sky, I found myself surrounded by hundreds of men wielding shields and spears.

And before us was what could best be described as a godly monster: a winged, multi-headed serpent the size of a castle with legions of men just like me and the others dead on the ground in front of it.

Then I saw them.

Floating in the air behind the giant monster was a group of white-robed figures watching the battle below. They remained perfectly still, only silently watching, as hundreds of soldiers desperately threw themselves at the monster in an attempt to kill it.

Every man brave enough to approach the monster died.

At the end of it, only a single man was left—the one whose vision I was sharing.

I blinked again and found myself back in the cave with Mimic.


Chapter Sixteen




Everything was back to normal… except for the fact that the heart in front of me was gone. However, there was a line of text that was in the process of fading away which said:

//[Defier’s Heart] added to inventory!

I opened my inventory to check and see if there would be a description this time, and this time there was.

//[Defier’s Heart]

//The heart of a challenger who failed to ascend. Even so, their desire to survive has lived on and may be used to empower future challengers.

//Consuming this item will grant you a permanent +25 Health, +1 Defense, and +1 Damage.

I placed the item on my hotbar and held it in my hand. The heart, once massive, was now only the size of a regular, human heart.

The description made it sound like it didn’t have a soul attached or anything, so I didn’t feel all that apprehensive about using it. Furthermore, it seemed like it was this world’s equivalent of the game’s heart crystals… albeit with more stats. The heart crystals only gave ten health, but this gave twenty-five health as well as some defense and damage.

“Is this the heart of that warrior I saw?” I asked it, not expecting an answer, and I didn’t get one either.

Without thinking about it, I felt an… urge, to hold the heart up against my chest over where my own heart was.

The next instant, I found myself sharing that warrior’s vision once again.

The godly serpent who slew so many lay dead at his feet, his spear thrust right between the eyes of its final head. However, his left arm was gone and it looked like a chunk was bitten out from the left side of his abdomen.

He wasn’t going to survive, and he didn’t.

The warrior dropped to his knees, blinked, and opened his eyes to see one of those white-robed figures standing over him.

That was the last I saw of the warrior’s life.

I was back in my body and I saw my health bar grow an additional heart. The heart that was previously held in my hand was gone… and standing before me was the warrior whose vision I was just sharing.

The warrior, an ancient man who looked like he was from an era thousands of years in the past, looked me over and scoffed. Considering that he was significantly taller than me and bulging with muscles, basically looking like the stereotypical peak of masculinity, while I was… me, I couldn’t exactly blame him for having that sort of reaction.

But even though he might have scoffed, he showed me a gentle smile and placed a hand on my shoulder.

“I failed my people,” he said, his voice just as gruff as his appearance, “but I have not given up. If I can help humanity, even if those of my time have long passed… then take my strength and defy those who would look down on us.”

“Wait,” I said, reaching out to try and grab him, but my arm passed right through him.

He faded away the next second, his smile being the last thing I saw.

The life of a king—of a hero, flashed before my eyes. It was the life of a man who was born in a time long ago, raised in the region that would become known as Mesopotamia, who became a proud warrior and eventually a king. Then, following the arrival of those white-robed figures, he and his people faced countless hardships that culminated in the battle against that serpent I saw.

It was a story that couldn’t be found in any historical records, but I knew it was real. I saw it as if I was there myself. A lifetime of events summarized in just a few seconds before my very eye.

“Mimic, did you see any of that? Those visions? That hero?” I asked.

Mimic turned its body from side to side to tell me no.

I held my hand over my chest for a few more moments before checking on my inventory again. I had enough silk and iron for what I wanted to do, and a decent amount of clay, so it was time to head back. I didn’t want Guide to worry about me, and… I just felt strange after that experience with the hero.

Though, I did mine up the rest of that [Eld Blood] on the ground before heading back. I figured it was probably pretty rare, so I wanted to collect all of it that I saw until I had reason to believe it was useless.

“I’m back,” I said, opening the door to the house only to find Guide standing by the extra, interior door. She was probably opening and closing it some more.

Old habits really did die hard.

“Welcome back!” Guide said. “Did you get what you needed for the bed?”

“Yeah… and some other things, but I’ll tell you about those in a bit,” I answered.

Guide immediately narrowed her eyes at me in response to that. “I thought you were only getting enough for the bed and then coming back to rest?”

“W-well, I figured it would be a waste if I went all the way out there just for that. But with what happened… I promise that it was worth it.”

Guide sighed and shrugged. “If you say it was worth it, I’ll believe you.” She looked at my shoulder and thigh next. “Good, it looks like you’re all better already.”

“My muscles are still sore, but that’s it. Anyways, just let me toss this iron into the furnace and then I’ll tell you about what happened.”

“Why do you need iron for a bed?”

“Because I need to smelt them into iron bars, then I need to use those iron bars to make chains and a saw, and then I can combine those with wood to make a sawmill, and then I can use that to make the bed. Oh, I also need the sawmill to make a loom using some wood, and then that will let me turn the silk from spiders into the fabric kind of silk which I also need for the bed.”

“Oh! That… sounds like a lot of work.”

“Thanks to the power of clicking a button and instantly combining things into existence, it won’t be. Just need to wait for the iron to smelt. Then—wait. I… only got enough silk for one bed.”

Guide tilted her head. “Is that a problem?”

“Well, there are two of us.”

“And?”

Looking at her expression, she looked genuinely confused, not like she was trying to be smooth or flirty or anything.

Either she really didn’t understand what sort of reasons adults usually shared a bed for, or she did understand and just didn’t see a problem.

“Or do you not want to share a bed with me?” Guide asked, switching over to her teasing tone.

It was the latter. She understood.

She definitely understood.

And so, the bed was crafted.

The new sawmill and loom were both placed outside since we were running out of space inside, so expanding the house was something that I needed to do. But for the time being, I placed the bed down in the extra room since I didn’t want to have to move around it whenever walking in the main room. Nobody else arrived to move into the spare room yet anyways, so it was fine to use.

Now, thankfully, despite not really calling for any materials that would have been used in making a mattress or pillows, we had a bed that had everything included. A frame, mattress, pillows, blankets—everything. It was only the size of a full, which was smaller than what I was used to for me alone, but it was a bed.

A bed that I made.

Never before had I slept on a bed that I personally made, and I couldn’t wait to try it out.

So, with me and Guide standing at the foot of the bed, I flopped onto it.

I immediately felt like I was teleported to some heavenly realm full of warmth and softness.

“This… this is so much better than the floor,” I said while climbing the rest of the way up onto the bed until my head reached the pillows.

The bed was nowhere near as comfortable as the ones I experienced back on Earth, but it was infinitely better than sleeping on the floor.

As for Guide, she chuckled and said, “You look so content. Is it that comfy?”

All I could do was give her a thumbs-up to answer her question.

“And it’s alright if I join you, right?”

It took a bit more courage to answer her that time, but I still gave her another thumbs-up.

Guide climbed up onto the bed next to me as soon as she had my answer, sitting on her knees atop the mattress. “I… I can see why you wanted this so badly. It’s already better than the floor and chairs.”

I nodded and said, “Right? See, now you understand. You just can’t beat a proper bed. And this isn’t even as comfy as they get. Someday… I’ll make us the comfiest bed in the—wait.”

“Hmm? What?”

“I’m a fool.”

There was another boss. Not the one that came next after the Watcher, either.

There was an optional boss that was technically the weakest boss in the game. Most people fought it first due to how easy it was to summon. Despite that, it wasn’t really considered the game’s first boss due to it not being implemented until later on in the game’s life. The Watcher always remained seen as the game’s real first boss.

And the optional boss that came before the Watcher was none other than the Slime Monarch.

The Slime Monarch… was just a giant slime with a crown on the top of its body. It was a really easy fight as long as somebody knew how to run backwards in a straight line. Mods made the fight slightly more difficult, but nothing crazy.

And with Mimic… defeating the Slime Monarch would be extremely easy.

But there was one reason and one reason alone why I wanted to fight the boss so badly all of a sudden.

It was for the boss’s special drop: the slime shaper.

The slime shaper was a special station used for crafting that dropped from the Slime Monarch. It allowed the creation of slime-based furniture and building blocks.

That meant.

I could make.

A slime bed.

“Think, Guide!” I shouted, shooting up from the bed to grab her by her shoulders, staring directly into her eyes.

“Wha-what am I thinking about?!” Guide asked.

“A slime bed! Just think about how much more comfortable that would be! People who like stiff beds would probably hate it, but I’ve always been a shameless slut for all things soft! I want the softest best possible!”

“Did… you just call yourself a shameless slut?”

“Yes. Don’t question it. It’s a figure of speech. The point is that I really, really love soft things. And I really want a super soft bed. That means I have to go kill a boss so that I can make a⁠—”

Before I could even finish talking, Guide grabbed me by my shoulders and pushed me down against the bed, straddling my waist to keep me pinned down underneath her.

“No,” Guide said. “You need to rest. I already gave in once letting you go to the cave so you could make this bed. Now, you’re going to stay here, rest in this bed, and get spoiled by me.”

I gulped and nodded. “Al-alright. I—I wasn’t thinking of doing it until later, but⁠—”

“Besides,” Guide cut me off again, grabbing my left hand and bringing it up to her chest, “you already have something soft to touch if you want. I know I might not look cute or anything, but… I think I’m pretty soft.” And with that, she brought my hand against her chest, planting my palm right against her breast. “See? You don’t need to think about any other softness,” Guide teased.

Maybe it was because of my pride as a man, but I felt challenged. She was pinning me down, sitting on top of me, controlling where I touched and when. That was why instead of just submitting and letting her get away with whatever she wanted, I said, “I don’t know, all I feel is shirt and bra. They’re not that sof⁠—”

I shut up as soon as she started unbuttoning her shirt, exposing her chest to me… and then found myself pretty speechless once she slid my hand underneath her bra for a more direct touch. “Sorry, what were you saying?” That smug smirk on her face as she looked down at me made me feel many, many things.

Yet, all I could say was, “This… this softness definitely wins.”

“I thought so.”


Chapter Seventeen




Things escalated pretty quickly.

Within just a few minutes of me and Guide being on the bed, that evolved to me groping her breasts, and then that evolved into the two of us making out on the bed. Though, it felt like she was the one making out with me more than anything else. After all, she was the one who had me completely pinned down underneath her. She straddled my waist, pinned my free hand down against the mattress above my head, and was in complete control of our making out. It only stopped when she wanted it to stop, and the only reason she ever wanted to stop was so that she could look down at whatever expression she left me with.

I felt like I was a toy being played with by her.

And it was great.

A bit emasculating, but also extremely arousing.

“I think I have to ask it again,” Guide said, “but is this me spoiling you, or is it me spoiling myself?”

“Why—why not both?” I asked.

“I suppose it would be both of us… but I wonder which one of us is feeling even more spoiled right now.”

“Where did you even learn any of this?”

Guide shrugged and smiled. “I’m just doing what feels right. The more I tease you and play with your body… the happier I feel. And seeing you enjoy it makes me even happier.”

I had to admit that the way she phrased things made me extremely happy. Happy, even, to the point that I had to look away.

And that caused Guide to completely stop her teasing behavior, instead gently resting one hand between my cheek and the mattress while her other hand stroked through the hair on the back of my head. “What’s wrong? Did I say something bad? Do you—do you not like this?”

Shit. I felt myself getting emotional and I really didn’t want to look lame in front of her. “It’s—it’s nothing.”

“Player… please don’t lie to me. If I’m doing something wrong, I want to know.”

“You’re not. I promise. If anything, you’re doing everything so right that it hurts.”

“It—it hurts?”

“It’s just… my whole life, I’ve wanted somebody to treat me like this, but… nobody ever has. It’s always been me trying to make everybody else happy. So, when you talk about how happy it makes you to make me happy, it… brings a lot of things to the surface.”

“Do you want to talk about it?”

“Nah, I don’t want to bother you with the details. Plus it would ruin the mood. Then again, I guess I’ve probably already done that.”

“You haven’t ruined anything.” Guide turned my head to look at her again. “And you could never bother me. So, please. If it would make you feel better, you can talk to me about anything you want, whenever you want.”

I considered her offer, took a deep breath, and shook my head as much as I could with her holding it. “I promise to vent to you sometime in the future, but not right now. For now, just keep being cool and spoil me some more.”

Guide smiled and nodded. “I can do that. But you might have to excuse what I’m about to do. It could be considered… very manipulative after what you just told me.”

“Wh-what do you mean by that?”

Guide leaned farther up my body, bringing her head right down to the side of my own so that her mouth was in front of my ear, and whispered, “You make me happy, Player.”

Oh, I thought. Fuck. I see where she’s taking this.

“You’ve been trying your absolute best ever since you arrived here. In a world where I’m supposed to be the one with the answers who guides you, you have been the one serving as my guide and my light in the dark. No matter, as long as you’re here, I feel safe and know that everything will be fine.”

Yep. As lame as it felt to, she made me tear up.

“Not only that, but every day with you has been enjoyable. I had no idea that it was possible to enjoy life this much. Even if we don’t have much and have to fight for the right to survive, I’ve enjoyed all of my time in this life with you, and I hope that it never ends.”

She was too good at spoiling me.

“No matter what happens, I want to be here for you. I want to always be somebody who you can rely on. Even though I can’t do much, I would be happy to always do this for you—to make you understand just how much I appreciate and cherish you. It… might sound too soon to say something like this, but you’re the most important person in the world to me. And it’s not just because you’re the only other person in the world right now.” That part made both of us laugh a little. “I know within my heart that even if there was somebody else… I would still choose you. I would choose you every time no matter what.”

“I—I really don’t deserve all that,” I said.

“You do.”

“Why… do you like me so much?”

“I might not know much… but I do know that this feeling doesn’t need a reason. And even then, I have reasons I could give you. You work hard, you care about those around you, you have a determined spirit, you’re capable and smart, kind and funny, and also… this one might be more selfish, but what can I say? You’re my type.” She gave my earlobe a little bite after that part which caused my entire body to shiver in response. “I love looking at you as much as I love spending time with you. To me… you’re perfect, Player. Everything about you is perfect. I would not change a single thing about you. Being with you makes me happy, and I want to do everything I can to make you happy. That, Player, is why I lo⁠—”

Guide’s whole body tensed up and trembled as what sounded like an almost pained gasp left her mouth. When I looked at her, she was making the same expression she made when I tried to get her to follow me before.

“Guide? What’s wrong?” I asked, getting out from underneath her so she could rest on the bed as I held her.

“I’m… I’m fine,” Guide answered. “Let me try again.” She looked straight into my eyes and, as quickly as she could, said, “I lo⁠—!”

And once again, she froze and trembled.

“Guide? Seriously, what’s wrong?” I asked.

Guide, with tears in her eyes, groaned out and whined, “Damn it! The moment got ruined! I was giving it my all to build up to the perfect confession and it won’t let me say it!”

“Are you—are you trying to say that you love me?”

Guide whimpered and nodded, her cool act having completely dropped as she instead looked into my eyes with an expression that made me think of a sad puppy. “But it won’t let me! I get stopped each time I try! I want to say that I lo⁠—”

Surely enough, she got stopped again, causing her to bury her face into the pillow as she kicked her legs against the mattress.

She looked like she was throwing a temper tantrum… and it was adorable.

“Why can’t I say it?!” Guide whined out against the pillow, still kicking her feet against the mattress.

“I think I know,” I answered. “Similar to how you can’t follow me yet until I unlock you as a companion, I’m assuming that you can’t say you love me until I unlock you as a… wife. Because in the original game… nobody ever says, ‘I love you,’ until the wedding.”

“Fine! Then let’s get married! Right now! I feel like I’m going to explode if I don’t get to tell you that I lo—” And yet again, she got frozen which only made her grumble and whine even more.

“It’s—it’s not that easy.” I had to try my best not to blush too much. After all, she just said she wanted to marry me, and there was no way I could ever say no after everything she just said to me even if we only really knew each other for a few days. She was already wife material before that spoiling, but hearing all of that firmly pushed her into “I need to make her my wife” territory. “First, NPC marriage isn’t possible until a wedding chapel has been built… and that can only be built after the priest moves in… and the priest only moves in once we have an actual town… and founding an actual town requires clearing the dungeon to get the dungeon core and turn it into a town core.”

Guide, looking me in the eyes during my explanation, looked increasingly more dead inside the longer it went on for. “Then… I have to wait… until then, just to say… that I lo—” Each time she got stopped from saying it, she’d end up with her face back down against the pillows as she kicked the mattress. “It’s not fair!” Guide whined against the pillow. “I was being so cool! Now it’s been ruined! I’ve been waiting for the perfect moment to say it, and then that moment finally came, and I can’t even say it!”

“Well, I mean,” I paused and scratched my cheek, “just knowing that you’re trying to say it is enough to get the point across. I—I still received your feelings, you know?”

“It’s not the same! I need to say it properly!”

“Then all I have to do is clear the dungeon and⁠—”

“But that’s dangerous! I don’t want you to be put in even more danger!”

“I’m going to have to do it eventually.”

Guide grumbled even more, and hearing all of her whining and grumbling gave me an idea.

It was a pretty sadistic idea, though.

“Hey, Guide, look at me,” I said.

Guide, with tears in her eyes, lifted her head away from the pillow and looked me in the eyes.

“I love you.”

Guide teared up as soon as she heard those words, and she started to smile… but that smile turned into an angry pout pretty quickly. “N-no! That’s—that’s not allowed! There’s no way that’s fair! You’re not allowed to say it until I’m allowed to say it! Don’t you dare say⁠—”

“I love you.”

“Y-you too! I lo⁠—”

And again, frozen.

“I love you, Guide,” I teased.

But that was as far as my teasing went, because I then found myself pinned back down against the bed, and now she had her hand pressed down over my mouth to shut me up. “You—you’ve had your fun. N-now… if… if I can’t say it… then—then I’ll prove it in another way! A way that will let me show you just how cool and capable I am!” With that, Guide brought her hand away from my mouth and slowly slid herself down my body until her crotch was right over my own, but they weren’t touching yet. “How—how about this? I—I can still do this!” Guide lowered herself until her crotch pressed down against the bulge in my pants… and then she froze and rolled off of me, falling onto the bed next to me.

There was no more emotion in her eyes.

She was officially dead inside.

“You… you alright?” I asked.

Hearing that only made her eyes tear up again.

“I guess… because you can make an NPC kid after you get married… maybe… to try and keep progression the same… this world won’t let you do that until we’re married, either?”

The tears forming in her eyes grew even bigger.

If simply bringing our crotches together with that intent was enough to trigger the world into forcing her to stop, then it wouldn’t matter even if I was the one to take control and try to make it happen.

However.

There was no problem getting lewd when it came to me groping her chest. If that was the case, then…

“Just because we can’t do that doesn’t mean that we can’t do other things,” I said.

Some life finally returned to Guide’s eyes as she asked, “Like… like what? What else is there to do?”

“You could… try using your hands? Or… or your mouth?”

“That’s a thing?” She blinked a couple of times. “Do people do that?”

Apparently, Guide only knew about the most basic, vanilla form of sex.

If that was the case, then it was time to introduce her to a whole new world of possibilities.

“There are a ton of different things adults can do to pleasure each other,” I said. “Humans have basically sexualized every single part of the body for both sexes.”

Guide looked genuinely impressed as I explained, nodding along every few words. “I see!”

“And since the world was letting me grope you before, then… I’m assuming it’s still possible for us to do those other things. We’re just not able to do anything that might result in, you know, you… getting pregnant.”

“That’s unfortunate… but as long as I can still pleasure you in other ways!”

“What—what do you mean that’s unfortunate?”

Guide turned her head away and said, “W-well… if I’m fine with marrying you and doing all that with you… then it should be obvious I’d be fine with having your kid.”

“It’s too cute how you always jump back and forth between cool and in charge, and cute and flustered.”

Apparently, what I said was a challenge to her since she smirked at me and climbed between my legs, pushing me down by placing a hand against my chest while her other hand rubbed down against my bulge. “Looks like you were right. We might not be able to do what I originally planned, but I can still touch you with the rest of my body.”

With that, Guide lowered her head until it was right in front of my crotch, her eyes looking up at my face as she slipped her hands underneath my pants to pull them down… only for her eyes to go wide in shock.

And because the torch on the wall was above the head of the bed, it was in the perfect position to cast a shadow running up the middle of Guide’s face as her eyes looked the shadow’s source up and down.

“Thi-this… is… is this—is this real?” Guide asked, suddenly failing to act cool.

Possibly the cutest thing I had ever seen happened next.

It throbbed… and that caused Guide to jump and close her eyes.

Guide was impossibly cute at times.


Chapter Eighteen




“What… what the heck… how were you hiding this the whole time?!” Guide asked, still too afraid to actually bring her face back toward my cock in front of her.

Admittedly, it was pretty big. It was responsible for what little confidence I had in life. No matter how low I felt at times, all I ever had to do to cheer up a little bit was remind myself that I had a pretty huge dick. I had absolutely zero complaints in that department aside from the fact that I had to be careful of hiding any bulges when aroused in public. And even then, the few times I got horny and didn’t realize it was showing, the worst that happened was older women blatantly staring at it and other guys giving me death glares out of jealousy.

“I’m a grower, not a shower,” I answered. “It’s pretty small when I’m not horny.”

“That’s—there’s no way! There’s no way this thing is ever small!” Guide said, slowly reaching one of her hands toward it… only to quickly pull her hand back again as soon as it throbbed. “Seriously! This is a monster! How—how am I supposed to do anything with this? It would break me open if I tried to put this in me!”

The more she talked like that, the more aroused I got. She was basically in shock of my dick. How was that not arousing? Maybe if it was shock from being small, that would be horrifying, but she was in shock from how big it was. That was great. Then again… she actually looked afraid of it. “Is… is it too big?” I asked. “The other girls I dated never made it this far with me, so⁠—”

Guide, probably noticing my worry, shook her head and said, “It’s not! It’s… it’s huge, and it’s scary… but the important thing is that it’s yours! No matter how much of a freaking monster it is… I’ll still cherish it as much as I cherish you! Even if it means breaking me apart… I would let it because it’s yours!”

“It’s not going to break you, I promise.”

Guide gulped and finally managed to give my length a single poke. It was slow progress, but it was progress. “I… I was expecting something not even half this big…”

“I’d take that as an insult if it wasn’t for your expectation still being on the upper end of average.”

Slowly and carefully, Guide slipped the fingers of her right hand around my length—or tried to, anyways. Even though she had pretty long and slender fingers, they weren’t able to fully wrap around the girth of my tool. “What… what the heck… I can’t even fit my hand around it. This thing is insane…” Then, with even more caution than before, she brought her face right up to my cock until its length was directly in front of her nose. And with her nose so close, she gave it a couple of sniffs and said, “It… it smells good. I wasn’t expecting that…”

“You know, I think they say something like… there’s some chemical reaction or something and, if you like the other person’s body odor, then that means you’re exceptionally compatible or something like that. I have no idea if it’s true, and I have no idea if it applies to this as well, but⁠—”

“No wonder I always love how you smell. Even this.” Guide closed her eyes and pushed her nose up against the underside of my length, just focusing on smelling it as her hand around it began to slowly rub up and down. Her eyes then shot open when she realized what she said. “Wait! I said that I love how you smell!”

“Yeah?”

“And I was saying earlier how I love spending time with you and how I love looking at you!”

I wasn’t sure what she was getting at, so I just said, “Yeah?” again.

With renewed determination in her eyes, she focused her eyes on my dick and said, “I love you!”

Both my heart and my cock throbbed in response to that.

“I win,” Guide said, all of her confidence coming back to her. “I beat the system. It’s not as good as saying it directly to you, but if I can say it to this guy here…” Guide moved even closer to my cock, rubbing the side of her face up against it until she was right behind the tip while looping her arm around it. “I love you,” she whispered, only looking at me from the corner of her eye after saying it.

Within the span of a few minutes, I saw Guide do the cutest thing ever… and then the sexiest thing ever.

And the more she said she loved my cock, the more her confidence came back, apparently.

Her other hand pulled my pants down enough for her to have easy access to my sack which she was more than happy to grab and fondle once it was free. “I was so scared at first, but now… you’re pretty cute, aren’t you?” Guide teased, placing a loving kiss on the side of my cock’s tip while not breaking eye contact with me. “Hey… Player, does this feel good?”

I gulped and nodded. “Y-yeah. This… this is pretty amazing.”

“I’m glad.” She then broke eye contact to look at my cock again. “I love you.” Each time she said it, my length throbbed and dribbled some more precum for her, encouraging her to just whisper it over, and over, and over again directly to my cock. “I’d ask you what I should do next, but your face makes it pretty obvious whenever I do something that you like.” She was back to looking me in the eyes again. “So then, all I have to do is watch your face until you finish.”

“It’s—it’s embarrassing if you watch me that intently while doing this.”

Guide smirked from behind my cock and said, “Too bad. Consider it my revenge for surprising me with his monster you’ve been hiding in your pants. No… calling it a monster is too insulting. I should probably call it a god instead.”

I had to admit, that was a bit much and made me laugh a little. “I—I think that might be a bit too cheesy, even if I appreciate the sentiment.”

“I guess I shouldn’t worship your cock as if it was my god then.”

“Ha-hang on now, let’s not be hasty.”

With a teasing smirk, Guide lowered her head until her face was right at the base of my cock. From there, she stuck her tongue out so that she could slowly drag it up along the underside of my length, tracing the bulging vein there with her tongue until she reached the tip again. “I’ll be happy to worship this whenever you, or whenever my god, desires.”

“You—you’re going to make me cum with your words alone at this point.”

“So? It doesn’t matter what causes it or when it happens. All that matters is your pleasure. After all… I’ve been feeling on the edge just teasing you like this. Having the satisfaction of knowing that I could make you finish would probably be enough for me to finish as well… even… even if it’s embarrassing to admit that.” Guide shook her head when she realized she was slipping back into her cute side. And as if to cut me off before I could tease her about anything she just said, she took the tip of my length into her mouth. Only half of my cock’s head was inside of her mouth, and even that was already requiring her to open her mouth pretty wide.

It was then that I realized one of the potential downsides about having such a big dick.

It was going to be way harder to suck than something smaller.

Not that I would last long enough for her to try putting any more of it inside of her mouth in the first place. Between her hand playing with my balls, her other hand stroking my shaft, the feeling of her tight, warm mouth around the sensitive tip, and everything that she said—it was already over.

“Guide, take it—take it out,” I moaned out. “I’m going to⁠—!”

Guide smiled from around the tip of my cock when she heard me to tell her to pull it out, and that only encouraged her to push the rest of my cock’s head into her mouth. Her cheeky confidence and teasing personality must have convinced her that she would be able to handle all of what was about to come.

But she had no idea just how much cum was to come, especially after not masturbating for several days.

With what was probably the greatest orgasm of my life, causing my entire body to tremble and my cock to spasm and throb harder than it ever did before, Guide sped up her hands playing with me to make my orgasm even greater at its peak… but then stopped with wide, shocked eyes once the first rope of my seed shot into her mouth.

“Se-seriously! You don’t have to force yourself!” I groaned out, barely able to speak from the pleasure.

But, if anything, my words simply made her even more determined. She shut her eyes and bobbed her head a little as she struggled to swallow all of my seed. I struggled to watch since it felt so good that I just wanted to lie back against the pillow, but watching her swallow all of it was too hot of an opportunity to pass up. It was especially hot watching how her throat moved each time she swallowed.

But no matter how hard she tried… she wasn’t able to swallow it all. Eventually, she pulled her mouth away from the tip and coughed just before another rope of my cum shot up and splashed onto her face.

Guide’s cute, cool face got covered in my cum, and I wished that I could store the sight of it forever in my memories.

The rest of my seed didn’t shoot out so much as it dribbled out, but there was still a decent amount of it that ran down the length of my cock which eventually reached her hand.

However… I noticed something was off.

Guide wasn’t doing or saying anything. She was simply resting her face against the underside of my shaft and… shaking?

“Wait, Guide, are you—are you cumming?” I asked, not sure for certain.

Guide looked at me from behind my cock, her eyes half-lidded and full of pleasure as she bit her lower lip… and nodded.

She looked unbelievably sexy.

Then, once we both calmed down a little, Guide sighed and said, “That… that was amazing. I… had no idea it was possible to feel that good.”

“You’re too perfect, Guide,” I teased. “How is anybody supposed to compete with you? I mean, you came from sucking dick.”

With a hint of red coloring her cheeks, she shyly looked away before holding up two fingers. “I… I came twice.”

“Wait, when?”

“I… was done… the first time, right before you asked me if I was. But then when I heard your voice… it made me cum again.” Too embarrassed to let me look at her, she buried herself against the first thing she could find to hide her face from me… which just so happened to be my sack.

“That’s one heck of a hiding spot you chose.”

“Shu-shush. Ah… it… it smells really good down here, too.” I couldn’t see what she was doing, but I did feel when she rubbed her nose against my sack. The next thing I felt was a kiss on each of my orbs followed by her saying, “Thank you for your hard work.” Her face returned to my length after that, returning to the now-cum-coated tip to give it a kiss. “And you. I love you, and thank you for… wai-wait. I… I thought it’s supposed to get smaller after finishing?”

“A-ah… about that.” I scratched the back of my head. “You see, uh… once I cum once, it usually doesn’t calm down until I go another… three times typically, and that’s only when I’m a little horny. But when I’m this horny—no, I’ve never really been this horny before. But normally when I get close to being this horny, I’d have to take a couple of hours or so out of my day just to jack off until it calms down.”

“A—a couple of hours?” Guide gulped. “What’s… what’s the most amount of times you’ve… finished, in a single session?”

“Twenty-seven times over about… five hours? But I was barely shooting anything by the end of it, just small loads.” Then again, my “small loads” were supposedly the average size for most men. “Ah, but don’t worry. I obviously don’t expect you to do it until it calms down. I can take it from here⁠—”

Guide shook her head, wrapped each of her arms around my cock, and pushed her face up against the underside of it some more. “Not allowed. You’re not allowed to do it yourself.”

“How—how come?”

“Because… if you do it for yourself, then that means less for me.”

“Your jaw is going to be as sore as my muscles by the time you’re done.”

“Sucks to be my jaw, then.”

With that, she planted a single kiss against my cock’s underside before getting started again.

In that moment, I realized I was probably the luckiest man to ever live throughout all of human history.


Chapter Nineteen




“I think I have a stomachache,” Guide said. “And… and… I can’t feel my jaw.”

“I warned you,” I said and sighed, petting the top of Guide’s head. After all of that, she came to lie down next to me between my body and arm, her head resting on top of my shoulder as she rubbed her stomach. “You didn’t need to do all of that.”

“But it finally calmed down, so… I—I win.”

“It’s not a competition.”

“It’s a competition between me and the world that expects me to fail at the impossible, your thing being the impossible.”

I kissed her forehead as a response to that.

Guide then continued by saying, “We… we need more women. As much fun as I had… there’s no way that I can handle that thing every day all on my own.”

“Wait,” I blinked, “what?”

“What?”

“What did you say?”

“We need more women here. You know, to help me attend to you. As much as I love what you have in your pants, there’s no way that I can handle it on my own every day.”

“You… wouldn’t get mad? Or jealous?”

“Why would I? Besides, didn’t you say that you got a mod that turned everybody into girls and got another one that lets you marry all of us at once specifically so that you could do stuff like this?”

“It was for the stat boosts! But… wait. Is that why? Is the reason why you’re fine with it because I got a mod that lets me marry everybody simultaneously, so that removed any jealousy you might feel?”

Guide laughed a little and shook her head against me. “No, that’s not it.”

“But how can you be sure?”

“Well, the me from the game was a guy, right? And thanks to the mod, now I’m a girl. I can… feel that, kind of. It’s hard to explain, but I can tell what I originally was and how I’m supposed to be. This whole body feels… different and off to me. But the more time I spend in it, the more I like it! Besides… it makes you happy, and that makes me happy. But—but anyways, the reason I brought that up is because I can tell when something is different with me. I know that you’re supposed to only be able to marry one of us, so you being able to marry multiple women feels off, but not in a way that I care about. And my own lack of jealousy doesn’t feel off to me, either. You’re just… so incredible that you deserve to be shared with as many as possible! I would feel horrible keeping you all to myself. And now that I know what you have in your pants… I need you to find more girls so that my jaw doesn’t break off, too.”

“So, you’re seriously fine with me getting a harem?”

Guide nodded. “I’ll even help you build it as much as I can! There’s not much that I can do, but I like talking! Any girls you bring back, I’ll convince them in no time to fall for you! Not that you need my help to make them fall for you in the first place, but I can help by speeding things up!”

“Guide,” I paused, taking her hand and holding it between my own, “You really are my bro. You’re the best bro that a man could ask for. You finished that many times just from servicing me, and now you want to be my wingman to get even more girls to service me… I don’t deserve you, bro.”

Apparently, Guide couldn’t help but to laugh when she heard that. “It—it feels strange to be called your bro still after what we just did for hours, but… it makes me happy, too. It’s strange. It feels like when you call me your bro, it’s you… appreciating me for who I am, not just because I’m a girl now.”

“And I always will appreciate you. I promise.”

“See? All you have to do is say lines like that to the next girls and they’ll fall for you in an instant!”

“To be fair, romance in the original game wasn’t exactly difficult. All you had to do was find out what presents somebody liked and then give them one every day until they fell in love with you. That was as hard as romance got. Find out that somebody likes shiny rocks? Gift them a shiny rock every day until they love you.”

“Oh?”

I gulped. That was Guide’s confident and cool tone coming out.

“Then I guess that makes you my favorite present.”

“Yep,” I said. “I don’t deserve you after all.”

Guide huffed and wrapped her arms around me, snuggling up against my side as much as she could with one of her legs draped over my own. “This is the best day ever,” she said for a change of subject. “This must be the power of having a bed.”

“I told you. Beds are great. Now, just imagine how much better it’ll be once I have a slime bed for us.”

“Rest.”

“I know, I know. I’m just saying, later⁠—”

“Rest.”

“I’m not even allowed to think about working later?”

“No. You’re only allowed to think about resting… well, and me.”

“Alright, I’ll surrender and dedicate my thoughts to resting and y⁠—”

Mimic’s stomach grumbled from the side of the bed, causing both me and Guide to jump.

That was when I noticed that the door was open.

Mimic couldn’t open or close doors on its own.

“He-hey, Mimic,” I said. “How… how long have you been in here for?”

That wasn’t exactly a question that Mimic could answer, but I already knew the answer anyways.

Mimic… was in the room with us… watching everything… the entire time.

Guide’s cheeks turned pretty red before she hid her face against my neck.

Me and Guide were so lost in each other that we had no idea we had an audience for… everything.

At least Mimic kept its stomach grumbling until after everything was over. Hearing Mimic’s noises in the middle of our fun would have been a serious mood killer.

Admittedly, nothing got done for the rest of the day nor the day afterward. Once we had the bed and learned just how great it was to enjoy one another’s bodies—well, again, nothing else got done. Besides, it was all in the name of resting. Definitely just resting. Sure, I felt completely fine the next morning, but why go out and do anything when we could… rest?

We also talked some more about… pretty much everything. I told her about the heart and the visions, we talked about what it was like to be a human living on a normal Earth, we talked about the game and I somehow ended up rambling to her about all the different major content creators for it and what sort of videos they’d specialize in, and so on.

I also realized during all of our talking that I didn’t want to live in the forest.

Sure, the basic forest was nice and all, but… I wanted to get a bit more adventurous. Though, admittedly, that might not have been a good idea, and I brought that up. I wanted to build a house in a biome that was more interesting—more wild. Not the jungle or desert since I figured both of those places would be too hot, but I would love to live in the snow biome, mountain biome, or even at the ocean. Then there were the modded biomes which… were probably way too dangerous to actually try living in.

Of course, I had no idea where any of those were, so I was going to have to explore at some point to discover more of the world and figure out where everything was.

I also needed to start digging a tunnel so that I wouldn’t need to go searching for a cave every time I wanted to gather underground materials.

Going underground was probably the best option for the time being. I needed to find chests for accessories, get more hearts to increase my health and, apparently, boost my damage and defense as well, and I needed to get more resources in general, especially of the metal kind.

Even though the armor I could start to make with the boss’s flesh was better than anything I could make from random ores underground… there was a pretty good reason to go and make all those other armors still.

I already confirmed that the mod for what I had in mind was running seeing as how the transcendent item was from it. The very same mod also included a reason to basically collect absolutely anything and everything in the game, leading to pretty extreme hoarding.

And that reason was “egos.”

Basically, everything in the game could be combined, and there was cross-mod compatibility to introduce even more combinations.

The first stage of these combinations were “egos.”

For example, the “Forest Ego” could be crafted with a full set of wooden armor, a wooden sword, the [Day Glow] flower, and a [Wood Spirit].

That last requirement was the hardest part since it was an extremely rare drop that was acquired from just… randomly chopping down trees. There was less than a percentage chance of it dropping with every tree chopped down.

Anyways, if I remembered correctly, the Forest Ego wasn’t exactly all that great. All it did was make acorns fly off from the player to home in on enemies when hit. However, the beauty of it came from what could then be done with that ego.

Each surface biome had its own ego. That meant there was a Forest Ego, Desert Ego, Ocean Ego, Snow Ego, and so on. All of those had unique effects when equipped as accessories… and, once they were all acquired, they could all be combined into a single Surface Ego. Equipping the Surface Ego as an accessory counted as only one accessory but gave the player the unique effects from all of the accessories used to make it. It was basically ten accessories or so for the price of one.

And it didn’t stop there.

The Surface Ego could then be combined with the Underground Ego, which was made of numerous lesser egos, and Sky Ego to create the Biome Authority, which then gave the player the effects of about twenty different accessories for one.

And it still didn’t stop there.

The Biome Authority eventually got fused with other authorities that turned it into an even stronger authority, and then that got fused with other authorities and would become a concept, and then all the concepts could be combined together. Basically, everything in the game could be turned into an ego which then got combined into a bunch of different things.

And at the very end of it all, there was the “God Soul.”

The God Soul basically combined every single accessory in the entire game, modded ones included, and put them in a single accessory. The player would have access to the benefits and unique powers from every accessory all in one. Acquiring this soul was a monumental undertaking since it required more or less acquiring every single possible item in the game, some of which had extremely low drop rates or only came from incredibly difficult and optional bosses, but acquiring this item was basically winning at everything forever.

For an ultimate goal of sorts to work toward, creating that soul was a pretty good one.

First, though, it would be smart to prove that it was even possible in the first place which required trying to craft an ego.

And the easiest one to craft that I could think of would be the Iron Ego. All that required was iron armor, an iron sword, and an iron shield. All of those could easily be crafted with enough iron as long as the recipes didn’t change.

So, heading underground was definitely the best choice.

But first.

The Slime Monarch.

Defeating the Slime Monarch would get me some more loot and accessories, let me make a slime bed, and was going to be needed for the Slime Ego eventually anyways. And seeing as how I already defeated a boss that was harder than it, it should be easy, especially with the flail I got.

Before fighting the Slime Monarch, though, it would be a good idea to craft some new armor using the flesh from the boss. So, while Guide took a nap on the bed, I went over to my anvil and checked out my options as far as armor went.

//[Watcher’s Helmet]

//Top

//4 Defense

//+5% Attack Speed

//Ingredients: [Eye Flesh] x20

//[Watcher’s Vest]

//Middle

//5 Defense

//+7% Attack Speed

//Ingredients: [Eye Flesh] x30

//[Watcher’s Legs]

//Bottom

//4 Defense

//+5% Movement Speed

//Ingredients: [Eye Flesh] x25

Considering that I had forty-nine [Eye Flesh], that meant I had enough to make both the helmet and the legs if I wanted to, and that would also give me the biggest upgrade since I already had a [Copper Breastplate]. Both my pants and helmet were still only made out of wood, so upgrading from wood to the first tier of proper boss armor would be great.

The only problem… was how that equipment looked. If it looked anything like it did in the game, then the helmet was basically going to look like I was wearing a red and white eyeball around my head that left my face uncovered, and the legs were going to look like white, metal greaves but with an eye over each knee.

In other words, it was going to look pretty… gory. I would look like some sort of psychopath who killed a giant eye, gutted it, and then decided to wear its skin for a helmet.

Fortunately, it was possible to toggle the visibility of helmets… but would it really be protecting me in that case? Sure, its defense value would probably still help me in the case of regular attacks, but what if something tried to pierce through my skull? Or something hit my head really hard? Would the helmet still protect me from realistic forms of damage if it was toggled to be invisible?

…

I had an idea. It was an incredibly masochistic idea, but still an idea.

“Mimic,” I said, “I’m going to need you to try knocking me out again.”


Chapter Twenty




I made myself the new helmet and legs and equipped them, confirming that they were just as grotesque as they were in the original game. The helmet… was especially strange to wear. It felt so… squishy.

“Alright, Mimic. Try knocking me out,” I said, prompting Mimic to lash out its tongue toward my head.

It was only after Mimic was in the process of pulling my head down toward its body that I realized I could have just tried banging my head against the wall instead.

“Wait!” I panicked. Thankfully, Mimic stopped. “This—this is stupid. I might actually get knocked out again.”

Mimic looked confused as it retracted its tongue.

“Don’t worry, you didn’t do anything wrong. I think I just might still have some brain damage from the last time I got knocked out.”

For example, I then realized that I could just smack myself in the head.

I went from the most extreme methods of testing out helmets to the least extreme, and I felt like that was probably the opposite order of things.

So, first, I unequipped my helmet completely. I then hit myself on the side of my head pretty hard—hard enough to hurt. After that, I equipped the helmet and did it again. I was still able to feel the hit, but it didn’t hurt anywhere near as much as it did before. I also learned that the exterior of the helmet was just as squishy as the inside. It felt like I hit my hand against an actual eyeball, and that was… pretty gross.

And then, for the moment of truth, I toggled the helmet to be invisible before hitting myself in the head for a third time.

I expected my hand to hit my head like normal, but while dealing potentially less harm, yet it wasn’t able to actually hit my head. In fact, I still felt the helmet and all of its squishy grossness there even though it was invisible.

So, in other words, the invisible toggle just literally turned the helmet invisible. It was still there, still got in the way of attacks, and could still be interacted with, but was invisible. I was even able to take it off my head to hold in my hands, though it turned visible again as soon as I did that.

That was probably a good thing. If it remained invisible even when taking off, it would get lost if I ever took it off and left it somewhere.

Moving on, between my armor, [Chain Necklace], and that heart I got, I was up to fourteen total defense. Switching over to the new helmet and legs almost doubled my total defense.

So, with a heart, decent armor, a good weapon, and Mimic, I felt more than confident about my ability to take on the Slime Monarch. All I needed to do was go mine some gold to create a crown so that I could combine that with some slime to make the summoning item and⁠—

I jumped a little when I heard something loud and… wet crash against the roof. It almost sounded like a giant water drop.

Then I heard it again.

And again.

And slowly, the rate of the crashes grew faster and faster.

“Pl-Player?” Guide asked, poking her head out from the other room. “That noise…” When her eyes widened, I figured that she came to the same conclusion that I just came to. “A slime storm! If there’s a slime storm, then it means there’s a powerful slime on the way!”

That was the same dialogue she had in game when the slime storm event began.

“It’s because I beat the Watcher,” I said. “I normally killed the Slime Monarch first when playing just to get it out of the way with, so I forgot to consider that the chance of the slime storm event happening goes up more each day it fails to happen after killing the Watcher. Looks like it finally managed to pop up.”

“Then… you’re going to fight another boss?” Guide asked, holding onto her shirt over her heart.

“Yeah, but don’t worry. This one is even easier, so I’ll be fine. But I need to leave so it doesn’t spawn on the house.”

Guide looked worried, but she still nodded. “Alright. But, first…” She walked right up to me, grabbed me by my shirt, and brought our lips together for a kiss. “Don’t forget to come back.”

“Come on, you think there’s any way I’d never come back?” I teased, ruffling up her hair a bit which made her smile and rub her head up against my head. Guide with even messier hair than usual, and smiling from behind said hair, was far too good to exist. I must have been dreaming.

Yet, I wasn’t.

“I’ll be back,” I said. “Promise. I’ll also get the machine I need to make a slime bed out of this, so it all works out.”

Hearing that, Guide smirked and looked into my eyes before saying, “I’ll look forward to testing that bed out with you, too.”

“Don’t be getting me all worked up right before I have to go fight a boss.”

“Why not? It’ll encourage you to come back even sooner, wouldn’t it?”

“That’s… a good point.”

With that sly smile of hers, Guide brought her lips back to mine while brushing one of her hands over my crotch. Though, it was only a very quick, teasing touch, and she pulled her hand and lips away right after. “Oh, sorry. Accident.”

“You’re a horrible liar, Guide.”

Guide winked. “But really… do be safe.”

“I will be, don’t worry.” I then looked over at Mimic and asked, “Ready, partner?”

Mimic hopped up and down, its tongue already hanging out from its body and drooling. It must have been able to smell the slimes or something, and Mimic definitely did enjoy killing and eating slimes.

That aside, I ate some bird to get my food buff, gave Guide another kiss, and went outside only to see that there were… many more slimes than I expected.

To be fair, that made sense. In the original game, only a certain number of enemies really spawned at once, and there were never so many that they would take up all of the screen. There was only so much space on the screen for enemies to use, and it was important to leave the player room to move around.

But in this world?

It was an actual world with wide, open spaces. Sure, we were in a forest, but the forest still provided far more space in a real world than it did in a video game.

There were already over a dozen slimes just between the house and the wall, and there were even more on the house’s roof.

That was just in one, small area.

I actually kind of feared what I was going to see once I looked beyond the wall.

Problem.

Mimic was strong. Very, very strong.

Mimic could also only attack a single enemy at a time.

In the time that it took Mimic to kill one slime, anywhere from one to four more slimes would fall from the sky near us. I didn’t have anything capable of killing them in a single hit, either, so more slimes spawned than we were able to deal with. It didn’t help that there was already a swarm of them within the walls and a bunch up on the house’s roof.

The good news was that they barely damaged me, and that was very, very good news because it was impossible for me to avoid getting hit as the slimes swarmed around us.

Even with my new flail, which I swung around as quickly as I could into the slimes, I wasn’t able to stop them from reaching me and knocking me around the yard. My defense was high enough that each attack only did between four and ten damage depending on the color of the slime—since different colored slimes did different amounts of damage—and the health regeneration from food and the campfire was enough to keep me alive. With two health regenerating per second, all I had to do was not get hit for a few seconds and my health would be back up to full.

But still, with just how many slimes there were… getting over to the boss arena was going to be difficult, and I didn’t want to fight the Slime Monarch at the house. It had a teleporting move in the game that could cause it to go inside of buildings, and the Watcher proved that monsters were able to destroy the environment itself, so I needed to keep Guide safe by fighting the boss away from the house.

Slimes couldn’t break down the walls nor doors, so it would be safe to leave Guide at the house. She also had her bow to protect herself with in the worst-case scenario, and that was enough against some slimes.

“Alright, Mimic, I need you to stick close and protect me long enough to break the wall down,” I said. Considering that I always sealed the wall up, I needed to mine it open every single day when I wanted to leave.

Mimic, immediately following my order, jumped over to me and focused on the slimes closest to me.

That bought me enough time to mine the wall open. Though, I did need to pause every now and then to smack a slime or two away from me with the pickaxe.

And once I saw outside the wall… I realized that I was in far more trouble than I realized.

I felt like I was looking at an ocean of slime.

No matter what direction I looked in, all I saw was slime and almost none of the forest’s floor. They were in the trees, covering the ground, hopping on top of each other—there was an endless amount of slime.

If I had to guess just how many slimes I saw out there… there were probably hundreds. Potentially even thousands.

“Mimic… we’ve got our work cut out for us,” I said. I wasn’t able to resist smiling, but it wasn’t a smile out of joy, sadism, or anything like that. Instead, it was the kind of smile a man might smile when he felt like he just broke inside—the kind of smile somebody might have when given an impossible mission that was expected to be done immediately.

Then I remembered something.

Thanks to that accessory from the boss, I was able to dash. And if I remembered correctly, the dash did damage when passing through enemies based on whatever weapon I was holding. So, as long as I had the flail equipped, then dashing through the enemies would deal its damage and knock them back.

And it turned out that dashing was as easy as thinking about activating that effect while moving in any direction.

I dashed through the opening in the wall, pushed through four different slimes on the other side of the moat, and then came to a stop. The dash covered more distance than I thought it would, about three times my height in length… but it was kind of disorientating to use from just how fast it made my body move. I was going to have to practice with it to get used to it.

More importantly, it knocked back the slimes I dashed through, and all I had to do then was swing my flail in an arc around me to finish them off.

Unfortunately, dashing had a cooldown of about three seconds, it couldn’t be canceled mid-dash, and it locked me into moving in a single direction. It could easily screw me over if I wasn’t careful, but it was fine to use against the slimes.

“Try to keep up, Mimic!” I shouted as Mimic followed behind me.

It was going to be a slow process of dashing, attacking, and dashing again to get to the boss arena, but it seemed like a plan that would work. Any damage I took between dashes was recovered for the most part during the next dash and following attack to clear some space, and then there were also those potions I had to heal with in case I needed them.

Mimic struggled to keep up since more slimes kept on falling from the sky between us, blocking the path I was clearing out, but all it had to do was lunge over them into a slime closer to me whenever it started getting left behind.

And because of the way the game originally worked, which carried over into this world, every monster in existence basically just wanted to kill the player, aka me.

So, while dashing through the forest full of slime, every slime around tried to follow us, and I quickly realized that was going to be a problem. I had no doubt that I could make it back to the house if I wanted to thanks to dashing, swinging my flail around, and then dashing some more, but I needed to stay away from there since the boss could spawn at any moment.

That was when I had an idea.

My flamethrower… used slime as ammunition… because slime was flammable.

So, if slime was flammable enough to be used as fuel for a flamethrower, then that meant every slime currently in the forest was made out of highly flammable material, right?

And as I learned before, fire could be spread.

So, if slimes were highly flammable, and fire could be spread, then… what would happen if I switched over to my flamethrower and caught all the slimes around me on fire?

It was either an amazing idea or an absolutely horrible one.

As I switched over to my flamethrower, I really hoped it was going to be an amazing one.
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I… might have made a mistake.

“Just… just stay down, Mimic,” I said, prone on the forest floor with one arm wrapped around Mimic to keep it close.

So.

As I learned.

Setting an ocean of flammable things on fire… in a forest full of flammable things… was almost definitely an objectively bad idea.

An effective idea. An extremely effective idea.

But also an absolutely horrible and terrifying idea.

Flaming slimes exploded all around us. The trees caught on fire, the grass, bushes—everything was on fire.

Fortunately, we already made it far enough away from the house that I couldn’t see it, plus there were the stone walls to keep any flames out in the event that the fire did reach back to there.

Unfortunately, it was more or less impossible for me and Mimic to safely proceed.

No matter how many slimes died from fire, the storm raining even more slimes down into the forest… or what used to be the forest, meant that the fire never got a chance to go out.

Every tree I could see was burned down, the air was heavy with smoke that I could barely even see through, and all I smelled was burning slime.

“Now I know how the soldiers in Vietnam felt,” I said to Mimic, not that my partner understood the reference.

Sometimes, the flames would reach so high that they would catch slimes on fire before they even finished falling to the ground. And if they were close enough to each other while falling, a chain reaction of immolations would occur that resulted in slimes far above the trees getting caught on fire.

It seriously felt like I was either in Hell or in some sort of grimdark hellscape equivalent.

So much death.

So much destruction.

And worst of all…

It was really, really hot.

“We’re moving to the arctic biome once this is over,” I groaned.

Fortunately, even if the idea might have been horrible and despite it basically destroying an entire, local environment… it did work. The ocean of slimes was cleared out and, after just a short while, enough space was cleared for us to move through without relying on dashing or having to constantly stop and fight. Sure, there was burning slime all around us, every tree in the area was turned into a pillar of charcoal, and the ground was covered in ash, but we killed enough slimes to actually walk through the forest again.

“It’s a good thing we don’t have the druid NPC yet,” I said. “Pretty sure she’d be trying to kill me if she saw this. Anyways, let’s get over to the boss arena. The boss should spawn after enough slimes have been killed, or after enough time passes, and I feel like we should be getting to that first part pretty soon.”

Mimic made one of its stomach noises as a sign of acknowledgement.

With that, we continued our trip to the boss arena.

A new achievement to celebrate my destruction showed up shortly after reaching the boss arena.

//New Achievement!

//[Murderhobo]

//Awarded for slaying at least a thousand enemies! Do you feel proud of yourself?

//Reward: [Blood Fountain]

Since the reward was an item that I didn’t recognize, and the storm slowed enough that we were finally able to keep up with the slimes without relying on creating a local apocalypse, I check out the item in my inventory.

//[Blood Fountain]

//Increases the rate of monster spawns by 5x when nearby.

//“You know, for the blood god.”

The icon for the item also looked like it was a normal water fountain… if normal water fountains were made out of bones and filled with blood instead of water.

That aside, I closed my inventory and focused on some of the slimes getting close to me.

Looking up at the sky revealed that the slime clouds weren’t moving as quickly as they were before. They also looked like they were getting thinner, but that was only for the ones directly above us. There was still a wall of clouds approaching in the distance that looked just as thick as the ones I first saw. In fact… the sky above us was clearing up pretty quickly.

That was when I realized what was happening.

We were entering the eye of the storm.

No more slimes fell from the sky, but a chill went up my spine regardless as a single, massive slime cloud in the center of the storm’s eye dropped down to the ground in front of me and Mimic.

That was no cloud.

It was the Slime Monarch.

Needless to say, I downed my last [Toughness Potion] and got ready to fight.

With a golden crown sitting atop its body and a royal, red robe draping over its back and sides, the massive slime was several times the size of my house and even larger than the Watcher was.

Also, just like in the original game, there was what appeared to be a ninja inside of the slime’s body. Why? I had no idea. The game had a giant slime boss with a ninja inside who was already dead and, upon defeating the slime boss, dropped some pieces of the ninja armor set.

Only…

Rather than be dead, the ninja looked alive and was waving one of their arms at me from inside the slime while holding one hand over their mouth.

How that was possible, I had no idea. I was sure that none of the mods I added made the ninja within the slime boss actually alive. If they were trapped inside and looked like they were struggling, then they might not have had long until they suffocated, too.

Furthermore… if there was a living person inside the boss, I couldn’t just set the boss on fire since the fire might burn through its body and burn the ninja alive.

I wasn’t sure what the most effective way of killing the boss would be, but at least I had Mimic with me and⁠—

Mimic lunged at the boss.

Mimic, upon crashing into the boss… got absorbed into its body and could no longer move, trapped inside the boss’s slime.

Maybe, just maybe, I shouldn’t have been underestimating the boss.

The awesome flail that I got and was excited to use against the boss turned out to be absolute garbage against the boss. Why? Because as soon as I swung my flail at it, the ball end of it got trapped inside the boss, and it took me a couple of seconds just to pull it out which left me with almost no time to dodge the boss hopping at me.

Mimic was trapped inside.

I couldn’t use my flamethrower out of fear for burning both the ninja and Mimic alive.

Melee weapons were seemingly worthless against the boss since they’d get stuck inside of the boss’s slime.

That meant the only reliable weapon I had to use against the boss… was my bow which only had a very limited number of arrows, most likely not enough to defeat it.

Then, as if my mind purposely wanted to throw me off guard, I remembered what happened with the Watcher.

The Watcher didn’t want to fight me. Something, or somebody, was forcing it to.

“He-hey! Slime Monarch!” I shouted, “can you understand me?!”

I kept on backing up while waiting for an answer to dodge its hops, but I didn’t get any sort of response other than its continued approach.

It either didn’t understand me or didn’t care enough to answer me.

But regardless of whether or not it was fighting me of its own will or being forced to, I needed to kill it. To survive, and to potentially free it from its suffering, I needed to put the Slime Monarch down.

So, equipping my bow, I began firing arrows at the boss.

Now, the fight itself wasn’t that complicated. The boss’s body kept on shifting between three different colors: blue, green, and purple. While the boss was blue, every time it hopped, it caused a cluster of slime balls to rain down from above where I was standing at the moment. When it was green, each time it hopped, it spawned a group of five, green slimes to come toward me just like normal. Then when it was purple, each time it hopped, it created a wave of slime that moved over the ground I had to jump over. Each color shift lasted for about ten seconds.

The lower the boss’s health got, though, the faster the colors would shift and the more frequently the boss would hop. It didn’t help that, every thirty seconds, the boss would also teleport to directly above the player to drop down onto them.

Fortunately, while I might not have been good at much, I was great at keeping a timer going in my head. As soon as the boss appeared, I was already counting up to thirty seconds in my head. Surely enough, once I counted to thirty, the boss’s entire body began to shake and jiggle until it teleported directly above where I was standing.

Jumping out of the way from that drop was easy when I knew exactly when it would happen.

I also had to be careful of where I positioned myself. Rather than fight between all the campfires, I stayed on the outside of the arena while still being close enough to benefit from the campfire buff. After all, I didn’t want to accidentally kite the boss onto a campfire and light it on fire.

“Sacrifice is a part of battle,” a familiar, masculine voice said in my mind.

It was the voice of that hero whose past I saw.

“There is no victory without sacrifice. Only fools and failures believe otherwise.”

The sight of countless warriors’ corpses covering the battlefield in front of the hero flashed before my eyes.

The thought of switching over to my flamethrower and lighting the boss on fire to burn it into nothing came to mind.

All I had to do was light it on fire. If it was anywhere near as flammable as the regular slimes, killing the boss would be the easiest thing in the world just by lighting it on fire thanks to the world merging realism with game mechanics.

But that meant risking Mimic and sacrificing the living person trapped inside of the boss.

“I’ll proudly be a fool then,” I said before dodging to the side to avoid more falling slime.

While the thought of lighting the boss on fire crossed my mind, I never once considered it an option after spotting the living ninja trapped inside of it.

I then felt what was probably the strangest, most indescribable feeling I ever experienced.

A smile.

I felt like, somewhere within me, somebody else was smiling. It wasn’t a mocking smile, either. It was one of pride—a smile to tell me that I chose the right answer.

But at the same time, there was something… bittersweet about it.

“The path of a fool is better than the path of a pawn,” the hero’s voice said. “Intelligence is what makes humans superior over lesser beasts. Even the weakest child is smarter than the strongest beast, and that intelligence is what earns us our rightful dominance. The mind of a human is more terrifying than even the mightiest of bodies or sharpest of fangs.”

It felt like that hero was still alive within me, but at the same time… not.

More importantly, the voice reminded me to calm down and think.

He was right. Ever since humans first walked on two legs, they earned superiority over others through intelligence. There was not a single beast in the world capable of overwhelming humanity’s intellect.

That included giant slimes with the delusional belief that they were rulers.

I opened up my inventory and moved the hundreds of [Ash] and [Charcoal] items I got thanks to the earlier apocalypse onto my hotbar.

With the boss heading toward me in a straight line, I dropped all the items onto the ground in front of me. They were all stacked up on top of each other which created a small mountain of items, and I stayed right behind it to make sure that the boss would approach them.

The next time the Slime Monarch hopped, it landed right on top of the mountain of items… and absorbed them all into its body.

In an instant, the interior of the boss’s slime became full of ash and charcoal, and it had the exact effect I was hoping it would have.

Ash was absorbent.

Charcoal was adsorbent.

Slime was very, very moist.

Thanks to accidentally causing an apocalypse, I was able to fill up the boss’s body with so much ash that it began losing viscosity. What I assumed was probably the water content making up the slime got absorbed into the ash, making it harder for the boss to move around while also making it more solid in general. Meanwhile, the larger particles making up the slime clung to all of the charcoal inside of its body, giving it less control over its slime.

Each time the boss hopped, all those items inside of its body got even more mixed up into its slime, and it began to dry out at a rapid rate.

I swapped back over to my flail and swung it into the boss once again. And this time, rather than get sucked into its body and get stuck inside… the flail swiped right through it, dealing damage while also breaking some of the dried slime off from the boss’s body.

“I might be a fool,” I said to the boss, “but I’m still smarter than you.”

It was time to go on the offensive.
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The more damage I dealt, the smaller the Slime Monarch became. The smaller it became, the more condensed all the ash and charcoal inside of its body grew. The more condensed those got, the more the boss solidified and struggled to move.

For once, rather than grow stronger the lower a boss’s health got, I was finally up against a boss who got weaker the lower its health got.

Its body even shrunk down to the point where Mimic was ejected from its slime, allowing my partner to help me out in dealing damage now that it could lunge into the boss without getting trapped inside of it.

Between the continued attacks from my flail and Mimic, the boss grew smaller and smaller until it was only about twice the size of me. And at that point, its body was basically made out of thick, clumpy putty rather than slime.

It even grew so solid that its surface began to crack each time we attacked it.

Admittedly, that made me worried about the ninja still trapped inside of it, but that meant I just needed to try and attack it even faster to kill it as soon as possible.

And seeing as how I was either defending myself against something that wanted to kill me, or I was killing something to free it from the control of another, I felt no guilt in my actions. If anything, the faster I killed it, the less it suffered.

It didn’t take much longer to kill it after that.

So solidified that it couldn’t even hop anymore, meaning that it could no longer trigger its attacks or even teleport, the boss was just a solid block of hardened “slime” that shattered into thousands of pieces with a final blow from my flail.

And with the boss’s death, the ninja trapped within dropped to their knees on the ground, covered in ash as they coughed.

At the same time, the slimy clouds in the sky dissipated and two more achievements popped up within my vision.

//New Achievement!

//[Slime Regicide]

//Awarded for defeating the Slime Monarch! Does this mean there’s an entire slime feudal system?

//Reward: [Advanced Armor Sphere]

//New Achievement!

//[Slimeproof]

//Awarded for surviving through the Slime Storm! It’s a good thing none of the slimes were white. Imagine sticky, white stuff falling from the sky.

//Reward: [Slimy Cloud]

I didn’t recognize what that cloud item was, but checking on that could be saved for later. Making sure that the ninja was alright was more important.

But of course, I wasn’t able to walk up to where they were without all of the boss drops getting sucked into my inventory.

//[Minor Healing Potion] x4 added to inventory!

//[Artifact of the Slime Monarch] added to inventory!

//[Silver Coin] x75 added to inventory!

//[Slime Monarch’s Cape] added to inventory!

//[Royal Slime] x36 added to inventory!

//[Slimy Crown] added to inventory!

//[Slime Shaper] added to inventory!

//[Shinobi Pants] added to inventory!

//[Slime Sprayer] added to inventory!

//[Soul of the Slime Monarch] added to inventory!

Just like in the original game, the Slime Monarch dropped a ton of loot, and that wasn’t even everything that it could drop. And like with the Watcher, another soul was dropped as well.

Disregarding that for the moment, I crouched down and placed a hand on the ninja’s shoulder and asked, “You alright?”

They shook their head, probably to get all the ash off from them… and that was when I noticed the ears. I wasn’t able to see their face due to their mask and hood, but the hood had a couple of slits in the top of it that allowed two large, fluffy ears to stick out through them. They looked like a wolf’s ears, too.

And then they talked.

“You—you saved me,” they said, a quiet, feminine voice coming from behind their mask. “I thought that monster would be my tomb. If it wasn’t for the breathing technique my teacher taught me, I never would have lasted…”

That explained how they were able to hold their breath for so long.

Wait.

“Do you remember your teacher?” I asked. “Their name? What they look like?” I wanted to see if they were like Guide, who had a sort of artificial past built into her that didn’t actually exist, or if they had an actual life before the boss.

“Of course!” the ninja replied, sounding shocked that I would even ask those questions. “It was just last week that we went to see the azure bloom together atop Mount—… Mount… my memory fails me. My teacher—the head monk… why can I not remember any of their names or faces? Even the emperor—I…”

The ninja recalled enough specifics to make me feel like maybe they were just suffering from memory loss.

And I had an idea for how I could test that.

I told them the name of the game that the world seemed to be based off of as well as the situation so far as well as about Guide and how Guide could vaguely recall things that didn’t actually exist. Guide also understood that she was from a game, though.

Yet, when I was done telling the ninja about all of that, they shook their head and declared, “I do not know where I am, but I know that the world I am from is real. The world, my teacher, the emperor, those beautiful flowers… I can see their shapes in my mind, but I cannot remember the exact details. Yet, I know that they are real!”

“Well, I won’t deny your belief,” I said. “For all I know, you’re right. Maybe my friend is unique and everybody else we meet won’t be from that game. Though, I want to test something else. I want to test and see if you’re stuck following the same logic as her.”

“A test? What do you have in mind?”

“Tell me that you love me.”

The ninja jumped, their ears twitched atop their head, and that was when I noticed they also had a large, fluffy tail behind them that shot straight up in response to the test. “Wha—what?! But—that—we only just met! I—I know you saved me… and I will dedicate my life to repaying you for that, but—but… l-love… it’s… it’s so soon… and I am so… such a privilege is not…”

There was definitely a cute girl behind that mask and hood. “It’s just a test, you don’t have to mean it.”

“I… I see. Then…” The ninja clutched her shirt over her chest, looked up into my eyes, and said, “I—I lo⁠—”

Aaaaaannd frozen.

The ninja collapsed onto her side, her body locked up, and recovered after a few seconds. “What… what is this sorcery? I tried to say it, but⁠—”

I inhaled through my nose and then sighed. “Yep. You’re affected by the world’s game logic as well. Even though you might be an original person who isn’t from the game in any way, it looks like you’re still affected by it.”

“Then—why is it that you can say it? Why does the sorcery not affect you as well?”

“Well,” I paused and scratched the back of my head, “it feels kind of lame to put it this way, but I guess… I’m the main character, basically. I get all the perks and can do things nobody else can, just because that’s the role I was given. And before you ask why, I have no idea why. That’s just how it is.”

“I see. Then to be saved by a man such as yourself… I understand.”

“What do you understand?”

The ninja got up off the ground, but only so that she could kneel down on one knee in front of me. “I may not remember my name nor my past, but I do not need those to dedicate myself to you!”

“You… what?”

“To have been brought to this realm and rescued by you, it can only be destiny! It is not coincidence that we have been brought together in this turbulent land! Please, my lord! Allow me to serve by your side as your retainer!”

“You really don’t need to do all that for me.”

“I do! Not only would it bring endless shame to my clan to not devote myself to the one who saved me when I could not save myself, but the strings of fate do not make mistakes! I would not have been brought to you if it was not to serve as yours!”

“Listen, I’m serious. I have no problem with you sticking around and figuring out what’s going on with this whole thing, but you don’t have to devote yourself to me or anything. It’s not a big deal. All I did was help out somebody in need. Anybody would do that. You don’t owe me or need to pay me back or anything.”

“Such a generous lord… I am grateful to have been brought to serve you.”

“Are you even listening to me?”

“I am, my lord. That is why I am even more determined to serve as your retainer. Please, trust in me when I tell you that I wish to serve you from the depths of my soul. Not only is it the right thing to do brought about by destiny itself, but it is what I desire for myself. If you insist on denying my servitude, I will not push the issue further… but I beg you to consider it just one more time!”

Looking into her eyes, it was impossible to not see just how genuine she was. She meant everything that she said and it was impossible to deny that.

If she was really that determined to serve me, then… well, it was probably alright, right?

“Alright,” I said, causing her eyes to instantly sparkle with excitement. “You can—wait.”

I stopped and looked around.

Kingmaker showed up after I beat the Watcher, and I thought they might reappear if I defeated another boss, but I didn’t see Kingmaker nor any other robed figures around.

Did I miss them while talking to the ninja?

Did they just not show up this time?

“Is something wrong, my lord?” the ninja asked.

“I’ll explain once we get back to the house,” I answered. “For now, you need a name I can refer to you with.”

“You may call me whatever you wish, my lord. I am yours to do with as you please. Whether you desire to use me as a blade or a bird, I can do it all!”

“A blade or a bird, huh? Well, for now, I’ll just call you Ninja. Mimic over there is Mimic, Guide is Guide, I’m Player, and you can be Ninja.”

“Very well, my lord! Henceforth and until the end of time itself, I shall be Ninja, your loyal retainer!”

I was starting to think her personality was as doglike as her ears and tail.
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“Hoh… I see! I am not familiar with such technology!” Ninja said as the two of us walked back to the house.

She got curious when she noticed my flamethrower, so I showed it to her and that ended up becoming a conversation all about guns and their different variants. None of them were recognizable to her. So, wherever she was from, it was a place without any firearms whatsoever. Bows were advanced as they got when it came to ranged weapons, apparently, since she understood what a bow was.

That aside, while we might have been walking together, she wasn’t following me. Asking her to follow me froze her up again just like when I tried getting Guide to follow me. However, telling her to return back to the house worked.

I had to assume that was like in the original game, too.

NPCs were able to spawn whenever an empty house was available for them and the prerequisites for them were satisfied. Some NPCs could be found out in the wild even when a house wasn’t available for them. When a house was available, though, and one was found in the wild, then—upon talking to them—they would get unlocked and automatically be assigned to an empty house or room. Since the room we put the bedroom in at the house counted as a whole room suitable for NPC housing, that meant we had a spare room open.

Therefore, upon talking to Ninja, I basically unlocked her, and then she was automatically assigned to living in that room. Therefore, I could suggest that she head back to the house, and she naturally knew where to go to return to her room even though she had never been there before. That meant we could walk together on the way back.

“Also… I hope I am not bothering you, my lord,” Ninja said. “I know I am asking many questions, but I cannot help but be curious when brought to such a strange realm. Please, my lord, let me know if you would like me to stop!”

I shrugged and waved a hand to dismiss her worries. “Don’t worry about it. I’d be asking a million and one questions if I was in your shoes, so I understand how you must feel. Ask as many questions as you want.”

“You are too kind, my lord.”

“You can call me Player. You don’t need to be so formal all the time.”

“Lord Player!”

“I feel like you just got even more formal. That being said… I kind of like how that sounds.” There was just something endearing about the way she talked. Her voice was full of energy, but also feminine and innocent, while sounding so proper and formal.

“Aha… I am glad you like it! Also, my lord… may I ask what happened here?”

I stopped walking to actually look around and pay attention to where we were.

I immediately understood why she asked what she did when I looked around.

There were hundreds of slime, ash, charcoal, and coin items all over the ground with blackened trees and signs of fire in every direction.

“The slimepocalypse,” I answered.

“Hoh… it sounds like a terrifying event with such a name,” Ninja replied. “Did you participate in it?”

“I caused it.”

“As to be expected of my lord!”

She probably had too much faith in me, but it was great for my ego, so I allowed it to continue. Plus, she was like an excited dog. How was I supposed to reject an excited dog? I didn’t want to crush her innocence and let her know that I was just some random, normal guy.

And because I didn’t want to let all those items go to waste, I ended up taking a detour to walk around and collect as many of the items as possible. By the end of it, I had thousands of [Slime] in my inventory as well as hundreds more [Ash] and [Charcoal] items. I also picked up enough coins that, when combined with the coins I already had from fighting and the bosses, took me up to a total of thirteen [Gold Coin]s. That meant we had more than enough gold for the trader to move in which would also enable a few more NPCs after him to move in.

I needed to build more houses.

At the same time… I kind of didn’t want to. I already had Guide and now Ninja. Building a bunch of houses so that everybody could move in as soon as possible was a good idea in the game, but we weren’t in a game. I didn’t want to deal with a bunch of people arriving all at once. Taking things slowly felt like the better idea from a more social perspective, but getting as many NPCs as soon as possible was obviously better from a game perspective.

I just didn’t want to get overwhelmed by too many new people all at once. Heck, that even happened in the game. Enough NPCs would move in all at once that I’d completely forget to check up on some of them.

That was less likely to happen in an actual world with real people, but still. I’d like to get used to having Ninja around before having any more newcomers arrive.

Getting a couple of proper houses set up for us was probably a good idea, too. Right now, it was me and Guide in a house with two rooms. One room had a couple of chairs, a table, and a workbench. The other room had a table, chair, and bed. We weren’t exactly living in a nice house or anything, and we were about to have a third living in there with us.

It would probably be better to build a new, proper house for me and Guide. I figured she wouldn’t mind sharing a house with me considering how far our relationship already got. We were basically dating, just not officially by the world’s game-like standards.

Ninja was going to need a house for herself, too. She wasn’t going to want to stay in the same house as me and Guide, especially since me and Guide weren’t going to stop our… adult activities. Plus with how much of an innocent vibe Ninja gave me, I didn’t want to ruin that innocence of hers by letting her hear everything me and Guide would surely be getting up to.

“Is that the house?” Ninja asked, taking me out of my thoughts as the stone wall surrounding the house came into view.

From what I could see through the opening in it, the wooden house behind it was still in good shape. The grass and trees around the wall were fine, too, so that meant the fire never reached the house.

That was a relief.

“Yeah, that’s home,” I answered.

“Hoh… I see! It is a splendid manor, my lord!” Ninja said.

Hearing her say that about such a pathetic, tiny little square of a house made me want to try turning it into an actual manor worthy of respect. “Your standards are pretty low, aren’t they?”

“A-ah… I suppose they might be. I recall being taught to stay humble and to appreciate even the smallest of gestures and amenities in life! One should never want for more than what they are provided, and provisions should never be expected!”

“I feel like that’s something somebody would teach just so that they can get away with treating people like crap.”

“It is all so that we may transcend the mortal realm when reincarnating! Those who enter the realm of death while still wanting material possessions will be unable to reincarnate beyond the mortal realm until they learn to want for nothing!”

I didn’t believe any of that stuff, but then again… I wouldn’t have believed the current situation to be possible either, so I wasn’t about to say that any religious beliefs were wrong or unrealistic.

Besides, live and let live.

Moving on, I took her through the entrance in the wall and looked around to see if Guide came outside at all. I didn’t see her, so I figured she must have been inside still. Maybe she was worried about there being too many slimes outside? I didn’t know, but I did open the door for Ninja and said, “Here we are, home sweet⁠—”

Ninja’s face—what I could see of it, anyways, since she still had her hood and mask up that covered up basically everything other than her eyes and the skin around them… turned bright red as she looked inside.

When I looked inside to see what caused such a reaction, I immediately understood.

Sitting on her knees behind the door was none other than Guide. Not only was she on her knees, but her shirt was unbuttoned to show off her breasts and her face managed to be an even brighter shade of red than Ninja’s as she stared right at me with tears forming at the corners of her eyes.

Slowly, to not cause any more alarm, I slid one hand over Ninja’s eyes while my other hand closed the door.

I was definitely not going to let a bunch of new NPCs move in all at once.

“I—I see! It—it is… ni-nice to meet you, Ninja!” Guide said, still not completely calmed down yet after having her surprise for me ruined.

I expected that Ninja would be the one struggling to calm down after a sight like that, but she returned to normal pretty quickly. Guide, however, was still red and flustered.

“It is an honor to meet you as well!” Ninja replied, politely bowing before Guide. “My lord has told me much about you! It would be a welcome privilege to get to know you better.”

Guide blinked a couple of times and asked, “‘My lord?’”

Ninja was all too happy to nod in confirmation before gesturing toward me with both of her hands. “Lord Player! He saved me when death appeared to be my fate.”

Hearing that, Guide seemed to calm down a little and flashed a smirk my way. “Is that so? Tell me more. It sounds like a good story.”

“It is! When I feared that all was lost, my lord appeared before me and valiantly fought the monster restraining me! He never let up for even a moment of rest, doing everything in his power to defeat the monster and save me!”

Did she watch a completely different fight or something? That didn’t sound familiar at all.

“I have never seen such a brave warrior before! I recall hearing legends of such bravery, but even if I could remember them in detail, I am sure they would pale in comparison to the bravery that my lord exhibited! Everything about him is heroic! Just look at his eyes! Those are the eyes of a warrior!”

No, I was pretty sure my eyes were just normal human eyes.

“Watching him fight for me… I felt my heart pounding within my chest. Watching his efforts inspired me to survive for as long as I could! I knew from the moment I saw him that he was a warrior worth devoting my life to!”

How could she even think of all that when she was busy trying not to drown in slime?

“Once he saved me, I vowed to devote my life to him as his faithful retainer! I would be overjoyed to satisfy whatever use he may have for me! While I fear I will never be as incredible as my lord, I will do my best to live a life that is as useful as possible in his service!”

By that point, Guide had her elbows on the table and her hands folded together in front of her mouth, nodding along with everything that Ninja said while occasionally looking up at me with a teasing look in her eyes. She looked like she was trying her absolute best not to laugh, too.

But even though that was how she looked, she removed her hands from in front of her mouth and nodded before saying, “I understand how you feel. I feel the same way about him.”

“I cannot imagine anybody feeling differently after seeing him!” Ninja said, causing Guide to almost crack out a laugh.

I couldn’t tell if Guide found Ninja amusing, how awkward I felt from all the praise amusing, or both amusing.

It was probably both.

“When you say that you will serve him however he wants,” Guide said, “does that include… bedroom activities?”

Now that got a reaction out of me, and my reaction was—well, panic. I had no idea how I was supposed to react to that. Did I tell her to be quiet? Try to cover up her mouth to stop her from saying anything else? Blurt out whatever came to mind to change the subject? I had no idea what to say or do, and that meant I wasn’t able to change the topic before Ninja replied.

“Bedroom… activities?” Ninja asked.

I let out a sigh of relief. It sounded like Ninja didn’t know any better. As long as she was too innocent to understand, it was⁠—

“I think I know a way to phrase it you might understand better,” Guide said. “What about the services of a mistress? Or a concubine?”

Ninja… definitely understood that since she turned red again. “A-a-absolutely not!”

Guide actually leaned back when she heard that, surprised by Ninja’s answer.

Even I was surprised, not that I expected her to be alright with it. I just didn’t expect her to… so loudly reject the idea outright. Then again, that was probably a pretty normal and fair reaction to being asked about serving a man she just met as his mistress.

Then Ninja elaborated.

“I—I would never wish to lower my lord’s status! I am sure there are countless others who would be happy to service him who are more beautiful and capable than I! For me to serve him in such a way would do nothing but harm his position in society! After all, I⁠—”

“Come on, what kind of bullshit is that?” I asked.

“My—my lord?”

“At least say you don’t want to do it because you don’t want to do that with some guy you barely know. Hell, even say it’s because you think I’m ugly. Anything is better than saying you don’t want to do it because you’re worried about how others might look at me.”

Guide leaned back, a smile on her face, while letting me handle the situation.

“Why would you even think that?” I asked.

“How—how could I not?” Ninja asked. “My kind… even though I cannot remember much in my current state, I know that it is shameful to have a body such as mine. To be mixed with the blood of a beast… my kind should not even associate with humans. We bring nothing but misfortune and dishonor with our existence. Even being taught by my teacher was an honor that I did not deserve! To perform such activities with you… would be even lower than sharing a bed with a wild beast.”

“Tell me something. Even though we’re inside now, why haven’t you removed your hood and mask?”

“To spare you both from having to look at my uncovered skin!”

I looked over at Guide and said, “Hold me back, Guide.”

Guide only replied with a silent and slow shake of her head.

She really was leaving it all up to me.

“Fine,” I said and then looked at Ninja again. “Take them off.”

“My—my lord?” Ninja asked.

“You heard me. Take them off or I’ll strip you myself.”

I heard a teasing, “What a brute,” come from Guide under her breath.

As for Ninja, she gulped and took a step away from me, but I wasn’t going to let her escape.

If I had to force my way onto her, I would.

It was for her own good.

…

That probably sounded horrible out of context. No, even with context, it didn’t sound much better…


Chapter Twenty-Four




“Are… are you upset with me, my lord?” Ninja asked, walking backward even farther away from me. “I—I am sorry if I have caused you distress, I promise that it was not my intention!”

“No,” I answered. “I’m not mad at you, I’m mad at whoever brainwashed you into having such a low opinion of yourself. Even though you’re in a brand-new world and you can’t remember anything else, that negativity was apparently drilled into your mind so damn much that you can remember that of all things. That is what pisses me off. Anybody who judges somebody else based on their looks or the circumstance of their birth is automatically on my shit list. I don’t care if God himself comes down here and tells me to judge you for being born the way you were. I’m going to spit in his face and tell him to fuck off.”

Ninja took another step back, her hand clutching her shirt over her heart. “My lord—I…”

“All that matters is who you are—who you choose to be. Where I’m from, we judge people based on the content of their character, not how they look. That’s all that matters to me. If somebody would look down on me for doing anything with you, then they’re somebody I wouldn’t care about in the first place.”

Ninja didn’t say anything, but the more I talked, the more she looked like she was about to cry.

I didn’t know if that was a good or a bad thing.

Maybe I was being too harsh? Even if that harshness wasn’t directed at her, maybe she was taking it that way.

Or maybe she couldn’t understand why I felt the way I did.

“Look,” I said, trying to calm down a little so that I wasn’t raising my voice anymore. “My whole life, ever since I was born, everybody had high expectations for me. My parents pushed me as hard as they could legally get away with as soon as they were able to. Private tutors, constant lessons, punishing me over every mistake… I was given everything, and I was expected to rise above everybody else. But I never wanted that. All I wanted was to live my own life how I wanted without caring about what other people thought or expected of me. And once I made that obvious, everybody stopped caring. I was forgotten about and left to do what I wanted. I was basically disowned as soon as my parents realized they couldn’t control me. Not a single member of my ‘family’ gave a shit about me. They treated me like I was less than an insect, not even worth acknowledging the existence of. I doubt that what I went through is anywhere near as bad as what you went through, but the point is that I understand how it feels to be looked down on. I understand how insidious it is. It’s something that eats at your heart and mind every single day. You’re constantly put down, treated like shit, and made to believe that you don’t deserve anything. Eventually, you start believing it. You agree that you’re worthless and that nobody should care about you. That’s when you have two choices. One, you can roll over, submit to those shitheads, and let them treat you like trash for the rest of your life. Or two, you can raise your middle finger to them, tell them to fuck off, spit in their face, and live your life however you want to no matter what anybody says.”

I didn’t realize it until I paused to take a breath, but… I was crying. Or at least, I felt a couple of tears on my cheeks.

The toxic beliefs still stuck in my mind immediately made me feel pathetic for that. Like I was less of a man.

“How dare I cry a little because I’m getting emotional, right?” I asked. “A real man doesn’t show emotion. He’s stoic, in control of his emotions, and never shows weakness to others. I’m a lesser man for daring to open my heart to you. Right?”

Ninja was quick to shake her head, stepping forward and reaching a hand out to me. “That—that is not true, my lord! You⁠—”

“I know it’s not true. But if you can say it’s not true for me, then you can say it’s not true for yourself, too. You’re not lesser. You’re not inferior. You’re you, and that’s all you need to be. Me crying and getting emotional is something I have control over, so it’s nowhere near on the same level as you simply being born how you are. If you still choose to let those shitty beliefs influence you, then I’m going to do the same. I’ll let my parents win. They were right. I’m a worthless piece of garbage who has done nothing but waste their money and time. I never should have been born.”

Ninja lowered her head and asked, “After… even though you have already saved me when I was not able to save myself… why do you still go beyond to treat me with such kindness?”

“Why? Because I hate seeing my old self in people, and I can tell right away that you feel like how I used to. I wasted years of my life depressed because I let the opinions of shitty people influence how I viewed myself. Whenever I see anybody like that, it makes me want to harass them until they stop giving a fuck and start being happy just being who they are. It took me way too long to learn how to be happy just being me. If I can save somebody else some time by ranting at them and getting involved in their personal business without being asked to right after meeting them, then I’ll spend the rest of my life doing it. I’m a stubborn, invasive asshole like that.”

“You—you… are nothing but a kind man, my lord. I… do not believe I have ever had anybody speak so bluntly to me… nor have I ever been spoken to with my own wellbeing at the forefront.”

“You don’t have to remove your hood and mask if you don’t want to, but I don’t want you ever looking down on yourself, and I don’t want you to wear them because you feel like you have to be ashamed of how you look. All that matters is your own comfort and happiness. If you want to serve me, then consider that a standing order and the most important one in your life. Be happy. Be yourself. Love yourself and who you are.”

Even after all that, there was a voice inside my head shouting at me telling me to shut up and to stop acting so pathetic.

But that was a voice I learned to ignore years ago, so too bad for it.

I wasn’t going to stop being who I was—who I chose to be, and I chose to be somebody who would open up to others if it meant I might be able to help them. I didn’t care if they were a human, a monster, a girl or a boy, or anything else. All that mattered was that if I could help them, I was going to no matter how annoying it might have made me.

Though, I had to admit, I was kind of worried what Guide thought about all of that. I hadn’t looked back at her since I started ranting, so I had no idea what kind of face she was making.

My fears made me worry that maybe I made myself look lame or cringe to her, but… even if I did, no matter how much I would hate that, I wasn’t going to regret what I said. I meant every word of it.

Before I could check on Guide, though, Ninja spoke up and said, “My—my lord… would you… please look at me?”

“Whenever you want,” I answered, looking her right in her eyes.

Following a deep breath, Ninja reached her hands up and grabbed onto her hood and mask, slowly pulling them away to finally reveal herself to us.

I was right.

Ninja was really, really cute.

Following the removal of her hood and mask, what me and Guide saw was a perfectly normal, and really cute, girl’s face. Sure, she had a wolf’s ears and tail, but the rest of her was just… human.

Was that really all it took for people to discriminate against her wherever she was from?

If that was true, it pissed me off even more, but I held my anger back so that we could focus on the positive. She didn’t need me to get upset on her behalf again when she was making progress and embracing who she was. It was time to praise the good, not rant about the bad.

“Even… even after what you said, I cannot believe a man such as yourself would desire a girl as plain as me,” Ninja said, struggling to look at me.

It took everything in me to not get mad again. Instead, I took a deep breath and calmly said, “Ninja.”

“Y-yes, my lord?”

“You are god damn adorable. You are so damn cute that it makes me want to punch something. And you know what? I’ll say it. The ears make you even cuter. I want to touch them and play with them because of how fluffy they look. Your tail, too. It makes me want to brush it. And your face—you’re attractive enough that any man would want you. Most women probably would, too. Where I’m from, everybody in the world would be fighting themselves over who gets you because of how damn cute you are.”

Ninja’s cheeks turned red, her ears twitched, and her tail wagged increasingly faster behind her. “My—my lord—I… how—how can you say such things so genuinely?”

“Because they’re true.”

“I… have never met a single person in my life who spoke with such an open mind and with such honesty. It… it really is true that you will accept me despite what I am?”

“I won’t accept you despite what you are. I’ll accept you regardless of what you are. Also, you’re fluffy, and fluffy is cute.”

For the first time, Ninja looked away, scratched her cheek a little, and… giggled. “Eh-ehe… I have… never been praised in such a manner. I must admit that it is praise I hope I never grow accustomed to so that I may always enjoy it as much as I do now.”

“Too bad. I’ll call you cute every damn day until you get sick and tired of hearing it so that you never forget the truth.”

“Fortunately… I believe that no matter how often my lord may say it that my heart will always beat with such fervor when those words grace my ears.” Ninja let out a long, relaxed sigh. “I had no idea it was possible to feel such… happiness. I know I believed I was happy before under my teacher’s guidance, but… even in the short time we have spent together, I already feel happier than I even knew was possible as your retainer.”

“Like I said before, you have low standards.”

“If my low standards are responsible for the joy within my heart, then I shall keep them low for as long as I may live.”

And with that… Guide clapped from behind me and said, “Alright! Sorry to cut in, but I’m going to steal your lord for a moment. There’s something I want to talk about in private, so wait out here for us, alright?”

Ninja jumped a little when she heard the clap but nodded her head. “Un-understood!”

The next thing I knew, Guide was grabbing me by my wrist and dragging me into the room with the bed, shutting the door behind us.

“Guide?” I asked. “What’s up? Is something wrong?”

Guide didn’t answer me. She didn’t answer me verbally, at least. Instead, she answered me by pushing me down onto the bed, rolling me onto my side… and then joining me on the bed by hugging me. She also made sure to hug me so that my face would be pressed right against her chest. “I’m sorry, Player.”

As much as I was happy to enjoy my face against her breasts, I ended up leaning my head back so I could look up at her and ask, “What are you apologizing for?”

“That… all of that happened because of what I asked. Because I wanted to try and rush things, you were forced to remember such painful memories and⁠—”

“Oh, don’t worry about it. It was going to happen eventually, so better to get it out of the way with as soon as possible.”

“But—!”

“Seriously, don’t worry about it. You didn’t do anything wrong. Well… next time, maybe have a bit more tact and wait a little. You don’t need to ask new girls if they want to sleep with me in your first conversation with them.”

“That… that’s true. Now… there’s something else on my mind.”

“Yeah?”

Guide placed one hand on the back of my head so that she could push my face back against her breasts and hold it there. “Hearing what you said about yourself… do you have any idea how hard it was for me to hold back? I was clenching my fists so tightly that my nails cut my palms. I wanted nothing more than to stop you and praise you for how wonderful you are. What you implied about your family… they’re monsters. All of that anger you expressed just from hearing about the discrimination against her, I felt hearing about how you were treated, and I am so proud of you, Player, for leaving them to live your own life. I am sure that couldn’t have been easy, but you did it, and now you’re here. Even though you were raised by such horrible people, you have become such a kind, honest, wonderful man.”

“Come on, don’t you think I’ve cried enough already?”

“If that’s what you think, then it’s time for me to give you some proper guidance. If you still have tears to cry, then you should cry until your eyes run dry. Whether they’re tears from anger, sadness, stress, excitement, joy… you should never feel ashamed of crying. Tears are just an expression of emotion, and refraining from expressing how you feel is never good. That is why, Player, you are welcome to cry as much as you want, whenever you want, for any reason. And if you ever feel too embarrassed to do it around others, all you need to do is come to me and I’ll hold you just like this until not a single tear remains.”

“Hah… you’ve helped me realize something, I think.”

“What is it?”

“I think the reason I blew up like that… was probably because I’ve always wanted somebody to accept me for who I am. I’ve never really had that before. I didn’t want anybody else feeling that way, so I made sure that Ninja understood I’d accept her no matter what.”

Guide’s hand on the back of my head gently stroked against me, the feeling of her nails lightly running against my scalp causing me to shiver. “I accept you, Player, and I always will. You only need to be yourself for me. After all… you are the one I—the one I cherish. I would say those other words, and now would be a perfect time for them, but… since I can’t say them, I’ll tell you that I cherish you instead. I cherish you. I value you. I respect you. I admire you. And I will do everything I can to support you.”

Even though a part of me still felt lame and ashamed for crying, especially after hearing everything that she just said, I… let myself cry. It was probably the first time in my entire life that I ever just… didn’t even try to hold back.

I cried.

“These emotions must have been weighing on you for so long,” Guide whispered.

“Yeah,” was all that I could say in response.

“I want you to never hold your feelings back again.”

“I… I won’t. But you know… now that you’re treating me like this, it’s going to turn me into some clingy guy who always wants your attention and pampering, so I hope you know what you’re getting yourself into.”

“Oh no, what a shame. The man I cherish wants me to cherish him. Truly, how horrible.”

“Smartass.” She got me laughing a little. It was weird to be all teary-eyed and laughing at the same time.

Guide then tilted my head back so she could look me in the eyes again and said, “Just you wait, Player.” Her cool voice was out in full force. “As soon as I’m able to properly tell you those three words, I’m going to repeat them so much that your ears fall off. You won’t be able to go five seconds without me telling you them.”

“I’ll look forward to it.”

“Good. Also… Ninja is really cute, isn’t she?”

“She is.”

“And she totally fell for you already.”

“I—I think it’s too soon to be saying that.”

Guide shook her head and said, “Thanks to this body, I’ve got a woman’s intuition now.”

“I’m… not sure that’s how that works.”

“Trust me, Player. I recognize the way she looks at you. She already had feelings before your whole rant at her, and I could tell she felt the same way about you that I do by the end of it.” Guide looked smugly proud of herself. “I was right to stay quiet and let you handle it.”

I wasn’t sure if I could believe her that easily—or rather, I did believe her. I had full faith in Guide that she wouldn’t lie to me. Even so, I struggled to believe Ninja already felt that way about me.

“By the way,” I said. “When you were on your knees when we came back⁠—”

Guide forced my face back against her breasts harder than ever before, making sure that I couldn’t talk without my voice being all muffled.

After how cool she was just acting, she must not have wanted me to remind her of that.


Chapter Twenty-Five




When me and Guide finally left the other room, we returned to the main room where we saw Ninja crouching down next to Mimic. She looked like she was just sort of… poking Mimic in various spots and seeing how it worked.

The more I saw of Ninja, the more I saw her like an overly excited, cute, curious dog who came from an abusive home.

And as soon as Ninja noticed we were back, she reached for her hood and mask as if to cover herself back up, but she stopped before actually putting them on. “Ri-right… I… don’t need to worry about covering up in the presence of others anymore…”

“Good, you’ve learned,” I said.

“Ah! My lord! Your eyes! They look so red… is everything well?”

“Come on, it’s embarrassing if you call me out like that. But yeah, I’m fine. Better than ever, even. Didn’t think that randomly getting brought to some game-like world where I could seriously die at any moment would be this great, but I can honestly say I’ve never been happier.”

“I—I see! I, too, feel that way. Just a short time ago, I was sure I would die… but now I am here with you and feeling joy and comfort I did not even know was possible. A-also…”

“Yeah?”

“I… thought about what… I was asked. About… servicing you… in the bedroom as a concubine. If… it would be alright, and I have your wife’s approval, then I would be honored to serve as your co-c-c-conc-concubine! I am not experienced in such matters, but I will do my—my best!”

I sighed while Guide looked increasingly more smug next to me.

“One, you don’t need to push yourself,” I said. “Two, Guide isn’t my wife… not yet, at least.”

“That’s right,” Guide added on. “Yet.”

Ninja blinked a couple of times. “Is—is that so? With how much love she looks at you with, my lord… I was sure that she must be your wife.”

I expected that to potentially fluster Guide, but no. Guide owned it. Instead, all she said was, “See, Player? I told you. Womanly intuition.”

“Wait,” I said, “do women actually have a secret power I didn’t know about that lets you read each other’s emotions or something?”

“Obviously. Isn’t that right, Ninja?”

Ninja tilted her head and said, “I fear I do not know. Could it be possible that the reason I am able to read others so well is not only because of what I am, but because I am a woman as well? I have never heard of women having such power, but…”

Guide placed her hands on her hips, looking awfully confident. “It’s a power that only we have.”

“I—I see! You are clearly wise, Guide! Please, teach me everything that you know!”

“Don’t worry, I’ll teach you everything I can, including how to best serve Player, of course.”

“Please do! Nothing would make me happier, Miss Guide!”

“Miss—Miss Guide?”

“I am not sure what other title I should give you. Is that one not appropriate?”

Guide shook her head. “I just didn’t expect it. I… like it. Lord Player and Miss Guide.”

“Hoh, I see! I am glad!”

“Also, let me clear something up.”

“Yes, Miss Guide?”

Guide stepped away from my side, approaching Ninja a little, and dramatically pointed a finger out to her. “I know I was silent during what happened earlier, but I feel the same way as Player. Never hide who you are. Be honest with us and we’ll accept you no matter what. Everything that Player said is true of me as well. And if you ever need comforting or spoiling and Player isn’t around, then you come to me!”

Ninja blushed some more at finally getting to see Guide’s cool side and nodded. “U-understood!”

“And that’s not all. I only used being a mistress or concubine as an example earlier so you’d get what I was trying to say, but that’s not what you’re going to be. You’re going to be just like me and be one of Player’s future wives!”

“His—his wife?!” Ninja looked back and forth between me and Guide with panic in her eyes and red coloring in her cheeks. “But—but! That—a—a concubine is one thing, but—bu-bub-bubtut-but—but, a wi-wife?! I do not deserve such an honor! Not only is such an honor impossibly far beyond what I deserve, but I fear my heart would rip itself apart from joy! Simply serving as his retainer is already enough for me! Becoming… becoming Lord Player’s wife… my heart would not be able to handle the happiness.”

Guide lowered her voice and looked at me. “Try telling me again that she doesn’t love you.”

“Al-alright,” I said. “You win.”

A satisfied huff left Guide’s mouth before she returned her attention to Ninja. “Being a ‘mistress’ or ‘concubine’ implies that you have a lower position than me, and that’s not going to work. We’re going to be equal wives! And every other woman who shows up will be the same!” Guide walked toward Ninja, making the poor girl so nervous that she backed up until her back was against the wall, and that was Guide grabbed Ninja by the chin. Tilting Ninja’s head back and looking her directly in the eyes, Guide said, “I won’t settle for anything less.”

Ninja’s lips were quivering and her eyes were spinning, completely caught off guard from Guide being cool.

At least I wasn’t the only one who Guide could catch off guard like that.

Also… from the way it looked, it looked like Guide was in the process of making Ninja fall in love with her, too.

Well, that was alright. If I was going to have a harem of women who loved me, it was obviously alright for them to love each other as well. That was probably the healthiest way to go about it. It would also be a mercy to me. Rather than have to satisfy all of my wives all on my own, they could help each other out whenever I was busy.

…

I got into the habit of viewing them both as future wives pretty easily.

That aside, Guide looped an arm around Ninja’s shoulders and stood next to her. The two of them then looked at me together and Guide asked, “It’s time for Ninja to learn about bedroom activities, don’t you think?”

“Al—already?” I asked. “Don’t you think we should let her get a bit more used to us firs⁠—”

Ninja stepped forward and declared, “I—I am ready to service you however you desire, my lord! All I ask is that you be patient with my inexperience!”

“Don’t worry,” Guide said. “We were both virgins before the other day. You’ll get a hang of things pretty quickly.”

Ninja, with a determined expression and her hands held up in front of her, nodded to Guide before looking at me again.

I was planning on building and crafting, but if both of them were adamant about fooling around in the bedroom… well, I was a guy who was a virgin just a couple of days before, and there were two attractive women who wanted to screw around with me.

It was impossible to refuse them.

In the bedroom, this time with Mimic left in the other room so that it wasn’t just watching us the entire time, a familiar event occurred.

I was sitting on the edge of the bed with both Guide and Ninja on their knees in front of me, with Ninja being the one more directly between my legs while Guide was off to the side a bit.

And as soon as my cock was pulled out for Ninja to see… she jumped, covered up her face with her hands and only allowed enough space between her fingers for her eyes to barely peek through, while Guide nodded next to her.

“I understand,” Guide said. “I felt the same way when I saw it for the first time. Even now… it’s still hard to believe that this thing is real.”

Ninja just kept on looking it up and down as it throbbed every now and then in front of her face. “I… I recall tales of legendary spears… but I have never heard of one residing in a man’s pants before!”

“Don’t worry, I know it looks pretty scary, but he’s a friendly guy who just wants some love.”

“He—he?”

“Player likes it when you talk to his dick like that. He’s never confirmed it, but he always throbbed more when I did it.”

I… I didn’t even realize that. And it was true? Thinking about it, there was something pretty arousing about them talking to my dick.

“I… I see!” Ninja said. “Then, if it is what my lord enjoys…” Ninja placed her hands on her lap and bowed in front of my dick. “I will be in your service, Lord Spear! Please excuse my inexperience! I will do my best to serve you!”

“See?” Guide asked, watching as my cock throbbed way more than I expected it to in response to that.

“Haa… I see… it is even more active than before.”

“Wait.”

“Miss Guide?”

“Have you kissed him yet?”

“Lord Spear? I—I have not!”

“Not him. Player. Have you and Player even kissed yet?”

“We… we have not.”

Guide looked up at me with an unimpressed expression. “You were going to let her suck your dick before she’s even kissed you?”

“Hey,” I said, “this is your fault. You’re the one trying to rush things here and talked her into doing this.”

“That’s fair… alright.” Guide returned her attention to Ninja. “You have to kiss Player first. It wouldn’t be right to service his ‘spear’ before you’ve even kissed him.”

For some reason, Ninja looked even more flustered by the thought of kissing me than servicing my cock. “But! That is such an intimate and romantic thing! I⁠—”

“You want to be his wife, don’t you?”

“I… I do… as guilty as it makes me feel for indulging in such an honor…”

“Wanting to suck his dick and wanting to be his wife are both way more extreme things than kissing him.”

I had to admit it, Guide had a pretty good point there. That was why, since Ninja seemed too shy to take the initiative to bring her lips to me, I grabbed her by her shoulders and brought her up so that I could press my lips against hers.

Guide might have been the one to take control between me and her, but Ninja was the submissive one between me and her.

It was nice that I got to act cool and dominant to at least one of them. Not… that I minded taking on a bit more submissive role with Guide. If anything, I enjoyed it a lot more than I thought I would.

That aside.

Ninja whimpered for the first couple of seconds that our lips touched for, but she gave in and allowed herself to enjoy it before long.

Now, I was still sitting on the edge of the bed, my dick was out, and I pulled Ninja up so that our lips could reach one another.

That meant my cock was basically pressed up against her abdomen, and it being there showed just how far inside of her it would go if I penetrated her. Sure, she still had her clothes on, as did Guide, but she didn’t need to be naked to get a good idea of how far into her it would reach.

And when Ninja noticed that, she froze and stared down at it. “It—he would… go so deep…”

Guide leaned forward to look around Ninja and saw the sight as well. “I thought I was getting less nervous… but… that really is deep… isn’t it?” With that, Guide shook her head and pulled Ninja back down onto her knees. “Let’s just ignore that for now. It’s not like we can do that yet anyways!”

“Ri-right!”

Sure, there were two girls in front of me wanting to ignore the thought of putting my dick inside of them out of fear for how deep it would go, but it didn’t matter. Their way of making up for it was servicing my cock together with the rest of their bodies, plus there was something arousing about them being that nervous about it in the first place. Or maybe, it wasn’t arousing so much as it was a huge ego booster.

I would say that at least I could thank my family’s genetics for giving me a huge dick, but that wasn’t even true. I had the uncomfortable opportunity of listening to my parents get into an argument about sex before where my mother mocked my father for his supposedly small size.

So, I wasn’t even able to thank my family for passing on those genes.

Actually, that made it even better. While they treated me like shit and left me on my own, now I had a huge dick, two women willing to service it, and I was having more fun and felt more alive than ever before.

I was told I would never amount to anything and that I was better off either disappearing or dying, but I sure felt like I was winning far more in life than they ever did.

“You have to be gentle with him,” Guide said to Ninja. “I know he looks big and scary, but he’s still a pretty sensitive guy. Try wrapping your hands around him.”

Ninja, nodding along to Guide’s instructions, tried to wrap each of her hands around my cock only to run into the same problem Guide did before. “It—he is so thick… my fingers do not even reach around him.”

“I know the feeling. But he’s kind of squishy and warm, right?”

“He—he is! I expected the hardness of a spear with the presence that Lord Spear has! But he is rather… soft to the touch. Very interesting!” Ninja might have been inexperienced, but there was something really nice about the way she curiously stroked her hands along my cock, bringing her face closer and closer to it as if to thoroughly study it.

Guide then looked up at me and smirked. “Player… you don’t mind if I train her, right?”

“Tr-train her?” I asked. “What do you mean?”

“I mean train her so that she associates serving ‘Lord Spear’ with pleasure.” With that, Guide slipped around to behind Ninja and sat directly behind her, wrapping her legs around Ninja’s and bringing one hand up to her chest. Ninja jumped a little when she suddenly felt Guide’s hand slip down into her shirt, and then she looked even more panicked when Guide’s other hand slipped into her pants. “You’re pretty big under these clothes, aren’t you?”

“Lady—Lady Guide! What—what are you doing?!” Ninja whined.

“I’m doing what I said,” Guide answered. “Training you. Each time you make Player cum, I’ll make you cum. Before long, you’ll be able to cum just from making him cum, like me.”

“I… I see! I—I have never heard of such a training technique before. There is still much I have to learn… and if it is for Lord Player and Lord Spear, then I will undergo any training no matter how vigorous it may be!”

Guide looked me directly in the eyes and said, “You’re lucky that I—that I cherish you, or else I would want to steal her for myself.”

I couldn’t blame her at all. “I get it,” I replied.

“So… is it alright?”

“If you have to ask me that at all, then I’m pretty sure you’ve always been a woman on the inside.” After all, what man wouldn’t be alright with watching a woman make another woman cum while that other woman was sucking his dick and making him cum? It was a free, incredibly hot, show to go with getting serviced.

Well, I wouldn’t like it if I wasn’t dating both of them since that would make me jealous, but I was basically dating both of them. They both wanted to become my wives, even, so we were probably more than just “dating” even if things technically weren’t official in the world’s eyes.

In that case, it was a matter of watching one of my future wives tease the body of my other future wife while I got my dick sucked, and that was more than alright.

Regardless, Ninja let out a pretty cute moan and her ears twitched in response to whatever Guide was doing to her. I couldn’t actually see since Ninja’s clothes were still in the way, but that made it even hotter. Some mystery was nice. I could tell both of Guide’s hands were moving underneath Ninja’s clothes, but I had no idea what each hand was specifically doing. All I could do was guess. Sure, they were educated guesses with few options, but still.

“Don’t forget to service your new lord,” Guide whispered next to Ninja’s head. “You won’t get to cum if you don’t make him cum.”

Ninja let out another moan as she nodded her head. “U-understood. Is… is there anything I should do? I am still not sure what else I should be doing…”

Guide smirked at me again before whispering something so quietly into Ninja’s ear that I had no idea what she said. The next moment, Ninja nodded and removed both of her hands from my shaft to instead fondle my sack with them, one nut for each of her hands. Her fingers gently teased and rolled them around, occasionally giving them extremely light squeezes as she brought her face right against the underside of my cock to kiss the vein running up alongside it. Her tongue slid out from her mouth after a few seconds of kisses to give it a lick, and licking it made Ninja’s eyes widen even more.

“I… I did not expect Lord Spear to taste so wonderful,” Ninja said. “He has such a strong scent and flavor… all I ever ate before was plain rice. I do not believe I could ever go back to such plain meals after having a taste of Lord Spear…”

As absolutely arousing as it was to hear something like that, hearing it gave me the urge to spoil Ninja with all sorts of different food so that she could experience how much flavor the world actually had to offer that wasn’t related to my dick.

Guide, too, really. It wasn’t like she got to experience a bunch of different foods before.

They both needed some spoiling.

Though, Ninja was getting plenty of spoiling thanks to Guide. The more effort Ninja put into servicing my cock, the more effort Guide put into teasing her body. In fact, it didn’t take long at all for Ninja to look like she was on the verge of orgasming.

And Guide noticed that as well, stopping her ministrations. “You’re not allowed to cum until Player does,” Guide whispered into Ninja’s ear, causing her to shiver.

“Ri-right!” Ninja replied. “I—I am sorry for getting ahead of myself! I am simply not used to these sensations.”

“Actually… it would be better if I train you to be able to cum just from playing with him. After all… I was able to cum just from sucking him even though he wasn’t cumming at the same time, so it’s only fair if I let you feel the same.”

“Then… you will let me feel that if I am… sucking on him?”

Whatever Guide did next to Ninja underneath her clothes made her yelp and bite her lower lip. “That’s right. Why don’t you try it out?”

With eyes full of lust, Ninja nodded and leaned her body upward so that she could bring her mouth to the tip of my cock. “I fear I may not be able to accommodate such a size, but I will—I will do my best to embrace Lord Spear!” And with that, Ninja opened up her mouth, lowered her head… and basically stopped as soon as she had the entire tip inside. She looked like she wasn’t expecting it to stuff her mouth so completely even though she was examining it so closely that entire time.

But even so, it felt good. Really good. Watching what Guide was doing to her and feeling Ninja’s hands fondling my sack still only made the whole experience even better.

“Now, move your head up and down without letting his cock out,” Guide instructed.

Ninja let out a muffled noise of acknowledgement before trying her best to do what Guide said. Slowly and clumsily, Ninja bobbed her head up and down the top of my cock, only able to take in a couple of inches beneath the tip which left plenty of unused shaft below.

I wasn’t the only one who saw that, either.

“It looks like we would need at least two more girls here to properly use all of you,” Guide said, her tone a combination of cool and seductive as she looked my shaft up and down.

Four girls? At once?

Yeah, I was winning life.

Guide then continued by saying, “For somebody who was getting on my case about rushing things… you sure are quiet now, Player.”

“That’s—that’s because I’m getting close,” I replied. It was also because I couldn’t complain about rushing when I was enjoying the results of it so much.

And despite how close I felt, it wasn’t me who got to cum first. Ninja did. Ninja’s body trembled and muffled moans tried their best to escape from around my cock as she arched her back, pushing her clothed chest up against my shaft in the process, and her hands also squeezed my sack a bit more tightly than before likely without meaning to.

That was enough for me.

While Ninja was in the middle of her own orgasm, I reached mine, and Ninja’s body only twitched and trembled even more as she felt my seed flood into her mouth.

Guide, watching as Ninja managed to keep my cumming tip inside of her mouth for even longer at once than she was ever able to, gently gripped Ninja by her jawline and tried to lift her head off my cock. “You—you don’t have to force yourself to take all of it, I know how impossible that⁠—”

But Ninja refused.

In fact, Ninja, in response to Guide trying to pull her head away, shoved her head even farther down on my cock.

That was way, way too good. Even with as many times as Guide sucked me off the other day, she never continued sucking throughout my entire orgasm because she just couldn’t keep up with the sheer volume of cum.

But Ninja did.

The longer it went on for, the more impressed Guide looked, and the more I felt like my soul was leaving my body. I finally understood all those “when you nut but she keeps sucking” memes on the internet.

Then, once it was finally over, Ninja pulled herself away from my cock, tilted her head back, and touched one of her hands against her throat as she swallowed down the last of my seed.

“Haa… so, my teacher’s breathing technique can be used for this as well,” Ninja said while I flopped backward onto the mattress as Guide just sat there blinking.

“You… you need to teach me that,” Guide said.

“Of course, Lady Guide! But I must ask… is… is it normal for such a flood to occur when he finishes? It felt as if a dam broke within my mouth.”

“That’s just how he is. Also… if you think it’s over, you’re wrong.”

“It—it is not over?! But with such an amount, how could there be anything left?!”

“That was what I thought every single time I made him cum. For hours.”

“There—there must be a demon possessing Lord Spear…”

“I think Player is just that incredible.”

“Hoh… I see, an even more likely explanation.”

They were both ridiculous, and they also went silent after that.

When I leaned up to look at what was going on, I saw Guide taking control and making out with Ninja for a few seconds, completely flustering the poor girl and throwing her off guard.

It was only when Guide noticed me watching that she stopped and looked at me. “She swallowed it all and didn’t leave any for me… so I wanted to steal a taste.”

“You sound like an addict,” I said.

“How could either of us not be after getting a taste of you? Oh! I almost forgot.”

“Yeah?”

“Ninja here is already trained.”

Ninja looked even more surprised than I did when we heard that. “Is she?” I asked.

Guide placed one hand atop Ninja’s head, petting her between her ears, and nodded. “I wasn’t doing anything when she came. She came solely by serving you.”

I would have appreciated how hot that was if it wasn’t for how adorable Ninja looked by closing her eyes and pressing her head up against Guide’s petting hand. Apparently, she really liked to be petted.

I wanted to pet her more than I wanted to cum again.

I wondered what would happen if I tried petting her while she was sucking me off…


Chapter Twenty-Six




We thought we were safe from being watched the whole time by Mimic.

We weren’t.

Mimic stuck its tongue underneath the door… and formed an eyeball at the tip of its tongue that it used to watch us with without any of us noticing. It was only after filling up both Guide and Ninja over and over again, and covering their faces to an excessive degree, leaving them exhausted on the bed together, that I noticed Mimic was watching that whole time.

And strangely enough, even though we all felt more or less the same amount of pleasure, I felt pretty full of energy at the end of things. Guide and Ninja, however, were thoroughly exhausted and holding hands while facing each other on the bed, the gentle sounds of their breathing making it obvious that they already fell asleep.

I could probably go a couple more rounds, too, despite it having already been hours.

Maybe I really did need a bunch more wives.

Fortunately, Guide wasn’t bringing up any jaw pain by the end of this session, which we probably had Ninja to thank for since Ninja being involved meant Guide didn’t have to do all the work. So, one problem was solved at least.

“Alright, you voyeuristic chest,” I said to Mimic, not speaking too loudly so that I wouldn’t wake up the girls on the bed. “I’m coming, I’m coming.” But in a different way than how I just spent the last few hours.

Leaving the room and closing the door behind me, I thought about a few different things that I could focus on next. I still needed to go over some of the items I got from the Slime Monarch, plus there was⁠—

Mimic’s tongue licked my abdomen.

No, it didn’t specifically lick my abdomen, it was trying to get down into my pants.

As strange as it felt, I grabbed Mimic’s tongue and pulled it away from my pants. “What do you think you’re doing?” I asked.

Mimic pointed its tongue at the bedroom’s door and then pointed it back at my crotch.

Then I realized what happened.

That was the second time Mimic basically watched me get serviced, orally, for hours.

And Mimic did have a tongue as well.

But Mimic was Mimic. Mimic was a monster—a large, hopping chest with no humanoid body nor even any way to communicate with language other than very vague pointing with its tongue and stomach grumbling.

“Sorry, Mimic, but I’m only into women,” I said. Doing anything with Mimic while Mimic didn’t even look human would just feel… wrong. I didn’t want to do anything with Mimic in the same way that I wouldn’t want to do anything with a pet dog. That was just weird.

Fortunately, Mimic seemed to understand and licked my cheek instead. That was alright. Nothing non-wholesome about a cheek lick.

Moving on, I sat down over at the table. Mimic joined me so that I could pet the top of its body while checking out my inventory.

The first item I checked out was the new soul.

//[Soul of the Slime Monarch]

//Unique

//Once belonging to the Slime Monarch, the monster’s soul has been freed from its physical form and may be given new purpose.

//Consuming this item will grant you a permanent +5 Health, +5 Mana, +1 Defense, +1 Health Regeneration, +2.5% Damage, +1% Attack Speed, +1% Movement Speed, and +1% Critical Chance. You will also gain the ability to jump higher and take less fall damage, and Slimes will no longer attack you.

Basically, it was just like the other boss’s soul except with lower overall boosts. That implied the stronger the boss, the stronger the soul, the more boosts I would get if I actually consumed them. And if that was the case, just how powerful would the souls be from some of the game’s hardest bosses?

I still wanted to try and figure out if there was anything else possible to do with them first, though, seeing as how they were both unique items that I would never be able to get again after using.

Next came the armor.

//[Shinobi Pants]

//Bottom

//2 Defense

//+8% Movement Speed

Lower defense than what I already got from the [Watcher Legs], but even greater movement speed. It honestly might be worth switching over to them since I would rather just get not hit in general, and being faster would make it easier to not get hit.

Next item.

//[Slimy Cloud]

//Permanently rains slime underneath it.

//“Perfect for when you feel like being covered in slime for some reason.”

I… had no idea what use I might get out of that. Maybe it’d be worth selling to a vendor as soon as somebody with a shop, such as the trader, moved in.

Then there was the beautiful item I was waiting for.

//[Slime Shaper]

//Solidifies and shapes slime into various items.

It was just as I remembered. And, thanks to how much slime I had from the slimepocalypse, I could probably build an entire village out of slime if I wanted to using the machine.

//[Slimy Crown]

//Accessory

//Transcendent

//Weapons that are made with [Slime] or that use [Slime] as ammunition deal 1.5x as much damage when equipped.

That would be great for my flamethrower. Presumably, it would also be good for some weapons typically available later on that weren’t quite able to keep up with the competition on their own. Most flamethrowers available late in the game were like that. With this, though, they’d stay competitive.

And next was a familiar item from the vanilla game.

//[Slime Sprayer]

//Damage: 3

//Inflicts the [Slimy] debuff.

The [Slime Sprayer] was a bit of an infamous item in the original game that was mainly used to mess with friends. While its damage was pretty bad and the only people who used it to actually fight were people purposely challenging themselves, the weapon was able to massively slow down players to the point where it became insufferably slow trying to move around until the debuff wore off.

The debuff also worked against bosses, but it was pretty nerfed against them and only slowed them a little. Combined with the [Slimy Crown], though, and it might be pretty useful to use in actual fights.

And finally, there was one more item to check out from the Slime Monarch.

//[Slime Monarch’s Cape]

//Cosmetic Accessory

It might have just been a cosmetic accessory, but… I still equipped it in one of the cosmetic accessory slots.

I was probably more excited for it than I should have been.

Appearing as soon as I equipped it, a long, red cape with a golden trim appeared behind me. It was long enough to reach down to my ankles and did a great job of making me feel pretty regal.

Really, I just wanted to try it on because I never wore a cape before and never imagined myself unironically wearing a cape in my entire life.

It was pretty nice. With how big my ego was getting thanks to Guide and Ninja, I’d probably want to unironically wear it around the place before long.

Well…

It was probably alright to keep it equipped for now. I’d unequip it the next time I got in a fight so that it wouldn’t get in the way, but I didn’t see any harm in wearing it until then.

“Oh, right,” I said, realizing that I forgot to equip the [Slimy Crown].

As soon as I equipped it, a golden crown with a bit of blue slime stuck on it appeared on top of my head. It was a pretty small crown, so it looked a bit silly, but still.

I had a crown and a cape.

The fact that I didn’t take them off right away was probably proof of my ego getting too inflated for its own good.

That aside, all that was left was the [Royal Slime] I got from the boss. That was just the boss’s crafting material for some weapons and armor themed around the boss, though, so the item itself wasn’t anything special. I wasn’t sure there was anything good I could make with them either that came to mind—at least, nothing that was better than what I already had.

So, rather than focus on that, I focused on a much more important task.

“Want to build a slime house with me, Mimic?” I asked.

Mimic jumped up and hopped over to the door like a dog waiting to go on a walk.

Thanks to the [Slime Shaper] and slimepocalypse, I wasn’t only going to make myself a slime bed, I was going to make myself an entire slime house.

“Mimic, I’m starting to remember why I’ve never bothered with making nice builds before,” I said, looking over my crowning achievement: the slime house.

The slime house turned out to be… a square. A square made out of solidified slime blocks.

That was it.

Mimic patted the top of my head with its tongue as I looked at the house and sighed.

“I’m just going to tear it down and stick to replacing the current bed with a slime bed. Actually, wait.” I moved the [Slimy Bed] from my inventory onto my hotbar, placed it down on the ground, and looked it over. It was the same size as the other bed, but it was—well, made out of slime. Blue slime, to be specific. Everything about it was made out of slime. The frame, slime. The mattress, slime. Pillows, slime. Blanket? Slime.

While the idea of a slime bed sounded great in theory, I had no idea what it would actually be like, so I carefully lowered myself down onto it… and immediately realized that having a slime bed was not as great as I hoped it would be. Rather than just be a super soft bed, I partially sunk into it and got a bit stuck. Moving around on top of it was a huge pain. Sure, it felt soft, and it felt like it was perfectly conforming to the shape of my back and all that, but it was too soft.

I had no idea that a bed could be too soft, yet there it was, being a bed that was too soft.

I let out another disappointed sigh and returned the bed to my inventory.

While the slime house and slime bed might have turned out to be disappointments, there was one thing that was absolutely not a disappointment, and that was the [Slimy Chest] I made at the [Slime Shaper]. I only had one free slot in my inventory left after all the items I gathered, so I was in desperate need of some chests if I wanted to keep hoarding everything.

The [Slimy Chest] was the answer to that particular problem.

Once I placed it down inside the normal house, seeing as how I tore down the slime house so that nobody else would ever have to look at how ugly it was, I dumped practically my entire inventory into the chest aside from a few crafting materials, my money, and the [Minor Healing Potion]s. Well, there was one other item I didn’t toss into the chest, and that was the [Slimy Cloud]. I wanted to see what it was like, so I went back outside and tried to place it down in the air in front of me.

Surely enough, a floating, cloud-shaped slime appeared in front of me. It was the size of a small car and, just as the description said, it rained slime. Not slime monsters, but actual slime droplets. The slime that it rained splashed onto the ground and disappeared right after, so it wasn’t like it was an item that could be used to farm an infinite amount of slime or anything like that.

Then, when I poked it, the cloud got pushed forward a little. When I pushed up against it, it rose into the air until its momentum ran out. It didn’t drop back down, either. It just stayed where it was.

Now, it might have just been a furniture item, but items such as building blocks could still typically “snap” onto furniture items in the original game.

My inventory was full of various items just minutes after I dumped them all into the chest. That was always the problem, wasn’t it? Storing things you don’t think you need, and then you immediately need them.

That problem would likely never go away.

That aside, I began my new round of experiments by taking a [Wooden Log] and placing it against the [Slimy Cloud].

It worked.

The wood formed a perfect connection to the cloud.

Next test.

With the wood in place against the cloud, I gave it a push… and it moved. Both the cloud and the wood moved together.

“Mimic,” I said, “I might have discovered something amazing and extremely exploitable.”

Next experiment.

I took some [Stone] and completely surrounded the cloud with it. Surely enough, even when surrounded, the cloud and everything attached to it remained floating and could be pushed through the air.

Next, I removed the [Stone] prison from the cloud and built a wide platform extending in one direction from the cloud. Once that was in place, I began stacking as many [Stone], [Wooden Log], and [Solidified Slime] blocks as I could on top of the platform until I finally noticed a difference. After attaching fifty blocks in total to the cloud, it reached its weight capacity and drifted down to the ground.

There were two more experiments left.

First, I returned the cloud to my inventory by “breaking” it with my pickaxe.

As soon as the cloud got minimized and returned to my inventory, everything attached to it “broke” as well by turning into their miniaturized item forms. Nothing was lost and they could all be picked up like normal.

One experiment left.

I placed the [Slimy Cloud] in the air again and pulled out my flamethrower. Then, with the cloud as my target, I pulled the trigger and unleashed the flames.

The cloud caught on fire in an instant and burned into nothingness just seconds after, turning into another [Ash] item on the ground.

That was disappointing, but expected.

More importantly, I looked at Mimic and said, “I just figured out how to build the foundation for a skyship.”

First, I was going to need to farm the Slime Monarch a bunch of times in order to get more of those [Slimy Cloud]s. Presumably, I could stack the clouds together to increase the total block capacity. One cloud meant fifty blocks could be attached to it, so two clouds would be able to hold up a hundred blocks, I hoped.

Next, I needed to build a hull around them. The clouds didn’t actually need exposed to the air at all, and everything connected would still float in the air even if they were completely covered up. That was important. Seeing as how, if the clouds got destroyed at all or if they caught on fire, then the entire ship would either break or crash. To be extra cautious, it would be good to have each cloud in its own independent chamber. That way, fire wouldn’t be able to spread between them in the event of one cloud catching on fire.

The only problem left then was propulsion. I needed to figure out a way to make the ship move seeing as how I couldn’t just push it everywhere I wanted to go with it. Getting some defenses for it would also be smart. So, those were the two issues I needed to resolve before my dream of a skyship could become reality: one, propulsion; and two, defenses.

I might have failed to build a slime house, and the bed made out of slime might have been a massive disappointment… but I figured out how to build a skyship.

And honestly, it just wasn’t possible to not get extremely excited about that.


Chapter Twenty-Seven




Guide and Ninja came out of the bedroom while I was in the middle of preparing to head out for some material gathering. That involved me crafting more torches, organizing my inventory, grabbing some food, and also replacing my [Copper Pickaxe] with a [Slimy Pickaxe] made from [Royal Slime]. The only real difference between them was that the [Slimy Pickaxe] did five damage over the [Copper Pickaxe]’s three damage, so it would be able to mine things slightly faster.

“Going out, Player?” Guide asked while Ninja yawned next to her.

They both looked pretty tired still. That only boosted my ego more considering what it was that tired them out. “Yeah,” I answered. “I’m going to go head over to the cave I found before and do some spelunking.” I loved getting to use that word. “I was originally going to make a tunnel downward rather than bother with going all the way over there, but… with the plan I have in mind, there won’t be much use in investing in a tunnel here.”

“Plan?”

“It’s a surprise. It’s going to be awesome and shock both of you when you see it.”

Guide and Ninja looked at each other, blinking a couple of times, before looking at me again. “You’re not going to do anything overly dangerous, are you?”

Of course not. I was only going to build a skyship that could stay in the air because of extremely fragile and flammable clouds made out of slime. The worst possible thing that could happen would be the clouds getting destroyed and falling to my death. No danger at all! “That’s debatable.”

Guide sighed but smiled before long. “I have faith in you no matter what it is you choose to do. But… is there anything I could help with while you’re gone?”

“Actually, yeah. Can you access that chest?” I pointed at the [Slimy Chest] I placed in the room.

Guide walked over to it, opened it up, and said, “I can!” She was able to prove it, too, by pulling some wood out from it.

“Good. Everything that’s in there, I want you to record in your book. Seeing as how it looks like crafting recipes get unlocked in your book by you recording at least half of the materials required for them, if you record everything in the chest, that might unlock a bunch of new recipes for me to look through.”

Guide couldn’t have looked happier than she did about having something to do. “That’s a great idea! Alright, I’ll do my best to accurately record everything!”

Ninja, not wanting to be left out, stepped forward and asked me, “My lord, is there anything I could do to be of service? I cannot accompany you despite my desire to… so I am not sure how I can be of use to you.”

Unfortunately, I didn’t really have anything for her to do. She couldn’t follow me and I couldn’t give her orders that the game would typically let me give without first unlocking that by gaining her “trust” through quests, but I had no idea if quests were even going to be a thing, and she wasn’t from the game in the first place which meant she might not have any associated quests even if quests did eventually pop up.

That being the case, “Serve Guide,” I said. “If you’re willing to do anything I say, then I want you to do the same for her as well. If she ever needs help with anything, help her out with it. I’m sure she’ll take care of you and find something for you to do.”

That was enough for Ninja, apparently, since she looked perfectly happy with that order. “Understood, my lord!”

Guide, however, saw right through me. “You don’t know what to have her do, so you’re pushing that responsibility onto me, aren’t you?”

I pointed a pair of finger guns at her and said, “You’ve got it—wait. What if you order her to follow me?”

Guide raised a curious eyebrow and looked at Ninja. “Alright, I want you to follow Player and protect him.”

The moment Ninja tried stepping toward me, she froze up just like when either of them tried to tell me that they loved me.

“Guess that loophole won’t work,” I said. “Good thing I can still tell you to take charge and keep her busy.”

I realized I made a mistake as soon as Guide showed me one of her cool smirks.

Revenge was about to happen.

Guide stepped behind Ninja and wrapped her arms around the other’s waist, pulling Ninja back against her. “It’s alright,” Guide said, looking straight into my eyes. “I’m sure the two of us will find plenty of… fun ways to keep ourselves busy while you’re gone. So, don’t worry about us. I promise we’ll… take care of each other. After all, I can think of many different orders for Ninja here.”

As seductive as Guide was being…

Ninja just looked happy and excited. All the of the perverse implications were clearly flying over her head, even flying so far over her head that they cleared the tips of her ears.

I compared Mimic to a dog, but Mimic had nothing on Ninja.

“Now I just don’t want to go,” I said.

Guide, dropping the act, offered me a soft smile before walking up to me. The next moment, her arms were wrapped around me for a gentle hug and she brought her lips to my own. “You better be safe,” she said, her face right in front of mine.

“I’ll be as safe as I can be.”

“If that was the case, you would be staying here with us. Wait, do you even feel all better? You just had another boss fight! And you didn’t even get to rest in bed for a few days like we talked about!”

“No, but, I’m motivated, feel good enough, and I also know that if I stay here for any longer that I’m going to get addicted to both of you and never want to leave the bedroom again for the rest of my life.”

“I fail to see the problem with that. And as your guide, if I say there isn’t a problem, that means there isn’t one.”

“The more I go out and work, the more tired I’ll get, the easier it’ll be to talk me into lazing in bed doing nothing and letting you spoil me.”

“I see what you’re doing.” Guide grabbed me by my shoulders and turned me around so that I was facing the door to outside. “And it’s working.” Of course, she made sure to sneak in another kiss on the back of my neck before sending me off… only to realize that she couldn’t actually kiss the back of my neck and instead kissed the back of my currently invisible helmet. “What… did I just kiss?”

Thinking about it, she never saw my eye helmet since I crafted it. I always either had it set to invisible or had it unequipped in my inventory.

It was probably best that she didn’t see what it looked like.

I went ahead and unequipped the helmet. “Now try.”

Guide managed to successfully kiss the back of my neck that time. “That’s better. But we can’t leave Ninja out.”

The two of us looked back at Ninja at the same time, catching her standing there with her tail nervously swishing around behind her as she watched us.

“There—there is no need to mind me!” Ninja said. “I have already received far more than I could ever ask for!”

Guide then whispered into my ear, “This is the part where you grab her by her hips, lean her back, and kiss her. That’s my advice as your guide. Oh, and try calling her a good girl.”

I wasn’t completely sold on whether that last part would be appropriate or not, but if Guide was saying it, then it was probably true.

So, I walked right up to Ninja, grabbed her hip with one hand and leaned her back with my other, and pressed my lips against hers. Saying what I was supposed to say was a bit embarrassing, but I still managed to say it. “Good girl, Ninja.”

Ninja was her usual flustered self from everything… right up until she heard those words. That simple phrase was enough to turn her entire face red, and she looked as if her mind got shut off since all she did was stare straight ahead even after I moved away from her.

“That was even more effective than I thought,” Guide said, waving a hand in front of Ninja’s unblinking eyes.

“Did you teach me the secret phrase to shut her off or something?” I asked.

“If anything, I think she is the opposite of off right now.”

“Well, I’ll leave her to you. I want to go and get some things done before it gets dark. Once the next forced spawn boss is defeated, I’ll be able to take a proper break, but for now… I’m pretty behind compared to how far I would be if this was the usual game. I’ve got some grinding to do.”

Guide brushed her hand against my own and said, “I understand. As much as I wish you could just stay here and be lazy with us, unless you fight on our behalf… we won’t be allowed to indulge in this way of life.” She took her book off from her side and looked down at it. “That’s why I’ll do what I can to support you to the best of my ability.”

Ninja snapped out from her broken state and nodded her head. “Me as well, my lord! Until the day comes when the last breath leaves this body, I will faithfully serve as your retainer!”

I couldn’t resist and ended up petting both of their heads at the same time. “You’re both too good. Now, if I don’t go, we’re just going to get stuck in a loop of me trying to leave, saying goodbyes, getting lewd, and then repeating. We’re never going to explore the skies at this rate.”

“Explore the skies?” Guide asked.

Ninja tilted her head. “My lord?”

“Skies?” I asked. “Dunno what you’re talking about. Anyways, gotta go. Mimic is probably getting bored listening to us. Later!”

Guide and Ninja both reached out for me, but I managed to escape them with Mimic at my side.

“Alright, Mimic. Me and you,” I said.

Mimic made its usual stomach noise.

“I’ll be counting on you like usual. Let’s go explore the underground.”

I might not have known why I was brought to this world or what was going on in general, but I did know that, for the first time in my life, I couldn’t resist the urge to go out and adventure, especially with knowing that Guide and Ninja would be waiting for me back home.

And not only did I want to explore, but I wanted to protect those who I cared about, and I was going to need to get far stronger and acquire way better gear if I wanted to properly protect them.

So, with a little under a week left until the next boss was forced to spawn, it was time to power up as much as I could before then.
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Chapter One




It was a new day, and all things considered, it was going good. Sure, I was somehow transported to a world based on my favorite video game, I had to fight for survival, and it was possible I might die to something stupid at pretty much any moment, but was that really any different from living a normal life on Earth?

Well, probably.

Earth didn’t have zombies and the only boss fight was capitalism as far as I knew.

But that didn’t matter. What mattered was that while I might have been in all sorts of danger, I also had an overpowered pet mimic and two beautiful women who were willing to do all sorts of lewd things with me.

And that wasn’t even the best part of said beautiful women.

The best part?

They liked me. And they supported me.

Now that was some good stuff that simply being lewd couldn’t ever compete with… though the whole “being lewd” thing was pretty nice as well.

But back to the point.

It was a new day. The sun was rising outside, the monsters of the night were in retreat beyond the walls, and Mimic let out a gurgled yawn to mark the beginning of the day. As for me, I was sitting outside on a chair that I placed just past the door. It was nice to sit outside and enjoy the morning weather while Guide and Ninja cuddled for longer on the bed.

I was happy to let them sleep in, and I wished I could have joined them, but my mind was too active for sleeping any more than I already did. There was too much to think about—too much to consider and plan. It wasn’t like Earth where I could just keep on putting off thinking about my future until the next day and the day after that, especially with all the unknown elements at play.

But while I might not have known about what unknown dangers there were out there, I did know about the next upcoming danger that was a scripted part of the original game.

And that was the next official boss, the Zombie Goliath.

Since a modded difficulty option was supposedly enabled, the first boss spawned in three days instead of seven. Then the slime event was mostly random chance. The next boss scripted to show up after a certain amount of time would be forced to spawn fourteen days after the first boss’s defeat. So, if the first boss was defeated after seven days upon its spawn being forced, then the next boss would be forced to spawn on the twenty-first day at the earliest.

But the modded difficulty sped that timeframe up. It changed the timer from fourteen days to seven days. That gave me a week in total to prepare for the next fight, and a couple of days already passed since I defeated the first boss, so it was more like I had five days remaining.

Then, once that second boss was defeated, there weren’t going to be any more forced boss spawns for as long as we remained in the forest biome. The other bosses were all dependent on digging underground, exploring other biomes, or reaching sky islands. That meant I could take my time.

Or so I would have liked to think. Instead, the forced timers would keep on counting down for those other bosses even if I wasn’t in the right zones for them. They just wouldn’t spawn if I wasn’t there. However, if a boss reached its forced spawning time while I was outside of its spawning conditions… then it would be forced to spawn at the earliest possible chance. So, the moment I stepped into a biome with a boss who reached its forced spawn limit, it would spawn immediately and give me zero time to prepare or look around.

For obvious reasons, that was problematic.

The smartest thing to do would be to get ahead of the timers instead of waiting for every boss’s forced spawn. That way, I could make sure that I fought them where I wanted to, when I wanted to, while being fully prepared and ready to fight both mentally and physically. Only being passive and reactive would probably get me screwed sooner or later.

So, the next boss might have had five more days before its forced spawn, but I gave myself a personal time to defeat it by.

Three days.

Even three days was overkill when I thought about everything that I needed to prepare beforehand. The only real difficulty was acquiring the rare item dropped from zombies used to create the summoning item for the boss, and that was the [Z Tracking Implant] item.

As far as the game’s lore went, zombies were created as a part of a fucked-up lab experiment. Some of them were given tracking implants. By acquiring one of these tracking implants, it could be reverse engineered to create a signal that drew a horde of zombies to its location, and the second boss of the game, the Zombie Goliath, spawned after surviving the zombie horde.

The zombie horde was actually another event of sorts similar to the Slime Storm. “Zombie Apocalypse” was its official name. It worked just like the Slime Storm, but with zombies instead of slimes, and the zombies climbed out of the ground instead of coming from the sky.

Raining zombies would probably result in a lot of blood and gore everywhere considering that I didn’t think their bodies would survive the impact… but that might be funny to see in a really morbid way.

But that wasn’t going to happen.

As for the boss, the Zombie Goliath, it was actually a pretty easy boss. Just a giant zombie that looked like it was pumped full of steroids who would run around smashing things up. It was mechanically similar to the first boss as far as attacks went. There might have been some modded difficulty mechanics that I was forgetting about since the boss wasn’t really memorable even when modded to be difficult, but I would try to remember them if I could.

Even so, I was confident in my ability to defeat the boss. Honestly, if I risked it, I was almost confident I could defeat the boss even before upgrading my gear any further.

But better safe than sorry.

At the very least, I wanted to get myself a reliable method of attacking from distance that was better than simply shooting a bow and arrow. My flamethrower was pretty useful, but only good at short range.

But considering that I was still technically in the early game… there weren’t exactly many options available to me.

Everything more or less required me to go mining some more. If I wanted more health, to unlock magic, to find more gear, or to gather resources to create more of my own items—basically everything that I could do to progress required exploring the underground. So, that was the plan for the time being. Or rather, it was part two of the plan. The first part of the plan was trying out defeating the bosses again. That [Boss Altar] building I got said that it would let me summon bosses I already defeated. In the original game, bosses had to be summoned over and over again via the normal methods to farm them. The [Boss Altar] didn’t exist.

So, I wanted to find out how that worked. Not only did I want to find out how it worked, but I wanted to find out if the bosses I summoned, mainly The Watcher, would feel so… alive again. The first time I fought The Watcher, I learned that it didn’t even want to fight me. It looked like it was in pain and forced to be so aggressive. Upon killing it, though, I acquired its soul, and the soul said it was a unique item, meaning it couldn’t be acquired again. That gave me some hope that if I wanted to farm the boss for more loot that I wouldn’t be killing a sentient creature with a soul over and over again.

“Lord Player?” Ninja asked, her voice drawing me out of my thoughts. She was standing right in front of where I was sitting, partially bent over, with her face in front of my own.

I couldn’t resist saying what I said once I looked at the top of her head. “Your ears look too adorable. And good morning.”

Ninja, with a hint of red on her cheeks, raised her hands up to cover the canid ears atop her head. “Please—please do not tease me, Lord Player.”

“I’m not teasing you. They really are adorable. They make me want to pet and stroke them.”

“But… my ears are sensitive.”

“You realize that just makes me want to do it even more, right?”

“How—how is this not teasing?”

That was when Guide appeared behind Ninja and grabbed onto her wrists, pulling her hands away from her head and holding them behind her back. “I’ve got her, Player,” Guide said to me. “The rest is up to you.”

The two of them suddenly seemed pretty full of energy despite only recently waking up, so I flashed Guide a thumbs-up and said, “Thanks for the assist.” Then, with a flustered and restrained Ninja in front of me, I reached forward to gently grab each of her fluffy ears.

Ninja let out a very feminine, surprised noise upon having her ears touched. “H-hyaa! My—my lord! Please, they are⁠—”

I stroked my fingers along her ears, running up to their tips before going back down toward their base.

In a… much more doglike way than I could have imagined, Ninja began tapping her right foot against the grass below.

That gave me an idea.

Instead of teasing her ears some more, I scratched her head right next to the base of her ears.

Ninja gritted her teeth and began thumping her leg against the ground with much more intensity.

“Looks like you’ve discovered a secret weakness,” Guide said, her voice reminding me of just how mischievous she could be. “I’m definitely going to take advantage of it.”

I stopped scratching Ninja for a moment to give her a chance to respond, and she was quick to take that chance. “Pl-please… I—I cannot control myself when you tease me in such a manner. It feels… so pleasurable that my body acts of its own will. I⁠—”

I started scratching her again—or rather, I used one hand to scratch her while my other hand rubbed one of her ears.

Ninja dropped to her knees, panting as her leg continued to shake against the ground.

She might have been ninety-five percent human and only five percent dog, with the five percent dog part coming from her ears and tail—which had been rapidly wagging the whole time—but it seemed like her body had some of a dog’s weaknesses built into it as well.

But just how many of a dog’s weaknesses did she have?

I pulled my hands away from Ninja, causing her to look up at me with half-lidded eyes and a panting breath… before moving one of my hands underneath her chin to scratch its underside.

Ninja immediately smiled and rubbed her chin down against my hand. Her tail was still wagging, but not as rapidly as before.

So, she was even weak to that despite there being nothing dog-like anywhere near that part of her head. However, as soon as I stopped scratching under chin, Ninja realized just how content of a face she must have been making and shook her head to return to normal.

“Guide,” I said, “are you thinking what I’m thinking?”

“Well,” Guide replied, “if the rest of her is weak like a dog would be, then it makes sense that she would also share a dog’s ultimate weakness.”

Me and Guide looked at each other and nodded.

“Wa-wait,” Ninja spoke up. “You—what do you… what do you think you are doing?”

I held a hand in front of Ninja’s face and then slowly moved it down toward a lower part of her body.

Everybody knew that the ultimate weakness of a dog was.

The belly.

I pressed my hand against her belly and gave it a gentle rub.

If one were to go by the expression on Ninja’s face, then she had zero reaction whatsoever as a result of her belly being rubbed.

But if one went by the wagging of her tail… Guide had to lean back to avoid being repeatedly whacked in the face by the fastest wagging that Ninja’s tail ever wagged.

“You’re putting up a good attempt at hiding how good it feels, but your tail betrays you,” I told Ninja.

Ninja, sucking her lips in to prevent any noise from escaping, looked me straight in the eyes and shook her head from side to side.

“Just give in. Embrace it.”

She shook her head even faster.

So, I started rubbing her belly even harder, and then I said, “A good girl wouldn’t hide how she⁠—”

I didn’t even get to finish my sentence before Ninja let out a moan and thumped her leg against the ground, her whole body practically spasming just from having her belly rubbed. Then there was all the moaning. I thought it would simply feel good in the same way that a massage felt good, but I had a feeling that whatever pleasure she felt was pretty sexual going by the fact that she was shaking, moaning, and even starting to drool a little.

And it didn’t stop there.

Guide, not wanting to only restrain Ninja’s hands anymore, let go so that she could pet and rub Ninja’s ears instead.

The proud, noble, serious Ninja was reduced to a leg thumping, tail wagging, moaning and twitching mess all just from having her belly and ears rubbed.

Needless to say, me and Guide continued playing with her for a while.

About thirty minutes later, me and Guide were finally satisfied with our work.

Ninja was taken back to the bedroom and laid out on her back with her top undone enough for her bare abdomen to be exposed, and she was all flustered, sweaty, and panting from the world of pleasure we introduced her to.

Me and Guide gave each other a nod and thumbs-up as a show of respect for each other’s contribution.

But then I remembered something. “Wait, I think Ninja was trying to get my attention for something, and then I just spent the last thirty minutes assaulting her belly instead of finding out what she wanted.”

“Sounds like a winning outcome for her,” Guide replied. “Besides, all she was going to ask was what you were thinking about. We noticed you had that look on your face that you only get when you’re lost in your thoughts. She didn’t want to disturb you, but I could tell she was curious, so I made her get your attention.”

“Then is it really a winning outcome if she never got to find out what I was thinking about?”

“Well, maybe this is just my opinion, but if I wanted to ask a random question and then got to cum for the next thirty minutes instead of having it answered, I’d consider that a win.”

“You know what? That’s fair.”

“Ah… there’s something satisfying about being the giver. Honestly, between you and her, I would even say that making the two of you cum is more fun than getting to cum myself.”

“I will selfishly remember that.”

“Please do. Anyways, I have to admit, I was pretty curious myself. So, what were you thinking about?”

“Just what to do next. I’m going to go place that altar I got down and use it to summon The Watcher again. I want to find out if the boss still has a uh… soul? Or sentience? Basically, I want to find out if I can farm it without feeling like a horrible person by making something that doesn’t want to fight die over and over again. As long as it feels like there’s no soul in there anymore, and like I’m not forcing it to do something it doesn’t want to do, then I can farm it. And by farming it, I can complete the armor set, and that’ll save me from having to worry about upgrading my armor for a couple of bosses. It would still be smart to upgrade when possible, but The Watcher’s armor set will give me enough defense to last for the next couple of bosses at least.” I noticed that Guide began grumbling more and more while I talked. “Something wrong?”

“You’re supposed to be relaxing… and fighting bosses is dangerous.”

“I already defeated it once, and defeating it again will be even easier.”

“But it’s still dangerous. What if you make a mistake?”

“Then I’ll get hurt and you’ll have to nurse me back to health.”

Guide looked like a light bulb popped up over her head. “Maybe you should let yourself get hurt a couple of times then.”

I narrowed my eyes at her. “I thought you wanted me to be safe?”

“What can I say? I’m selfish. You’re allowed to get hurt as long as you survive and as long as I get to spoil you while you recover.”

To put Guide’s words to the test, I very, very gently smacked myself on my cheek. It was probably as gentle as a playful smack could be. “Oh no, I’m hurt. I need spoiled.”

Guide flashed me a grin before pulling me close and pressing her lips right against where I hit myself. I thought that all I was going to get was a kiss, but then I felt her leave a trail of kisses starting from my cheek leading down to my neck.

She had me squirming and letting out embarrassing noises just like Ninja before long.

Though, before I became just as incapacitated as Ninja, Guide pulled away and looked me in the eyes to ask, “Feeling better?”

“I… I think I might have to hurt myself a couple dozen more times. I might have to get hurt around my crotch next,” I answered.

I expected something flirty or seductive from Guide, but instead… she began laughing. She laughed hard, too.

I never heard her laugh so hard before.

“Did—did I say something funny?” I asked.

Guide waved her hands at me and said, “It’s just—it’s just… when you said that… since you said you were going to fight a boss… it made me imagine you fighting the boss by jumping through the air and swinging your dick at it. He’s already big enough to use like a weapon, too!”

“Unfortunately, I don’t think I can kill a boss by smacking it to death with my dick. Also, that’d be weird.”

“Ah… but it’s still a hilarious thought. Sorry. I—I don’t even know how I could think of something like that.”

“For as cool as you are, I didn’t think you’d have a perverted kid’s sense of humor.”

Guide grabbed me by my chin and looked me straight in the eyes again. “Then should I remind you of just how cool I am?”

“Is it really reminding me if I’ve never forgotten?”

“Then I will just have to show you that I can be even cooler by⁠—”

“Penis.”

Guide blinked a couple of times and then broke out laughing again.

She really did have an immature kid’s sense of humor.


Chapter Two




After making Guide laugh some more, she ended up pinning me down to the bed to prove that she was cool and not just a dork with an immature sense of humor. Little did she know that all she proved was that she was both cool and a dork with an immature sense of humor.

Sure, she might have been able to do things to my body until she had me admitting whatever she wanted instead of the whole truth, but—well, alright, maybe she was more cool than she was a dork.

That aside, I left her with Ninja back at the house so that I could go out to that original boss arena I set up with all the campfires. Why? To place altar there, of course.

I went right to the middle most section of the arena and set it down by dragging it out from my inventory, resulting in it popping into existence on the ground in front of me.

It turned out to be pretty big.

The altar was more like a statue—no, a monolith? It was a tall, black, spiky monolith of sorts that looked like it was made out of obsidian. It didn’t exactly resemble anything I was familiar with in particular. It was just… a tall, spiky rock. A carved rock, but it still just looked like a tall rock with upward-pointing spikes sticking out from it?

There were a lot of spikes, too. Like… a lot.

And I didn’t realize it until I walked around to the back of it, but a couple of spikes sticking out from the back of it showed a couple of… they were like spirit orbs, or something? Like orbs, but all wispy and magical feeling, and each one showed a picture of one of the two bosses I defeated so far.

I had a feeling what that meant, so I looked down at Mimic, who was obviously with me for the fight, and asked, “Ready?”

Mimic slipped its tongue out from its chest to lap at my face with an especially wet lick.

We ended up training Mimic to be a bit more restrained with its tongue, but that just meant its licks got even wetter. They were less common, but more wet.

I wasn’t sure if that was for the better or not. It wasn’t exactly pleasant feeling like half my face was covered in drool after being licked.

But regardless, I reached forward to touch the orb which showed a picture of The Watcher. And surely enough, as soon as my hand got close to it, a prompt popped up.

[Do you wish to challenge The Watcher once more?]

[Current Difficulty: 1]: [Bonuses Applied: 0%]

That was definitely new. Boss summoning methods never really asked the player if they were sure before, and there was nothing like extra difficulty nor bonuses in the original game. I had a feeling what that meant, but there was only one way to find out, and that required defeating the boss again first.

The Watcher appeared a moment later in broad daylight, its giant eye of a body ready to try and kill me and Mimic once again.

“Let’s get to work,” I said, “and let’s try to make it fast in case it’s suffering.”

Mimic gave the other side of my face a lick, resulting in each side now being covered in drool.

And then we got to work.

The Watcher fell to the ground, weakened and covered in wounds thanks to me and Mimic. However, unlike before where it gave up on fighting and had a clear look of despair within its pupils, I saw none of that. The boss still tried to thrust its body at me by sliding across the ground, and there was zero hint of any pain or sadness anywhere on it.

I felt a huge relief when I noticed that. It meant my theory was right: bosses, at least as far as The Watcher was concerned, were only truly alive once. Once a boss was defeated, I acquired their soul and any future fights against them were basically against lifeless clones.

So, I finished the boss off which caused it to explode into a bunch of chunks of gore leaving a pile of loot at the center of where its body just was.

//[Minor Healing Potion] x6 added to inventory!

//[Gold Coin] x2 added to inventory!

//[The Watcher’s Iris] added to inventory!

//[Eye Flesh] x42 added to inventory!

Aside from the generic loot that dropped, a duplicate of [The Watcher’s Iris] dropped. That wasn’t really important since an accessory could only be equipped once, but oh well. The important thing was the flesh. I already made the helmet and legs from the boss’s flesh, and now I had enough to make the chest piece as well to complete the set.

I even got another achievement out of it.

//New Achievement!

//[Back for Seconds]

//Awarded for defeating the same boss for a second time! Pretty sadistic, isn’t it?

//Reward: [Soul Energizer]

It even came with a reward that I never heard of before, so I obviously checked it out.

//[Soul Energizer]

//Accessory

//Killing bosses after the first time while this is equipped will charge up their respective soul as long as it’s in your inventory.

After reading that, I felt pretty great for not having used those souls yet despite how useful their buffs seemed. I had no idea what it meant by energizing them, but I had to assume that it meant it would make them even more powerful? Though… that sounded like it could get insanely busted if it worked that simply. Maybe it would only give them really, really tiny buffs? Well, I could experiment with that later. Both of the souls were back at the house in a chest, and I didn’t feel like going back yet.

For now, to confirm my other theory, I went back over to the altar and checked it out again.

[Do you wish to challenge The Watcher once more?]

[Current Difficulty: 2]: [Bonuses Applied: 10%]

Considering that I had a small surplus of healing potions on me and managed to kill it the second time without taking any damage, I decided fight the boss once again to test out those bonuses.

I also had another idea I wanted to try out.

One more boss fight later and the surrounding forest was more or less absolutely destroyed. Every nearby tree was knocked over and converted into hundreds if not thousands of [Wooden Log] items littering the ground.

“Operation: Giant Eyeball Lumberjack was a success,” I said to Mimic, holding my hand out to it for a high five.

Mimic slapped its disturbingly wet tongue against my hand in response.

Since I confirmed during my first fight against The Watcher that it could destroy the environment and convert things into their lootable items, such as trees getting turned into [Wooden Log]s, and I confirmed in my second fight against it that it wasn’t really alive anymore, that meant I could farm the forest using its charge attacks without feeling guilty about it.

So, rather than kill the boss right away, I ran around while letting it follow me, knocking down every single tree between us.

Chopping down that many trees myself would have taken hours if not a whole day, and it also would have utterly exhausted me. But, thanks to the power of a giant eyeball crashing through the forest, all that labor was done in about twenty minutes. All I had to do then was walk around to let all the wood get sucked into my inventory.

As for the boss and the bonuses applied to it, my hunch was right. The boss seemed just slightly faster during that fight, and also took a bit longer to kill once I actually focused on killing it. Not only that, but I got slightly more crafting materials from it. Sure, that was variable in the first place, but it went beyond what the variable should have been considering I got almost fifty [Eye Flesh] that time.

And then I checked the altar again.

[Do you wish to challenge The Watcher once more?]

[Current Difficulty: 3]: [Bonuses Applied: 20%]

So, it looked like every time I farmed a boss, the difficulty level was going to go up. A bonus of 10% meant that it was 10% faster and had 10% more health, and it probably would have done 10% more damage to me if I let it hit me. In exchange, I got 10% more rewards.

The more I farmed a boss, the stronger it would get, but the more rewards I would get as well.

That was good to know. Very good to know. Honestly, I wished the original game had that mechanic. It would have kept things a bit more interesting and also made grinding bosses way less annoying.

“Alright, Mimic. There’s one more thing I want to try before we can stop farming bosses,” I said. “At least, for today.”

[Do you wish to challenge Slime Monarch once more?]

[Current Difficulty: 1]: [Bonuses Applied: 0%]

I confirmed that I wanted to fight the boss and waited. A few seconds later and a giant slime fell from the sky ready to try and kill us once again. This time, however, there was no ninja inside of its body. There was nothing but slime.

And considering that I learned just how flammable slime was, I took out my [Makeshift Flamethrower] and got ready for what would hopefully be a quick fight.

“Alright,” I said to myself as I watched the last bit of the boss’s slime burn away until all of its loot appeared. “That was… game-breakingly effective.”

I knew that slimes were far more flammable than they were supposed to be due to the way that realistic physics interacted with the game-like world. What I did not know, however, was that simply lighting the boss on fire one time… was going to result in killing it within thirty seconds as flames completely covered its body and burned it away until nothing was left.

It took literally no effort to kill the boss, not to mention that it basically got stun-locked by taking constant, massive damage.

If every single repeated attempt at the Slime Monarch was going to be that easy, then I could farm it potentially dozens, maybe even hundreds, of times without any effort. It would be screwed so long as it didn’t suddenly develop a resistance to fire, and I doubted that it would.

That meant getting more of that [Slimy Cloud] item to build an airship with would be easy. Though, before farming the boss, it would probably be a good idea to grab its soul for my inventory so that it could be “charged” while farming, whatever charging entailed.

That wasn’t next on my list of priorities, though. What I wanted to do next was go and drop the insane amount of wood I gathered back at the house, create my new chest armor, and then go spelunking.

But just as I turned to head back to the house, I noticed somebody standing in front of me.

They were another person wearing a white hood and robe, but they were shorter and slightly broader than Kingmaker. More importantly, they didn’t have a mask on like Kingmaker, and the lack of a mask revealed a young, boyish face.

“Who are you?” I asked, finding my hand on my flamethrower’s grip by instinct.

“Well, that’s quite the question considering how many names I’ve had,” he replied, his voice sounding as young as he looked. “Let’s have a nice little chat, yeah?”

I had no idea what to expect, but if I had an opportunity to try and get more information out of somebody who might have been behind everything… I was going to take it.


Chapter Three




I noticed upon seeing a slime frozen mid-hop in the distance that time itself was frozen. There was no wind, no movement—nothing. Even Mimic was stuck and unable to do anything. Only me and the strange person who appeared in front of me were actually able to talk and move around.

“So, is my name really the first thing you want to know?” the boy asked me as he rocked back and forth on his heels.

“It’s not the most important thing,” I answered, “but it’s usually the first thing somebody wants to know when talking to somebody new, isn’t it?”

“I suppose that’s true. Plus it makes talking easier when you know who you’re talking to. Anyways, I’ve had many, many names. Honestly, I can’t even remember all of them by now. There have been at least two names per human civilization, and that includes before you apes even evolved into what you are now. Shame that all the relics from way back then have been lost. Seriously, do you guys have any idea how much of your history you have no idea about? I swear, you all act like history began six thousand years ago and like you were doing nothing but bumbling around like a bunch of monkeys before then. Trust me, you guys have done some awesome things before then. But, I suppose that’s not what you asked, so let me get back to the point. To put a more modern spin on my usual title, let’s go with… you can call me Dungeon Master. Yeah, I like that. It’s fun, it’s relevant, and it’s modern! Well, maybe it’s not uniquely modern, but the definition of it that I’m going for is modern. Ah… you’ll have to excuse me for rambling so much. It’s just, it’s been forever since we last got to have a game, and that organization you humans created honestly did a pretty good job of keeping us contained for a few hundred years there.”

There was so much dropped at once that I had no idea where to even begin with it, not to mention that he already said what felt like ten times as much as everything Kingmaker said just while giving me his name. Though, the last thing that he said probably had me the most curious. “What organization? What do you mean by them containing you?”

I never knew somebody could look so smug until he smiled at me after my question. “Come on, I wouldn’t be a very good DM if I spoiled everything by infodumping all the worldbuilding on you right away, would I? Well, to be fair, I guess it doesn’t really matter. It’s not like that organization has anything to do with this game of ours. If this were a tabletop RPG, and we’re BBEGs, then they would basically be… let’s put it this way. They’re the secret organization that failed to contain the BBEGs leading up to the beginning of the campaign. They’re not actually relevant outside of some background lore. Oh, and we’re not BBEGs. I mean, I guess humanity has kind of treated us like BBEGs over the years, but⁠—”

“You keep saying BBEG. What is that?”

“Seriously? You’re a gamer, aren’t you? Big Bad Evil Guy! The final boss of a game!”

“Right…”

“You’re kind of boring, aren’t you?”

“I’m kind of overwhelmed is what I am.”

“Hi, kind of overwhelmed is what I am, I’m Dungeon Master. Heh. Man, dad jokes are like, the best things you humans came up with in the last century.”

There were… so many conflicting feelings going on inside of me that I had no idea how I was supposed to feel. Not only was I talking to some entity who was clearly connected to what was going on, but they were talking about secret organizations, video game terms, and dad joking me. So, to try and get back on topic to figure out as much as I could, I opened my mouth… only to be cut off before I could even ask what I wanted to.

“Don’t,” Dungeon Master said. “I know that look on your face. You’re going to cut my fun short by asking something important, prompting me to give you some mysterious answer since I’m not allowed to infodump everything to you, and then I’ll have to leave because you’ll be annoyed and probably want to try punching me in the face out of frustration. Trust me, I’ve done this many, many times before. As wonderful as you humans are, you get pretty predictable.”

“What fun are you even getting out of this?” I asked.

“What do you think? Conversation! Socialization! Do you have any idea how boring the others are? You talked to Kingmaker, right? She is so dreadful. Honestly, I think she gets off to being mysterious and stiff. She’s been that way for… pretty much since the beginning, and she’s never changed. Talk about a lack of character development. Anyways, I was sealed inside of a room for the last few centuries with nobody to talk to other than whoever came to study me. It was only… twenty years ago? That they finally gave me a computer to play games on. You modern humans got soft, let me tell you. Back then, you people tried every single way imaginable to kill me. Nowadays, you give me a computer to help me pass the time since you feel bad for me. Honestly, I like you humans lot more now.”

I didn’t want to risk doing anything that would make him leave early, so I tried to play along with a normal conversation. “What’s your favorite game then?”

“Sheesh, you are horrible at playing the good cop. However, I respect the attempt. The answer should be pretty obvious, though. You see, I’m the Dungeon Master. That means I’m the one in control of the setting, and it just so happens to be based on my favorite game!”

Was he the one in control of the world I was in, then? I wasn’t sure, but I didn’t want to risk making him leave by trying to ask anything too specific. “Then it sounds like we have the same favorite game.”

“You know it! That’s why I have pretty high hopes for you. Everybody else participating who knew about the game has already died. Well, except one guy who is slowly starving in his house and having a mental breakdown. Guess his mind couldn’t handle the situation. So, since he’s going to die soon, you’ll be the only one left who used to play our favorite game.”

“Does that mean I’ll be the only one left at all?”

“This is the part where I have to be vague and not directly answer your question, which is basically as good as confirming a certain answer.”

“Then I won’t be. Alright. I know you won’t tell me more about what’s going on or why, but can you at least tell me… why me? Why was I one of the people chosen?”

“Hmm.” Dungeon Master tapped one of his fingers against his chin as he rocked from side to side, each rocking motion more dramatic than the one before it. “That’s a tough one. I think I can get away with telling you half of the answer, but not all of it. But now, if I tell you half of it… you’ll know there’s another half! Hmm. Looking at it from a DM perspective, that could be a pretty good plot hook, right? Something to make the player curious and theorize about the whole truth? Alright. Let’s tease you a little with a partial truth. The reason why you were chosen as one of the challengers is because of your blood! However, that was true for all of you challengers. Well, all of you except one. The rest of you can thank your ancestors for being here. Ain’t nepotism grand? Anyways, before you have a chance to think of any questions related to that, let me ask you something. That’s part of why I came to you, after all. We’re brothers, you and I. Not like, actually brothers, but brothers in the sense that we both love the game this world here is based on! However, this may come as a surprise to you… but I’m not a game developer. I have no idea how to balance things, so most of this stuff is just ripped directly from the game.”

“Wait.”

“Yeah?”

“If mods I downloaded are active, and other people are also here, then… are they also all subjected to the same mods?”

That smug smile returned to his face. “Heh. If you mean to ask, ‘Does everybody else get a bunch of waifu-fied NPCs thanks to my mods?’ then the answer is nope! You see, your worlds are separate. This isn’t multiplayer mode. You’re all in single player, basically. All the content and difficulty mods—those are the same across you all. But the NPCs all being turned into cute girls? I left that in just for you. You know, since we’re brothers in arms—well, brothers in gaming taste.”

“Speaking… speaking of them. You sound… pretty omnipotent. I’m guessing you can all see everything. Does that mean⁠—”

“Heh, pervert. Don’t worry, we don’t watch the lewd stuff. That doesn’t matter to us. Only the trials you overcome matter, and your sexual conquests don’t count as notable trials. Well, I guess they could count as notable trials, but they’re not important ones for our game. So, you have my promise that you can get it on with your NPCs as much as you want and none of us will spy on you!”

That was oddly relieving. “Thanks. So, what was that question you had for me?”

“Right! Thanks for reminding me. See, this is why I like you. A true brother in gaming wouldn’t let a bro’s question go unheard. Anyways, NPC quests. They made sense in the original game and were tied to what little bit of story there was, but how should I make that work here?”

“You… you don’t even have this world’s system finished yet?”

“Do you have any idea how often we’ve made stuff up on the spot that you humans thought was all part of some grand plan? We might be pretty powerful, but, honestly, we’re not that much smarter than any of you. Some of you humans are even smarter than us. Oh man, let me tell you. That Jesus guy? You humans bought into that nonsense adlibbing so hard. Also, it is really weird, even by our standards, that somebody actually saved his foreskin over all the years. Like… why? You just have a random guy’s foreskin in a box...”

“I suddenly feel like I have to worry more about this situation than I already was.”

“Honestly? Probably the smart thing to do. But back to the point! I’m not sure how NPC quests should work. The whole affection system is kind of silly in a real world like this, don’t you think? Sure, I could make it so that it works like in the game, so all you have to do is literally spam the same gift at them until they love you, but that’s weird. Also, love doesn’t work that way. That just makes you some sort of creepy, harassing stalker.”

“You have a point there. I always thought it was pretty lame how simple the romance was since it was literally just… spamming gifts at people. Somebody doesn’t love you more just because you keep on giving them their favorite rock over, and over, and over again.”

“Right! Ah, you’re the best. Shame you might die. Anyways, since that would be stupid to implement here, but we still need some romance options to be faithful to the game because every good game has obligatory romance nowadays, hmm… what do you think about adding a sort of party system? Instead of making the amount of pets and summons you can have dependent on armor and accessories, we’ll simplify things a bit by making a party system. So, let’s say, maybe three people in a party, you included. Those three slots can include NPCs, pets, and/or summons. Party size can be expanded later on through totally mysterious means.”

I grabbed my chin and thought about it.

In the original game, only one pet, such as Mimic, could accompany the player at a time by default. The same went for summoned monsters and spirits. Through the use of accessories, though, the amount of pets and summons increased. Pets were, on average, stronger than summons, so the maximum number of pets after armor and accessories was only three. The maximum number of summons was seven.

NPCs, however, were restricted to only one accompanying the player at a time no matter what. Considering that they could be equipped with weapons, armor, and accessories, they were potentially far stronger than any pet or summon, so it made sense to only have one a time.

So, to have a party system with three slots, one taken by myself… that would be a massive buff in the event of NPC companions, a minor buff to pets assuming that more slots were unlocked later, and a decent nerf to summons.

“What reason would there be to take pets or summons over NPCs then?” I asked Dungeon Master.

Dungeon Master dramatically pointed a figure at me and said, “Pets can stay the same, summons will get buffed, and NPCs will get nerfed. Let’s say… NPCs can only get weapons and armor, not accessories. I think that’s a fair trade, especially when you consider that this means you can’t give them any accessories that might bring them back from death once. So if they die… they die, and you’re never getting them back. High risk, high reward.”

“And what about the accessories and armor bonuses that gave more pet and summon slots?”

“They can give unique buffs to pets and summons instead. I think it’ll be fun to try and come up with those! You know, like, beast master armor always gave an extra pet as one of its perks. But instead of that, what if each set of beast master armor changes the pets? Like, different sets give different buffs to specific types of pets? Or makes their attacks cause inflict special debuffs? Stuff like that. Besides, let’s be real here. I think we can both agree that one of the boring things was how much stuff in the game was just a straight upgrade, right? Like, there’s no reason to use Summoner Set A that gives you one extra summon when Summoner Set B gives you two extra summons. It’s just an objectively superior upgrade. That’s boring! So, let’s go for more side upgrades rather than straight upgrades. Instead of going from one slot to two slots, you might be going from armor that lets your summons, pets, or whatever, cause lightning strikes to hit their opponent when they attack, to different armor that doubles their movement and tracking speed.”

“That does sound more interesting.”

“Glad you agree! So, we’ll have a party system! You can mix and match between NPCs, pets, and summons to fill up the other two slots of the party! And let’s say… heh. Each boss you kill with an NPC for the first time will increase that NPC’s… let’s call it ‘trust’ in you by one point. So, when you kill five different bosses with an NPC, you’ll reach five trust and then I’ll come up with a special quest, or challenge, to go even higher. And you’ll get some sort of reward for it. Then once you reach ten, the same will happen, and that NPC will unlock their ultimate skill. When you reach fifteen, that’s when marriage becomes available, and you already know the perks that come from that. Sound good?”

“I’m worried about what the quests or challenges might be, but from a design perspective… I guess that’s good enough.”

“Good!”

“Wait, you came to ask me for help with this, but you already had ideas and did all of the talking.”

“Oh. Well, it’s more like I just wanted to run them by you. None of the others have any experience with games and are pretty traditional about things, and you’re the only survivor left who understands games, so I wanted your input even if all you did was play the role of a yes man hoping that I’ll give you more information in exchange for it.”

“You really like calling me out.”

“Hehe. Anyyywaaayyyysss, I have to go run those changes by the others real quick. Can’t do anything purely on my own, unfortunately, even if the others don’t understand the first thing about how games work nowadays. And trust me, some of them are a real pain to convince of anything. Anyways, if they approve, you’ll get a… let’s say, a pop-up with the ‘changelog’ explaining what’s changed. It’s only fair.”

“Makes sense to me. I don’t suppose I get to ask more questions now that I’ve helped you?”

“Nope! In fact, I’ve really got to get going. I’ve already spent way too long talking to you. But as a reward for entertaining me, let me tell you this. Abandoning your family name for ‘Player’ is the ultimate spit in the face to your ancestors… and I absolutely love you for it. Oh, if only they were alive to see this. They would be furious. Anyways, poof!”

And just like that, Dungeon Master disappeared, and time resumed around me.

Just like when I met Kingmaker, I was left with even more questions and felt like I knew less than I began with somehow.

I needed to go tell Guide and Ninja everything I learned before I forgot even a second of our conversation.


Chapter Four




“Sorry. I feel like I should have tried to get more information out of him, but I had no idea what I could ask that would get an answer without making him leave,” I said to Ninja and Guide after explaining everything that happened.

Guide shook her head and ran her fingers through my hair. “You did your best. I wouldn’t have had any idea what to ask if I was there instead.”

Ninja, meanwhile, was holding her chin in thought pretty much the entire time I talked. She looked like she might have had something on her mind, so I asked her, “What do you think, Ninja?”

A sigh left Ninja’s lips. “I am not sure, Lord Player. I find it suspicious that such a figure would suddenly appear before you like that. He told you much more than the last one, yes? Why? What did he get out of it?”

“Well, if we take his word for it, he got some help with game design and get to enjoy somebody else’s company for a few minutes.”

“I am hesitant to trust his stated motives. Speaking in half-truths like you described is an effective method of gaining trust while leading your target to pursue a treacherous path. He may have sought to plant seeds that will sprout and twist into something dangerous, but I cannot tell what.”

“You’re not wrong. But for now, I don’t think there’s anything he said that could be twisted… other than maybe the hints about him knowing something related to my ancestors? He said the reason I was chosen to come here for this ‘game’ is because of my blood, and then there was the part about knowing my ancestors would hate me for replacing my name with Player.”

Guide spoke up and asked, “Is there even anything in your family’s past that might make sense with what he said?”

“Don’t think so,” I answered. “I mean, my family has been really rich for… a really long time, but, as far as I know, my family was just wealthy. They had lots of money but weren’t special in any other way, and they acted like having money was the only thing that made anybody special. But they did take the family name really seriously. I had an aunt who got kicked out of the family basically because she took her husband’s last name instead of forcing him to take ours.”

“Do you know what they did to become so rich?”

“They’ve been involved in a bunch of businesses since like, centuries ago. They were also pretty close to nobility, but always avoided becoming nobles themselves. All the money they made kept getting invested into creating new connections and starting new businesses, and all of that just kept on compounding over the years. Now, they’re just shareholders on a bunch of boards and also have their own investment firm, or something like that. I’m not even sure. Finance always bored me, so I never paid much attention.”

“Well… he mentioned nepotism, right? Then that would mean even though you may have some form of blood connection to somebody important, it wouldn’t matter much other than it being the reason why you’re here. So, it probably isn’t worth thinking too hard about.”

“Probably, unless it’s possible for me to unlock a special power or something by figuring out the truth of my blood. But as unbelievable as all of this is, I’m pretty sure I’m not the protagonist of some ‘chosen one’ story. Plus there are others, or were others, so I can’t be the chosen one if there are more than one of us.”

“You may not be the only one… but you are still the most important one to me.”

Ninja nodded along. “To me as well, Lord Player!”

They knew how to fluster me. I ended up blushing a bit and having to look away while I scratched my cheek to try and figure out some sort of response to that. Unfortunately, coming up with a response was impossible for me.

“Anyways,” I said, “I⁠—”

[System Update!]: [Patch Version 1.1]

[To better accommodate a varied party while preventing the world from behaving too game-y by making it so that you can basically brainwash people just by giving them the same gift over and over and over again, the overall system for companions has been changed. Starting now, you are able to form a party and bring up to two other companions with you. These companions can be pets, NPCs, or summons. Oh, and companions who aren’t in your party can be told to do things around the area where their home is set to, but they can’t do anything outside of their home area. That’s all for now!]

“Player?” Guide asked. “What were you saying?”

“I take it you can’t see the floating screen in front of me?” I asked.

Guide and Ninja looked at each other and then shook their heads.

“Huh. So, you can see my inventory screen, but can’t see this. Alright. Well… I just got news that the update I told you two about went through.” I noticed something pop up near the top left of my vision. Surely enough, it was a party screen. Though, it only listed Mimic at the moment. Mimic was up there with a round picture and a bar of health next to it. Normally, a pet’s health wasn’t visible until after acquiring a specific accessory that made it visible, but there it was.

And Mimic had the overwhelming amount of health that I figured it had considering that I tamed Mimic far too early into the game’s progression. Almost two thousand health. I only had a little over a hundred.

“The update also said I can give you orders around our house now,” I continued. Before, whenever I tried to tell Guide to do something, she froze if she actually tried to do it. But what about now? “Hey, Guide, go outside and shoot some birds.”

Guide tilted her head and took a step toward the door… and then smiled when she realized that she was able to do it. “It worked! I—wait.” She looked like she wanted to stop and talk, but she kept walking toward the door instead. Before I knew it, she was outside and drawing her bow.

“Huh. Are you able to stop on your own?”

“I—I can’t.”

“So to make it less like a game, I can have a party now instead of having to wait to build up a relationship with you by spamming gifts, but… now I can force you to do anything I want by giving you orders.”

“When you put it that way, it’s kind of exciting…”

I sighed and said, “Pervert. Alright, here’s my next order. I order you to live your life however you want and never do what anybody else orders you to unless you want to.”

Guide’s posture immediately relaxed, allowing her to put her bow away before coming back inside. “As exciting as the idea might be that you can order me around, I have to admit that I prefer this caring side of you much mo—wait! Player! What if you order me to tell you that thing!”

“What thing?”

“You—you know! The thing!” She dropped onto her knees, got right between my legs, and looked at my crotch. “I love you.” Then she looked back up at me. “That! Try ordering me to tell it to you!”

“You’re still upset about that?”

“Of course! I need to tell you it!”

“Alright, then I order you to tell me that you love me.”

Guide smiled even wider than before, opened her mouth, and shouted out, “I love⁠—!”

She froze.

So much happiness—so much excitement… gone in an instant as she stared up at me with dead eyes as a single tear rolled down her cheek. “It… it isn’t fair… Player…”

I reached down to pet her head, prompting her to whine and grumble before burying her face against my crotch as if to wipe her tears away against my pants. However, as soon as she remembered where her face was, she started giggling and rubbing in a much more sensual way with the occasional sniff thrown in here and there.

I ignored her perversion to the best of my ability before looking at Ninja and saying, “Don’t let Guide corrupt you too much. You don’t have to become as much of a pervert as her.”

“But, my lord,” Ninja said, “do you not enjoy such treatment?”

“I mean… I do, but you don’t need to feel obligated to become a pervert like her.”

“You say that, Lord Player, but the memories of your assault against my body earlier are still fresh…”

“It’s not my fault you got off to having your belly rubbed.”

“It—it most certainly was your fault…”

“Well, you might have a point there. Anyways,” I paused to grab Guide by the hair on the back of her head, pulling her face away from my crotch which made her huff and pout. “I have more I want to do before I relax for the day. I’m probably going to go out to the cave and get some spelunking done, then I’ll come back and we can all relax together. Sound good?”

“I guess,” Guide said, still pouting. Though, that pout was quickly replaced by excitement again. “Oh! If you can have a party now… then that means one of us can go with you, right?”

“I—I guess it technically means that, but me and Mimic are more than enough on our own. I wouldn’t want to risk either of you getting hurt.”

“You want us to live how we want to, don’t you?”

“Well, yeah.”

“And we want to protect you. We want to travel with you and be there for you when you need us! Isn’t that right, Ninja?”

Ninja quickly nodded along. “Lady Guide is right! As your faithful retainer, it would be the highest honor to accompany you on your journeys! And I assure you that while I may not remember most of my memories, my body yet remembers its training!”

Guide looked like she was thinking about something for a moment before saying, “As much as I wish I was the one who could go with you… if you are limited to only two of us, Mimic included, then it would probably make more sense to take Ninja with you. I have no idea how useful I would be in a fight outside of the bedroom, and Ninja clearly has more knowledge in that regard than me.”

“But,” I said, “it’s dangerous.”

Guide furrowed her brow and looked pretty pissed off all of a sudden. “Yes, and? It’s also dangerous for you. If anything happens to you, then there is no telling what will happen to the rest of us. This whole ‘game’ or whatever that ‘Dungeon Master’ called it clearly features you at the center of it. What if we all die or stop existing because something happens to you? Not only that, but it’s not right that you and Mimic keep on putting yourselves in danger for us. And you even told us to live our lives how we want, didn’t you? Don’t make us sit back unable to help you when it’s what we want to do.”

Ninja nodded and stepped up next to Guide and said, “Lady Guide is right. I wish to assist you, Lord Player. It pains me that you throw yourself into harm’s way for us, but you will not allow us the same honor. As your retainer, I will accept whatever your decision may be, but… my input is that I desire to be of use to you outside of our home as well as within it.”

It was two versus one and I was clearly on the losing side of the issue. But, ultimately, I knew they were right. I was just scared for them. I didn’t mean to act like some white knight who refused to let women be in danger, I just didn’t want them to be in danger at all. The only reason I was fine with Mimic accompanying me at all was because of how overpowered Mimic was compared to early monsters and bosses. If they were stronger, I would have wanted Mimic to stay at the house, too.

But it wasn’t fair for me to be that way. Sure, I might have been at the center or whatever, but I wasn’t the only person around. It wasn’t right to want them to sit back and just wait for me to do everything while their own lives were at risk and potentially dependent on me.

“Sorry,” I said. “I was being an asshole.”

Guide’s expression softened and she shook her head. “You were being caring. I think I know you well enough to know you never intended to control nor degrade us. You just wanted to protect us. But we can protect ourselves, and we also want to protect you just as much as you want to protect us. We’re partners in this—whatever this is.”

Ninja nodded along with Guide’s words.

“Alright,” I said. “Then, Ninja, want to come with me and Mimic to the cave?”

Ninja’s ears perked up and her tail swished around behind her. “I very much do, Lord Player!”

“Then let’s head over now so that we can go and come back before it’s dark out.”

Guide pouted for a second, but she hid it as soon as I noticed it.

“What’s wrong?” I asked her.

“A-ah, you saw that.” Guide looked away for a moment before looking back at me. “I… will be a little lonely, but I’ll manage! Don’t worry about me. Besides, as long as you come back, I’ll feel extra motivated to spoil you both after being away from you.”

I looked at Ninja and said, “Let’s take our time. The longer we’re gone, the more she’ll miss us, the more she’ll spoil us.”

Guide’s pout returned before she slid behind Ninja and wrapped her arms around the other’s waist. “Purposely make me wait and I’ll make you wait while I spoil our cute Ninja.”

“Oh no. One of my girlfriends will make me watch her do hot gay things to my other girlfriend. Whatever will I do.” I made sure that my voice was as monotone as possible to really get just how upset I was across to them.

But my playful response didn’t get the reaction I thought it would. Instead, both Guide and Ninja looked… surprised by something?

“What? Is there something on my face?”

Guide shook her head and said, “You… you called us your girlfriends.”

“Well, I mean… you kind of are, right? You basically are, aren’t you? What else would I call you? We live together, we say that we love each other—well, I say it and you try to,” that part made Guide pout again, “we do lewd things together, and we want to protect each other, so… what else would we be?”

Both Guide and Ninja were blushing at that point, and they looked pretty happy on top of that. “You better not keep me waiting for long,” Guide then said, “because there’s no way I’m going to be patient after hearing all of that.”

“Then I suppose we better hurry up. But you’ll have to let go of Ninja first.”

Before completely letting go of Ninja, guide slid one hand up to Ninja’s chest to grope her while her other hand slid up to Ninja’s head, grabbing her by her chin and tilting her head back and to the side so that Guide could kiss her while making eye contact with me for a few seconds.

It was a very, very nice sight that made me not want to leave in the first place.

“There’s your ‘hot gay thing’ to hold you over until you get back,” Guide said with a teasing tone and sultry look.

“Are you sure that wasn’t to hold you over?” I asked her.

“No, this is to hold me over.” With that, Guide grabbed onto Ninja again, pulled her close so that their chests were pressed against each other, and reunited their lips before clearly shoving her tongue into Ninja’s mouth for a short but intense kiss.

By the time that Ninja was finally released from her, again, her tail was wagging around, her face was pure red, and her eyes looked like they were spinning as if she was dizzy from all the sudden excitement.

Guide was too hot and Ninja was too cute.


Chapter Five




Me and Ninja went off toward the cave once she was able to recollect herself.

And despite the fact that we were just walking through the forest together with Mimic hopping after us, Ninja looked incredibly excited. Her tail was wagging pretty rapidly the whole time, so I asked her, “What’s got you so happy?” At least, I assumed that the wagging tail meant she was happy.

“I get to protect my lord!” Ninja replied. “This is what I was trained for! I get to fulfill my purpose for you! But, also… I must admit, as shameful as it may be, that I am excited about… getting to—how should I put it? I get to… ‘show off’ for you. I consider myself rather capable, and I would like to… earn your praise and admiration by showing you how capable I am.”

“You’re already pretty capable with your mouth.”

Ninja’s cheeks turned red and her tail shot straight up. “That—that is not the kind of capable I am talking about! Though… I am glad you believe so.”

“And here I thought you were just happy that you got to go on a walk with me.”

“I am happy about that as well! As shameless as it feels… simply getting to stay by your side fills my heart with joy.”

I couldn’t resist and ended up throwing my arms around Ninja to hug her. And of course, I placed one hand on top of her head to pet her between her ears. “You’re too cute, Ninja. How am I supposed to do anything when I want to hug you and pet you all the time?”

“Lord—Lord Player! Please! I—I cannot protect you when you restrain me like this!”

Mimic flew into a nearby slime and basically exploded it an instant later. “Mimic will cover us while we hug. It’s alright.”

“But—”

“Ninja.”

“Y-yes?”

“As my girlfriend, retainer, personal ninja, or whatever else you are, there is one duty you have that is more important than everything else.”

“What—what is it?”

“It’s letting me pet you.”

“But… is that not simply spoiling me?”

“Yes. You deserve to be spoiled. It’s for the greater good. Also, the more I get to spoil you, the more powered up I feel.”

“My lord… feels stronger from spoiling me?”

“Yep, totally.”

“I—I see! In that case, so that you may increase your chances of survival against all future threats, please spoil me to gather as much power as possible! As embarrassing as it may be, I will tolerate it for you! Not—not that I mind receiving such treatment in the first place…”

I wondered what would happen if I told her that the more she sucked my dick, the more powered up I would become, but taking advantage of how gullible she was in that sense felt wrong. Taking advantage of gullible she was to pet her more, though, felt right.

After hugging and petting Ninja for a few minutes, we resumed our walk and eventually made it to the cave. And as soon as we did, Ninja’s demeanor felt far more serious than before. Her tail didn’t wag as much, her ears kept twitching and pointing in different directions, and she kept her hand on the handle of her sheathed blade. Even her tail stopped wagging as much.

“Something wrong?” I asked her.

“There is much movement coming from within this cave. There were only slimes in the forest, but I hear much more than that coming from ahead,” Ninja answered.

“Your hearing must be really impressive if you can hear that.” I couldn’t see nor hear anything when I looked into the top layer of the cave. Then again, there wasn’t anything in the top layer before. It was just a bunch of dirt and rock lit up by the torches I placed down the last time I was there. The only enemies I saw in the cave before were from after going down the first drop and making it into that large chamber.

“I hear at least seven threats. Lord Player, please allow me to proceed first.”

I didn’t want to let her. I still felt like I should have been the one to go first and protect her, but I wasn’t going to infantilize her. She wanted to protect me, too, and it was only right to treat her with respect and to let her. “Alright. I’ll cover your back. And you can’t really see it from here, but I made some stairs at the end of the tunnel. They’ll take us down to the next level. There’ll be a pretty big room at the end of it, and that’s where you probably hear the sounds coming from.”

“I see. Understood. Then are you ready to proceed, my lord?”

“Ready whenever you are.”

Ninja then looked behind me at Mimic and asked, “Are you ready as well?”

For some reason, I didn’t expect her to ask Mimic if it was ready as well, but the fact that she did was really cute. And in response, Mimic hopped up and down a couple of times, which was as good as a yes, probably.

With all of us being ready, Ninja proceeded into the cave and made it to the stairs I made before long. Before actually going down them, though, she went prone on the ground and hung her head over the ledge so that she could see down to the next level. Once she saw what she wanted, she looked up at me, while still on the ground, and nodded before standing back up and descending the stairs.

Maybe taking Ninja with me was a bad idea. She was so cute that she just made me want to spoil her and pet her instead of actually do what I needed to do.

But somehow, I resisted hugging and petting her some more. Instead, me and Mimic joined her on the next level down. While I went down the stairs I made, Mimic rather unceremoniously jumped over the ledge and landed on the ground below with a loud thunk.

Mimic’s mannerisms were strangely endearing whenever it wasn’t trying to lick my face after eating zombies.

“Lord Player,” Ninja said, causing me to look at her rather than Mimic. And when I looked at her, I saw a couple of giant ants up ahead making their way toward us. “Please, allow me to handle them.”

I still had to internally fight with myself over letting her put herself in harm’s way for me, but I nodded. “Alright. As your lord, I order you to kick their ass and do it without getting hurt.”

A confident smile stretched her lips. “Easily, my lord.” She then unsheathed her sword, which made me think of a katana but shorter, and prepared herself for the ants.

The first ant to reach her reared up on its hind legs and thrust its mouth at her to try and bite her, and it got so close that I thought it would actually manage to hit her.

Only, Ninja wasn’t even standing there anymore. Instead, she was standing next to it with her sword covered in green blood.

The ant’s head fell off from its body a second later, and its body burst into item drops right after.

Needless to say, I was impressed.

When the second ant tried attacking Ninja, she didn’t seemingly teleport to a different position like against the first ant, but she did effortlessly dodge out of its way and slashed her blade across its body twice.

And just like that, the second ant was dead.

“Hoh?” Ninja said, looking at where the ants once were. “You are a thousand years too young to dare thinking of assaulting my lord. Repent for your foolish behavior in your next life.”

I blinked a couple of times before crouching down next to Mimic and whispering, “Hey… is it me, or is she actually really badass?”

Mimic rocked its body back and forth a little to nod.

Ninja then sheathed her blade and looked at me with an incredibly proud, if not slightly smug, smile. “How was that, Lord Player?”

I clapped for her. Mimic did, too, by opening and shutting its lid a few times. “Nice work,” I said. “I was worried for nothing. But what did you do? That first ant, it was like… you teleported next to it.”

“Hoh? My lord? Are you interested in the techniques of a ninja?”

“Yeah, I definitely am.”

“I see. Well, what you saw was one of the first techniques we are taught. ‘Your first strike should be your final strike.’ We were trained to always maximize our strength and speed in our first attack to bring a swift end to any battle. For the longer a battle lasts, the more chances for mistakes there are. Furthermore, when it comes to assassinating targets, it is best to immediately kill them so that they have no chance to escape nor to call for help. That is why, my lord, it is important to strive and make your first blow your final one as well!”

“Ninja.”

“Yes, Lord Player?”

“You’re really cute.”

Her smug confidence disappeared only to be replaced by a nervous smile and blushing cheeks. “Where—where did that come from? What about my teachings are cu—… cute?”

“You being passionate about them is what’s cute.”

“I… I see…”

While Ninja blushed with a wagging tail, another voice spoke up—or rather, I heard a voice in my head. It wasn’t a voice anybody else could hear, and it was a voice I recognized from the few other times I heard it before.

“She would make a worthy warrior-wife.”

It was the voice of that ancient hero whose soul I… absorbed? Assimilated? I had no idea what I actually did with the soul, but I knew that the voice belonged to him.

And he was right, too. She really would make a great warrior-wife.

Wait.

What even was a warrior-wife? The term felt familiar to me, but I couldn’t quite… think of a proper definition for it. Was it just a wife who was also a warrior? A warrior who was also a wife? Something else? I had no idea, but⁠—

“Lord Player?” Ninja asked, standing right in front of me all of a sudden.

“Sorry, got distracted,” I replied. “Anyways,” I paused and placed my hand on top of her head again, “good job. You’re a great guard. Ready to continue now?”

Ninja happily smiled and pressed her head up against my hand. “Gladly, my lord!”


Chapter Six




Ninja continued to prove just how capable she was as we ventured deeper into the cave than me and Mimic ever went. She flawlessly dealt with every single enemy we came across without an issue. Not a single one of them ever even came close to hurting her, and she proved that she was a far greater fighter than I was. It wouldn’t surprise me if she was able to defeat the first two bosses all on her own with as powerful as she seemed.

Though, Mimic did help every now and then. Whenever there were too many enemies for her to kill all at once, Mimic jumped in and took out whichever ones she didn’t get to yet.

Ninja and Mimic left a trail of destruction—and by destruction, I mean loot via monster drops—in their wake.

And while they killed everything around, I mined any ores we came across, got some more clay and stone while I was at it, and also broke any more pots we came across to get more loot from them. Aside from more coins and a few potions I already had some of, I also got some more bombs.

I liked bombs.

I also really wanted to show Ninja the power of bombs since she never got to experience them before.

And while thinking of Ninja and bombs… I thought of the bosses.

What would happen if I tried throwing a bomb into the mouth of The Watcher or inside of the Slime Monarch? If it exploded inside of them… I wanted to know what would happen. That might turn out to be an incredibly effective way of killing bosses. Since there was some element of realism in the world when it came to how combat worked, I doubted most bosses would survive, or be able to put up much of a fight, after having a bomb blow up inside of them.

Yeah. I really wanted to try that out.

And since the bosses I already defeated were basically just soulless copies, I could test out all sorts of ideas on them without feeling bad about it.

I also made the decision to have Ninja train me sometime. She clearly had real experience with fighting unlike me. I was basically only surviving through some basic problem-solving skills so far, and I doubted that those would be enough to keep me alive forever. If I wanted to maximize my chances of survival, I had to learn how to really fight, and learning how to fight from somebody who actually knew how to already was going to be a lot more effective than me trying to get better all on my own.

Also, learning how to fight like a ninja appealed to my inner nerd.

But then, while I was in the middle of mining out some more iron, I heard Ninja call out to me from up ahead. “Lord Player! I believe we may have found something of interest!”

“Alright! I’ll be right over,” I shouted back, mining the last few chunks of iron before heading over to where her and Mimic were while placing down more torches along the walls.

And once I reached where they were… I understood why she called for me.

Standing before us was a normal looking rock wall… except for the fact that there was a high-tech, white door covered in blood broken open in the middle of it. Beyond the door was a corridor filled with even more blood splattered across it with flickering ceiling lights.

That meant we found the first mini dungeon of the game.

“This architecture looks unlike any I have ever seen before,” Ninja said. “What is this place?”

“It’s a mini dungeon,” I answered. “There are a few labs like this scattered around the place. Usually, you find them by exploring the surface, finding a small, white shack in the middle of nowhere, and then taking an elevator inside of it down into the dungeon. But they’re usually connected to caves via doors like this, too. So, we found the back of it instead of finding the proper entrance to it, but it doesn’t really matter. And as far as the original game’s lore went, these underground facilities were where the zombies were invented, basically. Testing facilities that the zombies broke out from.”

“Hoh… I see. When you call it a ‘dungeon,’ do you mean that prisoners are kept within it?”

“It’s a dungeon in a game sense. That means it has stronger monsters than usual, and they respawn faster in there, but there’s also usually loot to make up for it. For this one, depending on its size, it can have between two to four gold-tier chests, has five unique items but only two can spawn per lab, there is a unique furniture set that can be collected from raiding them, six building blocks, two cosmetic armor pieces, and there are four different enemies that can spawn with one additional mini-boss. I normally ignored this dungeon since I could easily skip it and kill bosses even with the starting gear I had, so I could skip straight to better gear, but if I want to be careful with how I do things, then raiding this dungeon and finding some others to get all the unique items from it would be smart. Plus, if I can get all the unique items from these dungeons, then I can create the [Failed Experiments Ego] since that mod is active. That ego is actually pretty great since it combines the effects of two accessories and the unique debuff from the weapons. If we get lucky, we’d only have to raid this lab and two more to complete the set. Alright, let’s⁠—”

I looked at Ninja and noticed that she looked pretty confused.

“Something wrong?” I asked her.

Ninja shook her head and said, “N-no, Lord Player. It is just… you are so knowledgeable! I am impressed that you know so much about this already! Listening to you talk reminds me of just how much I do not know of the world, especially this one that I have been brought to.”

“I’m just a nerd who spent so much time playing a video game and reading the wiki pages on it that I’ve got all this memorized.”

“Knowledge is knowledge, my lord. Even if you do not respect the reason for having it, the truth is that you know it and it is of use to you. Does that not make it respectable?”

“I… guess I can’t argue against that. Anyways, let me take the lead. You’ve had the lead for long enough.”

Ninja’s ears flattened a bit against the top of her head. “If that is what you wish, my lord.”

“It is. Alright, let’s⁠—”

A high-pitched, feminine wailing sound came from within the dungeon following by sobbing that went away after a few seconds.

“My lord! There is somebody in there!” Ninja said, looking ready to jump in and go in search of who she thought was there.

But I held an arm out in front of her and said, “It’s an enemy known as the shrieking experiment. The lore is that she was a woman who was turned into a sort of half-zombie, and all she does now is cry and shriek. She acts harmless until you’re close to her, and then she jumps at you and tries to attack you with nails that have warped into sharp claws. She’s a somewhat rare monster for the dungeon.”

“What a tragic fate…”

“Don’t worry. It’s just made-up lore. She was spawned into this universe as the shrieking experiment already.”

“That may be so, but… do you not still feel bad for her?”

“Considering that she’s just a monster with no soul or feelings and exists only to jumpscare players who get close to her without realizing it, not really.”

“I see. I am not used to such a world, so I will do my best to remember that.”

“Don’t worry. If you feel bad for her at all, you won’t once you see her try to kill us.” I looked at the entrance again. “Alright, let’s go. Guide didn’t want us to keep her waiting for long, remember?”

“Of course!”

With that, I stepped through the doorway with my [The Watcher’s Flail] drawn. It was my heaviest-hitting weapon, and the enemies in this mini dungeon were ones that I wanted to kill as quickly as possible.

And I remembered the reason for that within seconds of walking through the bloody hallway.

More shrieking, but masculine this time, and far more horrifying than sad sounding.

A black and red zombie that looked like a burn victim came around the corner at the end of the hallway, and it ran full speed at us. Not only did it run, but it ran on all fours… on its back, so its torso was facing upward as it practically galloped at us while using its arms as legs, too.

It was a pretty disturbing sight, honestly. I hated how it looked even in the game, and seeing it in-person was way worse.

I even noticed Ninja take a step back. For the first time, I saw what could be described as a scared expression on her face.

Her tail even tucked itself between her legs.

As disturbing as the enemy was… seeing it scare Ninja made me want to kill it even more.

But I didn’t get to.

The zombie was charging at me pretty quickly, but something else charged back at it even faster.

Mimic.

Mimic flew right into the zombie, crashing into its head, and killed it in an instant.

Even though the enemies in the mini-dungeon were supposed to be difficult, Mimic was still really overpowered for this tier of progression.

More importantly, I looked at Ninja and asked her, “You alright?”

Ninja took a deep breath and sighed. “Yes, my lord. I was… not expecting such a fearsome enemy. I feel ashamed to admit it, but that… frightened me.”

“I get it. Honestly, the game—well, world, will go pretty deep into horror aesthetics at times, especially body and eldritch horror. This dungeon is probably the scariest things will get for a while, though, unless you’re afraid of spiders.”

“Spiders are no issue to me. Seeing a man with such decayed skin run at us in such a way, however…”

“There’ll be more of them, unfortunately.” I was almost tempted to ask her if she wanted to sit the mini dungeon out, but I couldn’t. If she was serious about wanting to fight with me and protect me, then she was going to have to get used to the dangers of the world. That included getting used to pretty horrifying-looking monsters. “Let’s keep⁠—”

I heard a pounding sound coming from the ceiling.

That was unlike anything in the original game.

Then, when I looked up, I noticed something.

There were vents.

A ventilation system didn’t exist in the original game, and it wasn’t something that any mods added, either.

Only a second later and the vent’s cover burst open as a child-sized zombie jumped through it, and the zombie managed to crash onto my arm, forcing me to take damage, and then bit into it.

I thought I felt pain before, but none of it compared to the feeling of a zombie literally tearing a huge chunk of flesh off of my arm.

“Lord Player!” Ninja shouted, and the next thing I saw was the zombie’s body being cut in half by her blade. She then tried to grab onto my arm to check it out, but I took it away from her and started down the hallway instead. “Lord Player! Wait!”

“I can’t,” I said. “We need to hurry up and kill more. There’s no time.”

I looked down at my arm and saw my veins around the bite mark slowly turning black, spreading both down and up my arm.

When I focused my vision upward toward where my buffs and debuffs were shown, I saw exactly what I knew would already be there.

The [Experimental Contagion] debuff.

Normal zombies on the surface couldn’t spread the debuff, but all enemies inside of the mini dungeon could.

The debuff, upon hitting its time limit, instantly killed the infected player while preventing healing during it.

180 seconds.

That was all I had until I died.


Chapter Seven




The good news was that a cure for the debuff had a 10% chance of dropping from any zombie monster that spawned in the dungeon.

The bad news was that not only was I infected already and down to 160 seconds, but a chunk of my arm was missing and I was at risk of passing out from blood loss if it continued, there were vents which never existed in game alongside child zombies that didn’t exist either, and I was still on the world’s hardest difficulty. That meant even with some armor, that one attack did nearly a third of my health in damage.

“Mimic, I need you to go on a murder spree,” I said while walking alongside it. “Kill as many zombies as you can as quickly as you can.”

Mimic pointed at my arm with its tongue.

“Don’t worry about me, just listen, alright?”

Mimic withdrew its tongue into its body and hopped ahead of me.

Ninja, meanwhile, kept trying to get a look at my arm while we hurried through the hall.

I didn’t want to freak her out by making her worry about me, but I was being stupid. I was in an extremely dangerous situation, and I couldn’t worry about not making her worry. If anything, she had every right to be worried.

“I’m going to die within the next couple minutes unless I get a rare drop from one of these zombies,” I told her. “I’ve been infected with a virus that’s spreading⁠—”

Ninja stopped walking, closed her eyes, and took a deep breath. She then lifted her hood up over her head and brought her mask up over her face’s lower half. “I will not allow such demonic rabble to bring harm to my lord. I am going ahead, my lord.”

Before I could say or do anything, Ninja took off around the corner with her sword drawn. I wanted to shout and tell her to be careful, but I failed to. A searing pain shot through my whole body as soon as I opened my mouth, and I felt my body growing hot and my vision dark.

It took me a few seconds just to be able to move again. Once I could, I limped around the corner and saw what Mimic and Ninja got up to in the short amount of time I lost sight of them for.

Ahead of me was a large room that looked like it was supposed to be the lab’s old cafeteria or something. There were rows of tables and benches, serving areas for food and drinks, and flickering lights hanging from the ceiling. Of course, there were also blood splatters all over the room.

But more importantly, there were dozens of monster drops scattered across the room already.

Mimic was in the process of jumping straight into another enemy at the far end of the room, and Ninja was masterfully evading every attack her way before countering with precise slashes of her own.

The room was barely lit, yet Ninja’s bright, blue eyes stood out to me in the darkness. There was something beautiful about seeing her go from enemy to enemy with incredible skill. Even as blood sprayed onto her, staining her clothes and the uncovered portion of her face alike, she was beautiful… and seriously badass.

“This must be what he meant about you being a warrior-wife,” I said before scanning the room some more to see if the item dropped yet.

And fortunately, it did. Mimic had started going down another hall at the opposite end of the room, and one of the zombies it killed to go that way had dropped what I needed. It looked like a hypodermic syringe filled with green fluid.

I tried running over to it, but my body felt like it was burning up to the point where I fell over as soon as I took another step forward.

“Ninja!” I shouted. “By Mimic! That needle!” I wasn’t sure if she would know what a syringe was, but I figured she knew what a needle was, and it was close enough of a description.

Ninja snapped her attention to where I pointed, saw what I meant, and ran over it while jumping over any table in her path. It only took her a few seconds to reach it and pick it up, and then she came running over to me as quickly as she could.

But those beautiful, blue eyes became filled with fear as she looked in my direction. “Player! Behind you!”

I rolled over onto my back, which took all of my energy to do, just in time to see a zombified woman standing over me with long, black hair that covered up most of her torso.

Her eyes were pure red, black veins bulged against her skin, and her dislocated jaw showed off all her sharp teeth.

Then she let out her signature shriek and thrust her clawed hands down at me.

Between me already missing health and how much damage I knew she could do, I was sure that I was dead. There was no way I was going to survive an attack from her.

Sorry, I thought. I fucked up.

Guide, Mimic, Ninja—I had no idea what was going to happen to them after I died. I had no idea what was going to happen to myself, either, but I was more worried about them.

And that was why I couldn’t let myself die.

I opened my eyes and used whatever remaining strength I had to roll out of the zombie’s attack just barely in time. It hurt an insane amount just to move, and I felt like I had to fight my body for every single centimeter that I moved it, but I fucking moved it.

Of course, that alone wasn’t enough. I was still right next to her claws and she really wanted to kill me.

But there was one other thing worth mentioning about the shrieking experiment.

She had really skinny limbs. Especially her legs. There was practically no meat anywhere on her body, and the meat she did have was mostly rotten.

Standing up hurt too much, but kicking my foot as hard as I could into her knee was doable, and that was enough to break her leg and send her right calf’s bone out through the back of her leg. With that, she fell over and bought me enough time to see Ninja’s sword fly straight through her head.

But the shrieking experiment’s health was high enough that a single attack from a sword, even if it went through her brain, wasn’t enough to kill her. Me breaking her leg didn’t even do any damage to her considering it wasn’t a “real” attack. It was a real attack, but not a “real” attack as far as the game-like world was concerned.

Not that it mattered much. Ninja’s thrown blade might not have killed the zombie, but it did push her back and buy Ninja time to reach us.

The shrieking experiment swung her claws at Ninja, but Ninja stepped out of the way as if it was the easiest thing in the world to do while simultaneously pulling her blade out from the zombie’s head.

And then she severed the shrieking experiment’s head from her body.

“Had you targeted me, I may have felt pity for you,” Ninja said, “but you forfeit your life and my pity for it when you target my lord.” The next thing she did was drop to her knees next to me with the syringe in hand. “My lord! I⁠—”

“Stab it into me, anywhere, just hurry,” I grunted out.

Ninja nodded and did as I asked, stabbing the syringe, pretty roughly, into my arm nearest to her. It wasn’t the arm that got bit, but it shouldn’t have mattered since the world wanted to behave like a game.

And it didn’t matter, thankfully.

The instant the syringe’s fluid was pumped into my arm, the debuff disappeared, my vision went back to normal, and that burning sensation spreading through my body was gone. When I looked at my bitten arm, the black veins were rapidly fading until they were all gone just a couple of seconds later.

My health finally started to passively recover, too, thanks to the buff from eating.

But I still took out one of my [Minor Healing Potion]s and downed it to help it recover faster. Unfortunately, all that did was restore my “game” health, not my real health, and my arm was still missing a chunk out of it and was bleeding.

And then I got a new achievement.

//New Achievement!

//[Zom-b-gone]

//Awarded for being infected with the zombie virus and finding a cure before it’s too late! Too bad it’s not always that easy in zombie games, right?

//Reward: [Hazmat Suit]

I might have been in pain and almost died, but I still appreciated the pun.

“Ninja,” I said, focusing on what was more important, “cut off the bottom of my pants and tie it around my arm. We need to minimize the bleeding.”

With a nod, Ninja got to work, cut off a few inches of my pants at the bottom right leg, and then cut that in half so that it was a long strip. A moment later and she was tying that as tightly as she could around my bitten arm behind where the bite was, helping to cut off the blood flow through the wound.

“Thanks. You saved⁠—”

Before I could finish my sentence, Ninja practically threw herself onto me, tightly wrapping her arms around me as she pressed her face down against my neck.

She didn’t say anything, but I could feel her trembling against me.

I brought my hand up to the back of her head, pulled the hood down, and then stroked my hand through her hair. “Sorry, I made you worry.”

“Are you truly safe now?” Ninja asked, her voice sounding so… vulnerable.

“Yeah, but let’s get out of here. We need a better plan before we come back here. I might know everything about this place as far as the original game went, but… there're new enemies and traps here that didn’t exist before.”

Ninja nodded. “Can you stand?”

“Yeah, I’m good to walk around on my own again.”

Ninja kept her arms around me until she helped me back up onto my own two feet.

And once I was standing again… I noticed something on the ground where the shrieking experiment died.

All I had to do was take one step closer to it and it got sucked into my inventory.

//[Z Tracking Implant] added to inventory!

That was what I needed to create the boss summoning item to summon the Zombie Goliath. I knew that the zombies in the labs had a higher chance of dropping it, but I wasn’t expecting to find one so soon.

I might not have gotten around to finding any of the chests in the lab, but I got something that was arguably even better.

“Let’s go home,” I told Ninja. “We’ve kept Guide waiting for long enough.”

“I agree, my lord,” Ninja replied.

“Hey… you think she’s going to be mad at me for getting hurt?”

“Tremendously.”

“Well, as long as she doesn’t find out about the virus that almost killed me.”

“She will.”

“I… I don’t suppose I can talk you out of telling her about that?”

“That is one request I will not follow, my lord.”

Honestly, I was more scared of Guide than I was of any of the zombie monsters in the mini dungeon.


Chapter Eight




Guide paced back and forth next to the bed while chewing on her thumbnail. “Maybe if we collect enough bombs, we can fill the lab with them and blow it all into the sky,” she said to herself. “Or fill it with slime and then light it on fire.” She kept on pacing. “No, they need to suffer. Those zombies don’t deserve being put out of their suffering. They need to suffer for hurting my Player.”

Ninja, sitting on her knees next to the bed, said, “I am sorry, Lady Guide. It is because I failed to anticipate the threat that⁠—”

“No, no.” Guide wasn’t having any of Ninja trying to take the blame. In fact, she even gave Ninja a hug and petted her head. “It isn’t your fault. You did your best, and it’s thanks to you that Player is alive. You did wonderfully, alright? You’re a good girl.”

Ninja still looked like she felt guilty, but her tail couldn’t resist wagging.

And next to her was Mimic who, despite not having a face at all, somehow managed to also look guilty in the way that its tongue limply hung out from its body.

Guide gave Mimic some attention, too, by petting the top of its chest. “And I’m sure you tried your best to protect him, too. If anything… there is only one person at fault here.” Guide took her hands off of Ninja and Mimic and looked straight at me. “There is only one person I can blame for Player getting hurt.” She narrowed her eyes at me.

“S-sorry,” I instinctively said. “I didn’t mean to⁠—”

“What are you apologizing for? You didn’t do anything wrong. The only one to blame is the bastard zombie that bit you. Even if it looked like a child, I don’t care! I wish I was there to kill it myself!”

“So… you’re not mad at me?”

“No, I am. But I’m not mad at you because I think it was your fault, I’m mad at you because I care about you and don’t ever want to see you hurt. Do you know how sometimes when people see something that’s really, really cute, it makes them feel violent? Like something is so cute that they want to punch something?”

“Yeah?”

“That’s how I feel about you. One, because you’re cute. But in this case, that’s also why I’m mad at you. I’m not mad at you because you did anything wrong, I’m mad at you because of how much I care about you and want to protect you.”

“So… you love me so much that it makes you mad at me?”

Guide stopped talking to think about it for a moment. “It really sounds horrible when you put it that way.”

I couldn’t help but to laugh a little. “Don’t worry, I know what you mean. I think I’d feel the same if either of you got hurt. I might be a bit mad at you, but… it wouldn’t be because you did anything wrong. It’d be because I want to protect you and make sure you’re never hurt.”

“Well, good. At least we’re both toxic and get mad at each other just because the other got hurt.”

She made me laugh some more. “I don’t think it’s toxic. It’s a very sort of innocent anger. I wouldn’t call somebody abusive or toxic or violent or whatever just because they want to punch something after seeing something really cute.”

Guide pouted a little before climbing up onto the bed and cuddling up against my side, placing herself between my good arm and my chest. She then draped her arm over my chest and looked up at me. “In the future, never go into any situation thinking you already know exactly how it’s going to go. You should always expect new dangers. Getting overconfident will get you killed.”

“Yeah, I will. And hey, you just gave me good advice that you never gave me in the game before. Good job.”

Guide smiled and playfully flicked my chin. “You shouldn’t be praising me. I’m a selfish girl who gets mad at the boy she likes because he got hurt by no fault of his own.”

“That just makes you even cuter as far as I’m concerned.”

“You really do spoil us.” Guide looked over at my injured arm, which received some proper bandaging upon returning home, and asked, “How does it feel? Does it still hurt?”

“A little bit. But it was already visibly starting to heal by the time we made it back, so I think I’ll be fine. More importantly, we’re missing something.”

“Ah, you’re right.”

The two of us looked over at Ninja who was still sitting on the floor. Except, rather than look sad and guilty like before, she looked fidgety and jealous.

“Why aren’t you up here with us?” Guide asked her.

“A-ah, well, Lord Player… is injured, and the bed is not that large. I do not want to risk accidentally hurting him by joining him at his other side.”

“Hmm… I can see your concern. Alright, you can take my spot.”

“But then… where would you go, Lady Guide? I do not wish to deprive you of being with him!”

“To an even better place than at his side, obviously.”

Guide climbed over me and left my side to instead place herself between my legs, resting her head right on top of my crotch. “See? The pillow here might be a little… harder and like to bounce my head sometimes, but it’s still a top-quality pillow. In fact, I would undeniably claim that it is the highest-quality pillow in this whole world.”

“Hoh… I see. But, if… if I may be so bold as to disagree with you… I believe his stomach makes a better pillow. It is soft, and it allows me to better feel his breathing to know that my lord yet lives, and… his stomach makes cute noises sometimes…” Ninja looked like she was embarrassing herself by talking about my stomach seeing as how she got more and more flustered during it.

And it was just as embarrassing to me, too.

“Disagreement is good in this case,” Guide said, “nodding” her head by rubbing it back and forth against my crotch. “That means I get to selfishly keep this pillow to myself while his stomach is all yours, so it’s a win-win.”

“I see! You are always so wise, Lady Guide.”

“Right?”

While I might have been apprehensive about accepting Ninja’s praise, Guide was more than happy to accept any and all compliments thrown at her.

And while Ninja climbed up onto the bed and cuddled up against my side, resting her head on top of my abdomen, Guide was also happy to take advantage of the fact that I was resting in bed, because it didn’t take long for one of her hands to slide up to my pant leg and start to stroke the length that was sticking down through it. “What a poor hero… unable to tend to his own needs because of how heavily injured his arm is.”

“You know I can still move it fine, and have a perfectly functioning arm, right?” I asked.

“What a shame… both of his arms have been lost in a horrible accident, meaning that he can no longer satisfy his perverse urges with his own hands.”

“You’ve gone from being upset that I got bit in one arm to fantasizing about me losing both of my arms.”

“Ah… such a horrible tragedy… but worry not, Player. I will be more than happy to help you relieve yourself during these trying times!”

Continuing to completely ignore my attempts at playing the straight man, Guide placed a kiss against my bulge and then undid my zipper.

Ninja, meanwhile, found one of her hands reaching down toward my length as well, and it was obvious where things were going.

Not that I could complain about that.

Surely enough, after a few hours of being drained by Guide and Ninja, the two girls ended up feeling like they were bloated again because of how much they opted for swallowing. It was pretty masochistic and… strange of them to swallow so much of my cum that they would do it until they literally felt borderline sick from it, but there was also something extremely hot about them going to that length for me.

It was like it was their favorite drink and they just couldn’t get enough of it, even if they knew they were going to suffer later because of it.

And now that it was getting dark out and actually a bit chilly, the three of us cuddled together under the blankets. Guide ended up taking a position on my chest, lying directly on top of me and unfortunately depriving Ninja from using my stomach as a pillow, and Ninja stayed against my side and chose to use my shoulder as her pillow.

“Player,” Guide said, her voice soft and low.

“Yeah?” I replied.

“You need to let us do this more often without you getting hurt first.”

“Or I could get hurt even more so that I’m forced by you to rest in bed more often.”

Guide glared at me, slid farther up my chest, and then brought her lips against my neck. She then followed up with a soft kiss… before biting down, hard.

It was embarrassing, but I couldn’t resist letting out a pained, and pleasured, moan from her bite.

It hurt.

Sure, it didn’t hurt as much as having a zombie biting my arm and tearing a chunk of it away, but it still hurt… and it hurt in a way that I didn’t try to stop.

After about twenty seconds of biting my neck, she had me blushing and panting, and I didn’t want it to end.

But it did after another ten seconds or so.

“There. You’ve been hurt,” Guide said. “Now you’re forced to rest in bed even more. And now those bastards will know that we are the only ones allowed to bite you when they see the mark that I left on your neck.”

As for Ninja, Guide noticed that she was watching the bite with pretty strong interest in her eyes.

“Do you want a mark as well?” Guide asked her, bringing out her sultry voice as she looked Ninja directly in the eyes.

Ninja’s ears twitched and her tail began to wag underneath the blanket. There was also the fact that her face reddened up pretty rapidly as she thought about it. “I… I have never been… assaulted in such a way. But… watching how much Lord Player enjoyed it… made me… curious.”

“Guide,” I said, “I think it’s time for more hot gay things.”

“I agree completely, Player,” Guide replied before sliding a bit over onto Ninja, pinning her down against me, and then biting into her neck.

Ninja’s eyes shot open wide as her tail furiously wagged underneath the blanket at that point. She tried to hold back her noises, but her erotic moans and gasps were forced out before long.

Now, as cool and as hot as Guide was… and as happy as I was to be submissive to her every now and then, I also felt the urge to sort of… put her in her place. Or maybe I just wanted to reassert that she wasn’t the only one who could be cool and hot. Sure, she got to be those most of the time, but I could do it, too.

Guide pulled her mouth away from Ninja’s neck and said, “There. Now you’re both marked as my⁠—”

I reached my good arm up to grab Guide by her neck, causing her eyes to shoot open in surprise just like Ninja’s did, and pulled her close enough to bite onto her neck.

One side of Guide’s neck had my hand partially wrapped around it to keep her in place while my teeth sunk into the other side of her neck. Her hands reached up to my chest and tightly gripped onto my shirt as she squirmed and moaned, but she did nothing to stop the bite just as neither me nor Ninja did.

So I bit harder.

And then she forced me to stop by pushing herself away from me.

Her face was pure red and she looked like she was about to cry a little, but she was also smiling and looked happy despite the pain. “Geez, Player… a girl’s neck is sensitive. You can’t bite that hard.”

I tried being cool and hot myself, but ended up messing it up. “Ah… sorry. I’ve uh… never done something like that before, so⁠—”

“Thank you.” Guide brought her face down to my own and placed her lips against mine for a kiss. “It felt great, and now you know how hard is too hard, so you’ll get to bite me even more in the future without me having to stop it.”

“Even when I try to be cool, you still end up being the coolest.”

Guide showed me a smug little smile before kissing me again. “The coolest guys are the ones who can make mistakes, acknowledge them, and learn from them. Whether it comes to being bitten because of overconfidence, or trying to bite somebody else, mistakes are alright as long as you learn from them.” She then turned her head and pointed at the other side of her neck. “And what better way to learn than to get more practice?”

Yep.

I was never going to be cooler than Guide.


Chapter Nine




Ninja and I went outside once morning came around so that we could get some training done—or rather, so that she could train me. She was clearly experienced with fighting while my only experience with fighting came from video games, so I wanted her to teach me as much as she could so that I would better be able to protect us in the future.

So there we stood, facing each other out in the yard in front of the house, with hickeys all over our necks thanks to Guide.

Guide and Mimic were also present just to watch us, and the former was sitting on the latter with one leg crossed over the other. I wasn’t sure that Mimic would be fine with being sat on… but Mimic was perfectly happy to accept Guide sitting on it.

Admittedly, I wondered what it would be like if Guide sat on me.

She must have been turning me into a masochist.

“Are you sure that you are alright, Lord Player?” Ninja asked, bringing my attention back to her as she looked at the arm that got injured yesterday.

When I looked down at my arm, it was all better. There was a bit of scarring and the skin hadn’t finished fully growing back, but the wound itself was basically gone.

Accelerated healing was nice.

“Yeah,” I said, drawing my [Wooden Broadsword]. I figured that since she had what looked like a katana, it would probably make sense for me to train with a sword, too. “So, what now? I’ve never really done anything like this before.”

Ninja nodded and said, “First, you may put your sword away. We do not need it yet.”

“O-oh.” I felt a bit embarrassed for getting ahead of myself, but I put the sword away. “Alright.”

With another nod, Ninja sat down on the grass and crossed her legs with one hand resting on each knee. “Do as I do, Lord Player.”

With a nod of my own, I sat down in front of her just like she did. “Are we going to meditate or something?”

“It is a practice not dissimilar to meditation. Rather than clear your mind, you will master your breathing.”

“They say that it takes ten thousand hours to become a master of something. I’m pretty sure I’ve clocked more hours in than that.”

I just meant it as a joke, but Ninja took it seriously and replied with, “A child will have as many hours thinking, but a master of thought, it does not make. Intentional effort in pursuit of mastery is what matters.”

While she might have taken my joke seriously, I still felt like I actually learned a bit from that. I never really thought of that before. Just because a kid might spend thousands of hours running around playing wouldn’t make them as good as somebody who deliberately trains for a track team. “Makes sense. So, what good is mastery over breathing?”

“Breathing is of utmost importance. Have you ever been in an unexpected situation where you panicked?”

“Of course.”

“Can you explain what your breathing was like during it?”

“Panicked. Erratic. Uh… short and shallow breaths.”

“Would you say that you were in control of your breathing during those times?”

“No. At least, not until I was able to force myself to calm down and take a deep… oh. I see where this is going.”

Ninja offered a slight smile before saying, “Yes, Lord Player. To regain control of the situation, you first regained control of your breathing. We were taught that one’s breathing is representative of their mental state. To have control over your breathing is to have control over your mind. Should your breathing calm, it will encourage your mind to calm, and vise-versa. Should your mind panic, it will encourage your breathing to follow suit, and vise-versa. One begets the other. Those who panic may struggle to breathe, and that struggle to breathe will make them panic even more, which will then make their breathing even more erratic. The same applies to staying calm.”

“So, it’s like a feedback loop. Even if your mind is worried and panicking, you can’t let your breathing go out of control, because that will just make everything worse. But if you can keep control of your breathing, it calms your brain down, which makes it easier for your breathing to stay calm.”

“Hoh, precisely, Lord Player! You are a faster learner.”

“I appreciate the praise, but all I’m doing is listening to you. If anything, you’re a good teacher.”

Ninja’s cheeks took on a light shade of red as an almost smug, proud smile curled her lips. “I am honored to hear such words from my lord. Now, in order to master your breathing, you must first memorize everything there is to know about it. You know how to breathe, but do you know what it feels like? It is automatic and something that requires no thought most of the time. It is also automatic when it runs out of control. That is why it is important to know how to manually control it. Close your eyes and breathe. Pay attention to how it feels. Feel your lungs as they expand with air, and feel them deflate as you breathe out.”

I spent too much time on the internet. The first thing that came to mind after listening to her were those memes that said things like, “You’re now manually breathing. You’re now aware of your tongue. You have to manually blink,” and so on.

But regardless of whatever stupid memes I thought of, I followed Ninja’s orders and closed my eyes to focus on breathing.

In.

Out.

In.

Out.

The more I breathed, the more I realized just how quiet Ninja’s breathing was. I wasn’t a loud breather or anything, just… normal. Guide was, too. We both made a normal amount of noise when breathing, which was basically on the silent side of things unless one was paying close attention.

But no matter how closely I tried to listen for Ninja’s breathing, there was nothing. She was totally silent.

When I peeked an eye open, she didn’t even look like she was breathing. She was as still as she was silent. It was impossible to tell just from looking at her that she was even alive.

“Eyes closed, Lord Player,” Ninja said.

I shut my peeking eye as soon as she said that. “How could you even tell?”

“I did the same during my first lesson, and I was told what I told you.”

“So… you guessed purely based on the fact that you did it, too?”

“Yes.”

“You’re really cute, Ninja.”

I heard it.

I heard her breathe.

“Now—now is not the time for that,” Ninja said. “Please, focus on your breathing, and that does not include teasing me.”

I really wanted to tease her even more, but I resisted and went back to focusing on my breathing.

After regaining control of her breathing, Ninja said, “Next, Lord Player, focus on…”

As it would turn out, there were a lot of different things I could focus on while breathing.

A couple of hours later and I couldn’t exactly say that I felt like I had any more mastery over my breathing than before. I became pretty intimate with how it felt when manually breathing, though.

And once I could finally open my eyes again, I looked around and caught a glimpse of Guide and Mimic in the yard on the other side of the house playing fetch with some wood so that they wouldn’t disturb us.

Mimic was, apparently, pretty doglike since it happily chased after the wood that Guide kept on throwing for it.

Ninja saw the game of fetch, too. And when she saw Guide throw the wood… Ninja’s ears perked up and her tail wagged as she tracked it with her eyes.

Mimic wasn’t the only doglike one around. Though, at least Ninja had the excuse of being part canine when going by her appearance.

Regardless, Ninja cleared her throat and drew her blade as she forced her attention away from the stick and onto me. “Normally, you would spend a year mastering your breathing before you are even allowed to handle a weapon. But I know we cannot afford that time, so I will do my best to teach you what I can with what time we have.”

“I’ll make sure to practice breathing whenever I’m not doing anything else,” I said.

“Good. Now then, pay attention to how I breathe as I swing.”

Ninja, holding her blade with both of her hands, swung her sword with extreme speed that I almost wasn’t even able to see.

But while I might have been able to at least catch a glimpse of the swing, I didn’t see anything as far as her breathing went.

“Did you see that, Lord Player?” Ninja asked.

“I didn’t,” I answered. “I think you might be such a master at breathing that I can’t even see you do it.”

“Hmm. I will try again, but I will exaggerate my movements so that your eyes may follow.”

Ninja then returned her blade to its starting position, holding it at her side while pointing it up, and took in a deep breath. This time, she used her mouth to breathe, which made it more clear what she was doing when. I hadn’t even realized it before, but she was breathing with her nose that entire time.

Then, when it was time to swing her blade, she exhaled while she swung before breathing back in as she returned the sword to its starting position once again.

“I guess I should be breathing with my nose, shouldn’t I?” I asked.

“Oh… were you not doing that?” Ninja asked.

“I was breathing like a filthy mouth breather that whole time we were sitting.”

“A-ah… perhaps I should have opened my eyes at one point to confirm you were doing it properly. Forgive me, Lord Player. I have failed as⁠—”

“You didn’t fail, you’re still a great teacher. It’s just your first time. Mistakes are natural.”

“Thank you for forgiving such a mistake. I will do my best to not allow another.”

“So, is breathing through the nose really that important?”

“Yes. You should only need your mouth to breathe when there is something preventing you from doing so with your nose, such as illness. Considering how important breathing is to combat, any indicator of your breaths is a sign for your opponent to read. When you inhale on the defense and exhale on the offense, if you breathe with your mouth, you are telling your opponent exactly what you are doing. The greatest masters may be able to tell even when somebody is breathing through their nose, but most never will.”

“Got it. So, when I want to do that special move you do, I should breathe out through my nose as I swing my blade?”

Ninja nodded. “Expel your breath as you strike.”

“Does it really matter? I mean, what if somebody wants to breathe in while on the attack and breathe out while on the defense?”

Ninja’s eyes widened a bit and her ears twitched. She looked like she was thinking about it for a few seconds before saying, “I… do not know. We were never taught that. I remember being told to follow orders and not to question them. That is what I have always done. The outcome of our training was supposed to be all the explanation we needed.”

“You… really should learn to question authority.”

“I would claim that it is my duty to serve without question, but I suspect you would scold me if I claimed that.”

“You’ve got it. Anyways, so, as long as it’s the first attack, if I properly breathe out as I swing my sword, I can do what you did?”

“With enough practice, yes.”

I nodded before turning away and trying it out myself.

I closed my eyes, focused on my breathing, waited until I could perfectly line up my movements with my breath… and then swung my sword while breathing out through my nose!

And it was just… a normal swing. There was nothing special about it.

“Is this one of those times where somebody enters a training arc of doing the same thing thousands of times until they perfect it?” I asked.

“I know not of what you reference,” Ninja replied, “but I have spotted another problem.”

“And what’s that?”

“Your form. I am sorry, my lord, but your form is comparable to a newborn’s stupor.”

“I’d feel offended, but you’re probably right. It’s not like this world requires me to expertly swing weapons around. As far as I could tell from testing, it doesn’t matter whether I swing like an amateur with barely any effort or swing while trying to do it properly and full of effort. As long as I put in enough force and have the intent to cause harm, it works, and the damage is the same.”

“This world does behave rather strangely. However, I believe it would still be best for you to learn proper techniques. Even should the swing of a novice result in the same damage as the swing of a master, we should not expect our foes to forever remain so simple. Your current skill is enough for the enemies we have faced thus far, but what if you were to face an enemy of my skill or greater?”

“That’s a good question.” I checked my health and then hers. “We both have full health, so why don’t we try it out? Wait… is it even possible for us to hurt each other? Actually… is it even possible for me to hurt myself?”

I looked down at my leg and smacked my sword into it with more than enough strength to hurt a slime. It hurt me, too, but it didn’t do any damage like it would have to a slime.

“Alright,” I said with a nod. “Ninja, hit me.”

“My—my lord?!” Ninja replied. “But—I couldn’t! I could never raise a hand against you!”

“It’s for my own good. Besides, how are we going to spar and see how I do against you if you’re not willing to even try attacking me?”

“But—I⁠—”

A whistle from the side interrupted us. Surely enough, it came from Guide who was suddenly wearing a smug smile on her face. “Well, Player. I didn’t know you were such a masochist. You should have let me known while we were still in bed.”

It was so easy for her to fluster me with her words. “Now you know for the next time,” I replied, even though I wouldn’t exactly call myself a masochist. I just wanted to try and give a smooth line in response… but, given the look that Guide returned when I said that, I felt like she was going to hold me to that response. I had to return my attention to Ninja before I got too distracted thinking about being in bed with her and Guide some more. “Hit me. Just hit my arm with the intent to hurt me.”

Ninja’s ears flattened against the top of her head. “Are… are you sure?”

“I am.”

Ninja sighed before turning her blade around so that the back of it was facing outward. Probably a good idea so that she didn’t slice my arm off. Following that, she hesitantly walked up to me, making me think of a creaky robot struggling to move its limbs with the way that she walked, before slowly raising her blade up in the air⁠—

“Who’s a good girl?” Guide asked.

Ninja’s ears shot straight up as she swung her blade down while turning her head to look at Guide. “Is—is it me?!” Her ears twitched again as she realized what she just did, turning her head to look down at my arm before pulling her blade away. “Lord—Lord Player! I’m sorry!”

I waved my arm to try and wave the pain away. “Don’t worry about it. You did exactly what I wanted you to do. Besides,” I checked out my health again, “I didn’t take any damage from that. At least, not the kind of damage that would kill me.” My arm still hurt, though. “Can you hold out your arm for me? I want to test if I can hurt you or not.”

Ninja was quick to nod her head and pull back one of her sleeves. “Please, my lord, punish me for striking you so severely!”

Guide chuckled off to the side. “Player is a masochist and Ninja is into punishment play. I see.”

When I looked over at her, she looked like she was taking notes in her book. “You know you’re supposed to use that book for important information,” I said.

“Then it’s a good thing I just wrote down the most important information yet.”

Once again, she had me in a position where I had no idea how to respond, so I returned my attention to Ninja and raised my sword. Since it was only made out of wood, I wasn’t worried about dealing much damage if I even could, so I swung it the minimum amount I would need to in order to normally deal damage.

No damage number popped up, and her health remained full, so I didn’t deal any damage damage.

But… she didn’t even react to me hitting her. Did I hurt her at all?

“How did that feel?” I asked. “Did it hurt?”

Ninja shook her head. “I felt it, but it was but a tickle compared to the beatings I recall from poor performance.”

“Ninja… the more I learn about you, the more I just want to wrap you up in blankets and spoil you for the rest of your life.”

Ninja’s tail wagged when she heard that. “But—but I do not deserve such treatment. Especially not after harming you so!”

“Too bad. Now then, let’s have a practice fight. I want to see how I actually do against you.”

“Are… you sure, my lord?”

“I am.”

Ninja sighed but nodded right after. “Very well. Is it alright if I only tap you with my blade rather than strike you with the intent to harm you?”

“That would probably be for my body’s best. But as long as you don’t use the sharp side of your sword, I should be fine.”

“Hey, Mimic,” Guide said. “Want to place bets on who you think will win?”

Mimic pointed its tongue at me.

“Oh, good. I was hoping you would bet on him since I’m betting on Ninja.”

“You sound confident about your choice,” I said.

“As much as I like and respect and admire and want to spend the rest of my life with you,” Guide said, sounding annoyed that she couldn’t just say that she loved me, “I think we can both see that Ninja has more experience in real combat.”

“Don’t worry, I understand. I’d bet on her, too.” I looked at Mimic. “But thanks for believing in me anyways.” With that, I returned my attention to Ninja. “Ready?”

Ninja replied with a nod. “I am, my lord.”

“Good. Then let’s star⁠—”

Ninja disappeared.

The next thing I knew, I felt the back side of her blade pressed against the side of my neck from behind.

Mimic pointed its tongue at Ninja to change its bet after seeing that.


Chapter Ten




I got my ass kicked.

No, just saying that I got my ass kicked was probably an insult to what actually happened.

Ninja destroyed me.

The good news was that I no longer felt even the slightest bit of worry over bringing her on expeditions with me. She was blatantly more than capable of protecting herself.

The bad news was that I realized just how weak and inexperienced I was. She was… genuinely incredible. No matter what I did, I wasn’t able to land a single hit on her. I didn’t even get close to hitting her. Not even once. It was like she knew my every move before I even knew it, masterfully evading all of my swings while countering with her own taps against my body.

Had she actually been swinging the sharp edge of her blade at me, then with how many times she hit me, I would have been sliced into hundreds of tiny little chunks by the end of the battle. Instead, the only damage I took was to my ego.

But I was happy that I did it even if it meant learning just how bad I was. Now that I knew just how far I had to go still, since it was my first time ever fighting another person like that, I felt inspired—motivated to learn and grow. I couldn’t imagine myself ever becoming as incredible as her, but I wanted to do my best to catch up.

Guide, however, insisted that we go back inside so that she could make sure I was alright after that sparring session.

And her method of making sure that I was alright included kissing every single spot on my body where Ninja tapped me with her sword.

And then she started kissing the parts where Ninja didn’t tap, too.

Once that was over with, though, it was time to go back out and gather more resources. The day couldn’t be spent only lounging in bed and getting put in my place by Ninja. We still had resources to gather, and I wanted revenge on some of those zombies.

So, me, Ninja, and Mimic went back to the usual cave. Instead of going down through the cave’s natural opening, though, I had us climb up onto the hill to look around. I probably should have done that sooner since it offered a pretty good vantage point of the surrounding area. Though, I still couldn’t see much due to the surrounding trees that were taller than the top of the hill… but I did see what I figured I would find.

In the distance, on the other side of the hill—I could barely make out the bottom of it due to some trees blocking the view, but I saw what looked like the bottom of a small, white shack.

The kind of white shack that featured a secret elevator to take people down into the lab mini dungeon.

Taking that directly down would be better than going through the cave system again. We’d also arrive at the official start of the dungeon instead of the back of it, and the starting points were typically designed to offer a bit more safety.

But with the changes being made that weren’t in the original game nor added from any mods, like those vents… I had no idea if that would still be true or not.

It was still a good option, though. The elevator not only provided easy access directly to the lab, but it provided an easy and quick escape from the lab. If any of us got seriously injured, we wouldn’t have to climb back through the cave to get to the surface.

So, we went to the “shed.”

We started to, anyways.

As soon as we got close enough to see more details of the shack, I pulled Ninja behind a tree to block us from its sight.

“My—my lord?” Ninja asked, her ears twitching and her cheeks reddening as I held her against me by my arm around her waist.

“I forgot about a modded feature,” I said. Thankfully, Mimic got the idea and hid behind the tree with us.

I peeked around the tree and saw a sight that was both incredible and scary.

Automated turrets.

“See those two things sticking up from the ground in front of that building?” I asked, letting Ninja peek around the tree with me.

“I believe so,” Ninja answered. “Those constructions with the barrels?”

“Yeah. Those are automated turrets. They’ll shoot at anything that gets close to them. They didn’t exist in the vanilla game, but they got added via mods as an early base defense that could be stolen. If I can get them intact… that’ll be great for us, because they’re pretty overpowered for how early they can be acquired. The first vanilla automated base defense building is supposed to be a magical sapling that shoots acorns at enemies. That normally wouldn’t be available until after another few bosses unless you skip normal progression. But these turrets—you can easily find them way sooner than that. They might not deal as much damage despite shooting bullets instead of acorns, but they’re still great to have. If I can get them… they’ll kill anything that spawns around our house pretty easily.”

“Hoh… I see! And how do you acquire them?”

“By getting in close and breaking them with a pickaxe. If you hit them with regular weapons, they’ll just get destroyed. But if you break them with a pickaxe, then they become dropped items you can pick up and place wherever you want. And once you place them down yourself, they become friendly and won’t shoot you.”

“I see.”

“The problem is that while they don’t fire that rapidly, they deal a decent amount of damage and have good range on them. If I just run up there… with the world on the hardest difficulty… I’d probably die in just a few shots.”

I looked down at Mimic.

I didn’t want to put Mimic in harm’s way, but Mimic had high defense and far, far more health than me. It should easily be able to sit in front of them and tank damage for a while. I’d feel a bit bad about it, but it was the best solution.

“Mimic, I need you to tank those turrets for me,” I said. “Don’t attack them. You’re able to destroy them with how much damage you do. Just distract them for me. Can you do that?”

Mimic nodded its body before hopping out from behind the tree. It then hopped closer and closer until we were able to hear a warning beep from the turrets that signaled Mimic being in range.

A second later and two gunshots rang out. Then we heard the sound of bullets crashing into Mimic’s body.

Checking on Mimic’s health, it did take damage, but not enough to worry about. It’d probably have to sit in front of the turrets for a couple minutes to get killed.

And I had no intention of letting it take that long.

“Stay here,” I told Ninja and unwrapped my arm from her.

Ninja looked hesitant to follow my request, but she didn’t fight it.

With that, I switched to my [Slimy Pickaxe] and charged out from the tree while making sure to go wide around Mimic.

The turrets were spaced with one near the front of the shack and the other behind it. There was no clear approach that broke line of sight from both of them, but I was able to break the line of sight from the one in the front by approaching the back of the shack.

But as soon as I got closer to the shack than Mimic was, the rear turret beeped again and turned to face me, aiming its barrel directly at me in an instant.

Fortunately, we were in a forest.

Forests had trees.

Trees made good cover.

I jumped behind the nearest tree to break sight from it, prompting the turret to look at Mimic again and fire another shot.

That was only the second time I ever had a gun pointed at me. I thought it would have been scarier, but it turned out to be nothing compared to the first time it happened.

Thanks, dad.

I took a deep breath.

If I waited until it fired at Mimic again, then I’d have enough time to get behind another tree closer to it. I could time my movement to only run when it was reloading. Sure, I could probably take one or two shots from it without dying, but I didn’t want to get shot. I was pretty sure that, even if I would have enough health to survive that, getting shot would still do more damage to me than it would do to Mimic.

Nothing really seemed to hurt Mimic. After all, Mimic got stuck inside of a boss’s mouth and acted like it was no big deal whatsoever before. Even now, when I looked over at it, it was just… happily sitting there trying to catch the incoming bullets with its tongue.

Another shot.

I ran out from cover, earning the turret’s aim, and dove behind the next tree.

If I remembered correctly, it would take about three swings from my pickaxe to break the turret. It would definitely be able to get off a shot within that time, but I was pretty sure I’d be close enough that I could practically hug the base of the turret so that I’d be too close for the barrel to aim at me.

Another shot. Another move.

There weren’t any more trees between me and the turret, and Mimic’s health dropped by about fifteen percent.

Another shot.

I jumped out from cover and charged toward the turret as quickly as I could. It tracked me with perfect precision… but it wasn’t able to fire again before I was close enough to dive and slide underneath its barrel just as it fired.

At that point, I was technically in the turret’s line of sight even though it couldn’t aim at me, so all it could do was desperately swivel around to try and aim its barrel at me. And it was too dumb to aim at Mimic as it was only capable of aiming at the nearest target.

“I win,” I told the turret before swinging my pickaxe into its metallic base.

One.

Two.

Three….

Four.

It took four hits in total, but the fourth hit was enough to break the turret and cause it to convert into an item that immediately got sucked into my inventory.

//[Security Turret] added to inventory!

“Gotta love video game physics,” I said before standing up and walking around to corner of the shack. The other turret aimed at my head as soon as I peeked around the corner to look at it, and I realized how close I was to getting headshot when it immediately fired at Mimic after I pulled my head back behind cover.

I waited until after it fired its next shot before going for it.

And as soon as it fired, I went for it.

//[Security Turret] added to inventory!

“Alright!” I shouted to Mimic and Ninja. “It’s safe! You can come up here.”

Mimic and Ninja practically raced to see who could reach me first.

Ninja won.

But while Ninja might have won, I made sure to give Mimic some attention by crouching down and petting it while checking it out for any injuries. As far as I could tell, there weren’t any.

“Good job,” I praised. “You’re the best living chest that a man could ever ask for.”

Mimic slipped its tongue out from its body to lap at my face.

Then it dropped something in my hand.

A bunch of bullets.

I knew there was no way for Mimic to have caught them all, so… I had to guess that some penetrated Mimic, but Mimic’s body healed, and it was able to collect the bullets from the inside of its body?

I wasn’t sure how the biology of a mimic worked, but I had to admit that it got me curious.

“So… that is a ‘gun,’” Ninja said. “What interesting technology. Though, I must admit… it is rather deafening to hear.”

“You’ve probably got pretty sensitive hearing, don’t you?” I asked.

Ninja nodded.

I gave the bullets back to Mimic so that it could do whatever it wanted with them before standing up and petting Ninja’s ears. “Sorry that you had to listen to all that.”

“It—it is nothing, my lord.” Ninja might have said that, but the wagging of her tail made it pretty clear she was happy for my words and petting.

“Is it too loud to deal with? Because I was thinking of putting them down in the elevator. That way, they can open fire on any zombies that might be waiting for us down there as soon as the door opens. But if it’s too loud, we⁠—”

Ninja shook her head. “Please, do not worry about me.”

“That’s impossible.”

“The sound may be painful to hear, but it is nothing I cannot handle. And I will not grow used to it unless I am forced to be around it.”

“Well, you’re not wrong… plus there are only going to be even louder enemies, machines, and weapons later, but are you sure?”

Ninja nodded. “I am. Please, do not hold back. It is only a minor discomfort.”

“Alright. Then let’s get down there.”

Following a nod from Ninja, we walked up to the front of the white, abandoned shack.

It looked extremely suspicious since it was clearly made out of some modern material and was standing alone in the middle of a forest, not to mention the turrets, but the important part was that the entrance to it was broken open. The doors looked like something burst through them from inside while leaving bloody stains in the interior.

But there was something else that I noticed.

In the original game, the shack had a symbol on the side that referenced a certain corporation known for creating zombies in another video game series. But now, the symbol was different. It wasn’t a picture of an umbrella like before. Instead, it was some black symbol with a design totally foreign to me.

Why would that change? No mods changed it, so any change to it must have been from Dungeon Master, right?

I wasn’t sure.

But I did know that the inside of the elevator looked the same. It was a simple, square platform that only had one wall actually connected to it with a red button and blood stains. Aside from that, there was a flickering light on the wall with a broken screen underneath it. All of that was normal.

The screen still displaying an image, and that image being the foreign symbol, was not normal.

Regardless, we went inside and got on the platform. Before pressing the button, I made sure to place each of my new turrets down on it so that they could protect us as soon as we reached the bottom.

It would be annoying to have to break them and move them over and over again as we progressed, but I wasn’t going to not use turrets with infinite ammo to my advantage when fighting zombies that wanted to kill us.

“Ready?” I asked.

Ninja and Mimic both nodded.

“I am in your care, Lord Player,” Ninja said.

“Right. Let’s just hope the elevator doesn’t break on us,” I said before pressing the button.

There was a pretty loud clanking sound when I pressed the button, followed by some mechanical whirring, but the elevator did properly begin to descend at a safe pace a moment later.

However, while the elevator might have worked when it was supposed to, the screen that was supposed to be broken switched from displaying an unknown logo to displaying a video that looked like security camera footage… with a date in the bottom corner from over thirty years ago.

And in that footage was a scene of a robed and masked figure standing perfectly still in the middle of an empty room.


Chapter Eleven




A segment of the wall in the video opened up to reveal that it was a door. On the other side of it, two soldiers wielding rifles aimed at the figure in the center of the room before somebody who looked like a stereotypical scientist in a lab coat and everything stepped inside.

The wall closed behind them.

“How are we feeling today, Nine?” the scientist asked, sounding awfully upbeat for somebody who was alone in the room with somebody who needed armed soldiers aiming guns at them just a moment before.

The robed figure, who I could only assume was the Nine he was talking to, didn’t say anything back.

“Even more talkative than usual today, are you?”

Still no response.

The scientist sighed and said, “Why can’t you be as talkative as the entity in the Chinese branch? Even Seventeen in the Canadian branch opens her mouth every now and then. But you⁠—”

“Do you think you are in control?” the robed figure suddenly asked, causing the scientist to actually step back for a moment.

Once the scientist regained his composure, he said, “It’s nice to finally hear your voice. Maybe we can learn a little more about each other now.”

“You consider yourself a man of science, but what do you know of the way of this world?”

“Not as much as you, probably. That’s why I’d love to have a proper conversation with you. After all, what we learned about you is that you love to create things. You’re a bit of a scientist yourself, aren’t you? And your creations defy logic. So why don’t you teach me about how this world works?”

“Then as the thrice great, allow me to educate you.”

“The thrice great? I’ve only ever heard that in relation to Hermes⁠—”

The scientist went silent as the robed figure slowly raised their hand.

A second later and the scientist dropped to his knees, blood pouring out from his mouth, eyes, ears, nose—it was like a waterfall of blood pouring out from every possible orifice.

Part of the wall near the ceiling opened up to reveal vents which colored gas escaped through, but it wasn’t enough.

The robed figure rose another hand. With each hand, they drew patterns in the air, each one transforming the scientist’s body in a grotesque way. His legs and arms grew to multiple times the size of his body, his facial features grew twisted, his hair fell out…

He almost grew an appearance similar to the Zombie Goliath boss from the game, but he looked far more intimidating and a lot fleshier still rather than green and rotting like a zombie.

Another part of the wall slid open to reveal nozzles that sprayed flames into the room.

Both the robed figure and the mutated scientist were caught on fire, but the figure didn’t seem to care at all. The scientist, however, let out a deep, pained yell that sounded more like the shout of a monster than a man before breaking through the part of the wall that he first came through despite it being closed.

We watched as the two soldiers outside of the room were ripped to shreds in an instant by the berserk scientist.

The one who started it—Nine, looked directly up into the camera before the video ended.

That symbol from before returned to the screen, and I recognized it as the symbol that was on the scientist’s lab coat.

“What… was that?” Ninja asked me.

“I’ve only got a theory,” I replied. “But I think that video showed another of the entities behind all of this. And that might have been a look at the organization Dungeon Master briefly mentioned before. And the symbols on the wall and screen are that organization’s. But if they’re here… then maybe this dungeon isn’t just like the one from the game.”

“Lord Player?”

“Maybe part of this lab is actually from that organization. I didn’t really think about it before since I was focused on not dying, but that cafeteria room we were in the last time we were here? I don’t remember any room layouts like that existing in the original game. And it looked… I don’t know. Real. It didn’t just look like a set piece in a dungeon. It looked too normal for that when you forget about all the blood and destruction and zombies that were in there. But that hallway and cave-connected entrance, and the shack, turrets, and elevator—all of these are from the game. So, what if the lab is a hybrid of the one from the game and one from the real world? I’m not sure, and I could just be looking way too far into it, but that’s my theory. That also explains the vents. A real underground lab is going to have vents in the hallways. A video game one isn’t. That hall overlapped one from the game with one from real life… I think.”

“Hoh… to figure all of that out in such a short time. You continue to impress me, my lord.”

“Like I said, just a theory, and I could be completely wrong here. That video might not have even been real, though I have a feeling that it was.”

Before anything else could be said, we reached the bottom of the elevator shaft, and the wall in front of us automatically opened up to reveal what looked like a reception lobby with a few zombie-type enemies already standing around inside of it.

The turrets I placed immediately opened fire on the nearest zombie, killing it with the first volley of shots.

Before the second zombie could reach us, they fired again and killed it.

With that, the first room was clear.

“Useful, right?” I asked.

Ninja rubbed her ears but nodded her head. “Very useful, my lord. But… very loud.”

To be fair, they were way louder than before seeing as how they were not only firing right next to us, but we were in an enclosed space. That only made it even louder. If it was painful even for me to hear that, then it was obviously going to be even more painful for her with her extra sensitive hearing.

Listening to the sound effect of a gun firing in a game was no big deal. But since we were in a world that combined game logic with real logic, the turrets sounded as genuinely loud as regular guns.

I was going to pick up and move the turrets with us from room to room, but, instead, I stepped out from the elevator without taking them with me. “Let’s leave the turrets here just to cover us in case we need to hurry back for some reason.”

“But would it not be wiser to bring them with us?” Ninja asked.

“Not at the risk of damaging our hearing. Besides, if our ears are constantly ringing in pain from listening to guns firing right next to us, how are we going to hear any enemies trying to sneak up on us?”

“Hoh… smart thinking, my lord. Very well. Leaving them here to cover our escape would be for the better.”

Following a nod, I looked around the room just to see if there was anything that might be a trap. There were a couple of vents that made me suspicious, so we’d need to be careful when going by them.

“Lord Player,” Ninja spoke up. “Would you please allow me to go first? In the event of an ambush like before, I would rather be the one at risk.”

I still wasn’t comfortable with the idea of her being the one in the lead and in the most danger, but she was more than capable of kicking my ass, had stronger senses than me, and also had way better reflexes.

It would just be stupid to not let her go first.

“Alright,” I said. “The lead is yours. Just be careful.”

Ninja nodded and went ahead of me with her hand on her sword’s grip ready to draw it at any second.

I had to admit, I immediately felt more at ease with her being in the front. She was just so much more capable and experienced that she was objectively the best option for being in the lead. I felt safe with her there even if it made me feel a bit guilty.

But that also inspired me. It inspired me to get even stronger and better at fighting so that I could be the one to be in the lead and let others feel safe. I wanted to be able to make her feel as safe as she made me feel.

And that feeling became even stronger as she walked by the first vent and paused with a twitch of her ears.

The next second, one of those child-sized zombies burst out through it lunging at Ninja… only to be cut in half before it could even get near her. The two halves of the zombie went around her and fell onto the floor behind her, proving even more that she was the right one to be in the lead.

Guide might have been the coolest when it came to being flirty, but Ninja was the coolest when it came to fighting.

That aside, before we could go through the door at the end of the room, I noticed something on the reception desk.

There were papers.

Files.

Not just files that were there for the sake of making the place look more realistic, but files that actually looked real.

“Hang on,” I said, causing Ninja to stop and turn toward me.

The documents were loose on the desk, but they didn’t count as items to enter my inventory just as those fired bullets from before didn’t. That didn’t stop me from manually picking them up and looking at them, though.

And they had that same symbol that I saw on the shack and screen at the top of them.

I’d have to look through them later, preferably when back at the house. They were pretty densely typed and I wasn’t about to go on a reading binge in the middle of a zombie-infested lab.

But since I couldn’t just place them in my inventory, I looked over at Mimic and asked, “Do you think I could store these in you for now? Can you keep them safe in your body without ruining them or getting them wet?”

Mimic swung open its lid and revealed the best look we got into its body so far.

Inside… was just a mass of writhing flesh, teeth, bone, and eyes.

I kind of regretted looking inside of it.

More importantly, Mimic shifted around part of its interior to create what looked like a dry compartment surrounded with bone. It even had its own little bone lid that could be closed over it.

The inside of Mimic’s body was disgusting, but I appreciated it and placed the files inside of that bony compartment. “Thanks, Mimic.”

Mimic closed the bone lid on its own before closing its regular lid. Then it licked me again.

Now I knew that if I ever found anything I wanted to keep that I couldn’t just store in my actual inventory, I could… let it sit inside of Mimic’s body instead.

“Alright,” I told Ninja. “We can keep going.”

“Very well, my lord,” Ninja replied.

With that, the door automatically opened once she got close enough to it, and we continued exploring the lab.

After coming up with my theory, I couldn’t help but to find more and more evidence to support it. But I wasn’t sure if that was me looking for evidence with subconscious bias in mind to try and confirm it, or if it was legitimate evidence.

Ninja, meanwhile, did basically all of the work. There wasn’t a single enemy capable of getting one up on her. Even when there were a few zombie types with enough health to survive an opening attack from her, they weren’t able to actually hurt her before she could follow up and cut them down.

Eventually, we entered a hallway that was lined with doors. Each door had a nameplate and room number next to it.

“Hold on, Ninja,” I said, stopping by the first door. “Let’s check each of these rooms out. We might find something good in them.”

“Very well,” Ninja replied.

“I’ll take the lead on them. You’re already doing enough. Besides, if I see anything in there waiting to jump out at me, I think I’m fast enough to hide behind the wall.”

Ninja’s ears lowered a bit, but she nodded.

With that, I stepped closer to the door until it automatically opened for me.

And inside was a normal-looking office. Sure, it looked ruined and covered in blood and gore, but it still just looked like a regular office. There was a desk with a computer, file cabinets, a ceiling fan—it was just an office.

I carefully entered the room, making sure to scan every single inch available of it to check for traps or hidden enemies, but there weren’t any. And once I felt safe, I went over to behind the desk to try something out.

Ninja poked her head in from the entrance and said, “Lord Player?”

“Hang on,” I replied. “Even though I doubt it, I still want to try something.”

I got behind the computer and grabbed the wired mouse to give it a shake.

I honestly didn’t expect anything to happen… but the monitor came to life.

“Holy shit,” I couldn’t help but to say. “It’s actually still on—it still works.”

The bad news was that the screen waking up revealed a login screen asking for a password.

And I had no idea what the password was.

I tried “password” and “1234,” but neither of those worked. And if neither of those worked, then I doubted I was going to be able to figure it out from randomly guessing.

That left me with two options.

One, I could leave the computer be in hopes of someday finding out what the password was.

Two, I could try and break the computer with my pickaxe to see if it would turn into an item that I could pick up just like with the turrets.

The only problem was that the turrets were items from the actual game, even if modded. The bullets and files were not, so they didn’t get sucked into my inventory and were treated like normal, real items.

As far as I could remember, the lab wasn’t supposed to have computers like this regardless of whether or not mods were involved. Sure, it had computers, but they were all broken and older looking. If it was the same as the files and fired bullets, then I’d probably just end up breaking it beyond repair.

Hmm…

The file cabinets were new, too. The desk and chair in the room were the same items that could be found in the game, but not the filing cabinet.

In that case, I walked over to it and gave it a few smacks with my pickaxe.

//[Bloody Filing Cabinet] added to inventory!

Huh. Well, it worked.

The cabinet turned into a lootable item once I hit it enough.

So, why did that, but not the files?

Well, that important was less question than the other question: could the computer get looted, too?

Turning my attention toward the computer, I raised my pickaxe and swung it into its tower until it broke.

It was strangely cathartic once I remembered all those times that my operating system updated without my permission while I was in the middle of doing something.

And thankfully, the computer broke into an actual item that got sucked into my inventory.

//[Old Lab Computer] added to inventory!

The monitor, mouse, keyboard—everything got sucked into my inventory together as they all counter as the same item.

“Nice,” I said. “I’ll be able to set this up back at the house and⁠—”

“Lord—Lord Player!” Ninja shouted, prompting me to run back out to the hall where she was standing with her sword already drawn.

Before I even saw what she called me for, I heard a deep, distorted voice that gave me a pretty strong hint. “Talkative… day… are… you?”

I turned my head to look toward the source of the voice and saw none other than that shambling, mutated scientist from the video. Only, his skin was blackened from fire and he looked like he had hundreds of bullet scars spread out across his body.

It was probably safe to consider my theory confirmed at that point.

But while the theory was safe, I had a feeling that we were anything but.


Chapter Twelve




My immediate reaction to seeing the mutated scientist was to pull Ninja back before quickly dropping the file cabinet from my inventory just to take up some space in the hall to hopefully slow it down.

I had a bad feeling looking at the scientist. With how injured he was and the fact that he was still alive despite it all, and the fact that his arms were larger and more muscular than my entire body, I figured he was going to be a bitch to take down.

“Get back to the lobby, we’ll have more space to move and the turrets to back us up,” I told Ninja as I filled the hall with some chunks of stone I had to build a temporary wall between us and the scientist.

“Thrice… great. I… am a creation… of the thrice great,” the scientist groaned out before letting out an ear-piercing shriek.

One, that shriek hurt my ears even more than the turrets. Two, in response to that shriek, I heard the groans and shrieks of other enemies in the lab getting closer to us.

Before we were able to get back to the lobby, though, we had another hallway to go through… and that hallway was full of zombies despite us already clearing it out earlier.

And just as we noticed the packed hall of zombies ahead of us, I heard a loud crashing from behind us.

The scientist punched a hole through the stone with ease.

“I’ve got three bombs left,” I said as I pulled them out of my inventory. “I’ll clear us a path.”

Ninja nodded and stepped out of the way, allowing me to roll a bomb down the hallway in front of us.

It was a pretty good roll since it managed to go between the legs of the zombies in the front, meaning that it got right into the middle of their pack before blowing up.

It did more than enough damage to instantly kill the pack of zombies in front of us at the cost of sending bloody chunks of zombie flesh throughout the entire hallway. All three of us got splattered with their gore, which was disgusting, but we didn’t have the time to worry about that.

With the scientist slowly approaching us from behind, we had to move, so we charged through the hall before the smoke from the explosion even had a chance to clear.

“Wait!” Ninja shouted, thrusting her arms out past her sides to block the path.

“What’s wrong?” I asked in a hurry before looking around her.

Ah.

That was what was wrong.

The bomb didn’t just blow up part of the hallway. It turned out that there was another hall directly underneath it, and the bomb created a giant hole in the floor which meant we’d have to jump over it to get back to the lobby.

I wanted to ask Ninja to move out of the way, but with another shriek from the scientist behind us, I didn’t have the time to be polite. I had to forcibly push my way past her so that I could start building a bridge over the hole since I knew I wouldn’t be able to jump over it without getting a running start, which I didn’t have the time nor space for. All I could do was build a bridge as quickly as possible, which I was able to complete without actually going across it. The bridge didn’t need to be that long, so I was able to complete it from where I stood.

As soon as it was complete, I rushed Ninja and Mimic across it as I hurried to build another temporary wall behind us to slow the scientist down even if only for a few seconds.

“Player!” Ninja shouted. “We’re across!”

The wall was only half complete, but I didn’t have the time to finish it.

I started going over the narrow bridge I built only for Ninja’s ears to shoot straight up as she pointed behind me. “Player! Watch⁠—”

I looked over my shoulder and saw that the scientist already broke through the half of a wall I built and was in the middle of a lunge at me.

I had nowhere to go. If I tried to duck, he’d hit me. If I tried to jump the rest of the way across the bridge, he’d hit me.

There was only one direction I could go to avoid getting hit.

And I already had a bomb in my hand ready to throw.

“Get back to the lobby and wait for me there!” I shouted at Ninja and Mimic before spiking the bomb down against the bridge. It bounced back up into the air right in front of my face, but it was only there for a moment as I stepped off the bridge to land in the hall underneath it.

The bomb exploded just as the scientist reached it.

There were only a couple of inches between him and it when it went off, meaning he’d be taking the full amount of damage possible from it. However, I was close enough to it that I took some damage, too. Not the full amount, but the shockwave from the blast still sent pain through my body and took my health down by a heart.

But I didn’t have time to worry about that, either.

The bomb not only hurt us, but it blew up the bridge, and the force of the blast canceled out the scientist’s momentum.

That meant the scientist landed on the ground right next to me on the lower level.

And even though his chest was blown open with his ribs and organs exposed, he was still alive and looked at me with a demented smile full of sharp teeth.

The exposed, inner flesh of the scientist reminded me of looking into Mimic’s body, and that gave me an idea.

I breathed in through my nose, dodged his fist when he tried to punch me, and breathed out as I placed my final bomb directly inside of his body, shoving it in right between his exposed intestines.

“You’re slow compared to Ninja!” I shouted at him as I ran past to get as much distance between us as I could.

The bomb went off right after. I didn’t get far enough away to completely avoid taking damage, but I avoided enough damage. More importantly, the scientist didn’t. The bomb detonated in the middle of his body with enough force to destroy most of what remained of him. I doubted he’d survive without most of his body and his organs.

Yet, as the smoke cleared…

“Seriously?” I asked out loud as I saw the scientist crawling on the ground toward me. Both of his arms were still in good shape, but the entire lower half of his body was gone, and I doubted there was anything left inside of his torso. “How the fuck are you still alive?”

The scientist groaned out, “I am… a creation… of the⁠—”

That was when a familiar sword impaled his head from above. It went in through the top of his head and came out through his neck, and that was enough to finish him off as he finally stopped moving.

“Thought I told you to wait for me in the lobby?” I asked Ninja who was standing atop his back.

“You may have given me an order, but leaving you in danger is a crime I would never forgive myself for,” Ninja replied.

Mimic jumped down from the ceiling right after that.

Unfortunately, they weren’t alone.

The zombies that the scientist called finally caught up and fell down through the hole in the ceiling, too, and there were enough of them that we simply couldn’t carve our way through without getting hurt in the process.

And I didn’t have any more bombs to blow them all away, either.

We were, however, in a hallway that was empty going in the other direction. In theory, we’d eventually find the proper stairs to go back up to the second floor, or we’d potentially find another escape route into the caves.

Alternatively, we could hole ourselves up in a room somewhere and I could try digging our way to safety, but that would take time and exhaust me to the point where I wouldn’t be any good in a fight depending on how long it took.

Wait.

While Ninja and Mimic held off the first of the undead who jumped down to our floor… I noticed something.

The scientist didn’t despawn. His body was still there. He never broke up into a bunch of items or anything.

“Ninja, Mimic, we need to go,” I said. “Now.”

Ninja gave me a nod and put more space between her and the zombies. Mimic joined her right after.

That was when I heard it—when I heard him.

“I am… creation… thrice great.”

I couldn’t see him due to the zombies now standing in front of him, but I heard him.

“Run to the end of the hall!” I ordered as I switched to some of the slime in my inventory. I had more than enough for the idea I just came up with, I just had to be fast about it.

While the three of us ran toward the other end of the hall, I left a trail of slime behind us. The pursuing zombies surrounded the slime just as I hoped they would, because the slime wasn’t going to be enough to keep a fire going.

As soon as we were at the end of the hallway, I had Ninja and Mimic go through the door before pulling out my [Makeshift Flamethrower] and spraying some flame at the slime trail.

The slime immediately ignited down the line, and it burned with enough intensity to catch some of the surrounding zombies on fire, too. And thanks to how densely they packed the hall, the fire easily jumped between them and quickly grew out of control.

But I didn’t stay around to watch.

I joined Ninja and Mimic on the other side of the door and shut it before placing several layers of stone blocks behind it for extra security.

“I didn’t want to start a fire in a closed space, but we should be safe from the smoke in here,” I explained. “We just have to hope that the scientist burns up in it.”

“How… how did he yet live?” Ninja asked. “That should not be possible. My blade should have left his mind beyond repair.”

“If a bomb blowing up inside of his torso didn’t kill him, then I’m not surprised a sword through the brain didn’t kill him.”

That aside, I looked around the room to see where we ended up.

…

And I discovered that there was no other way in nor out of it.

The room was a dead end.

But it was still one of the most important rooms to find in the mini dungeon.

Not only was there a bloody, futuristic looking chest in the center of it, but the walls of the room were lined with large, glass tubes that contained frozen zombies and other experiments inside of them.

That much was normal and part of the original mini dungeon.

What was not part of the original mini dungeon, however, was the fact that one of the tubes had a person inside of them. A woman wearing a lab coat who I recognized as a modded NPC I forgot existed: Scientist.

The work-in-progress NPC of an overly ambitious mod that wanted to add a researchable tech tree to the game. She had basically no purpose the last time I played since she was added just to show that she existed, so I forgot all about her.

“Is… she dead?” Ninja asked, standing in front of the glass tube Scientist was frozen inside of.

“She’s alive,” I answered. “There should be a control panel in here somewhere that will start a mini event which will wake up the frozen zombies first. Then once we kill them, she’ll unfreeze and wake up.” I was really starting to regret not bringing those turrets with me.

“Will we wake her?”

“We will, but not yet. I don’t think it’d be a good idea to start that event while we still have that horde outside the room. And as long as there’s that mutated scientist who can break through stone, I don’t want to start anything else.”

“Then what should we do?”

“First, I’m going to open up that chest to see what’s in there. Maybe there’ll be something to help us out.”

Ninja nodded, and both she and Mimic followed me over to the bloody chest.

I wasn’t sure if there’d be anything in there capable of helping us out, but loot was loot and I needed to collect everything anyways. So, I opened up the chest…

…

And I couldn’t resist laughing when I saw what was inside of it.

“Is—is something wrong, Lord Player?” Ninja asked.

“Not at all,” I answered. “If anything, this is the best possible loot the chest could give me right now.”

“What is it?”

“Our ticket out of here.”


Chapter Thirteen




//New Achievement!

//[Amazing Chest Ahead]

//Awarded for looting your first rare chest! Don’t forget, the real hoarders hoard the chests, too.

//Reward: [Decorative Mini Golden Chest]

I appreciated the achievement’s reference, but that wasn’t what was important.

“Lord—Lord Player?” Ninja asked, her ears slightly drooping as she looked at me. “The expression on your face… is worrisome.’

“There’s nothing to worry about, Ninja,” I replied. “Not now that I have our ticket out of here.”

“But what is it? This ticket you speak of?”

Everything from the chest was already sucked into my inventory, so all that was left was to show off my new favorite item.

I opened up my inventory and dragged it onto my hotbar. I could immediately feel its weight hanging from my back, so I reached behind and grabbed its handle to pull it out in front of me.

“It’s so beautiful,” I said as I looked it over.

“What… what is that?” Ninja asked.

It was a beautiful piece of handheld machinery that was often used as a weapon to cut through zombie hordes in media.

And that was…

“A chainsaw,” I said. “Heh… hehe. I’ve got a chainsaw.”

Ninja’s ears twitched and returned to their normal position. “A… chainsaw?”

“A beautiful, perfect, deadly chainsaw. The only thing that could make this moment any better is if I had a shotgun to call my boomstick. But I’m happy to settle for only a chainsaw.”

“And this is a ticket to freedom?”

“Kind of. You see, you know how enemies get bounced back a little whenever we hit them?”

Ninja nodded.

“The chainsaw doesn’t do that. It can’t knock enemies back.”

“But is that not dangerous? Knocking the enemies back allows us to prepare following strikes more safely.”

“That’s the thing. You don’t need to strike with a chainsaw. All you have to do is rev it up and let it do its thing. Instead of swinging over and over, you just have to hold it out in front of you, and it will cut anything stupid enough to walk into it to shreds.”

To demonstrate, I grabbed onto the cord, gave it a tug, and the chainsaw’s engine roared to life. The sound made Ninja jump and cover up her ears, which made me feel a bit bad, but her reaction was also adorable.

But I couldn’t resist teasing her. That was why, as soon as she uncovered her ears, I pulled the trigger to get the chain moving at high speed, making even louder noise which caused her to immediately cover up her ears again.

I shut it down after a couple more seconds since there was no need for it to be on when we weren’t even fighting, and I didn’t want to torment Ninja’s ears too much.

“That… is very loud, my lord,” Ninja said.

“I love everything about it,” I replied. “And that big guy out there—setting him on fire, destroying his brain, and blowing a bomb up inside of his chest might not have killed him… but as far as I could tell, his body wasn’t regenerating. Impossible to kill, but not regenerating. So, all that means is that I have to slice him up with this chainsaw until he’s cut into so many tiny pieces that he can’t even move anymore, right?”

“My—my lord… I cannot recall hearing you this excited before.”

“Well, it’s not only my excitement.” After all, I could also feel some excitement on behalf of an ancient warrior-king who just discovered an awesome, new weapon unlike anything he had ever seen before. My trigger finger felt a bit itchy, too, and that wasn’t entirely my own feeling either.

But a lot of it was.

What could I say? After dealing with an immortal zombie who didn’t want to die, and all the other zombies who previously almost killed me, I really wanted to get revenge with my new chainsaw.

Ninja’s tail wasn’t wagging nearly as much as it should have been for the discovery.

“Are we to fight our way out?” Ninja asked.

“It’s either that or we dig our way out,” I replied. “But digging will take some time, and if we don’t get lucky and break into another cave branch, then I’m going to have to dig all the way back up to the surface on my own. But that is the safer option, so⁠—”

I was cut off by a loud crash that soon turned into the sound of repeated thuds.

That confirmed it. The bastard out there was still alive. After being blown up, having a sword stabbed through his brain, and being caught on fire, he was still alive.

He wasn’t even an official boss or anything like that and he was giving me more trouble than the actual bosses had so far.

But now I had a chainsaw.

“There won’t be enough time to dig our way out. We have to deal with him,” I explained.

Ninja looked nervous, both her ears and tail drooping. “But… that monster refuses to die. How are we to kill that which refuses to die?”

“Like I said, if he doesn’t want to die, then I’ll just chop him up into so many pieces that he can’t move anymore. Actually… I just got an even better idea.” I looked at Mimic.

Mimic had the disgusting habit of eating anything and everything, including zombies. Mimic had eaten all sorts of body parts and bones and things that shouldn’t have been edible nor digestible, yet Mimic always dissolved anything unfortunate enough to end up inside of its body that got exposed to its digestive fluids.

Hypothetically, it was possible that the zombie bastard could regenerate over time, or maybe come after us no matter how many tiny little pieces I chopped it up into. I had no reason to believe either of those would happen since there was no proof to support either of those outcomes, but we were in a world where, really, anything could happen.

So why not play it as safe as possible?

“Hey, Mimic,” I said.

Mimic hopped upon hearing my voice and stuck its tongue out like a panting dog.

“Want a snack?”

Mimic nodded its body forward and back.

That was when Ninja spoke up again and said, “My… my lord… your expression is… scary. Is this the power of a ‘chainsaw?’”

“Yep,” I answered. “It’s the power of the chainsaw, being annoyed at all these zombies, and wanting to protect you and Mimic.” I took a deep breath and reached out my hand to pet the top of Ninja’s head. “I’ve just got to embrace my inner murderhobo for a bit so that I can protect us, alright?”

Ninja’s cheeks took on a light shade of red before she smiled and rubbed her head up against my hand. “I understand, Lord Player. This is a time that calls for the thorough extermination of our enemy.” She then stepped back and brought her mask up to cover the lower half of her face before following up with pulling her hood up over the top of her head. “I shall serve at your side in the slaughter of our foes.”

Maybe it was because of the way she covered up most of her head and face, or perhaps she intentionally triggered a different mindset by doing that, but her eyes looked the most determined—the most intimidating that I had seen from her yet. Those bright, blue eyes of hers were surrounded in each direction by black cloth, causing them to look all the more striking.

“Let’s make them regret ever chasing us,” I said, just in time for the metal door to be broken through. There were still a few layers of stone from me trying to reinforce the door, but it wouldn’t be long before those were broken through, too.

I opened up my inventory again just to get a good look at the chainsaw’s stats. I wanted to know exactly what I had to work with, and I was too excited before to check them out. Of course, I knew what the stats were, but there was always a chance that they were changed in this world.

//[Classic Chainsaw]

//Damage: 9

//Deals zero knockback, but targets take damage as long as they are in contact with it.

//Can also cut trees!

Looked to be the same. Perfect. Honestly, even if it did get nerfed, it still would have been good enough.

It didn’t deal that much damage, similar to the flamethrower, but what mattered was that it would deal damage far faster than normal. My flail dealt 27 damage per hit, but I needed to swing it, pull it back, and then throw it out again. I could attack with it maybe once every two seconds. So, its effective damage-per-second could be averaged out to about 13.5. Of course, it also had the homing, exploding eyes that spawned on critical hits, and those were a huge help when they got triggered.

But if the chainsaw was as good as it was in the game, then it could deal upwards of a hundred damage per second just from staying in contact with an enemy for long enough. The tradeoff was a seriously reduced range, and zero knockback meant that an enemy could potentially keep moving “through” the chainsaw and hit its wielder. But against swarms of weak enemies, the chainsaw was the king that could only be dethroned by… an even better chainsaw.

That wasn’t all that I got from the chest, either. There was some more money, but there was also another [Toughness Potion] and another potion I hadn’t gotten my hands on yet in this world: the [Aggression Potion]. While the former boosted defense by a flat ten, the latter boosted damage by ten percent. That wasn’t much when the damage was so low, just taking the chainsaw’s damage a bit closer to ten rather than nine, but I’d take every little bit of help that I could get.

I downed both potions, renewed my food buff, and placed the few [Zom-b-gone]s that I picked up during the fighting and running on my hotbar. There were also those [Minor Healing Potion]s I still had.

And while I was looking through my inventory… I still had that [Basic Weapon Sphere] and [Advanced Armor Sphere] from achievements that I never used.

I wanted to save them, but for what? What could be a better time to use them than now?

I dragged the basic sphere onto the chainsaw first. That changed it from [Classic Chainsaw] to [Classic Chainsaw +1], and this resulted in a boost of its damage from nine to ten. Then I dragged the advanced sphere onto it, changing it from [Classic Chainsaw +1] to [Classic Chainsaw +6], increasing its damage to a new total of fifteen.

The chainsaw was already amazing at clearing swarms with its base damage of nine, and now it was boosted by a potion and spheres to be almost twice as strong as it was supposed to be.

Being a hoarder with a messy inventory full of random items paid off.

More thudding.

The stone wasn’t broken through yet, but I figured, why wait?

I set my chainsaw down and took out my pickaxe.

Our enemies were going to come swarming through the room as soon as all the blocks were broken.

But if only one block was broken—the one in the center, which was at about the same height level as my chest…

With my new chainsaw, I had the perfect zombie farm prepared.

I broke through the middle block, exposing all the undead on the other side. Their gory bodies were covered in burn damage and the hall was filled with smoke which didn’t waste any time flowing through the hole into our room, but that didn’t matter. We could handle a bit of smoke.

And standing in front of the horde of zombies was none other than the immortal bastard from earlier.

I picked my chainsaw up, ignited its engine, and pulled the trigger as I stuck it through the new opening in the stone wall.

It tore straight into the mutated scientist’s side. When he reached down to try and grab it with his oversized fingers, all he did was sever his fingers off for me as the chainsaw’s engine roared. It didn’t look like he regenerated from any of the damage he took earlier, either, so it looked like my plan was going to work.

Maybe it was sadistic of me, but there was something satisfying about cutting through a giant zombie with a chainsaw.

It was almost fun enough to not mind all the blood spraying through the hole getting all over my chest.

About halfway across his torso and I noticed he stopped pounding on the wall. Just in time, too, since it was cracked enough that it looked ready to break under one more attack.

I opened my mouth, ready to shout a taunt, but I felt guilty before the words could even leave my mouth.

Yeah, he was a seemingly immortal, giant zombie who wanted to kill us, but we saw how he became that way. He was a human. He was just doing his job when he got turned into a monster against his will. For all I knew, he was still in there just as The Watcher seemed to be truly alive during our first fight and didn’t want to actually fight me.

This monster—this former human, deserved to be put out of his suffering, not taunted.

I had to remind myself that while the world might have been like a video game, it wasn’t. Most of the zombies out there were just mindless drones who only existed to kill or be killed, but the one in front of me was an actual being. I didn’t know if the original scientist who got turned into this monster was still in there or not anymore, but that didn’t matter. All that mattered was ending his suffering and securing our safety.

So rather than taunt him, I put even more force into sweeping the chainsaw through the monster’s torso.

Whether it was bone or flesh, the chainsaw cut through just fine.

And as soon as I made it from one side to the other, the mutated scientist collapsed to the ground, his upper body no longer connected to his lower. He didn’t have anymore fingers, either, from trying to grab onto the chainsaw as it sliced through him.

But I couldn’t finish him off just yet. There were still more zombies, and they were all perfectly happy to come running up to the wall as soon as the big guy wasn’t in the way anymore.

They were easy to deal with, though. Even when they tried reaching their arms through the opening to attack me, all I had to do was angle my chainsaw to cut off their arms. And now that I was fighting actual monsters who weren’t immortal again, I saw tons of damage numbers pop up all over the place as I swept the chainsaw from side to side, killing every single one of them.

Dozens of zombies had built up in the hallway, and the chainsaw killed each and every one of them in no more than two seconds each. Ten damage numbers popped up every second for every zombie the chainsaw was in contact with. That was an average of 150 damage per second per target. With just how densely packed the zombies were, it was cutting up to three zombies at a time at a few points.

Looking through the hole made it obvious I was never going to need to farm for [Zom-b-gone] again because of just how many were already on the ground waiting to be collected. Games tended to be like that. Takes forever to find something the first time when you really need it, and then you end up drowning in the item when you no longer need it.

But while I was enjoying the zombie massacre, I was reminded of a more important matter to deal with.

“Thrice… great,” the mutated scientist said, his head somewhere on the ground close enough to the wall on the other side that I couldn’t see it.

Looking down the hall, the horde that was gathered was all but gone. Only a couple of zombies remained, and they were farther down the hall. They would probably try charging at me as soon as I tore down the rest of the wall, but that was alright. They’d get to charge straight into my chainsaw and then they wouldn’t be a problem anymore.

I took my chainsaw out from the farming hole I made and looked back at Ninja. “We should be safe now.”

Ninja’s eyes lost that intimidating focus from earlier. “My—My Lord? Already?”

“Yep.”

“Hoh… that new weapon of yours is truly impressive. You did not even have to fight!”

“Yeah, I can’t really take any of the credit. This guy,” I patted the side of the chainsaw, “did all the work. But now, I’m going to take the rest of the wall down, and I’ll need you to be my bodyguard for a couple minutes.”

“Of course! I am ready to defend you until my last breath!” Ninja walked up next to the wall after that, waiting for me to take the rest of it down.

So, I did exactly that.

I switched back to my pickaxe and tore down the remainder of the wall. Just as I expected, the couple of remaining zombies in the hall charged at us as soon as they had a path and clear line of sight, and Ninja cut both of them down before they could even think of getting close to me.

And now that the hall was fully exposed to us… it really looked like a war zone. Between the previous explosions, the hole in the ceiling, all the blood, gore, and scorch marks everywhere, and a hallway absolutely filled with monster drops—it was a war zone.

Or just a mob grinder.

Regardless, I looked down at the only remnants of any monster in the hallway.

While every other monster despawned upon death, the mutated scientist remained. He even tried to attack me still by swinging his damaged arms at me, leaving his lower half behind in the hall.

It felt like overkill at that point, but I used my chainsaw to cut off both of his arms. Even then, he still tried approaching me by thrusting his head forward and dragging himself with his chin.

He was still too big, so I cut his head off.

“To be cursed with such life… I cannot imagine a fate more cruel,” Ninja said as she watched the severed head still trying to bite my feet.

“Yeah, being immortal sounds nice and all, but not if it means being able to survive this much damage,” I said before looking back at Mimic and stepping aside. I then pointed down at the head and said, “There’s your snack, Mimic.”

Mimic was probably a bit too happy when it came to lashing its tongue out, wrapping it around the head, and pulling the head into its body.

Just the head was small enough to fit completely inside Mimic, allowing it to close its lid.

I walked over after a few seconds and said, “Open up.”

Mimic did as told and opened up its lid. The documents I wanted it to keep safe in a special compartment were still fine, but, more importantly, there was no trace of the mutated scientist’s head anywhere.

What I figured was confirmed with another achievement.

//New Achievement!

//[Abnormality Hunter]

//Awarded for slaying your first abnormality! You didn’t really think every enemy could be defeated just by dropping an arbitrary health value to zero, did you?

//Reward: [Abnormal Harvester]

I opened up my inventory to check out the reward.

//[Abnormal Harvester]

//Accessory

//Killing abnormalities while this is in your inventory will harvest Abnormal Energy from them.

It sounded like another accessory like the [Soul Energizer] which didn’t actually need to be equipped to be used.

When I looked back at where the rest of the mutated scientist’s body was, it was all still… but the achievement said he was dead.

It was probably better to play it safe than sorry.

“Mimic, all those parts on the floor are yours to snack on,” I said.

Mimic got to work with a bit more energy than usual in its hops.


Chapter Fourteen




Fortunately, the smoke didn’t linger for too long.

I still wasn’t sure how to guess how realistic things would be. Smoke from torches inside the house weren’t an issue. Smoke from fires outside could be an issue, but I wasn’t sure how long it lasted for. It didn’t seem like there was any specific time for it, and it dissipated somewhat naturally but at an accelerated rate. The same applied to the smoke that was in the hall and room.

It might have been safe even if we were never blocked off from it given how quickly it dissipated, but then again, I didn’t know if we could inhale a dangerous amount of it before it went away even at its faster-than-natural rate. How much smoke could a human safely handle? Ninja wasn’t even technically human, so was there a different amount she could handle? What about Mimic?

“Lord Player?” Ninja asked, snapping me out of my thoughts. When I looked at her, her mask was pulled down and her hood was lowered.

“Yeah?” I asked in response.

“Is everything alright? Or were you lost in thought again?”

“I was thinking about smoke.”

“About… smoke?”

“Would you say that you can handle being in smoke for a decent amount of time, or is it dangerous for you?”

“Oh! Smoke is no concern for me. It may sting the eyes, but I am more than capable of looking through the pain and holding my breath until I am in a safer location to breathe again.”

It always came back to her and her breathing techniques. “Makes sense.” In that case, I was the only one who really needed to worry about smoke, probably.

But that aside, I looked over at the pod with the frozen woman inside of it.

The biggest threat in the mini dungeon was already dealt with, so all that was left was to explore the rest of it and then pull the scientist out from her frozen stasis.

I was tempted to get her out of there as soon as possible, but that probably wasn’t the best idea. If we got her out right away, we’d probably have to escort her back to the house. And now that the main threat of the dungeon was dealt with, and now that I had a chainsaw, it was smarter to go and explore the rest of it before freeing her.

“Let’s finish exploring the dungeon,” I said to Ninja and Mimic. “After that big guy, I don’t think anything else in here can give us a challenge.” Especially not while I had a chainsaw that was even stronger than it was supposed to be.

“Understood, my lord!” Ninja replied. Mimic saluted me with its tongue to show that it understood as well.

I looked back at the frozen scientist. “We’ll be back for you in a bit. Stay put.” Sure, she couldn’t hear me, probably, but I still felt like saying that. “Alright. Let’s see if we can get some more loot.”

Even though zombies kept on spawning trying to kill us, it felt pathetically easy to deal with them after the earlier drama of dealing with a horde of zombies combined with a giant one who tried to be immortal. Ninja and Mimic were eager to carry me, too, after I ended up finishing off the big guy and the horde on my own with the chainsaw. That was alright, though. Them protecting me so eagerly meant I had an easy time building some stairs and bridges to make up for all the holes I created with my bombs.

Once we were back up on the first floor, I went and grabbed those security turrets since I wanted them on hand in case anything bad happened again. Plus they’d be helpful when it came to the mini event to wake up the frozen scientist.

But once I had those back in my inventory, we explored some of the other passages and rooms. Most led to empty, dead ends since it was just a mini dungeon, but we did eventually come across another chest that featured one of the dungeon’s unique accessories.

//[Stabilized Virus Injector]

//Accessory

//+5% Damage | +2.5% Movement Speed

//May turn the skin slightly green.

It was a pretty good accessory, though the main appeal came from the movement speed since I didn’t have a more reliable boost for that yet.

In my humble opinion, in the original game, movement speed was king. It made dodging attacks so much easier when you could easily just run or jump out of the way. And if you dodged attacks, you stayed alive for longer, you dealt more damage, and you killed any enemy who faced you.

But unfortunately, the accessory had a downside.

I wasn’t in a game. So, when I equipped it, it showed up on my real body… and it showed up as a tube full of green fluid strapped to my right bicep with a needle injecting it into my veins. It also, as the description warned, turned my skin slightly green to look more like a zombie.

Seeing that on an avatar in a game was one thing. Seeing it on my real body was another, far more uncomfortable thing.

Fortunately, while I might not have been in a game, I was in a world that behaved like one, so all I had to do was set the accessory to not be visible. The tube, needle, and green tint all disappeared as soon as I set them to hidden, but I retained the damage and movement speed buffs.

I also got a couple more bombs from the chest.

I liked bombs.

So, that was two chests down. There were potentially two more still. There was always a minimum of two and maximum of four per mini dungeon. I felt like we explored most of it already, though, so I didn’t have much faith in us finding another two. Maybe one more, but not two.

“Lord Player!” Ninja shouted. She went ahead and explored the next couple of rooms while I looted the chest, so I went out to check on her.

And when I found her, I saw her standing next to a sight that was just as good as another chest.

It was another crystallized heart with equally crystallized blood connected to it spreading out across the ground.

“What is this?” Ninja asked me. “It appears to be a giant… heart? Yet, it is made of some form of crystal?”

“Watch carefully,” I said. “I want to see if you can see what’s about to happen.”

“My lord?”

“Long explanation short, last time I found one of these, I absorbed an ancient warrior’s soul and grew stronger from it.”

“Hoh… as expected of one as impressive as you!”

“Thank you for the unearned praise. But yeah, pay attention. Mimic wasn’t able to see anything the last time this happened, so I’m curious if you’ll see anything.”

“Understood! I am ready and watching!”

I nodded to Ninja before taking a deep breath and staring at the heart.

The last time I found one, while I did grow stronger and basically absorb a soul from it, I first relived somebody’s life. A speedrun of their life, sure, but still. I experienced their life, their emotions, and their ultimate downfall.

I wasn’t sure if I could expect that exact same setup again, and there was only one way to find out.

I approached the heart.

Just like before, it began to pulse with life and red streams of blood-like energy connected it to me.

My vision went black only to return a second later.

It happened again.

I found myself skipping around the memories—the life, of somebody who lived in a time long before my own. But unlike the last time, it was not the life of a Mesopotamian hero-king that I saw. Instead, the life belonged to somebody who lived in an advanced, underwater civilization impossible not to compare to Atlantis.

Sitting along the bottom of the ocean, incorporating glowing corals into the architecture, was a collection of domes and towers making up a beautiful city unlike anything I had ever seen before. The people walked around via glass tunnels whenever they weren’t wearing breathing apparatuses to swim through the water, and then there were all of the private submarines speeding through the water as well.

The people walking around wore clothes that reminded me of Roman fashion, but one mixed with a sort of sci-fi aesthetic I would expect to see in futuristic movies.

But the scenery was not the focus of what I was seeing. The girl was.

A classroom.

A dozen children were packed together in one room where an educator stood at the front, teaching them about the dangers of the ocean and how to avoid them.

I was able to feel exactly what the focus of the visions felt—the urge to explore. A young girl who couldn’t have been older than ten, with long, curly hair that matched the dark complexion of her skin, watched out the window with eyes full of wonder.

And as the memories would go on to show, she was to become one of the greatest explorers to ever live.

The girl, now an adult, braved the darkest, deepest depths of the ocean to chart its farthest reaches. She helped those in need, narrowly escaped massive leviathans trying to swallow her personal submarine whole, and made scientific discoveries that earned her endless praise and accolades.

And yet… just like with the hero-king whose past I saw, she was doomed to failure.

I saw them again. The robed figures who looked similar to the entities. They watched as she was forced to make a decision that came down to sacrificing herself… and the life of her child with her, or the civilization she loved so dearly that was everything she knew.

Even ancient, underwater civilizations weren’t spared from acts of terrorism. In a city with growing divide between the different classes, somebody decided it would be better to make sure they all lost rather than allow the other side to win.

The pain and conflict she felt became my own. There was only enough time to escape with her child or to stay behind and save the lives of countless more. Nobody but her could do it. I didn’t get the whole story; I only saw glimpses of it. I wasn’t sure how she ended up in that situation nor how she could have saved them, but I could feel the panic and turmoil she felt.

For the first time in her life, she was paralyzed and had no idea what to choose. No matter how much she loved her child, it was impossible for her to condemn countless others to death… but, at the same time, it was impossible for her to choose the majority over her own child.

Her vision—my vision, then filled with an intense, white light… and then there was nothing.

“How was I supposed to choose?” the woman asked as I found myself back in the chamber where I found the heart. The explorer whose memories and last moments I just experienced now stood before me, a solemn expression worn on her face. “Why did it have to be me?”

I had no idea what to say. Having felt everything she did, I wanted to try and comfort her however I could, but… nothing came to mind.

By making no choice, she experienced the worst outcome, losing not only her child but her civilization as well.

Her spirit, if it could be called that, was already fading away as she looked me in the eyes to say, “Do not make the same mistake as me. No matter how hard the choice may be… struggle until the end and do not fall victim to indecisiveness. Let not the fear of loss paralyze your mind.”

With most of her spirit having faded away already, she reached one hand forward and rested it against my cheek.

“At least humanity has survived.”

The last part of her spirit to vanish was a faded smile.

//[Defier’s Heart] added to inventory!

“My—my lord?” Ninja asked. “What’s wrong? You… you’re crying.”

I reached my hand up to my cheek where it was touched and felt a tear on it.

“You didn’t see or hear any of that, did you?” I asked.

Ninja blinked a couple of times and asked, “Hear or see what? All I saw was you approach the heart… and then it disappeared.”

It was just like before then when Mimic didn’t witness any of my experience with the king. “I’ll explain it later. For now,” I paused and looked at Ninja. I couldn’t resist.

I threw my arms around her and tightly hugged her against me.

“My—my lord?!” Ninja gasped out.

“Just let me stay like this for a minute, alright?” Even though it wasn’t my child and civilization that I lost, I still felt all the pain that explorer of old felt.

Ninja might not have understood what was going on, but she still wrapped her arms around me in return. “We may stay like this for as long as you desire, my lord,” she said, her voice more quiet and gentler in tone than usual.

It didn’t help that on top of the residual emotions I felt, I also couldn’t choose between those two options.

My child or my society.

The life of the one I cared about most or the lives of millions of people.

If I was ever forced to make a decision like that, I had no idea what I would choose… and that scared me.


Chapter Fifteen




//[Defier’s Heart]

//The heart of a challenger who failed to ascend. Even so, their desire to survive has lived on and may be used to empower future challengers.

//Consuming this item will grant you a permanent +25 Health, +1 Defense, and +1 Damage.

It was just like the first one. I wasn’t sure if the description was just flavor text or not, but if it wasn’t, then both the king and the explorer were both “challengers who failed to ascend.” And now their souls were used to empower future challengers—me.

I wanted to question how I ended up being a “challenger” when the previous challengers were warrior-kings and famous explorers while I was just some guy who worked a minimum wage job and played video games. “Nepotism” was what Dungeon Master told me. He said it was because of my ancestors. So then, did that mean I was related to one of the challengers?

But depending on how far back that went, wouldn’t there be thousands of descendants? So, why me? Just having the same blood shouldn’t have been enough since there were probably countless people who had that blood in their veins, too.

I didn’t know.

But I used the heart regardless.

I wasn’t going to turn down more health, defense, and damage.

All that was left was to explore the last chunk of the mini dungeon and⁠—

“Oh. I am… still here? Interesting,” the woman—the explorer from before said.

“It seems that I am not alone in here anymore,” the warrior-king replied.

“Oh? I even have company. Rather interesting looking company at that.”

Wait, they could… see each other?

And were they seriously having a conversation in my head?

Were they even in my head? Were they in my soul rather than my head?

Was I going insane to not only have two distinct voices in my head, but to hear them talking to each other?

“Come, this way,” the warrior-king said. “Let us leave this forefront. He has enough to contemplate without hearing us.”

“A-ah, alright,” the explorer replied. “I am still not entirely sure what is going on, but⁠—”

The conversation ended there.

“My lord?” Ninja asked, standing right in front of me and looking into my eyes. “Is everything well?”

“I might be going crazy. Or actually, I don’t think I’m crazy, but I think I’m learning what it’s like to go crazy,” I explained.

“I am not sure I follow.”

“Don’t worry, that just means you’re as confused as I am.”

I’d try explaining it to her later. For now, I wanted to finish up exploring the rest of the mini dungeon, and then head back to where the frozen scientist was.

Exploring the rest of the dungeon went smoothly. There wasn’t much else to loot, and I was even more confident after getting that accessory and heart, plus I had an inventory full of [Zom-b-gone]s from all the zombies we killed, so the dungeon was essentially defeated already. It couldn’t pose a challenge to us anymore as long as we were even slightly careful. All we had to do was go around and look for the last chests, if there even were anymore.

And it turned out that there was.

There was one more chest, bringing us up to a total of three. And inside of the chest… was a duplicate.

It was another chainsaw.

To be fair, that was fine. Making the [Failed Experiments Ego] required a chainsaw anyways, so if I didn’t find a dupe, then I was going to have to use my original chainsaw to create it, and I didn’t really want to do that. The chainsaw was too awesome. But still, it was a little disappointing to get a duplicate when I barely had any of the items from the dungeon’s chests. A duplicate here and there was to be expected when trying to finish the set, but not when just starting with it.

But since I had two chainsaws… I tried to wield both at once.

Unfortunately, the world didn’t let me. I could essentially only wield one item on my hotbar at a time. I physically wasn’t allowed to grab onto another item on my hotbar while I was already wielding something else.

No dual wielding chainsaws for me.

Though… what if I cut my arms off and had the chainsaws attached to my arms? That wouldn’t technically be holding them, so could that work?

“Lord Player,” Ninja said. “Your face carries a worrisome expression again.”

“I’m thinking about what it’d be like to have chainsaw arms, like some kind of… chainsaw man,” I answered.

“I see. But… if you were to do that… your hands would no longer be able to hold mine, nor be able to pet my—I—I mean! They would no longer be able to hold Lady Guide! I believe she would be very upset if that happened!”

“You know you can be selfish and admit you want me to pet your head, so I’m not allowed to have chainsaw arms, right?”

Ninja blushed a bit and looked away. “But… to admit to something so shameless…”

Her head was clearly in need of receiving some attention, so I reached forward and gave it a few pets. “Good girl, Ninja. And don’t worry, I won’t replace my arms with chainsaws.”

Ninja’s tail wagged and her ears wiggled between the petting and what I said.

“Alright, let’s get back to where we left the scientist,” I said. “We’ve kept her waiting long enough, and I don’t think there’s anything else in here for us to loot.”

“Understood!” Ninja replied, her voice full of energy. She had started to sound just the slightest bit tired before, but after receiving some spoiling from my hand, she was back to her usual, energetic self.

“We’re back,” I said as we walked into the room with the frozen scientist.

“I am not sure she can hear you, my lord,” Ninja said.

“I know. I’m just being friendly.”

“Hoh… I see. Your kindness knows no bounds, my lord! To deliver such a kind greeting even to one who you know is unable to receive it!”

Ninja was extremely easy to impress.

That aside, I set down the turrets at each corner of the front of the room, facing all the sealed pods.

“What now, my lord?” Ninja asked.

“Now,” I said and looked over at a control console against the right side of the room, “I click some buttons on there and start the event. Those other pods will open up and let out the test subjects inside of them—basically just more zombies—and then we kill them and that’ll be that.”

“A simple task! There are only a few other containers, and we have dealt with far greater numbers!”

“Don’t underestimate them. The zombies inside might just be the same types of zombies we’ve been fighting already, but they’re going to be buffed up. They’ll be a bit faster, do more damage, and have more health… but we should still be able to handle them pretty easily.”

That was the smart thing to say, anyways.

But in reality… the zombies were probably going to be pretty easy to deal with thanks to the chainsaw. Even in the original game, they weren’t a problem unless you were a new, totally unsuspecting player. The event felt more like “baby’s first wave defense” if anything, except there were only two waves and each one was easily dealt with.

“Ready?” I asked.

Ninja and Mimic both nodded, the former nodding her head and the latter nodding its body.

I went over to the control panel and looked around for anything that I should have pressed. In the game, it was as simple as walking up to the panel and clicking the interaction key. I couldn’t just press a designated key to make things work in this world, though, so I had to actually look for something to press.

But there were a bunch of buttons.

After a few moments, I noticed a lever off to the side that had a dusty plate underneath it. Dusting the plate off revealed the words, “EMERGENCY RELEASE,” and that sounded close to what would be happening, so I went with it.

I pulled the lever.

The first two pods came to life with mechanical noises. Some sort of gas sprayed out from some broken pipes, the zombies inside started to thaw out, and Ninja’s ears adorably twitched in response to all the noises.

Watching Ninja’s ears was something I would never get tired of.

But it wasn’t something I could give all my attention to, because the front of those pods popped open and allowed the zombies to climb out.

And the zombies looked a bit different than I expected them to now that they weren’t frozen and covered in ice.

They looked like regular zombies… except for the fact that their arms and legs looked pumped full of steroids, and there were bulging, black veins all across their body. And their eyes glowed red, because what better way to signify a strong enemy than by making their eyes glow red?

But before the zombies could even get out from the pods, the turrets already fired their first shots, punching a hole straight through each of their chests.

Unfortunately, that didn’t kill them.

But Ninja and Mimic were prepared to finish them off.

Ninja, with a single swing, slashed one of the zombies in half. Mimic, meanwhile, slammed its body into the chest of the other zombie, crushing it back into the pod it was trying to climb out of.

Both zombies died after that.

“I think I overestimated them,” I said. “Then again, I only ever really played solo, so maybe I just never realized how infantile this event would be with a group.”

“An easy battle is preferable,” Ninja said. “It is best to have overwhelming victory.”

“You’re not wrong.”

Four more pods began to open up.

Just like before, the turrets opened fire on the first zombies in their sight, and Mimic and Ninja finished them off.

That left two more zombies.

“I’ll get these two,” I said as I revved up the chainsaw.

It felt so good to do that.

And maybe it was me being a bit overconfident, but I waited for the zombies to climb out from their pods before going after the nearest one with my chainsaw. I didn’t want to finish them off before they even got to climb out.

The zombie I went for saw me coming for it and swung its clawed hand at me, but even its enhanced movements were still too slow when compared to the sparring I did with Ninja. Dodging out of the way was easy, and following up by sawing its arm off was even easier.

Multiple damage numbers popped up just in the half a second it took to saw off its arm, too. It couldn’t have had much health left after that, so I ducked underneath its next attack and thrust my chainsaw straight into its gut.

Doing no knockback damage could be a problem sometimes, but not when I wanted an enemy to stay stuck on my weapon to eat a growing amount of damage.

The zombie exploded with gore upon its death, leaving just one more zombie that the turrets already both shot.

I intercepted its swing at me by blocking its arm with my chainsaw, but all that did was allow the zombie to kill itself against me. It got its arm stuck in my chainsaw which allowed it to overwhelm it with damage ticks, and those damage ticks killed it within a second.

A chainsaw was potentially extremely broken in a world like this.

That made me love it even more.

Chainsaws and flamethrowers. Did a man really need anything else in life?

“You have improved, Lord Player!” Ninja said.

“Have I? Could you even tell from how quickly that was over?” I asked.

“I could! Though the battle may have been over quickly, your movements have grown more refined since we practiced. It is impressive just how quickly you have improved your skill.”

“Well, I think this world might be responsible for that, but I’ve also got some help in me.”

Ninja tilted her head to the side a bit. “I am not sure I understand.”

“That can be explained later, too. For now,” I paused and looked at the final pod.

The event was already over. The zombies were dead. It was a lot more anticlimactic than I thought it would be, but I must have been stressed out from earlier when I was worried about it being worse.

And now, the final pod began to open up.

I noticed the woman inside didn’t wake up yet, though, or at least didn’t seem to be awake, and she was about to be dropped without any support as soon as the pod opened up.

So, I ran up to the pod and, as soon as it opened, reached my arms out to grab the woman as she fell.

Her body was freezing to the touch still.

I pushed some of her purple hair away from her face to get a look at her, and I saw that her eyes were still closed. Her lips were slightly parted and breathing, though, which was a good sign.

“Guess she still needs some time,” I said. “I’ll carry⁠—”

“Lord Player,” Ninja said, her voice more serious again. “The rabble approach once more.”

I looked at what she was talking about and, surely enough, there was another whole horde of zombies outside the room coming down the hall.

“I never want to see a zombie again after this,” I said, lowering the thawed scientist onto the ground.

At least there weren’t any copies of the wannabe immortal zombie from earlier.

“Alright, Ninja, Mimic,” I said. “Let’s cut down this crowd. Then we can finally get out of here.”

I could only assume that the horde was triggered by the event as a sort of surprise, which wasn’t supposed to happen, or somebody else decided to trigger it just for fun. There was no reason for it to appear on its own like that, so it had to be one of those… probably.

Everything I could guess about the world was just that: a guess.

I stepped forward with my chainsaw in my hand and⁠—

“Concerned confusion,” a new, feminine voice said from behind me.

I turned around and saw the scientist leaning up on one arm with her eyes open as her free hand dug into her coat pocket to pull out a pair of glasses.

I could only assume by what she said that she was concerned and confused, though that was a weird way of putting it if she was. Regardless, I told her, “I know this is probably confusing and makes no sense, but we have to kill a bunch of zombies, and then I’ll explain everything to you.”

“Apprehensive nod,” the woman replied without actually nodding.

She was kind of strange.

But Ninja and Mimic were already about to meet the zombie horde, so I rushed over to join them and got to work.

One zombie horde later and we were covered in blood and gore once again.

“Looks like that’s the last of them,” I said.

“Your new weapon is truly impressive, my lord,” Ninja added on. “It cut through them so effortlessly!”

“Yeah, well, all I have to do is hold the trigger and it pretty much does all the work for me.”

I then turned around to look back into the room where the scientist was. She was up on her feet now, and she looked like she was going around the room analyzing the condition of everything in there. I would have thought she’d be more… well, distracted by the fact that we were fighting a bunch of zombies, but she looked more concerned about the lab equipment instead.

“Hey,” I called out to her. “It’s safe now.”

“Surprised gasp,” the woman replied.

“Surprised… gasp?”

“Yes. You called out to me when I was not expecting it, so it surprised me.”

Good, she was capable of talking in proper sentences. “You don’t seem that surprised.”

“I am very surprised as well as very confused. There is much happening that makes zero sense.”

Now that the situation calmed down and she was standing up, I got a better look at her.

For a scientific-looking lady who I could only assume once worked in the lab just like the mutated scientist, she was dressed pretty… well, maybe not provocatively, but definitely interesting.

She had a stereotypical, white lab coat, but she wore it off her shoulders to a degree where it had to be on purpose. Then she had a turtleneck sweater on underneath that, but it didn’t have any sleeves and also had a hole over her chest designed specifically to show off cleavage, and she had a lot of that. Then she had a black collar on around the neck part of her sweater, and her jacket’s sleeves were long enough that her hands were completely covered up by them. She had more collars around each sleeve near where the wrist would go as if to tie the sleeves off and keep her hands stuck inside rather than sticking out.

Aside from that, she wore a pretty simple skirt and pantyhose, but then she also had tall, black boots on.

She was a pretty interesting looking woman. Honestly, between her, Guide, and Ninja, she somehow looked the most like a fictional NPC from a game out of all of them, and Guide was literally designed to be one. And Ninja was—well, a ninja.

But the human scientist girl looked more dramatic than both of them.

She didn’t look anything like the NPC in the game did, either. The NPC acquired from this event in the game was basically just a normal girl with a lab coat and a brown ponytail. She looked extremely plain compared to the woman standing in front of me.

“Smug pride,” the woman said, snapping me out of my thoughts.

“Smug pride?” I asked her.

“It is obvious that you are looking at my body, and your expression makes it clear that your initial reaction is not a negative one. That is why I feel an emotion best described as smug pride.”

“Right. Well…”

She called me out and I couldn’t help but to feel awkward after that. I was probably checking her body out more than I should have been given the situation.

I’d blame it on adrenaline from all the fighting.

I also looked over at Ninja and saw her staring down at her own chest while holding her hands in front of it.

Thinking about it… I actually hadn’t seen her naked chest before. Sure, she took off her clothes, but she still kept on that cloth binding around it for some reason.

Was she self-conscious?

I didn’t know. That was something else that could be found out later since it probably wasn’t appropriate to ask that sort of thing when around somebody new.

“Let’s not waste any time here,” I said. “I’ll explain everything on the way back to the house, but it’s dangerous to stay in here.”

“Confirming nod,” the new woman said. “I will accompany you.”

And so, we gained another “NPC.”


Chapter Sixteen




The walk back to the house was one filled to the brim with as many questions as possible from the new scientist. I didn’t even get to ask her any questions of my own—not even what her name was.

I probably answered somewhere around a hundred and fifty questions by the time we made it back.

Where are we?

Why are we here?

What is happening?

What is this world?

What are those slimy things?

Why do you have a chainsaw?

What is a video game?

What are RPG stats?

Average civilians have their own computers?

Why does this woman have canine features?

Why do things break into far smaller items when broken?

What year is it?

Those were examples of just some of the questions she asked, and those didn’t include follow-up sub-questions. She made sure to get as many details as possible from me, too.

It was extremely one-sided, but I couldn’t blame her. If I was in her shoes, I’d be doing the exact same thing and asking as many questions as possible. Heck, I already was in her shoes before with the entities, basically. I would have asked them far more questions if I was able to.

So, even though I had to answer questions until my mouth was dry, I had no problem with it.

And eventually, we did make it back to the house, and I was spared from questions just a couple minutes before.

I could hear the sound of a door being opened and closed over and over again until I shouted, “We’re back!” as I walked through the opening in the wall.

Guide was quick to come running out of the house like an excited dog whose master just came home.

She was so cute and clingy at times, but then when she actually got to cling… she was in full control.

Guide was even quicker to wrap her arms around me for a hug.

“Miss me that much?” I asked her.

“Who said anything about me missing you?” Guide teased, whispering into my ear. “I just know that you must have missed me so much that it hurt, so I came out here to give you some service.”

“Ah, right, it’s me who missed you. Definitely not the other way around.”

“That’s right. I didn’t miss you at all.”

“Is that why you’re so happy that I can feel you shaking?”

“Poor Player. You must have hit your head while you were gone and are imagining things. Sounds like you need another couple days’ worth of rest in bed with me tending to you the whole time.”

I sighed. She won. “I’ve missed you and your desperate attempts to get me into bed.”

Guide finally gave up her act and chuckled. “I’ve missed you too, Player. Welcome home.” We then kissed for a quick moment before she let go of me to go target the next member of our relationship. “And you, Ninja!” she shouted, running toward her target and throwing herself onto the other woman.

“A-ah… Lady Guide?” Ninja asked. “I am over here.”

Guide looked up from the woman who she was just nuzzling her face against the neck of and saw Ninja and Mimic standing in the back. And at that point, Ninja’s ears and tail were both drooping pretty sadly.

Guide then looked down at the woman she was on top of and saw our newest acquaintance.

It was rare seeing Guide get flustered and blush like she did when she realized what was going on.

“I believe you have mistaken me for the other woman,” the scientist said.

“I… I can see that,” Guide replied. “Sorry about that. I… wasn’t paying attention… and didn’t expect Player to bring another woman home today, so…”

“I understand.”

It felt pretty awkward watching them, but that just made it all the more enjoyable since Guide was its initiator. It was funny to see her be awkward instead of cool for once.

After the initial confusion, Guide made sure to pamper and spoil Ninja far more than usual to cheer her up after accidentally mistaking another woman for her.

Ninja cheered up pretty much instantly, but that didn’t stop Guide from continuing the pampering as we went inside.

Now, inside, Ninja and Guide sat off to the side where the latter was spoiling and cuddling the former, and Mimic served as their chair. As for me and our new guest, we sat at the usual table.

“Alright,” I said. “It’s my turn to ask some questions. Sound good?”

“Nod,” the scientist replied.

“First, what should I call you? Do you remember your name?”

“I do not. However, if the ninja is called Ninja, the other woman is Guide, and you are Player, then it sounds as if we are being named after the roles we play. In that case, I believe my name should be Scientist.”

I wasn’t sure if that was because she was literally replacing an NPC named Scientist or if she came to that conclusion completely on her own, but it did help her fit in with the rest of us, so it was fine. “Alright. But just know, you don’t have to try and fit in with the naming scheme or anything.”

“It fits. It is also efficient. I like it. The world would be a more efficient place if we were known by our titles. In the case of duplicate titles, one can attach a number to it, such as Scientist One and Scientist Two.”

There was something else that I noticed about her.

She was… basically emotionless. There was zero emotion whatsoever in her voice, and her face never showed any signs of emotion, either. Not back at the lab, not during her questioning of me, and not now. No emotions nor expressions whatsoever.

“I think people might complain about that being dehumanizing,” I said.

“Disappointed sigh. People often complain about efficiency regardless of how beneficial it is.”

“Alright. I have more serious things to ask, but there’s something else I have to ask first. Sorry if it’s rude or anything, but… what’s with the way you say ‘nod’ or ‘sigh’ instead of just… doing it?”

“Nodding requires too much effort, but a nod is occasionally an appropriate response to what somebody says, so I inform them of my decision to nod without actually nodding. It is far more efficient as far as energy expenditure goes.”

Off to the side, Guide, Ninja, and Mimic all looked like they had no idea what she was talking about.

But I spent all my free time playing video games, so I was used to some pretty unique personalities. Besides, all I really cared about was getting an answer to sate my curiosity. It didn’t have to be a rational answer or anything.

“Makes sense,” I said. “Then⁠—”

“It… does?” Scientist asked, her eyes just slightly more open than before. Though her voice was still just as monotone.

“Well, with the way you explained it, it does. Did you expect me not to get it?”

“Nod. I am used to my colleagues struggling to understand my behavior. I expected you to reply like, ‘That makes no sense.’ Or, ‘That’s childish. Act like an adult.” Or, ‘Are you stupid?’ Sometimes even, ‘Is there something wrong with your brain?’ Responses like those were within my expectations. A simple understanding was not.”

“You’re kind of like a robot,” I blurted out. But right after saying that, I realized it could be seen as rude, so I waved my hands and said, “What—what I mean is⁠—”

But I cut myself off when I saw the most life in the woman’s eyes yet. There was even a hint of a sparkle… so… I think she liked it? “A robot? Does my behavior really elicit such a comparison?”

“Y-yeah. Is… that a good thing?”

“Thumbs-up. Robots are cool. I wish I could be one instead of a human. Robots don’t get tired and don’t get cramps. They are very efficient.”

“Then in that case, you’re the most robotic person I’ve ever met.”

“Excited smiling.” The corners of her lips curled upward so subtly that I would have had no idea she was “smiling” if it weren’t for her own self-narration.

I looked over at the others again. While they might have looked confused before, Ninja was the only confused one left as she kept tilting her head from side to side to try and understand. Then there was Guide who was staring at Scientist as if she just met an adorable puppy. Then once Guide noticed me looking at her, she nodded, pointed at me and Scientist, and then… made a circle with one hand to thrust a finger from her other hand into it.

I returned my focus to Scientist and asked, “So, how much do you remember? I know Ninja forgot most of her memories but can still remember some bits and pieces. Guide… didn’t really exist before now, so she doesn’t have memories from before this place. And I remember everything.”

“I can tell there are gaps in my memory,” Scientist said, “but I remember some things.”

I looked at Guide and asked, “Can you take notes for us? I don’t know if her memory might fade or anything, so let’s learn as much as we can while we can.”

“Got it,” Guide replied, getting her book ready.

I looked at Scientist again and said, “I hope you don’t mind a bit of an interrogation.”

“Excitement. I have always wanted to be interrogated,” Scientist answered.

“You… have?”

“Yes. Who works for a secret organization without fantasies of being captured and interrogated?”

Guide spoke up and said, “She has good taste in fantasies.”

I sighed and told Guide, “I’m not sure her fantasies are sexual like yours.”

“No, they are,” Scientist explained. “This is the part where you tie me down to the table and perform perverse acts on my body as a means of interrogation. Even though I plan on sharing the information in the first place, I refuse at first so that the perverted torture can continue. Excited arousal.”

Guide couldn’t have looked more smug after hearing that.

“I’m not going to torture you,” I said. “I was just trying to lighten the mood a little by making a joke about interrogation.”

“Oh,” Scientist said. “Disappointment.”

“So, you narrate your emotions, too?”

“Yes. Stating my emotions is more efficient than showing them. Not everybody is capable of reading human body language at efficient levels. To maximize the amount of people who are capable of understanding my intent, it is best to state my emotions.”

“Makes sense. Anyways, let’s get back to the questions.”

“Sorry, but I have forgotten all of my memories now. You got distracted and took too long to ask me questions. Playful joke.”

“Somehow, I think adding ‘playful joke’ to the end made it funnier than if it was said on its own.”

“See? The narration of one’s emotions and intent is extremely efficient.”

“I’m not sure we’re on the same page, but I’ll roll with it. We already know you don’t know your name, but do you know your birthday?”

“No, but I know that I am at least an adult.”

Her answer reminded me of one of those warnings at the start of a game or story telling people that all characters were eighteen or older. “Do you know what year it was when you were frozen?”

“I believe it was… in the early eighties?”

“Wait, are you even from Earth?”

“Yes. However, given the current situation and the fact that the woman over there is clearly not a human from Earth, I would advise against making the assumption that we are from the same Earth. There may be different timelines or universes at play.”

“Good idea. But just for reference, if you’re from the eighties, then it’s been about forty years since then.”

“I see. Has there been a female president yet?”

“Nope.”

“Then I assume the world is still hardly held together.”

“Fair assumption.” She was pretty funny even when she wasn’t trying to be.

“What about the cold war?”

“Ended in the nineties.”

“Who won?”

“Well, the Soviet Union collapsed and Russia became a joke who is only good for threatening to use nukes like North Korea, so I’d say the West won.”

“Great amusement and nationalistic pride.”

“But we’re getting off topic. I can catch you up on history later—or at least, my timeline-slash-universe’s version of history. Can you tell me more about the organization you worked for?”

Scientist paused for a moment, but then she said, “It should be fine. The fact that any of this is happening is evidence that the containment protocol failed, and our annihilation is effectively guaranteed. Where should I begin?”

“From the start, with as much as you can.”

“Custodes Humanitatis. To put things in an efficient manner, it is a global organization with the purpose of discovering, containing, and studying the entities. I cannot remember how long it has been active for, but I can tell you it has been at least several centuries.”

“I guess that makes you the secret organization Dungeon Master mentioned. What can you tell us about the entities?”

“The entities are what some would claim to be supernatural beings while others assume they simply have a nature explainable by science that we cannot comprehend yet. Regardless of what they are, they feature capabilities that transcend what should be possible by our understanding of the universe and its laws. Some are destructive, some mundane, and some even benevolent.”

“And from what I’ve been able to gather… you number them? Or do they use those numbers on their own?”

“We number them. It is how we categorize them. The lower the number, the more primal—or powerful and older, they are. They were previously numbered going by when they were discovered, but we switched to categorizing them based on their potential threat to humanity in the sixties. It was very inefficient to change the categorization system in such a way, but it happened before my employment, so I had no say in the matter.”

“Can you remember any of them?”

“I… should know most of them, but I can only remember Nine.”

That was the one we saw in the video before. “What do you remember about them?”

“If entities can be destructive, mundane, or benevolent, then he is destructive. All he cares about are his experiments, and everything he does is in service to them. But that is all I remember. Ah, wait. I remember… that he and a group of other entities belong to what they consider an ‘order,’ but I cannot remember the specific details of it. All I remember is that their order exists.”

I should have figured that any answers I got were only going to leave me with even more questions. “Maybe this is a bit blunt or something, but if you captured these entities and knew they were destructive, why didn’t you kill them? Or cover them with cement or something?”

“Cement could not be made with the material needed to contain them, and we have tried to kill them. Most are immortal and will recover from any harm done to them. The one time we succeeded in successfully killing an entity… we covered it up as a test for a nuclear warhead.”

“You had to use a nuke to kill them?”

“No. The explosion was the aftermath of destroying them.”

“Oh.”

“Nod. The facility and all personnel were lost. We also believe the other entities held there survived as we managed to find and recapture some of them later.”

“So, what I’m getting from this is that the entities are basically magical and invincible. And they require a special material to hold them since concrete on its own isn’t good enough?”

“Yes, but I cannot remember details of the material. I only remember that it was incredibly rare and used for the containment of destructive entities, giving it a value high enough that the entire world economy could not afford a single ounce of it had it been for sale.”

“Oh.”

“Nod. Unfortunately, I do not believe there is much else worth telling you about Custodes Humanitatis. I doubt you are interested in knowing about my salary and job benefits.”

“Learning about people with good salaries and benefits only makes people even more depressed from my time, so let’s play it safe.”

“Concerned confusion.”

“Let’s just say the economy went to shit.”

“Empathetic nod.” Scientist then looked over at Guide and Ninja and asked me, “Is it normal for men from your time to have multiple lovers?”

While I might have been used to having two girlfriends already, it was still a bit embarrassing to have that exposed to somebody else. After all, what would a random new person think of that? Hearing that somebody had one girlfriend was normal. Hearing that somebody had more than one girlfriend would probably result in suspicion. So, I scratched the back of my head and said, “It’s not normal, but… as long as everybody consents, it’s fine. But that’s not—well, dating conventions aren’t really why we’re together anyways. You see, in the original game, you got bonus stats for being in relationships with the NPCs and marrying them, so…”

“Hey,” Guide spoke up. “Don’t make it sound like we’re only together for the stats. You don’t even get them yet.”

Ninja then joined in by saying, “I have chosen to dedicate myself to my lord because of how brave and incredible he is, and… because he accepts me for who I am.”

“Plus he’s cute.”

“That is also true!”

“And hot.”

Ninja nodded along.

“And has a huge dick.”

“La-Lady Guide!?”

Guide chuckled to herself before waving a hand in front of her and saying, “Don’t worry, Player, even if you didn’t have it, I’d still lo⁠—”

And there it was. Guide tried to say that she loved me, so she froze up for a moment before pounding her fists against her thighs.

“Wow, Guide, I see how it is,” I teased. “You wouldn’t still love me if it was smaller.”

“That’s not what I meant!” Guide shouted. “And you know it! You know exactly what I was trying to say!”

“You’re so shallow. My feelings are hurt. I thought that you were better than this.”

Guide had the smile of a madwoman on her face. “Just remember, Player. Every time you tease me, I’ll be repaying you a hundred times over for it.”

“I’ll look forward to it.”

That was when Scientist spoke up to say, “Impressed. Blatantly flirting and speaking of such personal and sexual topics in front of somebody you only recently met. You both must be narcissists with no care for your surroundings, individuals who have never learned tact, or are so into one another that you cannot resist PDA.”

“Let’s go with that last one,” I said.

“What he said,” Guide agreed.

“I see,” Scientist said. “Alright. I will be your girlfriend as well.”

If I was drinking something, I probably would have spit it out when I heard that. My next reaction was to look at Guide.

“What?” Guide asked me. “I didn’t even try pushing her yet, and I was going to wait a while since you wanted me to after Ninja.”

Ninja’s ears twitched when she heard her name. She was too cute.

But also, Guide had a point. Unlike with Ninja, Guide didn’t try pushing Scientist into a relationship with us right away. Scientist just… straight up offered almost right away. “Are—are you sure?” I asked her, unable to believe it could really be that simple.

“Nod,” Scientist said. “I suspect you will question my motives rather than accept my statement as is, so allow me to explain. To begin with, this is the most efficient method to achieve our goals. Marrying me will help you grow stronger in the future, yes? Then we need to get married as soon as possible. In addition to that, you rescued me, and becoming your lover will be the most effective way of repaying you for⁠—”

“You don’t have to repay me for that,” I said. “And the marriage thing can probably just be a technical marriage. But seriously, you don’t owe me anything. I didn’t save you to get anything out of you. I saved you because it was the right thing to do. It’d be fucked up if I only saved you because I wanted something from you.”

“It is inefficient if you interrupt me.”

Hearing that actually made me feel pretty rude. “Sorry, I just wanted to make sure you understood that I’m not trying to get anything out of you. And even if purely technical marriage made you uncomfortable, I wouldn’t make you do that, either.”

“I understand. Allow me to say what I believe is the most important motive then, which I was going to save for last, but I see now that I should have brought it up first. This is more proof that efficiency reigns supreme. The one time I decided to save the most important point for last for dramatic effect, it resulted in a misunderstanding.”

“Don’t… don’t be too hard on yourself?” I couldn’t tell if she was actually being hard on herself or not since she seemed… totally emotionless, but still.

“I desire a lover. You are the most suitable candidate. Therefore, I request that you allow me to be your girlfriend.”

“That’s a better reason, but are you sure? I mean, we might be able to get out of here. Or maybe find somebody else. Plus we only just met.”

“One, there is no reason to believe we will ever escape. Two, even if there were others, I would still choose you. You: saved me, have been nothing but kind, are looking out for me even now, have a nice face, have outstanding references going by how your current girlfriends look at you, and according to Guide, you are capable of satisfying in the bedroom.”

“It’s true,” Guide said, her arms crossed over her chest as she nodded.

She was always good at flustering me. Though, I was already starting to feel pretty flustered just from the flurry of praise that Scientist tossed at me.

“And also,” Scientist continued, “I… do not want to be alone. You have been accepting of my mannerisms thus far while most would have already grown tired of me. I know that the efficient method of achieving a lover before would have been to change myself, but I love efficiency. Feeling like I needed to change who I was and loved to be for the love of another… hurt me.” For the first time, there was some emotion shown on Scientist’s face as she looked downward and frowned ever so subtly. “Sorrowful disappointment.”

“You—you don’t have to say it. I can see it.”

Her frown disappeared and her eyes widened, but barely. “You can?”

“Well, I’ll admit that it’s a bit hard to read you, but as long as I pay attention to you, I can see some changes.”

“Nobody has ever read me before. Even as a child, I recall my parents growing frustrated over not understanding me.”

“Then I’ll just stare at your face until I can read even the tiniest of twitches.”

I heard Guide giggle a little off to the side, prompting me to look over there. Guide looked like she thought that was pretty amusing, but Ninja just looked impressed and in awe of my determination.

Guide’s reaction was probably the more normal one. Right after I said it, I did feel… kind of lame, and potentially a little creepy. After all, who would want to have their face stared at so mu⁠—

“Good idea,” Scientist said. “The most efficient way for you to learn to read me will be to spend as much time as possible watching me. It may be embarrassing for me at times, but efficiency is more important than my embarrassment. This is also efficient in deepening my feelings for you. Not only are you choosing the most efficient path to read me better, but you are doing it for my sake, further confirming you are the best choice for a partner.” Scientist held her sleeve-covered hand over the table. “I am looking forward to optimizing our future together.”

Her focus on efficiency was admittedly a bit strange, but also adorable. So, I reached forward and grabbed her hand through her sleeve. “Alright. I’ll look forward to it.”

And for another rare show of emotion, the ends of her lips subtly curled upward. “Immense joy and gratitude.”

“If a tiny little smile is enough to make you feel immense joy and gratitude, then I’m going to have to try and make you grin from ear to ear someday.”

“I believe that is impossible, but you may try if that is your prerogative.”

“So!” Guide shouted out. “This means you’re our new girlfriend, too, right?”

Scientist looked at Guide and asked, “Is that what it means? I am not sure how such relationships work. But if entering into a relationship with him means that I have entered into one with you as well, then that is an acceptable condition. The more participants, the faster I will be able to gather experience and perform tests to maximize my efficiency in being a good partner.”

Guide looped an arm around Ninja’s shoulders and said, “Yep, that’s what it means. We’re a package deal here. Three for the price of one is a pretty good deal, isn’t it?”

“Nod. It is very efficient.”

Ninja then spoke up and said, “I—I am looking forward to being your partner as well, Lady Scientist!”

“Nod. Thank you for welcoming me, and thank you for helping to rescue me in the lab.”

I let out a sigh of relief seeing everybody get along so easily. I had no idea if it would continue to be easy as we… probably inevitably found more former NPCs who wanted to join the relationship, so I was going to be sure to appreciate it for its simplicity while it lasted.

Though, I really didn’t expect to go from being single to having three girlfriends in about a week. My only regret was that I couldn’t spend all my time with every single one of them just being lazy and hanging out.

There was too much to prepare for and investigate. I couldn’t just sit around and be lazy with them.

But were we even really in a relationship if we didn’t do… relationship things? Aside from having sex, kissing, and cuddling, we didn’t do anything that people in a normal relationship would do. Like dates and stuff.

It was probably stupid of me to worry about that sort of thing when there were so many other things to worry about, but I wanted to be a good boyfriend. I didn’t want them to feel like I was just using them for sex and future bonus stats.

After defeating the Zombie Goliath, there wouldn’t be any more bosses in the forest biome, but the forced spawn counter would keep counting down for all the other biomes. Even so, there’d be at least a week before having to worry about any other forced timers, and I could probably take a day out of that to just… spend it with Guide, Ninja, and Scientist by taking them out on a date… or something equivalent to one.

It'd probably be best for my mental health to do that, too. If I didn’t do it, I’d end up feeling guilty, and focusing strictly on survival was going to burn me out.

“So!” Guide spoke up. “Since she already threw herself into a relationship with us, and she’s going to be exposed to it before long anyways, how about we go into the bedroom? And this doesn’t count as pressuring her since she already accelerated things on her own.”

I felt my cheeks burn a bit hotter as I turned to look at Guide. “You can’t just—we only just met her! And she only just became our girlfriend! Even if she’s the one who initiated it, we should still wait and⁠—”

“Excited agreement,” Scientist said. “Partaking in sexual activities is part of being in the type of relationship I have always desired, and we do not know how much time we have left in this world, so it would be optimal to engage in such activities as soon as possible.”

“Are… are you sure?”

“Yes. However, as I understand consent is necessary for such activities, I am willing to wait if I do not have your consent.”

“It’s not that I… don’t consent, it’s just—you know, this is going really fast. Are you sure?”

“Nod. You will retain my consent regardless of how many times you ask me that.”

“Great!” Guide cheered, hopping off from Mimic and bringing Ninja with her. “Mimic, guard the house for us. We’re going to be in the bedroom for a bit.”

Mimic tried hopping into the bedroom as well, but Guide stopped it.

“No. Stay out here and guard the house. We’re going to be doing naughty things too indecent for an innocent chest like you to see, alright?”

Mimic slouched forward before hopping over to the front door to stand guard.

“Amused giggle,” Scientist said. “This world may be doomed to destruction, but it is entertaining.”

“You’re not wrong about the entertaining part,” I said, “but let’s hope you’re wrong about the doomed part.”


Chapter Seventeen




I still wasn’t sure what was going on despite just how obvious it was. Things just… seemed to really like going fast. Just like when we got Ninja, I went from bringing her home to dating her to getting into the bedroom with her in no time at all. Now, the same thing happened with Scientist.

Was that just going to be a reoccurring thing? Was every new “NPC” I met going to get brought home, brought into the relationship, and then brought into the bedroom within about an hour of each other?

… I wouldn’t complain if that turned out to be the case, but I wasn’t going to encourage it, either.

I’d just also accept it if it turned out to be the case.

That aside, Guide just finished up explaining the “rules” of sex in our world. AKA, she explained about how normal sex wasn’t really possible and how the word “love” couldn’t be used by them.

“I see. In that case, I believe I know what to do,” Scientist said and looked into my eyes as she brought her hands up to the undersides of her breasts, pushing them up and giving me even more cleavage to look at through the keyhole of her sweater while I sat on the edge of the bed. “I have noticed you looking at my breasts quite often.”

I scratched my cheek and asked, “Is—is it really that obvious?”

“Yes, but that is alright. I am quite confident in them. That is why I chose this sweater. It may not have been the most appropriate to wear to work, but given that I had no chance of a love life outside of my coworkers, I determined it would be best to emphasize my breasts to attract a partner.”

Guide asked, “Did it work? I’m sure it had to help, right? I bet nobody could resist taking glances at least.”

“Disappointed memories. It did not work. The aversion to my personality was overwhelming and prevented the other employees from engaging with me. Even when I claimed to be stuck while bent over in a suggestive pose, they ignored me and talked about music instead.”

Guide looked annoyed enough for the both of us. “Hmph. Fine. Since they couldn’t see how great you are, we’ll just have to do it and even better than they ever could.” Guide slipped her arms around Scientist from behind and ran her hands up to her breasts, groping them through the sweater while looking up at me with a smug smile. “But geez, these seriously are big. If it wasn’t for Player being a man who appreciates all sizes, I’d almost feel self-conscious. No wonder you’re confident in them.”

“Embarrassed arousal.”

“Ah… and hearing you narrate your feelings like that makes me want to tease you even more to figure out what else you’ll say.”

“Embarrassed and aroused but eager concern.” Of course, her face didn’t really show it at all, and neither did her voice.

But while she might not have shown how much she was enjoying it, my cock couldn’t resist showing how much it enjoyed the show by throbbing from the sight of Guide groping Scientist’s chest. I had already pulled it out since Guide wanted to educate Scientist on my size earlier.

“It would appear that he enjoys watching us,” Scientist said, her eyes locked onto my cock now.

Guide moaned out a coo of agreement. “He likes to watch when we, as we put it, do ‘hot gay things’ to each other.”

“I see. If that is the case, then please allow me to optimize the efficiency of ‘hot gay things.’”

Guide blinked a couple of times, clearly confused about what that meant, but then she nodded and opened her lips to say something, but couldn’t.

She couldn’t say anything because Scientist pushed her tongue into Guide’s mouth. Within just a couple seconds after that, Guide was on her back on the ground while Scientist was pinning her down by her wrists, their clothed breasts pressing against each other as Guide let out surprised moans. And as soon as Scientist brought one of her knees up to between Guide’s thighs and rubbed it up against Guide’s crotch, that moaning grew even louder.

I had to admit… I was amazed Scientist had that in her. She really had Guide squirming around and moaning, too.

I clearly had some notes to take.

Even Ninja looked amazed, watching the sight with wide eyes as her hand reached down between her thighs to rub herself while enjoying the show.

But Scientist wasn’t the only one who I could learn from.

Guide bit Scientist’s lower lip, causing Scientist to let out a slight, pained whimper as well as causing her to loosen her grip on Guide’s wrists. Guide took that opportunity to slip her hands away, grab onto Scientists’ wrists instead, and reversed the situation on her by rolling over and pinning Scientist onto her back.

Both women were panting at that point, but Scientist still looked expressionless while Guide was blushing and smiling.

Then, without a word, Guide moved down to Scientist’s neck and bit her… hard.

Scientist shut her eyes and arched her back before whimpering out, “P-pain… it hurts.”

“She won’t stop if that’s all you say,” I said. “You have to tell her to stop if you want her to.”

But Scientist didn’t say that. Instead, she said, “Arousal is… increasing exponentially.”

Guide was already biting and sucking on Scientist’s neck, but then she used the same technique used on her earlier by bringing her knee up against Scientist’s crotch, rubbing it against her.

“Pleasure is… reaching… critical threshold…”

If it wasn’t for how blatantly human she was, I probably would have thought she was a robot. Or maybe an android. Then again, depending on what type of android was being talked about, she could theoretically be one. Her being an android wouldn’t even be in the top ten most absurd things that had happened so far.

But she was probably just a human, not an android in disguise.

Then, after no more than another minute, Guide finally got what she wanted and made Scientist’s entire body convulse at once. Her toes curled, her hands balled into fists, and she bit down on her bottom lip. Yet, she made no noise, and even her face didn’t look like it was making that much emotion despite her shutting her eyes and biting her lip. She looked more like she was just… biting her lip in her sleep.

Guide and Ninja were both very much vocal and expressive whenever they orgasmed, but Scientist’s way had its own unique charm to it. Me and my cock were both definitely enjoying the show still, too.

Once Scientist’s orgasm calmed down, Guide sat up by straddling Scientist’s waist and said, “It was bold of you to try and top me, and I respect that, but you still needed put in your place.” Guide let out a satisfied sigh after saying that. “Though… if you ever think you might be able to put me in my place, then I welcome you to try.” She followed up with a wink to the panting Scientist before turning her head to look at me. “Enjoy the show? Ah… I guess one look at you answers that.”

Seeing as how I wasn’t even touching myself yet already had some precum dribbling down the underside of my length, the answer was definitely obvious. “I have to admit,” I said, “I kind of wanted to see her win. It’d be nice to see you get topped for once.”

“If somebody wants me on bottom, they’re going to have to earn it. But… maybe if you ask nicely, I’ll play submissive.”

“When you put it that way, it makes me want to earn it instead.”

Guide smirked and said, “Then I’ll look forward to when you finally win. But now that the prelude is over, we should move on to the main show.” She slid her hands to Scientist’s breasts and groped them again. “You were talking about being confident in these, weren’t you?”

Scientist, having finally caught her breath, said, “Nod.”

“And you said that after saying you believed you knew what to do. So, share with the class. What are you going to do, Miss Efficiency?”

“I… theorize that to maximize Player’s pleasure and bring him to ejaculation as soon as possible, it would be best to use multiple techniques at once, such as wrapping my breasts around his penis while simultaneously making use of my hands and mouth. This should maximize the pleasure he feels by stimulating as many of the nerve endings at once as possible.”

“Well, going by how much he just throbbed while hearing all of that, I’d say it sounds like a pretty good experiment to run.” Guide slipped herself off from Scientist’s waist and then helped her sit up and come back to between my legs again. “Also,” Guide whispered, “you should know to be a good girl and thank somebody when they make you cum.”

“Flustered but aroused shame. Sorry. Thank you. I will not forget to thank you again in the future.”

“Good girl.” Guide gave Scientist’s cheek a kiss before looking over at Ninja whose tail had been wagging ever since she heard those famous two words. “You’re a good girl, too, Ninja.”

Ninja smiled and, with some red coloring her cheeks, looked away pretty bashfully. “A-ah, thank you, Lady Guide.” Her tail wagging even faster than before made it obvious just how happy those words made her.

“Now, it’s not fair if we leave you out, so while she makes Player cum as efficiently as she can, let’s see just how quickly I can make you cum.”

Ninja still looked clearly flustered, but that didn’t stop her tail from whapping against the floor and nodding.

As for Scientist, she leaned up so that my cock was parallel to her torso, then went a bit higher than I expected… until she reached near the top. I wasn’t sure what she was doing until she unbuckled the belt around her waist, grabbed onto the bottom of her sweater, pulled it outward a little, and then quickly lifted it up just enough to get my cock underneath it.

And then she brought the belt back to tie it around her waist once again, though she didn’t make it too tight. She only made it tight enough to keep my cock from throbbing too far away from her.

“If my theory is correct, I will not need to hold my breasts together due to the belt, meaning I will be able to stroke your shaft with my hands while my mouth stimulates the tip,” Scientist explained.

“Sounds good to me, but aren’t you worried about your sweater getting dirty?” I asked.

“That is alright. If it gets dirty, then I will simply replace it with another.”

“Are you forgetting you don’t have spare clothes here?”

“… ah. Embarrassed. I did forget that. But… if I take my sweater off, I will be too cold.”

It was near perfectly neutral out. Neither hot nor cold. However, apparently that was still too cold for Scientist.

But then Guide spoke up from her position over Ninja and said, “Player, haven’t you noticed what’s going on with our clothes yet?”

“I don’t think so?” I replied.

“Nothing stays dirty. If our armor and clothes, even our bodies, stayed dirty, then I’m pretty sure this room would absolutely stink by now and you would be covered in dried blood all the time.”

I looked around and then at myself.

She was right.

Everything was clean. I… had no idea how I didn’t notice that sooner.

Accumulation of filth didn’t exist in the original game, or pretty much any game for that matter, and it didn’t exist in our world, either.

Guide went back to making out with Ninja on the floor while I looked at Scientist and said, “I think it’ll be fine. You can keep it on. You might have to deal with it being… kind of gross for a few minutes after I cum, but I guess it’ll naturally go back to being clean on its own.”

“That is acceptable,” Scientist replied. “I prefer this outcome. It will allow me to trap your warmth to enjoy it for longer without suffering the long-term consequences of it.”

“I’m going to have to get us a bed with thicker blankets for you. And just a bigger bed in general.”

“That is a logical theory.”

With that, Scientist lowered herself down against me, officially sliding my length up between her breasts. She might not have been pushing her breasts together with her hands, but her breasts were still large enough to fit around my length, and the belt helped to keep my cock in place for them.

And for what turned out to be my first real titfuck… I had to admit that it was pretty great. One of the good things about leaking so much precum was that it did a good job of lubing my length up to easily slide between her breasts, allowing me to focus only the pleasure of those large, warm, and soft mounds wrapping around it.

But even with as large as her breasts were, they weren’t big enough to completely hide my cock between them, and the tip of it eventually poked up through her cleavage and came out through the keyhole in her sweater.

“Surprising result. I must have underestimated your length,” Scientist said. “I did not expect it to reach this high so quickly. The size of your penis alone is enough to make me believe we are from alternate Earths as, as far as I am aware, no such penises existed among the male populace of my Earth. If they did, they were usually seen as medical deformities that bordered being unfunctional, but this one looks normal and appears to be functioning normally as well.”

“Average size for men from my Earth was less than half mine, so we still might be from the same Earth.”

“I see. Very impressive.” She then reached one hand down to my sack and started rolling my balls around in her hand… but it wasn’t exactly in a very sexual way. It sort of felt more like she was a doctor performing a physical. Though, once she got a good feel for them, she did switch to more gently rubbing and rolling them. “Even your scrotum is exceptionally large, and each testicle even more. Are you sure that there is no underlying condition? Such testicles almost seem unhealthily swollen.”

“They’re normal as far as doctors were concerned.”

“Perhaps you are the result of genetic testing without your knowledge and you had the DNA of a horse spliced into your genes. That is the only remaining explanation I can think of for how it is so large yet still healthy and functional.”

“Or I just got lucky and have a big dick.”

“Player, I worked for Custodes Humanitatis. I have learned secrets of the world that make an alternate reality like the one we are in sound mundane. Despite this, the size of your reproductive organs make the least sense out of everything.”

“I’m not sure if that’s meant to be a compliment, but it really feels like one, so thanks.”

“It is a compliment and amazement at the same time.”

“So, a compliment and a compliment.”

It was subtle again, but Scientist’s lips curled up just a tiny bit. “I enjoy talking to you. Thank you for entertaining me. Even though I am meant to be bringing you to ejaculation, you are having a conversation about my curiosity with me.”

I smiled back and explained, “You’re my girlfriend now. And⁠—”

“A-ahn! Lady—Lady Guide!” Ninja cried out.

“—and because you’re my girlfriend, I⁠—”

“Good girl, Ninja,” Guide cooed. “But you don’t think I’m letting you go after only cumming once, do you?”

“—I want to make you happy however I can, even if it means pausing sex to talk and let you ask questions and be curious about anything you want.” I was finally able to finish my reply without having my voice drowned out by Ninja and Guide.

“Conflicting feelings,” Scientist said. “I did not know such a combination of feelings is possible.”

“And what’s that combination?”

“Incredible arousal, eager submissiveness, desiring to make you ejaculate, general excitement, but also… innocent joy from being accepted and treated like an equal who is valued and accepted for who they are, a desire to cuddle and vent negative emotions from my body, and wanting to both spoil you with praise and to receive spoiling praise in return.”

“That does all sound pretty nice. So, which one do you want the most?”

“For now, I believe I wish to make you ejaculate the most, as I have been able to feel your penis throbbing against me this entire time.

“Makes sense. But first,” I reached forward and gently grabbed Scientist by her chin, tilting her head back a bit as I leaned forward and pressed my lips against her own. “Guide would get mad at me if I let you suck my dick before I kiss you. Well, I’d be disappointed in myself if I forgot that, too.”

“You are sweet, Player.” Scientist gave me a kiss of her own after that. “Now that we have shared a kiss, are you ready to proceed to ejaculation?”

“As ready as I can be.”

“Very well. Please guide me if there are any improvements you believe I can make, as I wish for this to be as optimal as possible.”

Part of me was tempted to tell her to just enjoy herself and have fun instead of worrying about being optimal and efficient, but I was pretty sure that was what she found fun. So, if that was fun to her, then why try to stop her? Just because her way of enjoying such things was different didn’t mean that it was wrong or less legitimate than more traditional methods. “I’ll let you know.”

“Nod.”

Scientist might not have actually done anything when she said things like “nod,” but she definitely did things when it came to trying to make me cum.

With most of my shaft buried between her breasts and one hand fondling my sack already, she brought her other hand to the base of my length that wasn’t sticking up into her cleavage.

Now, because she kept her hands inside of her jacket’s sleeves, I didn’t get to feel her hand on my cock directly. Instead, I felt her wrap her fingers around it—as much they could fit around it, anyways—through her jacket’s sleeve.

“I have to admit, I’m curious about why you keep your hands inside of your sleeves like that,” I said.

“My hands get cold very easily,” Scientist explained. “Beauty expectations of my time also included women painting their nails. Nobody would be able to tell that I did not paint my nails if I kept them hidden in my sleeves at all times. However, it is primarily the fact that they get cold. Is that a problem?”

“No, I was just curious. It’s actually pretty cute. And stylish.”

“Happy relief.”

She squeezed her sleeve-covered hand around my shaft a bit tighter before beginning to pump it up and down.

I was already being attacked in three directions at that point, and then she brought out her final weapon.

Scientist tilted her head down so that her mouth would be directly above my tip, and then she kissed it. Another couple of kisses later and she took the tip into her mouth, gently sucking on the head of my length as she looked up at my face to judge my reaction.

Whatever face I was making was probably pretty embarrassing considering just how great she was making me feel, not to mention the noises she was getting out of me.

There she was, a beautiful, probably older woman wrapping her breasts around my cock, fondling my balls, stroking my shaft, and sucking the tip of my cock all at once.

She implied that she didn’t have much experience earlier, but she sure felt like she knew what she was doing. Maybe that was the power of efficient optimization?

Whatever it was, it wasn’t going to take long to get me to cum at the current rate of things.

And then, looking past Scientist, I noticed Guide whispering something to Ninja while looking at me.

One nod from Ninja later and both women got up and came over to us. They must have gotten tired of being on their own.

Ninja sat down on her knees next to Scientist and, without saying a word, brought her lips to the side of my cock’s head. While Scientist sucked on its tip, Ninja sucked on its side, both women looking up at my face as they serviced me.

As for Guide, she sat down on the bed behind me and slid her hands down my shirt to trace her fingers all over my chest as she kissed my neck and ear.

There was no way that I deserved that much special treatment, but there was also no way I would ever complain about it or reject it.

“You like efficiency, right?” Guide cooed, looking at Scientist.

Scientist, for once, nodded. She physically nodded. She must have figured that, in her current position, it would be more efficient to nod for once than to take my cock out from her mouth just to say that she wanted to nod.

“Then allow me to show off a special technique. Make sure that you’re ready to swallow.”

“Wa-wait,” I said. “You don’t mean⁠—”

Guide’s sadistic chuckle reached my ear right before her teeth did. She made sure to bite my earlobe for a few seconds, letting me know what she was about to do since she always did it in that order, and then she followed up by whispering, “Cum.”

After Ninja joined us, during all of our bedroom activities together, I didn’t realize it until it was too late.

Guide trained me.

I only caught on to it the other day, but she trained me to cum on command. As soon as that order reached my brain, I couldn’t help but to do exactly as she said, and Scientist got to experience what it was like to take my load into her mouth for the first time.

Scientist tried her best to swallow as much of it as she could, but it was hopeless. It was impossible to swallow all of that.

But as soon as Scientist took her lips off my tip, Ninja stepped up by placing her own lips around it to swallow as much as she could. Their teamwork meant most of the cum from my first load got swallowed, and the rest that they couldn’t handle ended up dribbling down my length and coating Scientist’s cleavage.

“That’s—that’s cheating,” I moaned, still recovering from my orgasm. It was probably the strongest one I’d had yet just from the sheer amount of stimulation combined with Guide’s command. “She… she wanted to see how efficiently she could make me cum.”

“You didn’t think I could resist joining in, did you?” Guide asked. “You would have to tie me up and lock me in another room to keep me from joining in.”

Scientist then spoke up and said, “There is no problem. If others’ assistance makes you ejaculate with even greater efficiency than I am capable of on my own, then I welcome their assistance.”

“See? She’s alright with it. So, now that we’re all here… how about we see just how fast we can empty you out as a team?”

“This experiment interests and arouses me.”

Guide looked at Ninja for her response despite the question being directed at me.

“I—I am ready to serve my lord to the best of my ability!” Ninja replied, her tail whapping against the floor some more.

“Then it looks like that’s settled,” Guide said before biting my neck again.

“Don’t—don’t I get a say in the matter?” I asked.

“Of course you do. Go on, Player. Say something other than asking for us to begin.”

The three women all waited.

I asked if I had a say, did it even matter when I would never refuse them regardless?

“Then… let’s see how optimized you can get as a team,” I said.

Guide bit my neck yet again, and I could feel her smiling against it as both Scientist and Ninja got back to work.

Even if Scientist was right about the world being doomed, it wasn’t doomed before I got to be the luckiest man to ever exist.


Chapter Eighteen




“That exceeded all logical expectations,” Scientist said as she rested on the bed. “Were you discovered by our organization, we likely would have classified you, or at least your reproductive organs, as an entity.”

I was pretty exhausted at that point from being completely drained by Guide, Ninja, and Scientist all working together to pump every last ounce of cum out of me. But even so, it was impossible to not smile and feel pretty proud of myself when I heard Scientist say that. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“I meant that as a factual statement, but I can see how it doubles as a compliment. Very efficient. I will praise you and your penis in such a manner more often.”

“Well, well, Player,” Guide cooed. “Looks like you’ve had an entity in your pants all along. Maybe you can use it to defeat the others.” She nudged her shoulder against my side after saying that while wearing a pretty cheesy smile on her face.

After they were done milking me, Guide and Ninja positioned themselves to each of my sides so that Scientist could cuddle with me by resting atop my torso and legs. If it wasn’t for the fact that I was thoroughly empty, I probably would have wanted to go even more considering that I could feel Scientist’s thick thighs pressing down against my length.

“I don’t think my dick can slay entities,” I told Guide. “But I appreciate the thought.”

“Theory,” Scientist said. “If we were to enhance your penis with the previously mentioned material capable of containing entities, it may be possible to destroy an entity with your penis.”

“I don’t want to destroy anything or anybody with my penis.”

Guide huffed and asked, “But what about us? I want to be destroyed by it…”

“That’s—that’s not what I meant.”

“Oh? Then say it.”

“Say—say what?”

“That you want to destroy me with your cock, obviously.”

Hearing that got me blushing. It didn’t help that Guide rolled over onto her front and propped her head up with her hands while smiling at me with such expectant eyes. “Do… do I have to?”

“What do you think?”

“I… I want to—I want to destroy you with my cock.”

Guide giggled and kicked her feet as soon as she heard that. “Thank you for spoiling me. Too bad I don’t have a recording device to have recorded that so I can listen to it over and over again while you’re gone. Ah… if only. I guess you’ll just have to say it over and over again until it’s stuck in my head and I could never possibly forget it. That sounds like a good idea, right, Scientist?”

Scientist was silent for a moment before saying, “I do not have a better alternative for you at this time. Your theory will need to be tested. If he repeats it, we can each listen and measure how many times it takes before it gets stuck in our heads, and then record how long it remains stuck for.”

“See, Player? It’s a good idea. And Scientist is smart, so that means she’s obviously right and we should listen to her.”

I looked into Scientist’s eyes and said, “If you let Guide push you around like this, she’ll constantly take advantage of your intelligence to get her way.”

“Arousal,” Scientist replied. “I consent to that.”

I sighed while Guide looked incredibly pleased with herself.

Ninja had been silent for a while, though, and she was cuddled right up next to my side with her head close to mine, so I turned my head to face her and kiss her. She wasn’t expecting that, apparently, because she jumped a little when I did.

“M-my lord?!” Ninja shouted, her cheeks burning red. She was always easy to make blush.

“I felt like kissing you,” I said. Really, I didn’t want her to feel left out. I knew what it felt like to feel like a third wheel with nothing to say while everybody else talked, and I wasn’t about to let Ninja, or any of them for that matter, ever feel like that. It was the least I could do after everything they did for me.

“I—I see.” She sounded a bit uncomfortable, or maybe nervous, but her wagging tail made me think she was actually happy.

And her tail began to wag even more once Guide rather clumsily climbed over me and Scientist to plop down on the bed behind Ninja. I wiggled over some with Scientist to give them some more space as Guide wrapped her arms and legs around Ninja to cuddle her.

“Alright, I need my Ninja snuggling time,” Guide said. “Player selfishly kept you all to himself when you went out with him, so now it’s time for me to get my fill of you.”

“Lady—Lady Guide!” Ninja whined while her tail whapped against the mattress. “You do not need to⁠—”

“But I waaaaannntttt tooooooo! What, don’t tell me, Ninja… you don’t like snuggle time?”

Oh, that was cruel. Guide managed to make herself look and sound so sad when she asked that. Her guilt tripping was so effective that it made me feel guilty and I wasn’t even the one it was directed at.

“That is not it at all!” Ninja was quick to shout. She sounded genuinely distressed. Her ears even drooped down and her tail went still. “Please do not misunderstand! I⁠—”

Guide pressed her lips against Ninja’s to cut her off before saying, “Sorry, sorry. I wanted to tease you a little. Trust me, I can tell you love snuggle time. Your tail makes it extremely obvious. Especially when I rub under your chin while we snug.”

“You—you are not upset?”

“Nope. Sorry, I made myself sound too convincing.”

Ninja let out a deep sigh. “That is a relief. I would never want to cause you offense.”

Guide rubbed the side of her face down against the side of Ninja’s. “You’re so cute that it should be illegal.” Guide then looked at Scientist and said, “You had something you wanted to talk to Player about, right?”

“Surprised,” Scientist said. “I forgot.”

“Well, he did paint your face white right after you brought it up.”

I had no idea what they were talking about. Though… going by how it sounded, if I came right as something was brought up, then I probably wasn’t paying much attention to whatever was being said.

“So!” Guide continued. “You two talk about that while me and Ninja snuggle.” She then used her behind to push back against me to get some more room for herself between me and Ninja.

I moved over some more with Scientist to give the other two their cuddling space.

“So,” I said to Scientist who was still atop me, “what’s up?”

“I noticed something while I was pleasuring you with my breasts,” Scientist answered. “I attempted informing you earlier, but as Guide said, you ejaculated on my face right as I was speaking.”

“S-sorry about that. I didn’t even notice. Well, I mean, I noticed the part where I came on your face, but not the talking part.”

“It was very arousing, so it is acceptable.”

“So, what did you notice?”

“There is a sort of rectangular box at the bottom left of my vision. I did not notice it sooner as I do not often look at the corner of my vision, but it is there.”

“Sounds like a status window of sorts. Does it say anything? Or have a symbol on it?”

“It says ‘Research.’ I believe it has something to do with what you told me about during our walk earlier. I am fulfilling the role of a character meant to develop new technologies, yes?”

“Right. But that was never really fleshed out before all this happened, so… have you tried interacting with it at all?”

“Not thoroughly, but I have. I am not sure how to interact with a box inside of my vision. I cannot touch it, thinking and talking about it does nothing, and looking at it has proven to do nothing as well.”

“Well… in the game, since the player character was the only one who could really do anything, menus like that don’t really even exist until the player decides to open them up. The NPCs might be the ones who ‘own’ the menus, but it’s the player who interacts with them. What if… let’s try this. Scientist, I’m ready to research something.”

Scientist blinked. “Ah. It is glowing now.”

“Try focusing your vision on it or something now?”

“Nod.” I watched her eyes as she moved them to look like she was looking into the corner of her vision, and a new window appeared between us right as she did.

“Looks like that worked.”

As for the window itself…

//Research Menu

//Warning: Missing valid Research Terminal

//Available Research

//Companion Boost I

Increases the stats of companions by 5%.

Materials: [Toughness Potion], [Minor Healing Potion], [Gold Coin]

Base Time: 2 days

//Loot Boost I

Increases the number of items dropped from monsters by 10%.

Materials: [Slime], [Ant Leg], [Zombie Flesh], [Flying Iris]

Base Time: 1 day

//Gathering Boost I

Decreases the amount of hits it takes to break an item by 1.

Materials: [Wooden Log], [Mushroom], [Copper Ore]

Base Time: 1 day

//Basic Airship Building

Unlocks crafting recipes for all the basic components an airship needs.

Materials: [Eye Flesh], [Royal Slime], [Goliath Flesh]

Base Time: 3 days

p.s. you’re welcome (>ᴗ•)

One, the airship option was definitely not something that I expected. Two… was that supposed to be a winking face at the end of it? And it said, “you’re welcome.” I couldn’t imagine why it would say that unless whoever added it as an option added it specifically for me because they knew I wanted to build an airship.

So, the entities really were basically watching everything to have known that I wanted to do that. And I had to assume that it was Dungeon Master who added that research option.

Was he trying to help me?

Well, I doubted that I’d be finding out his—or any of the entity’s—true intentions anytime soon. I did, however, know that I really wanted to build an airship. Researching it would apparently take three days to do, though. I also needed [Goliath Flesh] which was acquired from defeating the next boss, so I had to do that, too.

And I needed to figure out how to create a “research terminal.” That wasn’t a thing in the original mod as far as I knew, and the warning made me feel like research wouldn’t be possible until there was one.

But just to confirm it, I tried reaching forward to click that option on the window.

Nothing happened.

What if I said it? It couldn’t open up in the first place until I said something and then Scientist opened it, so maybe she needed to put in her input, too.

“Can you see the window between us?” I asked her.

“Nod,” Scientist replied.

“Alright. I want to choose the airship option.”

Scientist moved her eyes to focus on the option, but nothing happened. She then tried to reach out and touch it herself, but nothing happened again.

“Looks like we need the research terminal after all,” I said. “But for now… it’s getting dark out. I think I’ll deal with the next boss tonight.”

Guide spoke up, but not before huffing, when she heard that. “But we’re snuggling! Are you going to take my Ninja away from me so early after bringing her back?!”

I looked at Ninja and then at Guide. “Want to bully her?”

“Yes. But not too much.”

“Got it. Alright. Well, I guess that if Ninja would rather cuddle you than protect me, it’s alright. She can stay here while I go fight.”

Ninja’s expression became one of panic again. “But! Lord Player! I belong at your side protecting you!”

“Awww,” Guide whined. “You don’t want to cuddle with me after all…”

Ninja panicked even more. “That—that is not true, Lady Guide! Please do not misunderstand!”

“It’s alright,” I said. “I understand. You want to stay here with her more than me.”

“My lord!”

Guide sniffled. “I wanted to cuddle more…”

“Lady Guide!”

Ninja frantically looked back and forth between us with an expression that grew more and more worried by the second as she genuinely looked like she had no idea what to do.

Scientist then said, “Teasing tone, I hoped you would stay so that I could examine your body and learn more about your physical features.”

Scientist might have been a bit more obvious and specific, but Ninja still panicked. “Lady Scientist! I would gladly let you, but⁠—!”

“Alright,” Guide said. “That’s enough. We’ve teased the poor little Ninja enough for one evening.” Of course, she made sure to kiss Ninja on the cheek after saying that. “Go protect Player and then get back here for more snuggling. Understand?”

“A-ah… you were teasing me,” Ninja said, her cheeks growing red again. “I am not good with such jokes…”

“But that just makes you all the cuter when we tease you. Isn’t that right, Player?”

“Yep,” I replied. “I know, we’re horrible and mean, but you getting so confused just makes us want to tease you even more.”

“Mhm. We’re the worst of the worst.”

“Even Scientist joined in. Nobody can resist teasing you, Ninja.”

Ninja pouted a bit before pulling her mask up to cover up her face and pulling her hood down to hide the rest of her head.

She must have been trying to cover up the blush.

That made her even cuter.

“Alright,” I said. “Me, Mimic, and Ninja will go deal with the next boss. Guide, I’m going to dump all the new items I got from the lab in the chest. Can you record everything into your book to see if there are any new recipes?”

“Of course!” Guide replied.

“Proposal,” Scientist said. “As I have nothing to do and you are being deprived of Ninja, you may ‘snuggle’ with me once you are done with this recording task. I would also enjoy learning how this recording works.”

Guide actually looked a bit surprised, but she still replied with a smile and nod. “Sure. I had that idea myself, but I didn’t know if you’d be comfortable with just the two of us yet. But if you’re down, I certainly won’t say no.”

“Maximizing my comfort with all of you as quick as possible was the most efficient route I could take to get to the point in the relationship I desired to be in, so I have been mentally conditioning myself to believe that I am fully comfortable with all of you this entire time. I estimate that my mindset is now comparable to that of someone who has been in a fulfilling relationship for three years.”

“That’s pretty impressive… you’ll have to teach me how to gaslight myself into thinking that, too.”

“Nod.”

Since Guide and Scientist seemed to be getting along a lot better than I thought they would given how little time they knew each other for—wait.

How could I think that was surprising at all when I was—well, in the situation that I was in? My relationships with them moved even faster.

Seeing it in action between others made it really obvious just how quickly things progressed.


Chapter Nineteen




After dropping everything from the lab off in the chest, save for the things I needed for the boss fight, I went over to the workbench and searched for what I needed to summon the next boss.

The [Decoded Z Tracking Implant].

All it took to make was going to any workbench while having the [Z Tracking Implant] in my inventory to create. How a simple workbench with no tools was able to reverse engineer a tracking implant, I had no idea, but I wasn’t going to complain about it. All that mattered was that I turned the tracking implant into the official item needed to summon the boss.

And that meant it was time for me, Ninja, and Mimic to go and deal with the next boss.

The Zombie Goliath.

Now, I knew what to expect because of having his patterns in the game mastered, so I explained all of his usual patterns to Ninja while we walked to the boss arena I fought the other bosses at. Ninja was, of course, impressed with every little bit of knowledge that I had to share with her.

Her praise for knowing even random trivia was always a great way to boost my ego, not that it needed boosted any more than it already was given that I was in a relationship with three beautiful women.

And once we made it to the boss arena, I made sure to set down both of the turrets we acquired from the mini dungeon. Their damage output was probably enough to kill the boss all on their own in a pretty reasonable amount of time. And to try and keep them a bit extra safe, I built some stone pillars to set them up on top of. One pillar for each turret. I destroyed the temporary stairs leading up to them so that no enemies would be able to get to them, either. Well, if any flying monsters spawned during the night, they would technically be able to reach the turrets… but the turrets could easily snipe those out of the sky before they got close enough to damage them.

So, with everything setup, I looked at my companions and said, “I think we’re ready.”

Mimic saluted with its tongue and Ninja nodded, placing her hand on the handle of her sheathed blade.

All that was left to do then was to take the summoning item out from my inventory and click the obvious, red button on the top of it. The [Decoded Z Tracking Implant] basically just looked like a tracking chip with a button on it. It didn’t really make sense when thinking about it.

A tracking implant was supposed to go inside of the thing it was tracking. So, if it wasn’t inside of what it was supposed to be tracking, then how could it summon the boss? Not only that, but why would there be a button on top of it just because it became “decoded?”

Well, it might not have made any sense in the real world, but we were basically in a video game world. That made it more acceptable. Lazy and nonsensical, but acceptable.

I looked Mimic and Ninja over again before pressing the button.

The item disappeared a second later to be replaced by the sound of a distant beep.

Beep… beep… beep.

The sound reminded me of those games and movies where a radar was scanning an area and would pass over something, and then it would make that little blip noise.

And the beeping was getting louder and louder.

I should have had my guard up a bit more, probably, but… Ninja’s ears twitched each time that we heard the beep.

I couldn’t even focus on anything else. All I could do was watch her ears twitch. I even found my hands instinctively reaching out to grope them without realizing what I was doing, but I managed to stop myself before her ears fell victim to my hands.

Ninja didn’t need to get all excited and worked up right before a battle. Really, I didn’t need to be either, so I shook my head and forced myself to step ahead of her so that I couldn’t see her ears anymore. The last thing I wanted was for any of us to be distracted, lower our guards, and to get hurt during the battle. Dying was still a possible option even if I was confident in our abilities.

But before the boss battle could begin, its associated event came first.

The Zombie Apocalypse.

The sky turned darker than usual, the moon turned a light shade of green, and the groans of zombies could be heard from all around us as that repetitive beeping grew louder and louder in the distance.

Our boss arena was still lit up thanks to all the campfires and torches, though.

Now, while walking to the boss arena, I had an idea. I thought about building a bunker we could attack the zombies through. That was what I would have done in the original game. Build a bunker with some holes in the walls to attack the zombies through, then leave the bunker once the boss arrived.

But after what happened in the mini dungeon, I didn’t want to get us stuck in any enclosed spaces we couldn’t easily escape from, not to mention that I had no idea if there were going to be any new threats thrown.

The good news was that we turned out to not really need that, at least not right away from what I could see. A couple dozen zombies climbed up out of the ground in different directions, sure, but because we were in an actual world that was huge compared to the video game’s world, they looked pretty spread out and few in number in comparison. They were all just normal zombies, too. Slow and weak. The turrets were able to wipe most of them out before they could even get close to us.

Me and Ninja didn’t really get to do anything, either. Mimic did most of the work for the first few waves of zombies that spawned—or well, did whatever work the turrets didn’t do.

It was actually going… really smoothly. Way smoother than I expected it would. The turrets combined with Mimic were just too strong. There was no point in me and Ninja trying to help because anything we tried to run toward would have been killed before we could reach them.

Though, to be fair, it was also an easy event in the original game. There were future events and wave defense situation where zombies actually posed a huge threat, but they weren’t even the main enemies in those events. The only specifically zombie-themed event was—well, as it was clear, pretty simple. It didn’t help that we had to fight for our lives against far stronger and faster zombies in the mini dungeon. Normal zombies felt extremely pathetic in comparison to that.

But it made sense. Progression wise, the mini dungeon was far more difficult than the event leading up to the boss, and it was designed that way on purpose. Then the boss would be a bit harder than surviving the dungeon—at least, the normal mini dungeon. The abnormality probably boosted the mini dungeon’s difficulty up to be several times more challenging than the boss.

“Lord Player, is it supposed to be this easy?” Ninja asked. “You said this would be called the ‘Zombie Apocalypse,’ but I feel this is very… non-apocalyptic.”

“Well,” I said, “in the original game, if you were a new player who didn’t know what to expect, then it was pretty easy to get overwhelmed by the amount of zombies. But when we have turrets and Mimic killing them all as soon as they spawn, they never get a chance to build up into a threatening force.”

“Hoh… I see. I⁠—”

“It’s kind of boring, huh?” a different voice asked.

Dungeon Master.

Time froze and everybody else around me with it. Only me and Dungeon Master were still able to move and talk.

“Didn’t expect to see you again so soon,” I said.

“Hehe. Miss me?” he asked in response. “Wait, don’t answer that. You have three beauties now. There’s no way you’d miss me when you’ve got them.”

“There’s also the fact that you’re behind all of this and throwing enemies at me that want to genuinely kill me.”

Dungeon Master wore a pretty innocent expression on his face as he playfully stuck his tongue out at me. “Teehee. Anyways! This whole little event has been pretty boring. You’re too strong. As the dungeon master who also goes by the name Dungeon Master, I feel like I’m failing as the DM. It’s just a slog to go through where you’re waiting for an arbitrary number of zombies to be dead before the boss spawns. A good DM has to keep things exciting, right?”

“I think the abnormality was exciting enough.”

Dungeon Master huffed. “You’re so much more boring sounding when you talk to me. When you talk to your girlfriends, you’re all cute and happy and smiling and nice. When you talk to me, you’re all… boring and serious. Maybe I should turn myself into a cute girl. Then you can flirt with me, too.”

“I’m not that easy.”

“Really?” Dungeon Master narrowed his eyes at me. “You’re a nerd who spent all his free time playing video games. Even if you already have three girlfriends, do you really think you could resist if I turn myself into a cute girl?”

“Considering who you are and what you’re responsible for, yes.”

“Hmph. We’ll see about that. Anyways, aside from the fact that there’s no way you’d be able to resist my charms if I actually tried, did you appreciate the research option I added for you?”

“I figured that was you. What do you get out of helping me with that? I don’t get how you’re trying to kill me and then making my life easier afterward. That feels like an abusive relationship.”

Dungeon Master giggled before asking, “Have you forgotten my name and role already? What is a DM’s job if not to be the abuser in a relationship? A DM’s entire purpose is to string the heroic players along, throw dangerous threats at them, reward them for their efforts and ingenuity, and keep them both challenged and rewarded throughout the campaign. Of course, sometimes, the DM might make a mistake and throw an unbalanced encounter at the players and kill them. Or maybe the DM will give them some special items that are way too good and make everything too easy. But the whole point is to provide a challenge to the players. When the DM is good enough, it’s up to the players whether they survive and save the world from the BBEG, or if they die and get crushed into dust while leaving behind a world destined to ruin. A proper DM is no more than a judge. Neither good nor evil. Neither a friend nor an enemy.”

The next thing I knew, Dungeon Master appeared directly in front of me, but he—or rather, she was different. Her hair grew longer and blonde, her facial features were feminine and cute, and her sparkling eyes demanded attention as she reached up and placed her hands on my cheeks to keep my head still.

“Neither good nor evil. Neither a friend nor an enemy. Boy or girl? Who knows. But I do know your heart is beating faster now.”

I swatted his—no, her—or… just, I swatted their hands away and stepped back, causing them to giggle a little.

“I like people who are my friends,” I said. “Not people who refuse to pick a side.”

“Oh? If that’s the case, then I am entirely on your side,” Dungeon Master said. “Just as a proper DM is on the side of their players. A DM may control the BBEG, but a DM also controls all the friends and allies made along the journey, and all are used with the intent of providing the best possible experience for the players.”

“Are you saying you’re in control of the others? Guide, Ninja, Scientist, Mimic?”

“There you go again, asking questions that would be no fun if I answered. So, since we’ve reached that point in our conversation again, let’s get back to what really matters. This zombie event is boring. It’s called the apocalypse, but this is hardly an apocalypse. Let’s make things more interesting. Five minutes. That’s how much time I’ll give you to prepare. Prepare for what, you’ll find out. Prepare how, that’s up to you. It’s only fair that I give you the chance to prepare since things are being changed without any advance warning. Wait, I guess this kind of counts as the advance warning.”

“Has the timer started?”

“You’re so boring. If you’re going to ask me a question, can’t you like, at least ask me how I got to be so cute and quirky? The answer is by spending too much time on the internet, by the way.”

“I figured.”

“The clock is ticking, my boring little Player. You better get started. You’ll probably die if you want to spend the next few minutes flirting with me instead, not that I would object to that. I’ve never had a human flirt with me before. Oh! Wait! I know. Ahem!” Dungeon Master cleared their throat before a couple of pointed, blonde-furred cat ears popped out from the top of their head. There was an equally matching feline tail casually swishing around behind them now, too. “There we go. There’s already a wolf girl, and now there’s a cat person. Wait, a cute, blonde cat person with a confusing gender. That feels too familiar. Maybe I should try changing my hair color. Oh, I have an idea.” The next second, freckles popped up all over their face. “There we go. Blonde cat person with freckles. That feels unique enough now.”

“I have to admit, freckles are underrated.”

“Right? The clock is still ticking even though I’m monologuing at you, by the way.”

Right.

I needed to prepare.

Given that the whole point was the event being underwhelming, it was pretty easy to figure out what was going to happen.

The good news was that I kept plenty of stone blocks in my inventory just in case I ever needed something to build with in a hurry.

So, I got to building.

I knew the zombies were probably about to get a lot tougher and some major reinforcements, so I built a pretty sloppy looking bunker of sorts. It was a basic square, but it was elevated off the ground with two entrances opposite of each other.

Because the entire bunker was elevated on a few pillars, I left gaps in the walls near the floor so that we could attack the zombies while they gathered around the bunker. Putting the holes in the walls up higher wouldn’t let us attack them since they weren’t tall enough to reach up there.

There were no stairs leading up to any of the entrances, so the bunker had to be jumped in and out of. I figured that would make it harder for the zombies to potentially break through the doors.

Then I moved one of the campfires to the inside of the bunker for light, and I created a staircase in the center of it that led up to the roof. That way, we could potentially escape by jumping from the roof if we needed to. Ninja could stay up there, too, to keep an eye out for any other potential threats.

It was a pretty quick and simple bunker, but it was probably good enough. I also made sure to build it between the two turret pillars with each turret being able to cover one of the entrances, and I raised the turrets up some more so that they could potentially shoot over the roof as well.

“I have to be honest,” Dungeon Master said. “I’m impressed you built this so quickly.”

“Getting good at building emergency bunkers with whatever you have on mind is always useful in games like this,” I explained.

“You know… it’s possible that I could set you up with a computer, and then I can get my own, and we could totally play games together whenever you have nothing else to do.”

“I’m pretty sure I’m not going to run out of things to do anytime soon.”

“Heh, true. Especially with three girlfriends, am I right?” Dungeon Master shot a pair of finger guns at me. “But that sucks at the same time. Ever since I’ve discovered the joy of video games, the others are just so boring. All they care about is humanity and—oops, almost said a spoiler. Teehee. Wait, I’m a cat person now. Should I say ‘nya’ instead? Teehee, nya.”

I cringed when I heard that.

“Oh, come on. You’re a guy who spent all his free time playing games and you downloaded a bunch of waifu mods. You don’t get to cringe when somebody goes ‘nya.’ We both know you probably looked at hentai, too.”

“Reading it is one thing, but hearing somebody actually say it… I’ve just always felt bad for the voice actors whenever they had to read dialogue like that. Hearing you say it makes me think of them. Just think of some poor person hired to read a script for something and they have to go ‘nya’ like an anime cat girl.”

“They’ve probably read worse, like dialogue in cheesy and unrealistic sex scenes that would never happen in reality. You know, like, ‘Ah! Nya! It feels funny when you touch me there, onii-chan!’”

“Stop! Even if we’re real people, I’m imagining some poor voice actor having to read that!”

Dungeon Master giggled to themselves for a couple moments before sighing and looking at Ninja. “I’m jealous of them, but it is what it is. I have a role to play and can’t abandon my duty.” They looked at me again. “I hope you survive, Player. No DM wants to see their players lose, but it’s our responsibility to kill them if they don’t prove themselves. And the reward for surviving until the end of this ‘campaign’ will be far greater than simply having satisfaction in getting good rolls. By the way, normal teeth or sharp fangs?”

I wasn’t sure what they were getting at, but since they looked like a cat… “Sharp fangs?”

Dungeon Master then appeared directly in front of me again and opened up their mouth wide, the ends of their lips curled upward into a smile as they stuck a finger into their mouth to point at their now-incredibly-sharp fangs. “Like this?”

“It’s—it’s fitting.”

They closed their mouth and smiled a catlike grin at me. “Nyehehe. Imagining me biting you with fangs this sharp?”

“Imagining you biting me to try and kill me does fit my image of you better.”

“Geez, you treat me like I’m some murderhobo. Just because I’m a powerful entity comparable to a god by human standards who is sending threats at you without your consent to see if they kill you or if you survive doesn’t mean I’m evil. I mean, sure, it kind of sounds evil when put like that, but,” they paused and slipped their hands up to my face again, gently holding each of my cheeks as they stared into my eyes, “it’s for your own good. It’s for humanity’s good. A little evil is alright if it’s for the greater good, isn’t it?”

A little evil for the greater good.

Hearing that caused a pain in my chest, and it wasn’t my own pain. It was the pain of one who couldn’t make a decision and resulted in losing everybody she cared about.

I pushed Dungeon Master’s hands away from me and said, “True good can never make use of evil.”

“That’s awfully idealistic of you. Don’t tell me, you’re the kind of guy who if given a choice between a great evil and the lesser evil, you would rather not play at all?”

“No. Not playing at all is just being complacent and gets nothing done. But if both options are evil, then I believe in forcing a new option.”

“Heh. And to think I called you idealistic before hearing that. Well, my idealistic little Player, let’s see how that works out for you. If you will be paralyzed by indecision when the time comes, or if you will truly be able to force a better option into reality. As your DM, I’m excited to see what you think of.”

“I’ll try not to disappoint.”

“That’s kind of hot.”

It was my turn to sigh when I heard that. “Why are you so flirty all of a sudden? You weren’t like this the first time we talked.”

“Who knows? Maybe I developed a crush on you since then. Maybe I’m just horny. Or… maybe I’m jealous that I can only live vicariously through my NPCs, unable to genuinely experience what they get to in this world of my creation… teehee, just kidding. I’m just horny.” They even went and knocked on the side of their head while sticking their tongue out at me. “Until next time, Player. I’m going to go get scolded now for spending more time with you than I was supposed to. But even if it was only for a short time… it’s worth whatever punishment they give me.”

Before I could say anything else, Dungeon Master disappeared from my sight and the world around me resumed.

“Lord—Lord Player!” Ninja shouted. “A building suddenly appeared!”

That was all the proof I needed to know that she wasn’t aware of anything that just happened. As far as she knew, the bunker I built just appeared out of nowhere in an instant. “I’ll explain later,” I said. “We need to get inside. You too, Mimic!”

And going by the fact that we went from maybe five zombies at a time trying to crawl out from the ground to… what looked like hundreds of them trying to dig out at once, it turned out that my assumption for what Dungeon Master was going to do was right.


Chapter Twenty




Mimic had a bit of trouble jumping up high enough to get into the bunker since there weren’t any stairs, so I had to lift it up and help it hop in. Fortunately, Mimic was surprisingly light despite how large its body was, not to mention how heavy it looked.

Or maybe I was getting stronger? I already felt more capable than I should have been, but I wasn’t sure.

I was sure, however, that we were swarmed by zombies.

My bunker worked just as well as I hoped it would. Two entrances. Each one had a door. Because the bunker was lifted up off the ground and needed to be jumped up into, the zombies couldn’t reach the door enough to try and damage it. Sure, they could try to scratch the bottom of it, but they weren’t actually able to break it down and climb up to get inside.

The hole I left in the wall around the bottom meant that the zombies could reach up and stick their arms through, and some of them even tried to climb up through the hole, but killing them was so easy from the safety of the bunker that it wasn’t an issue if they could reach their arms inside.

It was actually kind of funny. The zombies reached their arms inside, and then Mimic hopped from arm to arm, crushing them underneath its body and instantly killing the zombies they were attached to. Me and Ninja still didn’t need to do anything since the zombies couldn’t try to climb up faster than Mimic was able to kill them.

Now, if the zombies didn’t explode into gore that soon despawned afterward, then it might be a problem. The bodies could have piled up and made it easier to climb on top of to get inside.

But that didn’t happen. When the zombies died, they harmlessly exploded and then despawned, leaving only their loot.

So, since me and Ninja didn’t really need to do anything, I mined open a few holes in the walls that were at our eye level so we could look outside. Looking through the opening in the bottom only revealed whatever zombies were right outside the bunker.

And once we got a good look outside…

“That’s a lot,” I said.

“My lord,” Ninja said, “I feel that this can now be called an apocalypse.”

“Yeah. You’re not wrong. I kind of regret thinking it was too easy before.”

There were zombies.

A lot of zombies.

An absolute horde of zombies.

Hundreds, easily. Potentially thousands. I wasn’t sure. There were so many bodies of zombies pressed together trying to reach us that it looked more like an ocean of rotting flesh than individual zombies.

And there were still more climbing out from the ground in the distance.

“Well, on one hand, we’re safe and I don’t think they can get in here,” I said. “But on the other hand, I feel like it would take us hours to get through them all, and the boss shouldn’t properly spawn until they’re all dead. So, we might be here until the morning if⁠—”

Beep.

The blip from the boss sounded far closer than before.

Beep.

Even though Mimic only killed a couple of zombies since the last beep, it grew even louder, meaning it was even closer.

Beep.

“Lord—Lord Player?” Ninja asked. “Your face has gone pale.”

Beep.

The zombies couldn’t reach us, and they were basically harmless until they could.

But the boss wouldn’t have any difficulty reaching us.

And bosses had a habit of destroying simple walls.

Beep. Beep. Beep.

It only beeped that fast when the boss was coming.

“I have to leave,” I said. “The boss will try to come for me. If I stay here, then he’ll come charging through the walls and drop us all into the horde.”

Ninja got serious. “Then let us leave with haste.”

“You and Mimic should stay here. I’ll draw the boss away and…”

No.

That wasn’t right.

I couldn’t just leave them behind again. They were there to fight with me, not to hide in safety.

But if we all left together, then there was going to not only be a boss fighting us, but a horde of zombies swarming us… and that was going to happen to me either on my own or with help. Trying to leave on my own was idiotic. If the world behaved like I was pretty sure it did, then basically all events and anything of note were going to be focused on me and the area surrounding me. The zombie apocalypse was only happening in a certain area immediately around where I was, not everywhere. It was the same reason why bosses in other biomes wouldn’t spawn even if their conditions were met as long as I wasn’t in those biomes. Things basically only happened wherever I was.

The zombies that were already around the bunker might stay aggroed onto Ninja and Mimic, but any new ones that spawned would be coming straight for me while I tried to deal with the boss, not to mention some of the current horde would surely break off to follow me.

If all three of us went, would that make things better? It would increase my odds if I took them with me, but would it help out enough? We’d still be swarmed by a horde, new zombies spawning, and have to deal with the boss all at once.

Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.

What was the best option?

I could go on my own or take them with me. In both cases, I would be swarmed with a horde while dealing with a boss. With just how many zombies there were, out in an open field… I honestly didn’t think we could survive that.

I should have tried to prepare more. I shouldn’t have thought the boss fight would go smoothly. I should have been more grateful when it was too easy.

Treating any situation, no matter how easy it was supposed to be, as anything short of seriously life-threatening was idiotic.

I got too confident after getting my chainsaw and surviving against that abnormality.

“I grew too confident,” said another’s voice—the voice of the woman whose soul became one with mine. “Because I strove to do everything on my own, refusing to depend on anybody else… that was why I was left with that choice. My child or my people. It was impossible for me to make a third choice because I made it that way before the pieces were ever set on the board. Wanting to choose your own path and force an option that has not been given is delusional idealism without laying the groundwork to make that possible beforehand. Do not make the same mistake I made.”

I knew what I had to do.

“Thanks,” I said.

“My lord?” Ninja asked.

“Ninja. Mimic. The best way for us to survive this, as guilty as I feel for suggesting it… is for you two to fight the boss on your own.”

“But! My lord! That would leave you here on your own!”

“Exactly. The boss is going to come straight for me wherever I am, and so are all the rest of the zombies. Aggro on the player is always prioritized over companions. If you and Mimic can get to the other side of the horde, you can engage the boss as he spawns and fight him without the horde harassing you. The horde will keep trying to get to me instead as long as you stay far enough away from them. And because I won’t be with you, you won’t have to worry about more zombies spawning all around you while you fight the boss. It’s either we all go together and fight the boss while trying to survive hundreds and hundreds of zombies swarming us, or you and Mimic fight the boss on your own while the rest of the zombies keep trying to climb into this bunker while I chainsaw their arms off. I don’t want to send you to fight the boss without me, but I think it’s the best option available to make sure we all survive.”

Ninja looked worried still as her ears and tail drooped.

“Do you think you can handle him? Do you remember everything I told you about the fight?”

“I am confident in my skill, my lord. I am worried only for leaving your side. If anything were to happen, I do not know that I could make it back to you quickly enough.”

“I’ll be fine. I promise. I need you to focus on the boss instead of worrying about me. That’s my order as your lord. Forget that I even exist until the boss is dead.”

Ninja took a deep breath and followed it with a stern nod. “Understood, Lord Player.”

“Thank you.” I then turned to Mimic and crouched down in front of it. “You paid attention while we walked over here too, right?”

Mimic nodded its body.

“Good. I want you and Ninja up on the roof. Let Ninja hold onto you, and as soon as you see where the boss spawns, I want you to do one of your lunge attacks to fly over the horde and go straight for the boss. Understand?”

Another nod.

“Then I want you to tank the boss at first so that Ninja can take out any zombies you two aggroed. Once the zombies are dead, she can help you with the boss. Work together, alright?”

Another nod, this time from both of them.

“Alright. Get up there and get ready. Go as soon as he spawns. I doubt we have even a few more seconds.”

Both Ninja and Mimic went up to the roof while I swiveled my head around to look through the openings in the wall I made. The boss had some pretty convenient timing, thankfully, because he only spawned a couple of seconds after they made it up onto the roof.

Fortunately, he looked normal. There didn’t seem to be any changes yet. He was still the same Zombie Goliath that I always fought in the game. The only difference was the horde of zombies surrounding me.

But still, I couldn’t help but feel worried. He was a massive zombie three times the size of an adult man, his body was absolutely ripped with muscles despite being a zombie, and he fought like an enraged gorilla swinging his arms around everywhere to crush anything in his path.

The fight against him was pretty straightforward. He didn’t have any fancy moves other than physically charging into players and slamming the ground resulting in causing rippling shockwaves. The real danger came from being grabbed by him. Whenever a character got grabbed by him during a fight, he’d stay holding onto them and repeatedly slam them into the ground until they were on the verge of death unless they maximized their defense. He’d then follow up with another slam into the ground with his fist that the player had to quickly get out of the way from.

In other words, he lived up to his name and appearance. A huge, dumb brute who was only good for his physical strength. The mechanics weren’t difficult and there were no complex patterns to memorize, but even being hit once would deal an insane amount of damage.

Fortunately, Mimic had a ton of health and defense, so I didn’t really have to worry about Mimic unless the boss managed to grab onto Mimic for its series of attacks multiple times. Ninja… if Ninja was grabbed, he’d be able to do some serious damage to her. However, Ninja was Ninja, and Ninja was a ninja. She was more graceful than anybody else and capable of dancing around enemies while making it look effortless. If anybody could avoid getting hurt, it was her.

And speaking of Mimic and Ninja, they just landed on the other side of the horde. The zombies who were closer to them than me got peeled away from focusing on me to target them instead, but I didn’t see any more zombies spawning past where Ninja and Mimic were. The only new zombies that spawned were all still closer to me and tried coming to me first. As for the boss, since they got close to the boss before I ever did, the boss switched to focus on them instead of ever coming toward me.

The plan worked. I still felt guilty about sending them to fight the boss without me, but I genuinely didn’t trust our survival odds if we all went together, and I definitely didn’t trust them if I went by myself.

“My new friend speaks true,” the warrior-king’s voice said in my mind. “A ruler is only as good as his men. The king who cannot rely on his soldiers is a king who is destined to fall.”

The explorer’s voice popped into my mind next. “That is… not quite my point. Not only that, but any society that depends on a king for leadership is going to fail in the first place.”

“But who would rule if not a king?”

“Are you serious? Do you not even know of any other forms of governance?”

“There are those ruled by kings, and those who are not yet ruled by kings.”

“I do wonder how long I will get to… enjoy your company for.”

“Good! I look forward to your company as well, my friend!”

Only the warrior-king actually sounded genuine.

Also, I felt like I was going crazy since I heard two distinct personalities having a conversation inside of me.

And seeing as how I was going to be getting a bunch more hearts… did that mean I was going to end up with an entire party of ancient people talking to each other inside of my soul?

Wait.

“You two can hear me, right?” I asked while revving up my chainsaw to deal with the zombies trying to climb into the bunker.

“That we can!” the warrior-king shouted.

“Yes, we can,” the explorer answered, sounding thoroughly unamused.

“Alright,” I said. “Is there anything either of you can tell me about the entities since we seem to all be dealing with the same group here?”

“There is nothing I can report that you do not already know. If anything, your discussion with the one known as ‘Dungeon Master’ was far more interaction than I ever had with them.”

“It was the same for us,” the warrior-king added on. “They did not engage with us. They subjected us to their trials without known reason. We perished at their hands for a purpose we never learned.”

“That they seem to engage with you so openly is suspicious. I do not believe you should trust them. Though, I am also curious about why their approach with you is so different from what we experienced.”

“Wise words, my friend.”

“We hardly know each other.”

“But we are in here together sharing the same trial as our host! We may as well get along as companions!”

“Well, at the very least, I do not mind such friendliness.”

Listening to the two of them talk made me think of the warrior-king as a dog and the explorer as a cat.

I was definitely going crazy.

I ended up listening to the two of them talk some more—or well, it was more like the warrior-king talking to the explorer while she tried her best not to sound annoyed, while I dealt with all the zombies trying to climb inside.

Dealing with the zombies around me meant I couldn’t watch much of the battle against the boss, but I did get to look over every now and then.

From what I could see, the zombies that got peeled away from me were all dead, so Mimic and Ninja were able to focus solely on the boss as he went through his usual attack patterns while targeting them.

Ninja, just as I believed she could, managed to flawlessly dodge all of his attacks. Whether he tried to charge at her or throw a fist at her, she sidestepped or jumped over all of his attacks while counterattacking with her own.

Mimic, however, was far less graceful. Mimic’s attack patterns were even simpler and more brutish than the boss’s, and it didn’t take long for Mimic to eventually get caught in his grasp.

It filled me with rage seeing the boss lift Mimic up into the air before slamming it down into the ground multiple times… but I had to bear with it. Mimic was strong. Even though Mimic got slammed into the ground over and over again, it went back to attacking the boss like nothing happened as soon as it could while its health was barely dented.

And while I might not have been able to go and help Mimic, Ninja did her best to. I wasn’t the only one attached to our pet chest, after all. I knew both Guide and Ninja liked Mimic too, and I could see a difference in Ninja’s intensity after Mimic took all those attacks.

Wait.

Maybe too much of a difference.

She became more aggressive and put herself into riskier positions. Sure, she was still able to protect herself by evading all of the boss’s attacks, but she was having to evade more of them than before due to a more relentless strategy than before.

And now the boss reared back and pounded his fists against his chest as he let out a ferocious roar loud enough to shake me where I stood in the bunker.

The next phase of the battle was beginning. His limbs grew even more muscular, the muscle literally tearing through his rotting skin. He’d be faster and stronger from that point onward, though the attack patterns would remain the same.

All they had to do was stay calm and⁠—

“Ninja!” I shouted. “Don’t⁠—!”

I knew what was happening, and even though I shouted as soon as I could, it didn’t make a difference.

Mimic was in the way to get grabbed and slammed around again.

And Ninja threw herself against Mimic to knock it out of the way, trading places with Mimic.

The boss’s hand, which was as large as her body, wrapped around her leaving only her feet and head sticking out. His grip looked tight enough that a normal person should have realistically had every bone in their body broken from it, and that wasn’t even the real attack. The real attack came from him then pounding his fist holding her into the ground over and over again.

“Ninja!” I shouted, but what good was shouting?

I needed to help her.

The bunker didn’t matter. I could try to distract the horde and lead them away after I helped her, but helping her came first.

I rushed to the stairs and⁠—

“Do you take your warrior-wife so lightly?” the warrior-king asked. “You were willing to sacrifice yourself for her, yet you will not allow her the same honor?”

I looked out the nearest hole before saying, “But she’s getting hurt! Am I supposed to just stay here and watch it happen?! She can’t take all those blows like Mimic! And even seeing it happen to Mimic made me want to go kill the bastard myself!”

“Temper your anger. Such rage will only cloud your judgement.”

“But she⁠—”

“She knew what would happen, and yet she put herself in that position regardless. Do not deprive a warrior of such honor.”

I clenched my fists and took my anger out on the nearest zombie trying to climb inside.

When I looked out the hole again, I realized I wasn’t giving Ninja enough credit.

She dropped to the ground with the boss’s oversized fingers underneath her, her blade held vertically along body facing away from her.

If she did that… then the boss gripping her so tightly and slamming her into the ground over and over probably helped her saw straight through his fingers.

He only performed that grab-and-slam attack with his right hand. Unless he planned on using his left hand, then he just lost the ability to hurt them with his strongest attack again.

But even though Ninja made the best out of a bad situation, I could see just how much pain she was in. She could barely move. Even when she tried to stand up to get off the fingers, she collapsed to the ground and couldn’t get herself back up onto her feet.

Ninja was seriously injured.

Most of her bones were probably broken, yet she still defiantly sawed through the boss’s fingers and tried to stand afterward to carry on the fight.

“I need to help her,” I said. “I know I can’t leave. I know I’m just going to ruin everything if I leave this bunker. But I have to help her.”

“I am well aware of how it feels to stand back while others suffer,” the explorer said, “but have faith in your friends.”

If I went over there, then all that was going to happen was that I’d drag the horde with me to an injured Ninja who couldn’t move on her own anymore.

I knew it was a bad idea. I knew that I couldn’t actually go to her.

Whining about wanting to leave and needing to help her was pointless. Those were only words, not actions. They poorly satisfied the part of me wanting to help without actually doing anything to help.

The best thing to do to actually help would be to keep cutting down all the zombies trying to get into the bunker. If I didn’t kill enough of them fast enough, then the horde was going to keep on growing in size covering a wider area until they were spawning close enough to immediately aggro onto Ninja and Mimic.

I needed to follow my part of the plan while trusting Ninja and Mimic to fulfill their part no matter how bad things looked.

I just needed to absolutely spoil the ever-living fuck out of both of them later. Whatever either of them wanted for the rest of their lives, they were getting with zero question.

Looking out a hole in the wall again, I saw the boss going for Ninja again… only for a lunging Mimic to slam right into his head. Mimic didn’t just slam into his head, though. Mimic bit onto his head. Mimic opened up its chest as wide as possible to shove the boss’s head inside. The head was large enough that Mimic couldn’t really close its body around it, but it still tried while digging its teeth into his flesh.

The boss reached up to try and grab Mimic and tear it off his head… but he couldn’t without his fingers.

So, he tried to punch himself in the head to punch Mimic off.

But he was stupid and blind because of Mimic, so he punched himself in the neck instead, and he punched himself with enough force to completely cave in the front of his neck.

The boss tried again and again to remove Mimic, and he sometimes managed to punch Mimic, but most of his punches only hit himself.

Mimic staying so firmly stuck to his head meant that he couldn’t try attacking Ninja.

But even so, Ninja still wanted to fight. She wasn’t going to tap out even though she looked like she could barely move any of her limbs. Nothing would stop her. That was why she dragged herself across the ground until she was close enough to stab her blade into the boss’s foot, and she did this over and over again while he desperately tried to get rid of Mimic. When he raised his foot to try and stomp on her, she found enough strength to roll out of the way before stabbing his next foot.

She refused to give up.

And between Mimic’s chewing on the boss’s head, the boss punching himself, and Ninja stabbing him in the feet over and over on top of all the damage they already did to him earlier…

The boss stumbled backward and dropped to his knees.

At that point, he must have been on the verge of death, and Mimic got in the final blow by finally managing to close its body around his head, biting it in half.

Mimic finally dropped to the ground while leaving the boss with only the lower half of his head. And with only the lower half of his head, he was officially defeated, and he ceremoniously exploded into gore just like every other boss.

With the boss’s death, all the zombies who were part of the event realized what happened and understood they were doomed, so they dispersed through the forest. Fortunately, while fleeing, they didn’t get aggroed onto Ninja nor Mimic despite some walking by them.

Needless to say, I ignored any and all windows that popped up to instead run over to Ninja as fast as I could.


Chapter Twenty-One




Mimic was faithfully standing guard by the crippled Ninja until I got over there. As soon as I reached her, Mimic gave us some space and focused on staring down any and every zombie it saw until they were out of sight.

As for Ninja, she had rolled herself onto her back at that point and was resting on the ground with closed eyes. I would have thought she was dead from how bruised she looked if it weren’t for the fact that I could see her breathing.

The fact that I could see her breathing really proved just how hurt and tired she was.

“I—I want to hold you, but I don’t know if grabbing you and moving you is the best thing right now,” I said. “Wait, here. Take this. I’m not sure how much it will help, but it should help a little.” I pulled down Ninja’s mask with one hand while pulling out a potion with my other. I then gently lifted her head from underneath while holding the potion to her lips, trying to slowly seep it into her mouth rather than potentially drown her by pouring it all in too fast. “Try to swallow as much as you can.”

Ninja opened her eyes and looked up at me. After swallowing some of the potion, she said, “My… lord, after… serving you… in the bedroom… you need not worry about… it flowing too fast.”

“Now’s not the time to let Guide rub off on you.”

“This is… nothing. The thought… of you or Mimic being in this place instead… is far worse.”

Ninja’s health was back to full at that point, so there was nothing else the potion could do for her. Just as the potion wasn’t able to heal the bite in my arm, it couldn’t heal whatever internal damage Ninja suffered.

“My lord… may I… be so bold… as to request something of you?” Ninja asked, her voice sounding just as pained as she looked.

“Obviously, Ninja,” I answered. “You can ask me anything you want. Especially after what you went through.”

“Would you… hug me? I know it is… selfish, but… I wish to be held… by you.”

I was worried about picking her up since I didn’t want to cause her even more pain, so I got down onto the ground next to her instead and—as gently as I could—wrapped my arms around her from her side.

“Ah… thank you. I… feel like I could take on… another ten of such monsters now.”

“You’re ridiculous, Ninja,” I said. “And… thank you. I’m sorry that I couldn’t help you.”

“I am happy… that you let me be of use to you.”

I wanted to apologize more and tell her just how much I wished I could have helped her, but that wasn’t going to accomplish anything other than make her feel bad for worrying me. So instead, I said, “You’re the best, Ninja. You were really cool, too. I saw you try your hardest, and you were amazing the entire time.”

Even though she was so injured, I saw her limp tail try its best to wag against the grass. “Please… my lord. It hurts… to feel this happy.”

“You’re seriously ridiculous. Do you think I can pick you up and carry you home? Or should we wait here for you to recover more first?”

“I… do believe it would be better to rest in bed, but… I must admit… I am scared of Lady Guide’s reaction to my present state…”

“Yeah… she gets pretty upset when I make it back hurt, and you’re way more hurt than I’ve ever been. But, considering it’s Guide we’re talking about, she’ll be mad at the dead boss instead of us, and then she’ll do absolutely everything in her power to make you as comfortable as possible and take care of your every need until you feel better. And then more afterward.”

“That… is true. Very well. Let us… return home.”

“You’ve got it. I’ll be as gentle as possible. Let me know if it hurts or if you want me to hold you differently, alright?”

“My… neck hurts, so I will borrow a mannerism from Scientist… and say ‘nod.’”

I brought my head closer to kiss her forehead before crouching next to her and lifting her up with one arm under her back and another under her legs. She winced as I picked her up, which was to be expected, but she didn’t stop me or ask for any changes.

Considering that Ninja was Ninja, though, I wasn’t entirely sure she would ask me to stop or ask for a change even if she needed one.

“I’ll spoil you when we get back, Mimic,” I said before walking through the pile of loot on the ground from the boss. “Let’s go home.”

Our return trip to the house felt more peaceful than it should have been. Not a single monster spawned to try and kill us. There was only silence that was occasionally broken by a gentle breeze rustling the trees’ leaves.

There was one more noise that could be heard as we got close to the house, though.

It was the sound of a door being opened and closed.

“So, those are the main two schools of thought, but they really only cover the basics,” Guide explained from the other side of the wall.

“I see,” Scientist replied. “Very interesting. I did not know that so much theory went into the art of opening and closing doors.”

“Now, if we talk about how the professionals do it, then—wait. I smell Player and Ninja.”

“You smell them?”

We weren’t even at the wall yet.

“They’re close,” Guide said. “Player! Ninja!”

“We’re here,” I shouted back. “But before I open up the wall, I need to let you know something.”

“Player.” Guide’s voice went from sounding excited to cold.

“Y-yeah?”

“What happened to Ninja?”

“How… how did you know?”

“She didn’t shout back when I called her name.”

“She passed out on the way back. Just… stay calm, alright? I’m going to warn you right now that she looks really bad, but she should heal faster than normal just like how I could. But try to be calm around her so she can rest. Save the rage you’re going to feel for after she feels better.”

I heard Guide take a deep breath on the other side of the wall. “Alright. I’m calm. I’m relaxed.”

“You already sound enraged.”

“Only at whoever hurt you.”

I set Ninja down for a moment to make a temporary bridge and break open the wall.

Guide came rushing out as soon as she could. It was fast and subtle, but I noticed her look my body over to check me for any injuries before running past me to Ninja.

As soon as she saw Ninja, she dropped to her knees next to her and gently pushed Ninja’s hair away from her face. I noticed Guide’s near entire body tremble for a few seconds before calming down and scooping Ninja up into her arms just as I carried her before.

Guide must not have been expecting Ninja to look that bad even with the warning that I gave her. She ended up carrying her inside, leaving me and Mimic to get to the other side of the wall before closing it up for the night.

Scientist, who saw Guide carry Ninja past her, turned to look at me and asked, “Extreme concern. Will she be alright?”

“She should be,” I answered. “Healing tends to be extremely accelerated in this world. Something that would normally take months to heal goes away in a day or two.”

“I see. Those injuries should not be survivable. Her legs and arms appeared broken in multiple locations each, and anything capable of doing that much damage to her must have caused significant damage internally that is not visible to—ah… sorry. I am making you feel worse, aren’t I?”

“It’s not your fault.”

“But your visible demeanor has worsened since I began talking.”

“I just feel bad even though I know Ninja wouldn’t want me to. And I know that there’s no real reason for me to feel bad. I made the best choice I could have made, and I couldn’t have known things were going to go that differently. Even if I prepared for the worst possible outcome, what happened still would have blown it out of the water. But… when somebody you care about gets that hurt, and you were there and unable to do anything to stop it, then it makes you feel bad no matter what.”

“That is only human.”

“They were right, too. I can’t trust the entities. I talked to Dungeon Master again earlier, and I was stupid enough to almost feel like they might have been a bit friendly if not with a fucked sense of morals. But I can’t consider anybody friendly who would cause something like what happened to Ninja.”

“They?”

“I’ll explain it to you later, but long story short, I have voices in my head now that belong to the people who used to be in this same situation, I think.”

“Interesting. I will await further explanation before making a judgement regarding whether or not you are becoming insane.”

“Thanks.” I turned to look at Mimic and sat down on the grass next to it, wrapping one arm around its back. “You did great, Mimic. And I’m sorr⁠—”

I didn’t get to finish my apology. Mimic covered up my mouth with its tongue.

Once its tongue was retracted, I asked, “You won’t let me apologize either, huh?”

Mimic nodded its body before wrapping its tongue around my hand, bringing it to the top of its body, and then petting itself using my hand.

I got the point, so I took over and gave Mimic some pats on my own. “Thanks, Mimic. You’re the best sentient trap chest that a man could ever ask for.”

“Worried concern regarding whether or not it would be appropriate to interrupt with news,” Scientist said.

Her expressing all her feelings like that really made my job easier. “What’s the news?” I asked.

“We discovered a research terminal. It would appear that you are able to convert the computer you acquired from the lab into a version capable of research. Guide’s book said so. It was the only ‘ingredient’ required for the conversion, and it takes place at the crafting bench.”

“That’s good. Means we’ll be able to get started on the airship research tonight.”

And while on the topic of system matters, it was a good idea to finally look at all those notifications I had.

I started with the achievements.

//New Achievement!

//[ZomBuster]

//Awarded for defeating the Zombie Goliath! Zombie smash!

//Reward: [Infected Blood]

//New Achievement!

//[Dawn of the Unliving]

//Awarded for surviving through the Zombie Apocalypse! Did you have a nice cold pint and wait for it to all blow over?

//Reward: [Bloody Pint Glass]

//New Achievement!

//[Carried]

//Awarded for defeating a boss where your companions did all of the damage! Just going to be lazy and let them do all the work, huh?

//Reward: [Non-Participation Trophy]

The third achievement was new.

As for the reward items, I looked them over in the inventory before moving on. [Infected Blood] was just an item that sounded like it would make my skin look green with red veins, the [Bloody Pint Glass] was just… a pint glass with a bloody handprint on it for decoration, and the [Non-Participation Trophy] was another decorative piece of furniture to set down somewhere. Nothing that I cared about. It was also hard to enjoy the references after what happened to Ninja.

Moving on to the boss drops… there were coins and healing potions like usual, but also: a bunch of [Goliath Flesh], [Soul of the Zombie Goliath], [Zombie Goliath’s Left Arm], [Artifact of the Zombie Goliath], and… the [Zombee].

The [Zombee].

That was.

The rarest.

Possible drop.

From that boss.

And we got it.

On the first kill.

That was… something extremely impressive, considering its drop rate was less than half of a percent chance per kill, but…

I put it into its designated equipment slot.

The pet slot.

And so, a large, adorable, zombified bee popped into existence next to my head and began to casually fly around me.

It was pretty adorable despite being a zombie bee, but it was still hard to appreciate that given the situation.

As for the left arm…

//[Zombie Goliath’s Left Arm]

//Accessory

//Transcendent

//Increases melee damage done by 5% and inflicts enemies struck in melee with the [Refined Z-Contagion] debuff.

//Well, he wasn’t using it, so why don’t you?

I moved it onto one of my accessory slots, and it caused my left arm to grow far more muscular and very, very green.

Thankfully, I was able to hide that cosmetic effect while still keeping the effect from the accessory.

It was a pretty good accessory thanks to the debuff. Hitting enemies with that debuff would actually increase their damage by a few percent, but also make them lose health and make non-bosses unable to heal.

Then there was the soul.

//[Soul of the Zombie Goliath]

//Unique

//Once belonging to the Zombie Goliath, the monster’s soul has been freed from its physical form and may be given new purpose.

//Consuming this item will grant you a permanent +10 Health, +2 Defense, +2 Health Regeneration, +3% Damage, +2% Attack Speed, and +2% Movement Speed. You will also gain the ability to raise a friendly group of zombies to fight for you once per hour, and they will remain with you for five minutes.

If I wasn’t hoarding the souls because they were unique and I had no idea if I might be able to do something with them, then would I have been able to better protect Ninja?

I didn’t know. I was going to have to make a decision about whether or not to use the souls soon, because being indecisive was bad for extremely obvious reasons.

“I’m going to relax with Mimic for a few, and then I’ll make a research room for you to use,” I told Scientist. “But if you want, you can hang out with us, and I’ll explain everything that happened. Guide’s hearing is good enough that she should be able to hear me from in there, too, so I might as well get the explaining over with.”

“Nod,” Scientist said before sitting down in front of me in the grass on her knees.

Even the sight of her cleavage didn’t make me feel better. I didn’t know that was possible.


Chapter Twenty-Two




I explained everything. I went over the entire conversation with Dungeon Master, the fact that I could hear the warrior-king and explorer inside of me and have conversations with them, exactly what happened with the battle and why Ninja got so hurt—everything. I didn’t leave a single detail out.

Naturally, Scientist and Guide were perfectly happy to reassure me that I didn’t do anything wrong. Hearing from Scientist especially made me feel better when she told me that she believed I made the most logical choice possible given the information available to me, though she did end up agreeing that preparing more beforehand would have been smarter.

After that, I built a new room attached to the house that had the converted computer placed inside of it on a table with a chair. Getting the computer converted into a research terminal was far easier than I thought it would be even though Scientist had already made it sound like it would be easy. Literally all I had to do was place it in my inventory, go next to the crafting bench, and click it. That turned the [Old Lab Computer] into a [Refurbished Lab Computer], and the latter item had the [Research Terminal] tag attached to it. It also said that it had a research speed of 100%. I had to assume that meant there might be future terminals with even faster speeds meaning that research could get sped up. But for now, with 100% speed, I was able to choose the [Basic Airship Building] technology and get it started.

Researching turned out to be as easy as… playing games on the computer.

That was it.

That was literally all of it.

All that was needed to do research was to sit in front of the computer and play games. Solitaire, Pong, Minesweeper—that kind of stuff. Scientist had to successfully complete any combination of the games ten times per day to qualify as completing research for that day and progressing the unlock. So, she got started on that as soon as she could… and we found out that she was pretty terrible at computer games.

She ended up being so determined to be useful that she hyper-fixated on it until it was complete. It took her a couple of hours, but she eventually won ten games of Pong since that was the easiest for her to learn.

Now, the good news was that we had some good time to kill before we really had to worry about spreading out to other biomes to keep ahead of boss spawns. The next surface biome in the progression order was typically considered the “surface hive” biome. It was, as the name implied, a massive insect hive that covered the entire surface of the area it was in. We’d be going from killing a bunch of zombies and slimes to killing a bunch of different, giant insects if we went there.

But I had a better idea.

I wanted to find the biome that came three steps in the progression order after that.

The “ancient battleground” biome.

The ancient battleground was a biome that looked—well, like an ancient battleground. It was covered in skeletons, destroyed war machines, scraps of armor, rusted weapons, and so on. The enemies there were a combination of old, armored skeleton warriors and long-abandoned war machines that autonomously survived over the years.

As for why I wanted to target that biome next… it was where the first, really good defenses came from. Sure, the turrets I had were nice, but they were nothing compared to the defenses acquired from that biome. Not to mention that the armor that could be acquired there was great, the biome’s boss was considered one of the easier bosses to skip ahead to, and then… most importantly, it was where the first real dungeon was.

Dungeon Master was an asshole. I couldn’t trust them to really want to flirt or be friendly or anything like that. But, part of me couldn’t shake the belief that they meant what they said when they talked about wanting to reward me as much as they wanted to test me.

In that case, a “true” DM would surely be alright with rewarding a player for skipping ahead and taking on greater challenges to earn greater rewards sooner. I wouldn’t even need to use any of the exploits that broke the dungeon into being pathetically easy. I just considered myself a master of that dungeon more than pretty much anything else since I always skipped to it when it was feasible to do so.

And with an airship, I could easily hunt for it.

Killing the dungeon’s boss would be a different story since it was considered one of the hardest bosses when limited to early gear, but I didn’t need to do that. I just needed to farm the dungeon for drops and loot some of its chests. Spending a day in the dungeon would mean that I could go back to the surface hive biome and dominate everything there without any worries.

And that was preferable because the surface hive biome could be extremely cancer when going to it as early as one was originally intended to. Sure, it had some good accessories, but it was the most annoying biome in the game to navigate with some of the most annoying enemies. Nobody with any experience in the game really went there next.

So, if the forest biome was the first step in progression, and the surface hive was the second step, then the ancient battleground was the fifth step. I’d be going from “tier one” armor and weapons straight to “tier five.”

Of course, it was entirely possible that the plan might change in the upcoming days as I still had plenty of time to think about it, but I was confident that was what I would do. The only reason the zombie event got modified was because it was too easy—way, way too easy. But the ancient battleground would prove a good challenge for me and basically never let me rest even with my mastery over it, so there was no reason for it to be modified. If anything, the real concern was that the surface hive might get modified afterward to make it appropriately cancer for somebody coming to it with gear from the ancient battleground and its dungeon.

Maybe getting the surface hive over with first was the better option in that case…

Well, whatever I ended up doing, I had a few days to think about it since I had to wait for the airship research to be done in the first place.

Guide wanted me to relax for those days, but I was going to spend them gathering materials and hunting down the other abandoned labs to finish collecting all the unique loot from them. After giving everybody some morning love each day, of course.

As for Ninja…

“My—My lord! Please! You do not need to pamper me so!” Ninja whined as I sat on the bed next to her, playing with her ears using both of my hands.

“I can’t resist. I need to play with your ears every day or I will literally die,” I explained.

Ninja’s arms and legs looked normal again by the morning of the next day. She was still covered in bruises, though, and she could barely move on her own. So, Guide banned her from leaving the bed for three days. If she wanted to leave, she had to be carried by one of us.

“I know I should not doubt you, but I struggle to believe such a statement,” Ninja said.

“It’s true, though,” Guide joined in. “Player suffers from Ninja Ear Addiction…itis. He will explode if he doesn’t fondle and grope your ears every day. I will, too. That’s why I call dibs on them once he’s done and abandons us to go mining in a cave by himself.”

“It’s not by myself,” I said. “I’m taking Mimic with me.”

Guide huffed and plopped herself onto the bed next to Ninja. “So mean. You have all this free time now and you won’t spend it selfishly indulging us in bed for weeks straight.”

“You know there are more and bigger threats waiting for us out there, and that’s not even taking the entities into consideration.”

“I know…”

“Besides,” I paused and looked Ninja over. I wanted to tell them that I would never let any of them get hurt like that again, but I knew they wouldn’t accept it. Even with how horrible it was, and how terrible we all felt, if I was willing to put myself in that much harm for them, then I couldn’t control them and tell them that they weren’t allowed to do the same for me.

But.

I just couldn’t tell them that I would never let them get hurt like that again.

“I’m never going to let any of us get hurt like that again,” I explained. “From now on, I’m officially going to get sweaty about this. Nothing will be half-assed. Everything will be overly prepared for. I’m—we’re going to make this world our bitch and not let anybody else force their games onto us. We’ll be the ones forcing our way as the only way.”

I thought that I was being cool and serious.

But as soon as I saw Guide smirk at me… I knew it was over.

“Oh?” Guide asked, her voice already in full teasing mode. “But you haven’t even made me your bitch yet. How are you going to make the world your bitch if you can’t even conquer little old me?”

“I—I mean…”

“Let’s not forget how I’ve trained you. Even now, all I have to do is tell you one word and I win.”

“That’s—that’s not fair.”

“And?”

I sighed and surrendered. “I can’t. You’re too cool. Fine, I’ll make the entire world outside of this bedroom our bitch.”

“That’s more accurate. Though, I’m not opposed to you conquering me, too.”

“Some—someday, I’ll train you just like you’ve trained me.”

“Oh? I’m looking forward to it.”

I was already flustered enough that I could barely think straight at that point, so I stood up and straightened out my gear. “I need to go gather materials for the airship. I don’t want to build it out of stone or anything, so I need a lot of metal.”

“Kiss first.”

I looked Guide straight in her eyes and got an idea.

She expected a kiss before I left.

So, I kissed.

Ninja.

After kissing Ninja, I looked straight into Guide’s eyes… and went over to Scientist and kissed her.

Guide was glaring something fierce at me at that point, but in a playful way.

So I went over and kissed…

Mimic.

“Alright, that’s everybody,” I said. “Guess I can⁠—”

Guide parted her lips and slowly pronounced, “Cu⁠—”

I didn’t waste any time pressing my lips against her to interrupt her before she could finish her command.

“See? Trained,” Guide said, following up with a chuckle before petting my head and saying, “Good boy. Now… go be the hero that I know you’re going to be. As much as I tease you, I know that you’ll succeed in making this world yours, and I look forward to supporting you how I can every step of the way.”

“I as well!” Ninja shouted before leaning forward, only to end up wincing in pain which caused Guide to glare at her.

Ninja rested back down against the bed as soon as she caught Guide’s glare.

“Skeptic but hopeful encouragement,” Scientist said. “While I do not believe victory against the entities is possible without far more information than we have available, I will place my faith in you as the others have. This is biased by the fact that you are now my significant other and it is a significant other’s duty to believe in their partner and support them.”

“That’s good enough for me,” I said and looked down at Mimic. “Ready to protect me while I mine until my arms fall off?”

Mimic dragged its tongue up across the side of my face to let me know it was ready.

So, with that, another day, another trip into the mines.

Maybe there was some truth to that “the children yearn for the mines” meme.
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Chapter One




Another day, another grind.

A few days passed since the defeat of the Zombie Goliath boss, and that meant the first research option—the one granting access to airship parts—was complete.

Now, the good news was that the materials needed to craft the various parts weren’t anything rare. They were all pretty common materials found across the surface and in the underground.

The bad news was how many of them were needed.

I tried to do some material farming before the research was even done just to hopefully have enough for when it was done… but I seriously underestimated how many I would need, resulting in having to go back out to gather even more.

The various metals were what I was missing the most, mainly copper and iron. However, I also needed some silver and gold. Those weren’t as common around the surface and first underground layer, but I didn’t need much of them, so it was alright.

Aside from that, during those days of waiting for the research to finish, a lot of time was spent pampering Ninja and spoiling her as much as we possibly could. She healed from all of her injuries despite just how extreme they were within a couple of days, too. Though, even with the fact that she healed up that quickly, Guide was reluctant to let her leave to protect me more. She wanted Ninja to rest for at least another couple of days still.

Besides, I wasn’t going to be getting into any trouble with bosses or anything, so me and Mimic were more than enough to handle any and all potential threats.

Then there was Scientist. She really lived up to her name. One of the days was spent almost entirely with Scientist in the party walking around the forest helping her experiment with all sorts of things. The fusion of a world that operated like both reality and a game at times was fascinating to her and gave her an endless amount of questions to ask.

And whenever she wasn’t trying to learn more about the world we were in, she was trying to learn more about the world that I came from. History, culture, technology—she wanted to learn as much about my world as possible. And through learning all of that, we came to the conclusion that we were probably from the very same Earth. Everything she could remember lined up with my own Earth’s version of events, so the theory about us being from different timelines was unlikely. She really did come from a mysterious organization that operated on the same Earth that I came from.

Probably.

We couldn’t rule anything out. With how insane and unlikely everything already was, it was technically possible that we were from two separate realities that just so happened to basically be the exact same as each other.

That aside, whenever I wasn’t hanging out with anybody other than Mimic, there were still a couple of others to keep me company inside of my head.

The warrior-king and the explorer.

The warrior-king was, as the name made obvious, a warrior who was a king. I assimilated his soul into my own when I found the first heart, and I saw the life he lived as a king who ruled over something that looked like ancient Mesopotamia.

As for the explorer, she looked like she came from something best compared to an underwater Atlantis. She might not have been a king nor a warrior, but she was a famous explorer who braved the deepest depths of the oceans.

I assimilated both of their souls—or at least, to the best of my knowledge regarding what happened, I assimilated them.

And that meant I could hear them inside of my head.

“Hmm. I see,” the warrior-king said. “You make a valid point, and her dedication to knowledge is certainly admirable, but the dedication and spirit of Ninja is my preference. A woman who can defend herself and those she cherishes is a woman most worthy of one such as our Player!”

“Look,” the explorer replied. “I get it. She’s a brave fighter and all that. I respect that. I like it, too. And just to repeat what I said earlier, anybody would be lucky to have any of Player’s girlfriends. But Scientist is the best. There is nothing more attractive in another than intelligence, and so far, there is nobody smarter than her. She would have been eagerly welcomed to our science council if she lived during our time.”

“But what good is intelligence if you cannot defend yourself? Being smart will not save you from a wild beast attempting to devour you for dinner!”

“And being strong won’t save you when you get hurt while fighting and it won’t save you from knowing how to treat poison when you accidentally eat something your body can’t handle.”

As it would turn out, now that the warrior-king wasn’t the only one in my head… the two liked to talk to each other. They apparently did it even more whenever I was around others, but they did so without me being able to hear them. When I was alone, though, or only with Mimic, they gladly dragged me into their conversations.

And the latest conversation topic was which of my girlfriends was the best.

The warrior-king chose Ninja.

The explorer chose Scientist.

“What of you, Player?” the warrior-king asked me. “Surely you have a preference.”

“I like them all equally,” I answered. “But just because you both already picked Ninja and Scientist, I’m going to say Guide so that she isn’t left out.”

“How cute,” the explorer said. “I can respect not wanting her to feel left out. Besides, she respects knowledge.”

“And she respects battle!” the warrior-king added on. “Or, she knows how to use her bow. Better than the other who only knows how to use a ‘computer.’”

“Being able to use technology is better than only knowing how to swing a sword around.”

And so, the two began bickering again.

It seemed like the warrior-king’s ranking from best to least best was: Ninja, Guide, and then Scientist.

The explorer’s ranking, however, was the opposite with: Scientist, Guide, and then Ninja.

I felt obligated to defend each one’s “worst” pick to them.

“Hey,” I said to the warrior-king. Even though I couldn’t exactly see them and their voices only really existed in my head, I was still able to sort of direct my attention to one or the other just by focusing. “You like warriors and all that, right? Well, I mean, have you looked at Scientist? I don’t mean to be a pervert or anything, but she’s got the kind of body that any warrior would want to make the mother of his children. Sure, she might not be a fighter, but she could probably give birth to boys who would grow up strong and healthy.”

“Hmm… you have a point,” the warrior-king replied. “Ninja may best match my ideal for a wife to charge into battle with, but Scientist does have a body that would produce hearty young.”

“As for Ninja,” I said while focusing my attention on the explorer, “she might not be as smart as Scientist, but she’s willing to devote herself to anything to serve her lord. I bet if she was ordered to pursue science instead of the blade, then she would gladly devote herself to it and become one of the greatest scientists around. Besides, she’s incredibly smart when it comes to fighting, breathing, and physical stuff.”

The explorer sighed before saying, “While I still prefer the pursuit of science for science itself, as is the case with Scientist, I can respect Ninja’s potential as well. And her ears are rather cute.”

Mimic stopped in front of me and licked my face with its tongue.

“I probably look like I’m crazy and talking to myself,” I said to Mimic. “Don’t worry. I’m not crazy. I’m just talking to the voices in my head. They’re arguing about which of my girlfriends is the best.”

Mimic gave me another lick. Somehow, its lick was… a concerned lick. There was normal licking, and then there was concerned licking. That lick was a concerned lick.

Concerned licking aside, I finally found what we went deeper than ever before into the cave for.

There was some gold sticking out of the wall up ahead.

“That’s the last thing we need,” I said before checking my inventory just to make sure that I didn’t just lie. Thankfully, I didn’t. All the wood, ores, and miscellaneous materials I needed to craft the airship parts were all safely sitting in my inventory. All I needed was the gold and then we could take to the skies!

Though, it wasn’t going to be as painless as I would have liked it to be.

I didn’t notice until it was too late.

Because of the way the cave we were in was set up, there was a large room right above where the gold was, but the ceiling where we stood sloped down in such a way that we couldn’t see the opening in it up above. It was only after we actually reached the opening in the ceiling and stood underneath it that we noticed it, and it was too late at that point for me to jump out of the way from the giant ant that fell from up above.

I tried to dodge, but I wasn’t fast enough to get out of the way in time, allowing the ant to stab its mandible down into my left forearm. The way that I pulled my arm away from it after it pierced my skin ended up dragging its mandible through my arm, cutting it open even more.

Mimic one-shot the ant by jumping into it the next second.

I let out a pained hiss while looking down at my arm as the ant’s loot drops got sucked into my inventory.

The ant might not have done much damage to me, but it still hurt to have my arm sliced open like that.

“It’s like I can’t go one day without getting hurt somehow,” I said. “Am I going to have to start going prone just to look ahead every few feet while in a cave?” I was trying my best to be more careful, but it seemed like there was always something stupid to hurt me.

But it was only an ant. It didn’t deal much damage, my arm would close up by the time we made it back to the house, and I placed some dirt in the ceiling opening to block it off and prevent anything else from dropping down on top of us while I mined the gold.

“You should always keep your head on a swivel,” the explorer said. “There were countless times when I was traveling and beset upon by a gargantuan beast wishing to swallow my vehicle whole from above. And in the ocean, you often cannot hear that which is coming for you.”

“I agree with her,” the warrior-king joined in. “If you do not look up, you will not notice if a javelin is coming for your head or not.”

And every time I made even the slightest mistake, I got scolded inside of my own brain.

Being hard on myself and having Guide upset with me wasn’t enough. I had to get scolded by the voices in my head, too.

//[Gold Ore] added to inventory!

But at least I got some gold out of it. And with that, everything needed for the airship parts was gathered, so it was time to go and actually put everything together.


Chapter Two




As soon as the house came into view, Mimic and I could see Guide standing at the entrance in the wall. She must have been looking for us, but she didn’t notice us yet since we were approaching from the opposite direction that she was mainly looking in.

That gave me an idea.

There weren’t many trees left due to prior deforestation definitely not caused by me having fun testing out my chainsaw on trees, but there were a couple.

So, I ordered Mimic to go hide behind the nearest one, making sure that it would be blocked from Guide’s sight, and then I went the long way around to make sure that Guide wouldn’t see me.

I wanted to sneak up on her.

I made sure to be as quiet as possible, trying to keep my steps as light as I possibly could… but⁠—

“I can smell you, Player,” Guide said, turning her head to look straight at me.

“You’re weird, Guide,” I said. “Also, boo.”

“Wow, I’m so scared. You really⁠—”

Guide’s eyes locked onto my arm where I got cut.

She went from smiling and sounding happy to looking and sounding serious in an instant. “Are you alright?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. It’s just a scratch,” I answered.

“That looks deeper than just a scratch.”

“Well, an ant snuck up on me and got me with one of its mandibles. But it’s not a big deal. I’ll be fine.”

Guide looked down and lowered her voice. “Player… is it that hard to understand how I feel?”

I blinked when I heard that. I wasn’t sure what she meant. Was I not understanding something? “It’s just a scratch. I’m alright.”

“It might only be a scratch to you, but what about to the rest of us?”

“I’ve been through worse, plus with how fast healing is in this world, this is⁠—”

“What about Ninja? Have you already forgotten what she looked like when you brought her home after the last boss?”

I could never forget that. “No.”

“It upset you seeing her like that, didn’t it?”

“Of course it did.”

“But why? She put herself in that situation and didn’t think anything of it. And the healing sped up her own recovery, too. So why would you bother being upset about her?”

“I—”

Oh.

“—get it.”

“Every single day,” Guide continued, “you come back here with injuries. Whether they’re minor or major doesn’t matter. I hate seeing you come back here hurt all the time while we’re stuck here letting you put yourself in danger for us.”

I recalled how the fight against the boss went. I was powerless to do anything but to watch and place my faith in Ninja to survive while she and Mimic fought the boss. While the boss pummeled her and broke most of the bones in her body, there was nothing I could do but watch.

That was the only time it ever happened, and I never wanted to let it happen again.

But that wasn’t the case for Guide. While I might have been keeping the others safe, there was nothing that Guide could do to keep me safe… aside from keeping me in bed with her.

Almost every time I wanted to go out to gather resources or to train against monsters with some live combat, Guide was there to try and tempt me into the bedroom, knowing she would have my attention for at least a couple more hours if I let her take me back to the bed.

If we were in each other’s place, I’d probably be doing the exact same. No matter how much I knew she had to go out and put herself in danger, I’d want to distract her and try to keep her home by doing whatever she wanted… anything to keep her safe and to stop her from getting hurt again.

Then if I saw her bring back Ninja like I did… that would have broke me. I couldn’t imagine living with myself feeling that powerless and useless while the ones I loved were out having their bodies broken to that degree.

It was easy to think of Guide as just being a horny pervert, but that wasn’t the truth—well, not entirely. Sure, she was a horny pervert, too, but there was more to her addiction to the bedroom than simply being horny.

She was doing what she could to keep us safe. And she always made sure to imply or promise something to give us something to look forward to upon safely returning, rewarding our safety however she could.

“Have I ever mentioned how cool you are?” I asked Guide.

Guide pouted a bit before saying, “Flattery won’t⁠—”

“I’m not trying to change the subject, don’t worry. I understand. I thought that I was doing good by considering everybody’s feelings, but you’ve helped me realize I wasn’t doing enough. I was just trying to think of your feelings from my perspective instead of yours. You really are cool. Like, insanely cool. When I place myself in your shoes to think about what it would be like… I don’t think I could handle it. I would be constantly stressed and worrying every single time you leave until you’re back, and you coming back with injuries would only go to show that I was right to stress and worry, and that would make me feel even worse the next time, over and over. I would break from all that anxiety and self-destruct.” I wrapped my arms around her for a gentle, close hug. “I’m sorry.”

Guide didn’t say anything for a moment, but I did hear her sniffle before wrapping her hugs around me in return. “Thank you.” She sounded like she was trying her best not to cry. “That is how I feel. Every time. I want to trust you and have faith that everything will be fine, but then you come back, and I see you hurt… or I see Ninja like she was… every time you leave, I see you like how I saw her. I imagine you stuck somewhere out there with a broken body and nobody to help you while I’m stuck here. I don’t want to imagine those things—I hate them. I hate my brain for being so stupid and filling my mind with all these images. But no matter what I do, I can’t stop worrying about you.”

Hearing that, it was probably inappropriate, but I chuckled a bit.

And as soon as I chuckled, Guide leaned back so that she could look me straight in my eyes with a grumpy expression on her face. “And what are you giggling about?” she asked me, her voice as grumpy as her face.

“I’m kind of happy, sorry,” I answered. “I’ve always wanted a girl to worry about me this much. It feels good, even if I do feel bad.”

“Hmph. Here I am, opening my heart to you, talking about my anxiety and stress, and you’re there happy and giggling to yourself about your fantasy being fulfilled.”

“I’m the worst, aren’t I?”

Guide pouted some more before pressing her lips against mine for a quick kiss. “The absolute worst. But… sometimes, you’re pretty cool. Not as cool as me, but you try at least.”

“Even when you’re trying to be mean and upset, you still can’t resist giving me at least a little bit of praise.”

“It’s not my fault that I can’t help it.” She kissed me again. “But I would never have to be mean if you’d stop getting hurt.”

“Isn’t that what abusers say to their victims? That it’s the victim’s fault that they get upset?”

“I guess I’m domestically abusing you then. Whatcha gonna do about it?”

I thought about it for a moment. “Don’t know. It’s kind of hot. What’s next, you’re going to gaslight, groom, and manipulate me?”

“What? No, of course not! I would never do that, just like how I’d never abuse you.”

“But you just admitted to being my domestic abuser.”

“Stop making up lies. I never said that. Are you trying to make me look like the bad guy? It’s not nice to manipulate kind, innocent, gentle, harmless girls like me, Player.”

“I had no idea that gaslighting in live action could be so hot.”

Guide rolled her eyes before kissing my cheek that time. “You have strange tastes, Player. But, if playing along with your weird fantasies means that you’ll stop getting hurt, then I’ll be whatever weird abusive woman you want me to be.”

“I don’t actually want you to be abusive.”

“But you were just begging me to abuse you.”

“I shouldn’t like your attempts at gaslighting me this much.”

Guide kissed me again. “You’re messed up, Player. But I like you. All of you. And I would say that other four-letter-word-that-starts-with-L to express how much I like you, but we both know what will happen if I try that.”

“You know, you could try saying it anyways,” I said. “It’s cute when you try to say it but then get locked up.”

“I hope you know it’s uncomfortable for that to happen. It’s really not a pleasant feeling.”

“But it’s cute.”

“You want me to suffer just because you think it’s cute. Now which one of us is the abuser?”

“I mean, if you’re going to abuse me, it’s only fair if I get to abuse you back, right?”

“Huh. Alright, I can see why you thought that was hot.”

“You’re messed up, Guide. But I like you. All of you.”

Guide narrowed her eyes at me before grabbing me by the sides of my face and biting my lower lip. “Don’t steal my line from me.”

“If—if it gets you to bite me like that, I might have to steal lines from you more often.”

Guide might have feigned being upset over the theft before, but now she was smiling at me. “That was exactly what I knew you would say. Good boy.”

“If you keep this up, I have a feeling I’m just going to keep on repeating statements like, ‘That shouldn’t be as hot as it is.’”

“Well, as much as I would like to keep on teasing you like this, I wouldn’t hog you all to myself no matter how much I need your attention. However, after you go and give Ninja and Scientist some attention, I might just demand some more of yours.”

“You really know how to give me something to look forward to.”

“It keeps you coming back, doesn’t it?”

When I heard that, I couldn’t help but to sigh and wrap my arms around Guide again. “I’m always going to come back. No matter what. And I know that no matter how many times I say that, you’re still going to worry and stress out… but I’m still going to do my best to reassure you anyways. Even if you weren’t always trying to seduce me or giving me something to look forward to, I would still come back no matter what. And I promise to try and be so careful that I don’t even get minor scratches… but it might still happen sometimes no matter how careful I am.”

Guide wrapped her arms around me again and kissed the side of my neck. “Thank you, Player. And I know I can’t expect you to never get hurt, but I’m still going to worry no matter what. Just don’t take your own injuries so lightly. I don’t want you to be a shield who protects us from harm at the cost of your own body.”

“I’ll do my best. Promise. Trust me, it’s not like I enjoy getting hurt in the first place.”

I knew that I made a mistake—or rather, I knew that I triggered a fun flag, when I heard Guide moan out a, “Hmm?” next to my ear. “But Player… you sure seem to enjoy it whenever I’m the one hurting you. I wonder why that is. Do you enjoy getting hurt or not?”

“You—you know there’s some nuance to be had there.”

“Hmm… is that so? I wonder then… just what sort of pain do you enjoy and what you do you dislike? I think this calls for experimenting, don’t you? I’m sure Scientist would love to help me with the experiments, too. And I’m sure Ninja can think of some experiments to run on your body while we’re at it.”

“I… I mean… when you put it all that way… I—I guess I can’t say no to that.”

“Good boy, Player.”

Before I could say anything else, Guide bit the side of my neck, and she bit hard.

If only talking about feelings always came with such a fun outcome.
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I was supposed to build an airship.

Instead, Guide made sure that her and Scientist ran all sorts of “experiments” on me and my pain tolerance.

They discovered things about me that I had no idea about myself.

Even though Ninja was mostly healed, all she did was watch for the experiments, though we did make sure that she got to have fun of her own here and there that wasn’t too much for her injured state.

I woke up the next morning with my neck surprisingly still feeling sore.

Get stabbed in the arm by an ant’s mandible? No problem. Couldn’t even feel it. All that was left was a little scar on my arm.

Get choked by Scientist until she found out how much she could deprive me of oxygen until I stopped enjoying it?

…

I would probably feel less sore if it wasn’t for how long I enjoyed pushing the limits for.

That aside, I noticed that Scientist wasn’t in bed with us when I woke up. We all went to sleep in the same bed, but it was only me, Guide, and Ninja when I woke up. And since those two were still sound asleep cuddling with each other, I got up, stretched, and walked out of the bedroom only to find what looked like a depressed Scientist sitting on the floor with her back to the wall.

“Scientist? Something wrong?” I asked.

Scientist looked up at me with dark bags under her eyes and said, “Coffee. It… has been days since I’ve had coffee. I… need coffee.”

“I think this is the most emotion I’ve heard in your voice yet, and it’s depression from not having coffee.”

“Despair.”

“If—if it makes you feel any better, later on, there’ll be a town building mechanic, and one of the shops you can have built is a coffee shop with a barista NPC.”

“Coffee?”

“Yeah. Coffee.”

Scientist looked like a bit of life returned to her eyes, which really only made her go from looking depressed to looking neutral. “Coffee exists in this world?”

“If it’s anything like the original game, then yes.”

“Coffee… what needs done?”

“If you mean what needs done to get a town and then a coffee shop, I’d have to go and get a dungeon core, which I can only get from defeating the first dungeon’s boss. And the dungeon is where I’ve been planning on going next, but I’m not in a rush to defeat the boss.”

“Nod. Idea.”

“Yeah?”

“We discovered we are capable of deconstructing the blocks that create the landscape while we are either within your ‘party’ or within the ‘home area.’ It will be easier to annihilate enemies and structures alike for the sake of acquiring coffee if we engage in carpet bombing.”

I blinked a couple of times when I heard that. “In… carpet bombing?”

“Once the airship has been built, you will be able to build large ‘bombs’ in the form of stone platforms that are connected to the ship by a single block-wide connection. By severing this connection, we will be able to drop the platforms onto enemies and instantly kill them.”

I felt like a lightbulb must have appeared over my head when I heard her explanation.

That was one of the things we discovered during her experiments.

For one experiment, we built a one-block-wide tower and then a wide, five-by-five platform at the top of it connected by a single block to the tower. We then waited for a slime to hop underneath the tower, broke the connection between the tower and platform, and dropped the platform straight down onto the slime.

Needless to say, the slime instantly died and its item drops phased through the platform to hover above it.

It was one of those cases where realism and game physics came to a sort of messy middle ground. Even though the platform wasn’t capable of dealing any damage in a game sense, it was only logical that it would kill via crushing anything underneath it.

“I… didn’t even think of that,” I said. “But it makes sense. It would probably look really ugly, but we could build rows of platforms sticking out from the sides of the ship that can be broken and dropped onto anything below the ship.”

“Nod. Efficiency is more important than aesthetics,” Scientist said.

“As much as I agree with that when our lives are at stake here, it’s still going to hurt me to make something that looks so ugly. But until we get some real method of dropping bombs, then I don’t get to complain about my airship looking ugly.”

“Suggestion. Three or more layers of rows sticking out from the left and right sides of the ship. This will allow us to start with the bottommost layer of platforms while giving us more ‘ammunition’ to drop without having to land and construct new platforms as constructing them while in the air will likely be significantly dangerous. Each platform in a row will be connected to each other by a one-block connection. With this, we can either drop an entire row of platforms at once, or we may walk across them to only drop off the last platform in a row to drop one at a time. Depending on the size of the ship, if there are three layers, five rows per side, and five platforms per row, then this will provide us with one hundred and fifty platforms to drop onto enemies and structures from above.”

“Did you just come up with an entire schematic for platform carpet bombing in your head all because of your coffee addiction?”

“Yes.”

“You’re amazing, Scientist.”

“Hopeful excitement. Headache.”

“I guess even if you’re excited about the plan, you’ve still got a headache from coffee withdrawal, huh?”

“Nod.”

I reached forward and placed my hand against her head to pet her. “We’ll get you your coffee as soon as possible, but we can’t rush things and still have to play it safe, alright?”

“Nod. Question.”

“Yeah?”

“Is it normal for humans from your time to pet others as if they are animals?”

“Not—not really.”

“I see. I assumed from how you and Guide pet each other’s heads, and from how you both pet Ninja, and from how you are now petting me, that treating humans like pets became normal.”

“Well… maybe in some certain communities.”

“Shrug. It is acceptable. It does not relieve my headache, but I enjoy the sensation.” Scientist then stood up, looked toward the top of my head, and reached up to place her hand against it to pet me. “I see. Being on the giving end is also enjoyable.”

“Does being on the giving end help your headache at all?”

“No. It is impossible to relieve the chemical side effects caused by caffeine withdrawal simply by petting or being petted.”

“Makes sense.” Though, I had a feeling that if it was Guide or Ninja, they would have claimed that it helped their headaches. Probably through placebo effect, but still.

Scientist was a much more scientific woman than them, though.

“So, want to help me put together this airship now that everything is ready?”

“Nod. I have never participated in the construction of a ship of any kind, but I believe I have a good enough understanding of this world’s physics to be of use to you in its construction.”

“I’m sure seeing as how you already came up with a bombing system. But first, before we go get started…”

I turned my head to look at the corner of the room where the last member of our group was patiently waiting for attention.

“You’ve really become behaved in the last few days, haven’t you?” I asked Mimic.

As if taking the acknowledgement of a sign that it no longer had to be patient, Mimic came hopping over to me and was quick to shoot out its tongue to smack it against my face.

Mimic might have grown more patient when it came to waiting for attention, seeing as how Guide scolded it a couple of times for trying to interrupt us whenever I was busy with Ninja or Scientist, but that didn’t mean Mimic got any less… messy about how it showed affection.

With the airship research complete, a few different crafting recipes were unlocked, and they were treated differently from how most items were crafted.

For starters, they had a special tab when I opened up my inventory and didn’t require to be near any specific workbench.

Then there were a few different sections and parts that could be built. For example, there were pieces like [Airship Hull A], which was just a flat, straight piece of hull. [Airship Hull B] was a curved section of hull that looked like the part of a ship that would normally be underwater, and [Airship Hull C] looked like the actual bottom that curved up in both directions. These pieces could also be rotated, so [Airship Hull A] could double as a deck.

Though, there was a normal [Airship Deck] piece, too. Anyways, after selecting one of those sections, I was able to choose what material I wanted to build it out of. Pretty much any block that could be used in normal building could be used as a material for the ship as far as I could tell, which was kind of silly seeing as how that meant even dirt could be used to construct the hull.

That sounded like a horrible idea, though.

Now, normally, constructing a ship out of stone might not have sounded like a great idea due to how heavy it would be… but that wasn’t a concern of mine thanks to the [Slimy Cloud]s I gained from killing the Slime Monarch over and over.

So, with Mimic and Scientist outside the walls with me in a large enough space cleared for constructing a ship, I got to work.


Chapter Four




First up was what I called the “float chambers.”

Each “float chamber” was made up of one [Slimy Cloud] surrounded by stone, creating what basically looked like floating, stone squares. Each of these chambers had a one-block-wide space between them and were connected by more stone at each corner that faced each other. I had wo rows of eight chambers to give us a pretty large foundation to build off of. And this way, since every single chamber was protected by stone and then separated from each other, fire couldn’t possibly spread between them and take them all out. Every single one would have to be individually lit on fire somehow.

That took sixteen [Slimy Cloud]s in total. Each one had a weight capacity of fifty blocks. That meant I had an eight hundred block limit for the airship, which might have sounded like a lot, but we’d burn through that pretty quickly.

Each of the chambers took twenty-six blocks to surround, and then there were the stone blocks connecting each chamber at the corners.

It took five hundred and four blocks to create each chamber and connect them all.

That meant we were down to just under three hundred blocks left to build with.

And I wanted to stay under that limit, too, because if we lost some of the chambers somehow, then I didn’t want us to immediately fall from the sky.

That meant it was time for some redundancy and, later, using one of the other new airship components.

First, I built a stone floor above the chambers. That took two hundred and seventeen more blocks.

Then it was time for some more chambers. These chambers ran down the center of the ship so far, between the two rows of foundation chambers. Each of these new chambers was three [Slimy Cloud]s wide and four long for twelve clouds per chamber.

The Slime Monarch died over a hundred times over the last few days since I only needed to light it on fire to kill it no matter how strong it got.

I was never going to need slime again.

Anyways, I built four of these new chambers, and that gave me an extra two thousand and four hundred blocks to work with. Covering them up with stone only took three hundred and fifty-four blocks. That meant there were two thousand three hundred and forty-two blocks left to work with after creating all the chambers and covering them up with stone.

So, we had two long rows of chambers on the bottom, a floor above them, and then one row large chambers on the middle of that floor.

“Looking good so far?” I asked Scientist.

“Nod,” Scientist answered. “This is a strong foundation.”

“Only problem is I can’t move it on my own at all anymore.” I tried to push on the back of it to prove my point, but I couldn’t. No matter how hard I pushed, the airship’s spine just would not budge.

Fortunately, there were other airship parts to deal with that.

But first came actually making the ship look like—well, a ship.

Now, the nice thing about the hull pieces was that I could basically “drag” them over the space I wanted them to take up. I didn’t need to place each one independently to cover up the entire side of the ship. I only needed to go to place one at the top corner of one end and then drag it down to the bottom corner of the other end. As soon as I “let go” of it, the hull popped into existence taking up the entire space I just dragged it over.

“Time for a quick experiment,” I said before switching to my pickaxe.

A few swings later and I broke one tiny piece of the hull off.

“Good. Even though I was able to place it all down at once, it doesn’t count as just one piece. It basically placed down a bunch of different pieces to take up the space. So, if we get attacked, we don’t have to worry about the entire side of the hull disappearing at once because one part of it took enough damage to break.”

Unfortunately, that meant each piece would count on its own toward the block capacity instead of them all only taking up one capacity worth.

But that was alright.

Moving on, I surrounded the sides and bottom of the chambers with the flat and curved hull pieces to create a pretty traditional ship look. Well, for the bottom of the ship, anyways—the part that was underwater.

And even though it was all made out of stone still, it didn’t really look like it outside of color. The surface looked smooth and solid with a dull, gray appearance. Honestly, it didn’t look too far off from how a ship’s lower hull would normally look. It just didn’t have that metallic shine to it.

At that point, I needed to build some temporary stairs to continue my work, and it could probably be continued from on the ship itself at that point.

So, I built another floor above the chambers and created some stairs inside the ship that would go between the different levels, and then I brought up the walls to create a long room above the large chambers. Then I split it into five smaller rooms along the left side that could be used for storage while the remaining space outside of them on the right side could be used for crafting stations.

Time for the next level.

Going from the bottom up, we had the individual floatation chambers, then the large floatation chambers, then the storage floor, and now it was time for the bedroom floor.

Because I needed more NPCs to move in, that meant building a few different bedrooms despite the four of us sharing one bed so far.

Five bedrooms. Each one three long and five wide. They were going to be extremely cramped, but they’d be good enough, and I didn’t expect anybody to spend much time in them other than to sleep.

Now, even though the four of us so far were already sharing a room basically, Ninja and Scientist were technically “homeless” the entire time. So, three of those five bedrooms were going to be split up among them even if we all shared a bed. That meant only two bedrooms were actually open for new NPCs to move into.

“Wait,” I said, standing in the narrow hallway outside of the bedrooms.

“What is it, my lord?” Ninja asked.

I jumped when I heard her voice. “When—when did you get here?”

“Hoh, I must have surprised you by that reaction! It is nice to see that, though I was injured, I have not lost my skill for stealth.”

“That doesn’t answer the question.”

“Ah. I have been shadowing you for at least the past hour, my lord.”

“I think a lot more time has passed than I was aware.”

“You have been very immersed in your construction!”

“Apparently. Anyways, how are you feeling?”

“I believe I am fully healed now! It took much effort to convince Lady Guide that I am better, but she eventually believed me and allowed me to leave the bed! I must say, it feels good to be walking around again.”

“I can imagine. And I’m glad to see you’re feeling better, Ninja.”

Ninja’s ears twitched and her tail wagged as a smile curled her lips. “And I am glad to be at your side once more!”

“Also, to answer your first question… do you remember how I explained that other NPCs will move in whenever I build bedrooms for them?”

“I do!”

“Well, you see, I’m building an airship here. A ship that flies. In the sky. Off the ground. How… are NPCs going to reach it?”

“Hoh… I believe I see the issue.”

“Normally, they just sort of… appear and walk on into their new house. But they can’t just walk into a flying ship.”

“I see.” She nodded. “Perhaps they will only arrive when we are docked at land?”

“I just don’t want them spawning in the middle of the sky air while we’re flying and then they fall to their death.”

“That would be most unfortunate.”

“I feel that’s understating it. Maybe it’d be best to wait until they move in before we leave.”

“An excellent idea, my lord!”

“It’s nice to have you back praising me for every single thing I say.”

Ninja’s tail wagged even faster when she heard that. “I am glad to be of service!”

With that problem figured out, it was time to get back to building.

But not before hugging and kissing Ninja.

After she was both hugged and kissed, I went up a level to get started on the next floor. This next floor was going to have a larger master bedroom of sorts, since I knew it would be getting shared between me and three others, and then there’d be a living space outside of it.

The master bedroom was placed at the back of the fifth floor. It was five wide and nine long to give us more than enough space, and that was almost three times as large as the current bedroom we were sharing.

Outside of the bedroom, taking up the rest of the floor, was what would be a sort of shared living space. I didn’t bother decorating anything yet since I was just getting the structure of the ship down, but that would be where I’d place the computer, some tables and chairs, and other things like that. It would be pretty barren at first, but there’d eventually be more to put in there. Like arcade machines and pool tables and all that fun stuff, not that we were anywhere close to getting those yet.

Finally, I made it to the sixth floor—the deck.

First was an extra stone floor to cover it up and provide some more protection to the lower floors before placing down the [Airship Deck]. On the top of the deck, all around the edges, I placed a stone wall only a couple blocks tall so that people couldn’t just slip and slide off the deck. It served as a safety railing of sorts.

The two [Security Turrets] then got moved onto the deck, one on both the port and starboard sides near the center of the ship.

Then, at the back of the ship, I built a stone box of sorts with stairs next to it that led up to where the ship’s wheel would be.

I never found any sand to turn into glass, but when I did, I would close that section off with it so that I could still see in every direction while piloting the ship.

Fortunately, the wheel only took some wood to make.

All the ores I needed were for what came next.

The propellers and engines.

According to the tooltip, the [Basic Airship Engine] could power up to three [Airship Propellers] at once. And according to the [Airship Propellers] tooltip, each one could push up to three hundred blocks.

My plan was to build four engines and twelve propellers. The engines were going to go…

They could go…

“I’m stupid,” I said.

“You are anything but stupid, my lord!” Ninja was quick to say, still shadowing me.

“I… I didn’t consider where I was going to put the engines. I mean, it wouldn’t be a problem to reorganize one of the floors to make room for them, but… wait. There’s some space between the big chambers that I can slap them down in. They’re going to be pretty safe down there, and if anything actually reaches them to destroy them, then we have bigger problems.”

So, that was what I did.

I just sort of casually slapped the engines down between the large chambers. It looked stupid, but it worked, and I surrounded them with more blocks just to keep them safe.

Fortunately, they didn’t need any wired connection to the propellers or anything according to the tooltips. They only needed to be part of the same structure. So, even though there wasn’t a real connection between them and the propellers I put next to each other on the ship’s back, they were still able to power the propellers.

There was only one part from the airship research left to use.

The [Airship Balloon].

The engines and propellers required a ton of metal, but the balloon only required an absolute shit ton of [Silk]. It also came with a tooltip saying that it was capable of supporting a thousand blocks, so it was some nice redundancy in the event of the ship losing any of its chambers.

It also just helped to give it that airship look. Without the balloon, it simply looked like… a normal ship. The balloon made it look like a true airship. It was also about twice the length of the ship itself.

“I think that’s good enough for now,” I said, standing aboard the airship’s deck. “We just have to come up with a name for it—her.”

“Her?” Ninja asked.

“Yeah. We have a habit of naming ships and referring to them as women where I’m from.”

“Hoh, I see. What an interesting tradition.”

“Got any ideas?”

“Hmm… when I think of something that flies… my mind goes to this bird who shared the mountains with our monastery. They were large, gray-feathered birds known for having a fierce stare and large beaks! I became as stealthy as I am by training with them!”

“You trained with them?”

Ninja nodded. “For some reason, they enjoyed attacking me whenever they saw me, so I had to become a master of stealth to travel across the mountain without earning their abuse!”

“You must have had it rough.”

“Their beaks were very painful.”

“Kind of sounds like a shoebill. It’s the only bird I can think of known for having a ‘fierce stare,’ though since we’re from different worlds, they’re probably not the same.”

“Perhaps.”

“Do you remember what they were called on your world?”

“I remember that they had the word ‘beak’ in their name, but I cannot remember the rest.”

“Hmm.”

Flying, dangerous birds who liked to attack Ninja.

Ninja was kind of like a wolf, or at least she was in regard to her ears and tail.

Flying.

Wolf.

Flying Wolf.

No.

Soaring Wolf?

Nah.

Hmm…

“I think I’ve got it,” I said.

“Hoh? Did you decide on a name?” Ninja asked.

“I think so. It might be a bit cheesy, but how do you think Skywolf sounds?”

“Oooh! A name most impressive, my lord! It sounds like a truly fearsome predator of the sky!”

“Then that’s what we’ll go with. From now on, she’ll be named Skywolf. We’ll have to get her a wolf head figurehead. Or maybe a statue of your head for the figurehead.”

Ninja tilted her head. “Why my head, my lord?”

“You don’t realize why I named it what I did, do you?”

She tilted her head in the opposite direction, clearly confused.

“You’re too cute, Ninja. Anyways, all I have to do now is go build some beds, tables, chairs, and doors. Then I can decorate the bedrooms, and then we can wait for the new NPCs to move in. Once they arrive, we can take Skywolf on her maiden flight.”

“A wise plan, my lord!”

“Also… where did Scientist go?”

“I have not seen her.”

“She was with me building the ship, but I haven’t heard from her in a while even though she was supposed to be helping me with the layout. I ended up finishing it on my own… wait.”

I went down the stairs to the bottom levels of the ship.

I recalled her coming onboard with me once I switched to building the ship from on it, and I didn’t see her afterward, which meant…

Oh.

I ended up making an extra pair of walls around the large chambers to serve as a buffer of sorts, and there was space between them and the hull.

I broke through one.

No Scientist.

I broke through the other.

“Relieved sigh,” Scientist said, standing on the other side of the wall with a blank expression on her face.

“How—how long have you been trapped there?” I asked.

“I do not know the exact amount of time, but it was long enough that I theorized I may starve and only be found once I have decomposed into only a skeleton.”

“I’m—I’m sorry.”

“It is alright. I know I do not have much presence and am easily forgotten about.”

“The more you talk… the worse I feel.”

“Good. I am purposely making you feel guilty for locking me in a dark room and forgetting about me.”

“Would… would petting you make you feel better?”

“No.”

“How can I make it up to you?”

Scientist stared at me for a few moments before saying, “Let me sit on your lap while you hug me from behind as we pretend to watch a movie together. I have always wanted to try that. Even if we do not have a TV, we can stare at the wall and pretend we are watching one.”

“If—if that would make you feel better, then sure.”

“Excited heart fluttering.”


Chapter Five




“I am still not sure what we are doing,” Ninja said, standing to the side of where me and Scientist were.

We were back in the house, I was sitting on a chair, and Scientist was sitting on my lap while we stared straight ahead at the wall.

“Shh,” Guide said. “This is the best part.” She ended up sitting on a chair next to us, fully playing along with us staring at the wall to act like we were watching a movie.

Poor Ninja just didn’t get it no matter how it was explained to her.

Scientist was happy, though, which was all that really mattered since I accidentally blocked her in a completely dark room while building Skywolf. Not to mention the fact that she was supposed to help me design it, but then I ended up doing almost all of it without her, and that was after she was already having a bad morning due to experiencing caffeine withdrawal.

She deserved anything I could give or do for her.

Then, after about thirty minutes of sitting there with her on my lap and my arms around her, she said, “That was an excellent movie. Thank you for watching it with me.”

I wanted to ask if thirty minutes of staring at a wall could really count as a movie, but then I wouldn’t be playing along with her. Besides, she probably didn’t intend on us actually staring at a wall for an entire feature-length film. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. I really liked the part with uh… the car chase and explosions.”

“Nod. The action was excellent, but I preferred the romantic subplot. The main actor and actress had excellent chemistry together.”

“Yeah. Woody and Wallington make a great lead duo.”

“Amused giggle. I see what you did there.”

“I’m glad. I would have felt stupid if you didn’t.”

“More stupid than when you locked me in the darkness leading me to theorize I would perish?”

“You’re not going to let that go anytime soon, are you?”

“Nod.”

“Well, I deserve it.”

Guide poked my shoulder. “You really do. I mean, gosh. How dare you leave our poor, cute, innocent little Scientist locked in a room all by herself in the dark while you prance around your new ship with Ninja…”

“Nod,” Scientist said. “But it was a learning experience.”

“Yeah? What’d you learn?”

“I am not into sensory deprivation nor cuckolding.”

Guide narrowed at me. “You have to ask for a girl’s consent before you experiment with new fetishes, Player.”

“I wasn’t—I wasn’t trying to do either of those,” I answered. “Besides, I don’t even think it counts as either of those.”

“Are you doubting an innocent maiden’s heart?”

“Well, no.”

“Besides, it’s Scientist we’re talking about, and she’s super smart. She could never be wrong.”

“That’s… usually true.”

“So that means you subjected her to sensory deprivation and cuckolding play.”

I sighed, deciding to play along a little. “Sorry, Scientist.”

“Amused giggle,” Scientist said. “I was making a joke. It is alright. But I will still not forget that you did lock me in there and forget about me.”

Guide spoke up and said to me, “It wouldn’t have happened if you put a door in the wall.”

“You just want a new door to spam open and close,” I said.

“Well, yes, but I’m not wrong about it helping and preventing her being trapped from ever happening. This is why you should put more doors everywhere. If every single wall everywhere has a door in it, then nobody can ever get trapped, and just think of the possibilities! What sort of acoustics would a door have in the bottom of a ship surrounded by stone? Would there be an echo? Maybe it’ll have a different feel to it than a door being shut in a wooden house? The possibilities are endless, Player. You have to consider these things.”

“I think you’re just a door addict.”

“What can I say? I’m addicted to four-letter words that start with D.”

“Door and what else? Wait, oh⁠—”

“Dick.”

“Yep. Should have immediately figured that one out.”

“I’m disappointed, Player. I thought you would know me well enough by now to immediately know that.” Guide showed me a playful pout before resting her arm against my shoulder. “All you do is use me for your own selfish pleasure… you don’t pay any attention to me… you don’t even know my fourth favorite thing off the top of my head…”

“Wait, fourth favorite? What are the others?”

“Really?”

“Oh!” Ninja said. “I believe I know!”

Guide smiled at Ninja and asked, “Yeah? Go on, Ninja. Make Player feel bad for not knowing me enough to immediately know the obvious.”

Ninja nodded and then said, “Player, Scientist, and then for reasons I am not sure, me!”

“Close, but still wrong. You, Scientist, and Player are all equal. There’s no order in who I like more. And don’t put yourself down, either.”

“I—I apologize, Lady Guide. I am still just not sure how I have earned such feelings.”

“By being super cute. Duh. And cool. And brave. And awesome.”

The more Guide complimented Ninja, the more Ninja’s tail wagged while she bashfully looked around.

“And you have a nice body, and you’re fun to do lewd things with.” Guide got up from her chair and approached Ninja until Ninja’s back was against the wall.

Ninja might have been part wolf, or something similar to that, but when it came to Guide… Ninja was just a mouse being hunted by a cat.

“Player,” Scientist said. “Let’s work on the bomb platforms.”

“Right,” I said. “For the sake of coffee.”

“Nod. Also, because if we stay here, we will both get aroused at the sight and sounds of what is about to happen, and then nothing will get done. As much as I enjoy partaking in perverse acts, they will not cure my headache.”

“Yeah, that’s fair.”

Guide already had Ninja panting on her knees while she bit and suck on her neck.

We needed to escape before we got drawn into another day of debauchery.

“That was close,” Scientist said now that we were outside and back at Skywolf.

“Yeah,” I replied. “She almost stopped me. I didn’t expect her to lunge at me and go for my ankles like that.”

“Guide is a fearsome predator. Also, I require a kiss to sate my arousal. And to make me feel better after locking me⁠—”

I kissed her before she could finish what she was about to say.

“Thank you. That almost makes up for when you locked⁠—”

I kissed her again.

“Happy smile. The kisses do not make my headache better, but they do make me feel better after having been locked⁠—”

Another kiss.

“I see. I have discovered how to successfully get a kiss whenever I desire without having to explicitly ask for one.”

“I see how it is, manipulating my guilt for⁠—”

“Locked me in⁠—”

I kissed her.

She did, in fact, successfully figure out how to get kisses from me whenever she wanted, as manipulate as it was.

That aside, once she was finally done abusing my guilt for kisses, we got to work finishing the ship. First, I furnished the bedrooms so that new NPCs could move in as soon as possible. Once those were done, we got to work on the bombing platforms.

The length of the ship meant that we were able to create five rows of platforms on each side. Each platform ended up being three wide and five long, and there were three platforms per row. That meant fifteen per side per level. We built three layers of these, so that meant there were ninety platforms, or “bombs,” to drop on our targets.

And honestly, by the end of it… I liked how it looked. It actually looked kind of cool. It was like the airship had three layers of wings sticking out from its sides which really helped the whole… well, airship aesthetic.

I also realized something else.

Not only would this be a great method of killing enemies from above, but it could be used to create bridges over dangerous terrain and the like. Then again, when using an airship, that sort of thing was probably unnecessary when an airship could just fly over it.

“Alright,” I said. “It looks good.”

“Nod,” Scientist replied. “Ninety bombs are enough to carpet bomb potential targets with.”

“Maybe someday we’ll get actual bomb bay doors and bombs that actually explode.”

“Excitement.”

“You like explosions, don’t you?”

“Explosions are cool.”

“True. Can’t argue with that. Anyways, now that I’m looking her over, I think there’s only one thing left that we’re really missing as far as functionality goes.”

“Yes?”

“Escape boats. We should build a few escape pods—boats, whatever, that we can use to abandon ship if it’s absolutely necessary.”

“A logical addition.”

“But each one is going to need its own propeller and engine… which means I have a bit more mining to do. But that’s alright. I have time to kill before more NPCs move in anyways.”

“Guide is likely hoping that spare time will be spent in the bedroom.”

“She has Ninja for that. I’m still spent.” I looked Scientist over. She didn’t have a weapon or anything unlike Ninja and Guide, but I could always give her one since she counted as a potential party member now. “Want to go mining in the caves with me?”

“No.”

“That was a quick refusal.”

“Ninja is the most optimal of us to go with you, and I need to do research on the new project.”

“Right. But… how am I supposed to get Ninja to go with me when Guide is busy with her?”

Scientist raised her hand. “I will swap places with her.”

“How are you going to get research done if you’re busy being Guide’s toy?”

“Ah.”

“Didn’t think that one through, did you?”

“It is only natural for hypotheses to occasionally be flawed.”

“Fair enough.”

“I would go with you, but I theorize that I will only slow you down. That is why I must decline.”

“Well, I’m not going to force you to go if you don’t want to. Plus me and Mimic are capable of handling ourselves. Just thought you might want to come.”

“Surprised confusion.”

I tilted my head a bit. “What’s so surprising and confusing?”

“That you would not force me to accompany you after you forced me to wait for you in darkne⁠—”

She got another kiss out of me.


Chapter Six




“I feel so conflicted, my lord,” Ninja said as she rubbed the side of her neck. “I appreciate the intensity in which Lady Guide treats my neck, and the lingering pain is a reminder of the time we spent together, but… it distracts me from my duty to protect you!”

I shrugged. “It’s alright. With you and Mimic here,” not to mention me paying more attention so that I wouldn’t upset Guide, or any of them for that matter, again, “I doubt anything will even get close to touching me.”

After talking outside with Scientist, she ended up going back inside to trade places with Ninja after all. That was why Ninja was with me and Mimic in the usual cave while Scientist was being subjected to whatever perverse entertainment crossed Guide’s mind.

“It is true that Mimic is a worthy guardian to share this burden with, yet…” Ninja shook her head and took her hand away from her neck. “I must not allow myself to be distracted by such tempting thoughts!”

“Good girl.” Of course, I knew exactly what I was doing when I said that.

Ninja’s tail wagged up a storm while her cheeks turn on a bright shade of red. As soon as she realized she was getting distracted again, she shook her head once more and said, “My lord! Please! I am trying to perform my du⁠—”

“Who’s a good girl?”

“H-haah… please… my lord, if you ask me such a question, I cannot resis⁠—”

“I guess there aren’t any good girls around if nobody answer⁠—”

“M-me, my lord! It is I! I am the good girl!”

I couldn’t resist grinning and scratching Ninja under her chin. “You’re too easy, Ninja.”

“It… it is not fair… you used my weakness against me…”

“I know. I’m a horrible, mean bully, aren’t I?”

“Lord Player… I feel as if Lady Guide is beginning to rub off on you. That sounded like a very Lady Guide thing to say.”

“It kind of did, didn’t it? Huh… maybe I’m becoming more like her. Wait, that might be bad. If I become like her… what kind of perverted monster am I going to turn into? I have a world to conquer here, but I’m not going to be able to do that if I just want to stay inside having sex all the time.”

“I do not believe I would be able to keep up with that…”

I kissed Ninja’s forehead and stopped scratching her chin. “Let’s focus on the mining so that we can get back to the others sooner.”

“Yes, my lord! Ah, and if I may ask, what are we searching for today?”

“Just more of the metals I need to craft a few emergency lifeboats for the Skywolf. Even a normal ship that floats on water should have lifeboats, and we’re talking about a flying ship that’s going to be way above the ground without any nearby water to jump into, so lifeboats are mandatory.”

“A lifeboat?”

“Think of them as smaller boats attached to a big boat that people can get into when there’s an emergency. So if the Skywolf is ever going to crash for whatever reason, not that I ever plan on letting her crash, then we can get into the lifeboats to safely escape.”

“Hoh. I see. Ah, may I ask another question?”

“Go for it.”

“You need to explore more of those labs, yes? Like where we found Scientist?”

“If I want to combine all the items from them into the [Failed Experiments Ego], then yeah. And I should get started on making egos in general. They’re probably the strongest accessories I can get at the moment. The souls I’ve collected from the bosses are really powerful, too… but I don’t know.”

“You do not know what, my lord?”

I sighed and leaned my back against the cave wall while Mimic lunged around in the distance killing any monsters that spawned. “I’ve gotten souls from each boss so far. They’re all really strong, but they’re also unique which means that there’s only ever going to be one copy of them. And they didn’t exist in the original game, so I have no idea if they can be used for anything else. Nothing showed up when Guide entered them into her book, either, so… there’s a really strong chance that they don’t have any other use and are just sitting there when they could be giving me huge boosts.”

“Are there other causes for your apprehension? I feel as if that is not your true concern, if I may speak so boldly.”

“It doesn’t feel right. I don’t know how to put it, but… I don’t know. When it comes to the hearts, the way they’re phrased is that some of their desire lives on, and that’s what I’m absorbing and why I can talk to them in my head. I don’t know if that’s really their soul I’m taking for myself, and it feels… fine to do that. It just doesn’t feel like as big of a deal. But the souls are… well, souls, and the description says that they may be given ‘new purpose.’ Maybe that ‘new purpose’ just means powering me up, but… what if there’s something else? I don’t know. My gut has never really betrayed me before, and it’s telling me to wait even though my brain is shouting at me for being stupid for not using it to get stronger already.”

“That reminds me of a story. May I share it with you?”

“A story from Ninja? That’s rare. Go for it.”

“I will recite it to the best of my ability! Though I have forgotten the names, I still remember its message.” Ninja cleared her throat in a rather cute way before speaking again, this time with a gentler tone. “There once lived the daughter of an ancient emperor. Her father, the emperor, was plagued with illness and would pass to the heavens before much longer. Once he did, his son—her brother—would rise to the throne and wed his sister, as was tradition. She did not mind such tradition and understood that such was her destiny. Not only was it her purpose and the reason she was given birth to, but she understood how the tradition legitimized her family’s rule by the divine mandates. But… one day, she came across a servant who was being whipped for breaking a plate. She never saw this servant before, but when she locked eyes with him, her maiden heart fell in love with him. The idea of living for a purpose somebody else planned for her became horrible in her eyes. She yearned for a life where she could make her own choices, not to simply follow divine mandates at her brother’s side until her death. But if she followed her heart… that would amount to going against the heavens. Their land was only so peaceful because they obeyed the gods’ mandates. For her to run away in pursuit of a life of her own making, the mandate would be broken, and ruin would dominate the land. Millions of lives would be at risk, her family would collapse, and it was possible that she would be victim to all of this as well. She had to choose between choosing a life for herself, or following the divine mandates to guarantee continued prosperity for everybody. What do you believe she chose?”

I felt pain in my soul again—a pain that wasn’t mine, but that I could still feel it. It was the explorer’s again.

What was she supposed to choose? The life of one or the life of many?

What was the princess supposed to choose? Her own freedom and happiness or a life of shackles for the good of everybody else?

“I’m… not sure,” I answered. “I feel like… the logical choice, the one most people would probably agree is better, is to choose her country. She’d probably still get to live a comfortable life as royalty while the country is peaceful and prospers. Everybody wins but her. I don’t think that many people would be willing to condemn millions of others for their own sake… or at least, I hope there aren’t that many people out there who would. But at the same time… she deserves her own happiness and choice to do what she wants with her life, too, even if that means making mistakes. Maybe she’ll regret it and wish that she never would have left, but at least she had freedom and got to make a decision for herself.”

Ninja nodded, looking into my eyes with a sort of wise expression that I hadn’t seen since she taught me about those breathing techniques. “Where I am from, the prevailing school of thought was that the prosperity of the majority was the most important. A ruler should strive to make the country as prosperous as possible for as many of its citizens as possible. But, we also believed in listening to the heart, and we believed that betraying the heart was to betray the country. One who acts out of the genuine desire of their heart should not, and cannot, be faulted for it. The mind can be convinced to feel and believe things that may not be true, but the emotion of the heart never lies. Ah, we also extended this to the stomach, but… that is not as romantic sounding as the heart. You mentioning your gut is what made me think of this, so I thought I would mention that so you understand the link.”

“I get it.”

“Good! But yes. To betray one’s heart is to betray the country, as only those who follow the genuine emotion of their hearts could be moral citizens. We believed that it is better to act against others while staying true to your heart than to betray your heart for the benefit of others.”

“I take it that the princess ended up running away with that servant she saw then?”

“Oh, no. Her mind convinced her that the best path was to betray her heart to protect her people and live her life alongside her brother. The despair of never having freedom and not choosing another path drove her to take her own life, and thus the heavens punished the country by total annihilation.”

“Oh. So, moral of the story… either marry your brother and commit suicide, resulting in everybody dying, or follow your heart by marrying a non-blood relative and only probably doom everybody.”

“That is… not an incorrect way of looking at it, yes.”

“And let’s not forget about the part where if she just would have been a good, loving wife to her brother for the rest of her life, then everybody else probably would have lived happily ever after.”

“A-ah… when you put it that way… perhaps the story does begin to sound a little strange…”

“Did the world that you’re from have a thing for incest or something?”

“Only for the elite families!”

“Well, at least it wasn’t for everybody. Anyways, do they teach that story to try and tell people to follow their hearts?”

“Ah, as far as I remember, that story is more used for lulling children to rest than it is for a lesson, though it does have educational value!”

“… that’s the kind of story you told to children at bedtime over there?”

“It is best to instill such values into children at a young age!”

I placed a hand on Ninja’s shoulder. “I don’t mean to be uh… racist or xenophobic or anything, but whatever world you’re from has pretty weird tastes for what stories they tell their children. Then again… I’m pretty sure the Germans and Scandinavians tell their children all sorts of fucked up stories that could probably put your incest story to shame…”

“I am curious about your world’s stories now. If you remember any, I would love to hear them!”

“Maybe I’ll tell you one of the weird ones I remember. But for now, let’s get some more mining done. I don’t want to spend all day down here.”

“Very well, my lord!”

And so, with a strange new “lesson” from Ninja stuck in my head that I wasn’t entirely sure how to interpret, I got back to mining.


Chapter Seven




As we went deeper into the cave system, we discovered some branches of the cave that hadn’t been explored yet, and they provided us with plenty of metal and breakable pots that offered coins, potions, and bombs.

Unfortunately, no new chests or hearts, but I got all the metal that I needed to make the additions to the ship that I wanted to make. Ninja also ended up telling me some more stories that she could remember parts of, and they were all just as weird as the incest one.

The one that sounded like it was about being attracted to frog legs was… especially weird, and hearing it made my brain so confused that I didn’t even ask questions about it.

“Alright,” I said. “I think we can go back up now. We’ve got everything we need for the airship, so tomorrow, we can search around for some more entrances to labs on the surface, hopefully get more of those turrets, and finish gathering what I need for my first ego.”

“Very well, my lord!” Ninja replied.

Mimic, of course, was off in the distance doing Mimic things, aka killing anything and everything that moved which wasn’t us.

Then I noticed a glint in the wall from the corner of my eye.

When I turned to look at it… I saw something that would be extremely valuable.

A diamond.

Unfortunately, it was too good to be true.

I spotted a pressure plate on the ground in front of it.

That was one of the traps that often caught new players to the game. A lone diamond in the wall with a pressure plate in front of it. The diamond would turn out to not even be real once mined. Just a useless junk item. Actual diamonds, and other gemstones in general, were great because having one of them was the key requirement toward having the Gem Cutter NPC move in, but the fake diamond wouldn’t help with that… at least in vanilla.

Thanks to a certain mod, though, it was foolish to call it a useless item. The diamond was the rarest requirement for the [Deceiver Ego], and that was one of the most fun, early-game egos to use. Not exactly the most useful, but definitely fun.

I wondered how it would translate to the world we were in.

Only one way to find out.

“Be careful,” I said. “See that plate on the ground? It’s linked to explosives underneath it. If we step on it, it goes boom.”

“Understood, my lord!” Ninja replied.

“And because I won’t say no to some free explosives… I’m going mine out underneath it to take the explosives, and then the plate will be harmless, and then I can also get the fake diamond.”

Ninja nodded along with my explanations, so I turned around and was ready to get to work.

Unfortunately, things didn’t want to go according to plan.

Mimic ran out of things to kill.

When Mimic ran out of things to kill, Mimic came hopping back over to me for attention.

Mimic didn’t hear us talk about the pressure plate.

Click.

Mimic hopped right onto it.

Before I could even say anything, my life began to flash before my eyes as I knew there was no way I would survive an explosion like that… only to be snapped out of the flash by Ninja grabbed me and pulling me away as fast as she could.

“Move, Mimic!” I shouted since Ninja was already moving us.

Mimic looked confused but still hopped away, but not before tanking some of the explosion.

Thanks to Ninja, we got far enough from it to avoid taking any damage, though the shockwave from it still propelled us through the air and sent us crashing to the ground.

Mimic crashed into a nearby wall, and did take some damage, but barely enough to make a noticeable dent in its health.

“My lord! Are you alright?!” Ninja shouted, her body pressed down against mine as she looked at my face from above.

“I’m fine,” I answered. “My ears are ringing a bit, but I’m fine. Are you alright?”

Ninja let out a relieved sigh and nodded. “Yes, my lord, thank you for your concern.”

Looking over at the new crater in the room, the fake diamond was sitting on the ground in the middle of it.

Good thing it was indestructible outside of being tossed in lava or in the inventory trash.

“Now that I’m on the ground like this… I’m kind of comfy,” I said. The dirt wasn’t exactly uncomfortable, plus I was pretty tired from already doing so much mining, so it didn’t sound like a horrible idea to rest for a bit. Just a few minutes at least. Plus it gave me an excuse to pet Ninja and cuddle with her since she was already on top of me.

“Allow me to remove myself from you, my lord,” Ninja said. “I am sure my weight is only making you even more uncomf⁠—”

I wrapped my arms around her to keep her in place on top of me. “You can stay here.”

Mimic then hopped over to us and gave us each a worried lick.

“We’re fine, Mimic, but… be more careful of where you’re hopping, alright? Watch the ground to make sure you don’t hop onto any plates like that.”

Mimic looked a bit sad, but it did nod to let me know it understood.

“Thanks. Now keep guard while we rest for a minute. That’ll be your punishment for setting off the explosive.”

Mimic saluted us with its tongue before turning around to keep watch.

With that, I sighed and rested my head against the ground. “We almost died just then.”

“I am sorry for not protecting you better, my lord,” Ninja said. “I never should have allowed such a perilous event to come.”

“You can’t predict everything, and you can’t stop everything that you can predict. Part of me feels like I should be a bit more upset over almost dying in such a stupid and avoidable way, but… honestly, I’m just happy to be alive. I’m going to focus on that for now. Plus Mimic didn’t know any better. Just… don’t let Guide know how close we came to almost dying.”

“She will likely find regardless of how we try to keep it from her.”

“You’re not wrong.”

I sighed again and looked at Ninja.

She was really cute. And maybe it was because of my relief, but she looked even cuter than usual, especially while she was on top of me.

And between how cute she was and the fact that my body was probably reacting to almost just dying… well, I had a physical reaction to that.

With Ninja on top of me, it was impossible for her to not notice said reaction, and her ears perked up when she did notice it. “My—my lord? Even now?”

“I can’t help it, but it’s alright. It doesn’t need helped,” I answered. “Not every boner needs to result in an orgasm. And if it’s uncomfortable, you can just move a little and⁠—”

“Lady Guide told me that if you are ever… troubled in such a way while we are out together, then I should tend to you,” Ninja said as she looked up into my eyes while one hand slid down to rub against my bulge. “I must admit… even though we almost perished… part of me desires this as well. Perhaps it is the adrenaline…

“When—when did she tell you that? The tend to me thing?”

“She whispered it to me before we left to explore together the first time.”

“Of course she did.”

“Does this… displease you? Would you rather me not serve you in such a way?”

I knew that Ninja was being serious when she asked that. She wasn’t trying to use reverse psychology or anything like that on me. She wasn’t that kind of girl. But even so… when I looked into her eyes, saw that blush on her cheeks, and felt her hand against my crotch, I couldn’t help but to feel as if she was only asking that because she knew there was no way I could turn her down. “It makes me happy, but this probably isn’t the best time… then again… the cave is clear and we have Mimic to protect us…”

I looked to the side and saw Mimic just sitting there facing us with its tongue hanging out from its opening.

“Mimic, can you uh… keep watch for us?” I asked.

Mimic slumped forward a bit, almost as if disappointed, but turned around to face the other way where enemies might come from.

I knew that the smartest thing to do would be to go and wait until we were back at the base before doing anything, but… I couldn’t resist Ninja. No matter how much my brain was trying to tell me to be logical by saving the “service” for later, my body disagreed. Though, to be fair, part of my brain also disagreed with the part that didn’t want to have any fun.

“Alright,” I said. “But let’s not spend too much time doing this.”

Ninja’s tail wagged behind her and her ears perked up with an excitement that matched the shine in her eyes. “Thank you, my lord!”

“Why—why are you thanking me?”

“A-ah… well… I enjoy doing this for you, as shameful as it may be to admit. It is my duty to serve you however I can. I have already failed to properly protect you multiple times… but I have never failed to bring you physical pleasure.”

I brought a hand to her face and rested it on her cheek. “Don’t say that you’ve failed to protect me. I’m still here, aren’t I? And it’s thanks to you that I’m still alive.”

“But… I have not protected you from being hurt…”

“That doesn’t matter. What matters is that I’m still alive. You can’t be held responsible for every single injury I ever suffer.”

Ninja shook her head. “But I am your guard! Every wound you suffer is a wound that should have been inflicted upon me!”

I was trying to be nice by resting my hand on her cheek, but hearing that… I pinched her cheek.

Ninja squinted her eyes and leaned her head toward where I pulled her cheek, her ears flattening until I let go.

“Don’t say something stupid like that ever again,” I said. “And that’s an order.”

“But… what was wrong about it?” Ninja looked genuinely confused, too.

“I never want either of us to get hurt. If you’re going to insist on protecting me, then at least say you want to protect me so that neither of us get hurt, alright? Don’t take injuries for me, help me so that neither of us ever get hurt in the first place.”

“Hoh… if that is what you mean, then I will do my best, though there may be times where I fail to avoid harm in my protection of you.”

“Right back at you.”

Ninja’s eyes went wide. “But—but my lord! You cannot be hurt!”

“Should I pull your cheek again?”

She was quick to shake her head.

“Don’t forget, I feel the same way about you. Neither of us are allowed to be hurt.”

“But… my lord… that is likely impossible. Those who believe they are untouchable grow too confident and inevitably expose their own weakness! It is foolish to believe that I will never be hurt!”

“And it’s foolish to believe that you’ll always stop me from getting hurt. Understand yet?”

“A-ah… I… believe I understand your point.”

“We’re equals. I don’t want you to get hurt as much as you don’t want me to get hurt. So, let’s do our best to keep each other from ever getting hurt, but let’s not beat ourselves up too much over it as long as we survive and are still healthy, alright?”

“Very well, my lord. Ah, wait! We—we were not supposed to have such a conversation! I am supposed to be pleasuring you! Ah… I have made a grave mistake. Please forgive me, my lord.”

“You’re ridiculous, Ninja. You haven’t done anything wrong. We had a talk. It’s okay if we didn’t do something lewd.”

“But… it was the point… and I was looking forward to it only to sabotage myself…”

“It’s not too late to do it.” I flexed my pelvic muscles to make my still-erect length throb up against her hand since she never removed it despite the talk we were just having. Though, considering her wide eyes and raised eyebrows, it seemed like she forgot about having her hand there.

“Ah! I—I see! Very well! Then… may—may I try something I have not had the opportunity to do yet? I saw Lady Scientist do it… and I believe I am capable of it as well! And going by the noises you made while she did it… I believe it is something you strongly enjoy!”

I wasn’t really sure what she was talking about seeing as how there were all sorts of things that Scientist did to me that I enjoyed. Besides, what could Ninja do that she hadn’t done before outside of actual sex which wasn’t possible? “Sure, go for it.” I was curious what she was talking about.

That was when, with a hint of red coloring her cheeks, Ninja slipped her clothes off her shoulders to reveal the tight, cloth binding around her chest.

I started to get an idea of what she might have been talking about, though I wasn’t sure her breasts would be big enough for that. Sure, there were some mounds there underneath the wrap which meant she wasn’t flat or anything, but⁠—

Ninja undid the binding.

I did a triple take upon seeing what she let free.

Ninja was… stacked. Almost as much as Scientist if not maybe more considering that she was shorter than Scientist but was still that busty.

“Is… is this seriously the first time… I’ve seen you without that wrap?” I asked.

Ninja nodded. “Removing it was never necessary before… and you were content while it was on. Lady Guide also told me to keep it a secret until there was a good moment to surprise you… is—is this not a good moment? Or are you dissatisfied with this size?”

Of course Guide knew and had a part in me not knowing about it. Guide probably found out Ninja’s size early on while helping to keep it a secret from me the entire time. “They’re… awesome,” I said, immediately regretting it due to feeling like some awkward teenager who just saw boobs for the first time. Then again, that was an accurate representation of how I felt when seeing Ninja’s for the first time.

“That is a good thing… yes?”

“Very good. But… I have to ask. Isn’t it… isn’t it uncomfortable to bind them that tightly? I had no idea you had all this under there… that has to be bad for them—you, right?”

“I do not know, but it helps my breathing exercises!”

“Is there any actual proof that binding them like that helps you breathe better? I mean… maybe since it’s got to be compressing your lungs… then… wait, but does it even work that way? Boobs are outside the ribs while lungs are on the inside, so… but chest compression is chest compression… I don’t know if it actually works that way or not. I need Scientist to answer this for me. But there’s one thing that I do know.”

Ninja tilted her head a bit. “Yes?”

“Promise not to judge me for how lame this is probably going to sound.”

“Of course!”

“Alright.” I took a deep breath. “But I do know that I want you to com-compress my dick between them.” I tried to say it as straight as I could, but I ended up breaking and trying to hold back laughter halfway through.

As for Ninja, she just smiled and took me seriously. “Of course! I would be glad to service you in such a way!”

Ninja was too pure. I would absolutely get teased if I said something like that with Guide, but Ninja? Ninja was just happy to be there and to help out. She didn’t tease me for saying stupid things like that.

Not that it mattered much in the end.

Even though Ninja might not have judged me for saying that, I still judged myself for actually saying that.


Chapter Eight




Ninja, using her newly revealed mountains, must have been studying Scientist whenever she used her breasts on me. Scientist tried out all sorts of things using them to see what I liked and didn’t like, and it turned out that I liked basically all of it. How could I not? And now, here was the shy, innocent Ninja doing her best to mimic Scientist’s actions.

First, she helped me remove my upper armor and shirt. Then she pressed her breasts down against my abdomen and slowly dragged her breasts up along my torso until her face reached my neck, allowing her to plant gentle kisses against it. I had my eyes closed at that point to enjoy the sensations. Closing them helped me ignore that we were doing it on the ground in an underground cave, too.

Then I felt her breasts with my hands. Ninja had grabbed each of my hands by their wrists and pulled them up to the sides of her breasts, planting them against her. So, while she worked on my neck by planting kiss after kiss against it, she pressed her hands against the backs of my own to encourage me to squeeze and grope her breasts.

I was more than happy to do that.

And once she was content with how much I was groping them, she slipped her hands down to my crotch to work on my pants. I helped her a bit by unequipping my legs armor from the inventory menu, so all she had to worry about were my actual pants and the boxer briefs underneath them.

She gave my neck a nibble once she had my bare cock between her hands.

While still kissing me and leaving her breasts pressing down against my chest, she began to stroke the bottom half of my shaft with each of her hands before gripping it and turning it around, requiring her to raise herself up a bit to give it the space it needed, so that it was pressing up between our chests rather than pointing down toward my feet. And because she wasn’t supporting herself up after that, I felt my cock sandwiched between my own torso and hers for a pleasurable warmth.

And thanks to just how big it was, and thanks to how stacked Ninja turned out to be, the tip of it actually managed to reach up between the underside of Ninja’s breasts.

“Are you enjoying this, Lord Player?” Ninja asked, tilting her head enough to whisper up toward my ear. Even though she might not have had her mouth right next to my ear, it still had the same effect as if she did.

“Aren’t I making that obvious?” I replied as my cock throbbed against her.

“You are, my lord, but… if you would allow me to be selfish… I enjoy hearing your confirmation.”

“In that case, everything feels incredible, and you’ve learned fast, Ninja.”

She sighed against my neck. “Thank you. Allow me to show you what else I have learned.”

With that, she brought her hands up to my sides, almost reaching my armpits which gave me a moment of thinking she was about to tickle me, but she stopped right before them. It still felt a bit ticklish, but that wasn’t her intent. Instead, she used her nails to slide down along my sides as she dragged her entire body down against mine, pulling her breasts against my abdomen lower and lower until her head was right over my chest.

A quick smile from her before looking down at my nipple told me that she was about to do something that she learned from Guide.

While one hand reached down to fondle my sack as the tip of my cock rested between her breasts, she kissed my nipple and gave it a little bite before resuming her journey down my body, kissing my skin every inch of the way. And the lower she went, the more of my cock she slid up between her breasts until the tip poked out through the top of her cleavage.

“I know you wished for us to be quick, but… I cannot help but wish to take my time in my service to you,” Ninja said with probably the most seductive tone I ever heard from her. “Would you allow me to be so selfish?”

“I could never say no when you’re like this,” I answered.

“Thank you, my lord.”

“Though, if I can make a selfish request of my own… I want you to try something.”

She tilted her head again. She was always adorable when she did that. “Yes?”

“Could you… try calling me ‘Master?’”

“If that is what you desire, then of course… Master.”

It was nice. Really nice.

But somehow, it also felt wrong. That wasn’t very Ninja.

“Thank you, you can go back to calling me your lord now,” I said, reaching forward to pet her head as part of the thanks.

“Gladly, my lord.” Ninja rubbed her head up against my hand before remembering what she was in the middle of doing, and thus lowered her head down toward my cock. It was still trapped between our two bodies, and now she could easily plant a kiss against the underside of the tip due to it poking up between her breasts. Though, she did have to slide down a bit more to do that.

“You’ve really been studying Guide and Scientist, haven’t you?”

Hearing that made her smile more than I thought it would. “Are my efforts visible?”

“Very.”

She smiled even more, her tail wagging in the air behind her. “Thank you, my lord! Any time they are servicing you, I cannot help but to find my eyes unable to look away. They seem so experienced, as if they are master craftsman in the trade of pleasuring Lord Player, that I can only hope to one day approach their skill!”

“I think you’ve already reached that day.”

“If I did, then I would have already made you… cum, even while going this slowly.”

Well… she might have had a point there. “Don’t feel bad. Guide has a cheat code that she can use to make me cum, and Scientist is… well, no matter how slowly she goes, it’s like she’s methodically calculated the exact optimal thing to do to maximize my pleasure with every movement, so… the point is that you shouldn’t compare yourself to a cheater and a living supercomputer.”

“A supercomputer? Is that like an evolved form of the computer you brought to the house?”

Right. She was still from a world where computers didn’t exist, after all. “Kind of.”

“Hoh, I see… Lady Scientist grows ever more impressive!”

“The most impressive part is that she’s still able to put up a fight against Guide in the bedroom.”

Ninja nodded. “Very impressive! I know that I will never reach that height.”

“So you believe you can get good at making me cum quickly, but you don’t believe you’ll ever be able to out-do Ninja in a one-on-one?”

Ninja looked at me as if I just asked an extremely obvious question. “Well, of course. Lady Guide is undefeatable.”

“I think my ego would feel a little bruised if it wasn’t for the fact that I can’t deny Guide is… well, Guide. There really isn’t any defeating her.”

Ninja nodded along. “She is like a goddess of bedroom domination. She may allow us to feel as if we win at times, but it is only because she lets us.”

“Just wait until I can actually penetrate her. Maybe… maybe then I’ll be able to truly be in charge once.”

Ninja brought her elbows against her breasts to push them harder against my cock, creating an even more pleasurable tightness around it. “Am I doing this correctly, my lord?”

“If you mean are you changing the topic because you don’t believe I’ll be able to conquer Guide even then, then yes. And if you mean are you making my cock feel even better, then also yes.”

“Good!”

She didn’t comment on the first option which was all that I needed to hear from her.

To be fair, I agreed with the doubt.

It was pure coping to hope that simply being able to penetrate Guide would conquer her. If anything, she would just pin me down and ride me until my brain went stupid.

“Oho… Lord Player, you are throbbing even more now!” Ninja said.

I felt bad hearing that. Was I supposed to admit that I felt that way because I was thinking of Guide doing that to me? Not lie, but say something like how I was thinking about the future without naming Guide specifically? I didn’t want to hurt Ninja’s feelings considering what she was doing for me, but I felt bad about⁠—

“You must have thought of Guide!” Ninja said.

“Wait… how could you tell?” I asked.

“When you think of her, your face makes this… hmm… expression? It is hard to explain. You make the expression of a… hmm… like the expression of a submissive guard who is eager to protect his lady from assassins at night!”

“So, what you’re saying is that when I think of Guide, I look submissive.”

Ninja gave up on trying to make it sound cooler than it did and nodded.

“Great. I didn’t know I was so obvious. Do… do I make any expression when I think of Scientist?”

Ninja nodded again. “You often look confused when you think of her.”

“Makes sense. What about when I think of you?”

“You have a very mature, determined expression when you think of me! I like it very much! You remind me of a brave warrior!”

“I—I do?”

“Yes! I can only imagine what thoughts cross your mind as you think of me. I imagine that you must be thinking of us going on quests together to slay evil demons and defeat corrupt emperors!”

Most of the time when I thought about Ninja, I was just thinking about how cute she was and how much I wanted to pet her head, fluff her tail, and rub under her chin. I literally never once imagined us doing any of what she said.

Did I really make such a cool face while thinking of those things?

“I’m about to say something else stupid, Ninja,” I said. “Are you ready?”

“I am ready, my lord, for I know you could never say such a thing!” Ninja was the one who looked determined again, and I was pretty sure she forgot that my cock was still under her and between her breasts.

“Then…” I took another deep breath. “Your quest is to exorcise the evil spirit inside of my… spear, and the only way—the… the only way for you to do it… is by making me cum.”

…

I couldn’t believe I actually said something that cheesy.

There was no way she actually didn’t find that stupid, right?

Wrong.

“Ooh!” Ninja’s eyes were wide with awe. “Such a grand quest! I will do my best to cleanse your spear of the evil spirit so that it may once again return to being a weapon of divine righteousness!”

I was starting to think she would play along with anything.

If that was true… it gave me some dangerous ideas. Well, they were only dangerous to myself, because I knew I would be judging myself if I ever roleplayed like she was apparently willing to.

Then again, was it even really roleplay? She didn’t… actually believe that, right?

No, there was no way she believed me. She had to know that I was just joking around and being stupid by saying that.

…

Right?

“Fortunately,” Ninja said, “I have learned many methods of demon extraction from Lady Guide and Lady Scientist! The foul spirit stands no chance against my purification techniques!”

She was… getting into it?

She pressed her breasts even harder around my cock before placing her lips around the underside of the tip, licking the frenulum as she shifted her breasts up and down along the sides of my shaft.

“My lord’s spear is a divine relic that must not be allowed to suffer such possession!” Ninja continued.

She was… really getting into it.

Was Ninja actually into roleplay sex? Did I discover a new fetish of hers?

Then again…

She was very into all that sort of stuff in the first place. She loved to play the role of a guardian charged to protect me. She referred to all of us as lord and ladies. She spoke in archaic ways and treated everything like a quest or adventure. Treating her like an actual ninja servant who had to follow our orders made her happier than just treating her like a normal person and equal to us.

Wait.

Was…

Was Ninja one of those people?

Those nerds who were delusional about life? The ones who acted like they were dark warriors or like they had arms possessed by demons? The kind of people who would wear eyepatches and then talk about having secret powers locked away in their covered eye?

Was she a professional LARPer?

Except, an actual, legitimate ninja, too?

Could somebody be a legitimate ninja and also be a LARPer ninja at the same time?

Or were others from her world the same way, and the way she was acting was normal?

I… had so many questions that I was probably never going to get the answers to.

Ninja gave her breasts a couple of quick, extra tight squeezes around my length. “Take that, evil spirit!” She reached a hand down to my sack, fondling it with her fingers against her palm. “Perhaps you seek to hide in here? No matter where you may be, you will not escape punishment for seeking to corrupt my lord’s spear!” Then she placed her lips around my entire tip, sucking on it with as much force as she could. When she pulled her lips off, she said, “And if I must, then I will manually pull you out using my own body!” And then she got back to sucking.

Titfucking me, sucking me, and fondling my nuts all at once.

Ninja really improved.

Between all of that, it wasn’t going to take much longer for me to cum. Not much time at all. My endurance might have improved due to living with three women who were… always more than eager to spend hours in bed making each other, and myself, cum, but I still wasn’t going to last long if it meant trying to last against somebody like Ninja doing all three of those things at once. Especially given the fact that I just discovered how busty she was which was exciting all on its own. Ninja was doing new things both by revealing more of her body and her actual actions, and my endurance was trained for the things I was already used to, not anything new.

And despite the fact that Ninja was playing along with trying to get an evil spirit out of my dick… she looked like she was having an awful lot of fun and smiling the whole time while doing it. “Begone, spirit,” she mumbled from around my tip. “If you must, then enter my own body!”

Seeing as how she began to do everything with a bit more intensity after that, I was pretty sure that she was telling me to cum.

And that worked.

“Ninja, I’m⁠—”

I didn’t even get to finish my sentence. As soon as she heard those first two words, she squeezed my sack, but not too hard, while forming a tighter suction around my tip with her lips, all while using her arms to press her breasts even harder together around my shaft as her other hand now slipped between our bodies to pump my shaft below her breasts as hard as she could.

She was absolutely determined to milk me as hard as she could with that orgasm. Or rather, she was determined to extract that demon from me.

But it felt more like she was going to suck my soul out at that point.

My seed flooded into her mouth, and due to the position that she was in… well, she couldn’t exactly aim it for her throat. That would require too long of a neck and bending it to a pretty uncomfortable degree.

That meant it was way more difficult than usual for her to try and keep it all in her mouth, unfortunately causing her to lift her head up and swallow what was already in there before she could try and get the rest.

But it was too late for that. The second and third ropes of my cum that shot out were even greater in volume than the first, and they shot straight toward me.

Now, due to my years of jacking off, I got pretty good at dodging my own cumshots, so I managed to angle my head away to avoid getting splashed for the most part. Some still landed on my cheek, but that was an acceptable casualty.

The rest shot off to whatever was behind me, likely the dirt or maybe a wall depending on just how far it went.

Ninja managed to get her mouth back around it in time for the rest of the cum, and at that point she was able to keep it there until I ran out.

I let out a long, relaxed sigh after that.

“That was the hardest you’ve made me cum, Ninja,” I said, lazily reaching a hand over to the top of her head. “Thanks.”

Ninja swallowed and then said, “You are most welcome, my lord! Ah, though it appears that I have missed some of the… evil spirit.” She slid herself back up my body until her head was over mine, allowing her to reach my cheek with her tongue to clean up the cum that splashed on it. “There, my lord! Is your spear now free from that evil spirit?”

“Yeah, it’s definitely⁠—”

“A-ah… my… my lord?”

Something sounded wrong. “What?”

Ninja looked down at me with a guilty expression before holding a hand up to point at something behind me.

I had to lean up a little, bringing Ninja with me, so that I could properly look there.

That was when I saw it.

…

I saw Mimic.

With my loose cumshots painting the front of it.

“I—I am sorry!” Ninja said, sounding panicked at that point. “Because of my failure, I have allowed our precious Mimic to be tainted in such a perverse way! Not that it is bad to be covered in your seed, my lord! But… Mimic is Mimic! It is not supposed to be involved in such perverse⁠—”

Ninja stopped as we both watched Mimic’s tongue slip out from its body to lap up all the seed that splashed onto it.

There was something… wrong about watching that. After all, Mimic was kind of like… a pet. Not an animal, and also intelligent enough to understand human speech, and intelligent enough to try and watch our lewd times together, and intelligent enough to lick that cum up on its own, but still. Mimic was Mimic. It felt wrong for it to be involved in any sort of lewd acts.

Yet, it just licked up all the cum that I shot onto it by mistake.

“Mimic, you should—you should spit that out,” I said.

Mimic made a loud gulping sound instead as if to brag as blatantly as possible that it swallowed it all.

“Ninja,” I said. “Never let Guide find out about this or else she’ll probably want to include Mimic and use its tongue on me.”

“I want to believe Lady Guide would never dare include Mimic in such acts… but you are right, my lord,” Ninja said.

Guide needed to believe that Mimic was still pure and innocent or else there’d be no going back and we’d all probably end up doing things that we’d judge ourselves for. Well, except for Guide. It probably wasn’t possible for her to judge or us on any lewd matters.

So, with an agreement to keep our first secret from Guide, I sighed and kissed Ninja. “Thank you for the service,” I said. “I’ll make it up to you once we’re back… and once we can make sure Mimic is stuck in another room.”

“I am glad to be of service, my lord! And that is—ah… Mimic is opening up? Is something the matter?”

Looking at Mimic again, it usually only opened up wide like it did whenever I wanted to store something inside of it.

But that wasn’t what was happening.

A large, fleshy mound rose up from inside of Mimic’s chest. I wasn’t sure how Mimic had so much flesh hidden inside of itself to create such a mass, but it did, and it kept on growing.

And then it started to take on a more developed shape.

The lower half of the fleshy mound split into what looked like two legs, and they stepped out from the chest one at a time. They just sort of looked like slimy pillars rather than legs at first, but they were quick to take on a more specific and leg-like shape… that happened to have thin calves and incredibly thick thighs.

Then as the rest of the mass began to take shape, it became obvious what was happening.

Thick thighs.

Wide hips.

A squishy waist.

… massive breasts.

Proportionate arms.

And then a head.

There were no features on the body yet, but they came soon after, and so did a more natural skin color that wasn’t so… red and fleshy.

And the body developed all of the normal features one would expect… well, for the most part. Her feet didn’t develop separate toes nor toenails, and her crotch remained looking like a smooth doll’s without any sort of entrances, but her upper body was fully developed. She had five fingers on each hand with nails to go with them, nipples on her breasts, and then everything that a face required.

She had a cute face, too. Kind of… insane looking, if that made any sense, but also cute? Or maybe hot. I wasn’t really sure. It just sort of felt like she wasn’t really all there when I looked at her.

“My—my lord?” Ninja said. “Is… that our Mimic?”

“I’m assuming so,” I answered.

Aside from the humanoid body, the chest was still there on the ground behind her, and it was connected to right above her rear by a red, fleshy tendril. It was like she had a tail connecting her to the chest still. Or, in a way, she reminded me of an angler fish. The chest was her true body while the humanoid body was the little glowing light part that attracted fish to their doom.

But then the “tail” lifted up and took the chest with it… and wagged in the air behind her.

That tendril wagged just like Ninja’s tail could even though there was a chest attached to the end of it.

Maybe… the chest got lighter due to creating an entirely new body? Either that, or her “tail” was incredibly strong.

“This… is still you, right, Mimic?” I asked.

Mimic smiled with a wide, toothy smile… and her smile showed off just how sharp her teeth were. It was more like a shark smiling than a human smiling.

“So, if you made this body… you’re a girl?”

Mimic closed her mouth and looked confused for a moment before shrugging.

Mimic probably just… didn’t even care about what her gender could be, but she looked extremely feminine now, so I was just going to refer to her as a she. Referring to her as an “it” still just didn’t feel appropriate anymore. Well, not that it was ever really appropriate in the first place, probably.

“So, you uh… have decided on a new look?” I asked. I wasn’t really sure what else to say nor how to act. I really wasn’t expecting Mimic to suddenly give herself such a feminine body, especially not one that looked like it was taken right out of a hentai. The body she had was something that only hentai characters or expensive sex dolls had, not real women.

Mimic grinned with a smile that was rapidly becoming endearing as she nodded.

And then.

“Mas…ter!”

She spoke.

Her voice was deep and not at all feminine at first. It wasn’t masculine, either. It just sounded more like a monster trying and failing to imitate human speech.

But then she spoke again.

“Ma…Master?”

And it got more feminine.

She waited a few moments before repeating herself.

“Mast…er!”

Each time, it began to sound more like a normal voice, growing more feminine as well.

Then, with a nod and a smile, she said, “Master!”

At that point, her voice could be compared to a normal woman’s, though there was still a sort of… uncanny feeling to it. It sounded like a human’s voice, but there was just something off about it that was impossible for me to explain.

But it didn’t matter.

Mimic looked incredibly happy with herself.

Next, she took a step forward. It was a shaky, wobbly step that somehow reminded me more of a newborn deer or giraffe rather than a human. Then she took another step, this one less shaky. And another, almost perfect step.

She was rapidly improving.

“Ooh! Excellent improvement, Lady… Mimic?” Ninja cheered, unsure of how to refer to Mimic now.

Ninja’s praise made Mimic smile again.

Honestly, Mimic’s smile was kind of scary at first with just how wide and full of razor-sharp teeth it was.

But it became cute extremely fast.

And then she locked her eyes onto me.

“Master!” she shouted, throwing herself through the air at me… and tackling me down to the ground.

“My lord!” Ninja sounded panicked, probably because she was worried about me hitting my head on the ground, but Mimic didn’t allow that.

Mimic’s right arm that was behind my back deformed to create a sort of large, fleshy shield to protect my back and head with, cushioning the blow and making it feel like I landed on a soft bed instead.

And so, now I had Mimic on top of me, her arms wrapped around me, with her grinning face right above mine. “Master, Master!” she repeated. “Master, Master, Master!” She then lowered her head closer to mine in an awkward, too-fast way that sort of butted her face against mine. That didn’t stop her from then rubbing her face all over mine, though.

And this was all while the two biggest breasts I had ever seen in real life were pressing down against my still-bare chest.

It was then that I felt… something touching my cock. “Something” because her arms were behind me, yet… it felt like hands were wrapping all around my cock.

And that took a lot of hands.

“My—my lord,” Ninja said. “She… has created a dozen new hands from her stomach…”

Alright.

That was weird.

Yes, it felt good to have a bunch of soft, warm hands completely covering my cock and balls.

But it still felt weird and I wasn’t even entirely sure that Mimic understood how consent really worked, so I reached up to grab her by the sides of her head, pulled her away from my face, and looked right into her eyes. “Mimic, stop.”

Mimic wore a blank expression on her face as the feeling of all those extra hands disappeared.

“Thank you. Let’s… let’s go back and figure things out before we… do that, alright?”

There were a few different things I wanted to absolutely confirm before I did anything perverted with Mimic.

Fortunately, Mimic was alright with that seeing as how she gave me one of her usual salutes to show she understood.

Except… she didn’t salute with her arm like a normal person would.

Instead, she saluted with her tongue just like she always did before she got her new body.

And that meant she stuck her extremely long, thick, drooling tongue out from her mouth to salute me with it. Her tongue was as long as my forearm and half as wide as it.

…

I had to investigate Mimic with Scientist while Ninja kept Guide locked in a different room. Guide wasn’t allowed to see the new Mimic until we made sure everything was alright.


Chapter Nine




Me, Ninja, and Mimic went back to the house after finishing up getting everything that we needed in the cave to build the ship’s escape pods. Or lifeboats. Whatever I was going to make with them. Same purpose, different forms.

As for Mimic… she happily walked at my side the entire time, clinging to my arm while her tongue kept on poking various parts of my body. And whenever she wasn’t poking my body with her tongue, she was repeating, “Master, Master!” over and over again. It almost sounded as if she was singing it at times.

And once we made it back, I had Mimic sit outside the wall while me and Ninja went inside.

But something… weird happened.

When I looked back just to make sure Mimic wasn’t watching us, I… saw one of her eyes sticking out from a long tendril poking up over the wall to watch us from the other side.

Yep.

That was definitely weird.

So, ignoring that, we opened the door to the house and⁠—

“See? You know how to be a good little piggy after all,” Guide said, standing over a clothed but bound-by-rope Scientist who was tied up on the ground underneath her, one of Guide’s feet pressing down against Scientist’s head.

“Piggy?” I asked.

Guide froze perfectly still.

Then she began to turn red.

That was when Scientist said, “Surprised embarrassment. Guide has been helping me explore fetishes. This is a combination of degradation and bondage. Guide receives high marks in rope play, but I have come to the conclusion that she is too nice to use harsh degradation methods.”

Guide took a deep breath to calm herself down. “I… don’t like insulting any of you or being mean.”

“Appreciative nod. To elaborate on my previous conclusion, while Guide is not good at being mean, her trying her best to despite feeling apprehensive about it has a charm to it that is equally as good as what I suspect true degradation may be like.”

Guide looked away with a hint of red coloring her cheeks. “Well… I’m glad that you still enjoy it.” Then she cleared her throat. “Anyways! Welcome back!” She tried to look behind me and Ninja. “Where’s Mimic?” The worry in her voice was immediately obvious.

I liked that. Guide really did see Mimic as just another one of us whose life was worth no less. “Mimic is fine,” I said. “Just chilling outside. Anyways,” I looked at Ninja.

Ninja nodded at me and then ran up to Guide. “Lady Guide! I finally… did what you told me to do! And showed him the truth!”

Guide’s worry was replaced by lewd interest in an instant. “Oh? How’d it go? You have to tell me all the details.”

Ninja grabbed Guide’s hand and tried her best to subtly lead Guide towards the bedroom to separate her from me and Scientist.

But… Guide didn’t fall for it.

She noticed she was being led away and shot a knowing glance at me.

She knew something was up.

But while she didn’t fall for it, she did play along with it and let Ninja lead her away.

To be fair, Ninja made it pretty obvious she was purposely trying to pull Guide away from the rest of us.

And just as I thought Guide was dealt with… she leaned back through the doorway to poke her head out through it, looked straight at me, and asked, “Promise Mimic is fine?”

“I guess it makes sense that nothing gets by the guide,” I replied. “I promise Mimic is healthy, happy, and fine.”

“I’m curious, but… I suppose I have a story to hear first.” She disappeared back into the bedroom after that, even closing the door behind her.

I wasn’t sure if she closed the door to play along some more or if because she just really liked to open and close doors.

Probably the latter.

Anyways, I looked down at Scientist who was still bound on the floor, unable to move on her own.

“So,” I said. “How’s the weather down there?”

“Amused giggle,” Scientist replied.

“Need some help?”

“Confirming nod.”

“I would offer to just pick you up and carry you outside, but I feel like you’re going to want free hands for what you’re going to see.”

“Inquisitive eyebrow raise.”

“You’re a dork, Scientist.”

“Happy smile.”

After untying Scientist from the elaborate rope bondage that Guide somehow seemingly perfected while we were gone, I led her outside to the other side of the wall where we saw Mimic.

Just… normal Mimic.

Normal, chest-y Mimic.

“Mimic?” I asked. “What happened to your⁠—”

Mimic’s lid flew open and out popped her new body, flying straight toward me in a surprise attack that once again knocked me over onto the ground. “Master!”

“Understanding nod,” Scientist said. “I see why you obviously had Ninja separate Guide from us.”

“Was… it really that obvious?” I asked.

“Nod.”

Mimic ignored our conversation to do the now-very-Mimic thing of repeating, “Master, Master!” while rubbing her face down against mine.

“Curious. Has Mimic had this transforming capability the entire time?”

“No idea,” I answered.

I let Mimic have her way nuzzling against me while me and Scientist talked.

“Excitement. What prompted the transformation?” Scientist asked.

As much as I felt guilty about admitting it, I told her the truth. “She transformed… right after uh… I accidentally came on her and she licked up and swallowed my cum.”

“Interesting. Potentially criminal, but interesting.”

“Please help me confirm there’s nothing criminal about it.”

“Understood. I already theorized that is why you brought me out here to see her before Guide sees her.”

Scientist already knew me and Guide so well. “Thank you,” I said.

“You are welcome. First question, to discover the cause before we investigate the legal factors. Mimic?”

Mimic tilted her head to face Mimic while still keeping herself pressed against me.

“Are you capable of transforming into other forms, or are you only able to transform into this form?”

Mimic got off me, stood up, and then transformed… into a zombie. Then she transformed into a slime. And then an ant. Every time, the chest remained connected to her via the “tail.”

“I see,” Scientist said. “Can you transform into a chair?”

Mimic returned to her humanoid form and shook her head.

“What about me?”

Mimic nodded and turned into a near-perfect replica of Scientist, at least as far as overall shape went.

“Interesting. Can you turn into a bird?”

Mimic returned to her original humanoid form before shaking her head again.

“Have you ever eaten a bird?”

Another shake.

“Have you eaten slimes and zombies?”

A nod.

“I see. I believe I understand now.”

“That was fast,” I said.

“The most common explanation is that she can mimic the appearance of anything she has eaten. As for why she can mimic humanoid appearances such as ours now, that is due to consuming your semen. Semen may not be the same as a body, but it does create the code for creating one, so she has gained the ability to create humanoid bodies for herself by consuming your sperm.”

Mimic nodded before looking at me again. “Master!”

“I guess that makes sense,” I said. “And it’s kind of obvious now that you’ve pointed it out.”

Scientist then said, “There are five hundred and thirty-seven questions I wish to ask and nearly two thousand and three experiments I want to run with Mimic, but I will skip to the legal questions now.”

I gulped. I wasn’t sure I’d be alright with the answers, but they needed to be known. “Alright. How do we do this?”

“First, we must test her intelligence. It is considered unethical to mate with animals not because they are different species, but because of their intelligence. A non-human animal does not have the same level of intelligence nor the understanding that a human has to give true consent. Before anything else, we must confirm Mimic’s intelligence.”

“Alright.” I looked at Mimic. “Try your best to answer all of Scientist’s questions, alright?”

Mimic nodded and showed off her sharp grin.

“First question,” Scientist said. “What is two plus two?”

“Master!” Mimic answered.

I felt a sinking feeling in my gut.

“Are you incapable of saying anything other than ‘Master?’” Scientist asked.

“Master,” Mimic replied.

“Understood.” Scientist looked at me. “Do you understand that if she is not intelligent nor mature, that it will look bad that you have groomed her into calling you ‘Master’ and only being able to say that?”

“It’s not my fault!” I answered. “I—she must have… picked it up from when I asked Ninja to call me that…”

“I do not believe that excuse will hold up in court seeing as how she should potentially not have been permitted to watch nor hear that engagement in the first place.”

I looked at Mimic with desperation and asked, “Use your fingers. What’s two plus two?”

Mimic held up four fingers.

I felt like dropping to my knees and praying. “Thank you, Mimic. Thank you.”

“Understanding basic math in a spoken format, and following your instructions to use her hands, is promising for her intelligence. Next question. What are you?”

Mimic tilted her head before stepping aside and pointing at her chest.

“Next question.”

And so, Scientist’s long series of questions began, all to answer whether or not Mimic had human-comparable intelligence.

It took an hour before she was finally satisfied.

“Conclusion reached,” Scientist said.

At that point, I was sitting cross-legged on the grass with Mimic sitting on my lap, rocking from side to side with her tail and chest curving around me.

“What’s the verdict?” I asked.

“While Mimic seems incapable of saying anything other than ‘Master,’ there is no reason to believe she is any less intelligent than the average adult human. She understands what she is, who we are, basic math, is capable of critical thinking, understands our questions and is able to communicate with us even when we use advanced language, and also understands and is able to create art.”

Mimic drew a picture of us in the dirt next to us. It looked like a children’s picture, which made it adorable and endearing, but it was still a picture.

“This confirms that any perverse acts with her are not bestiality,” Scientist said. “She has human-comparable intelligence and understands everything that she needs to understand in order to give proper consent. However, we must now ascertain whether or not it is pedophilia. She may understand, but that does not mean she is of sexual maturity for her species.”

I gulped again. Her only calling me one word and not saying anything else, and the childish picture she drew in the dirt next to us, weren’t making me feel good about the odds.

“Mimic, are you sexually mature? Would you be considered a legal adult among your species, such as being at least eighteen years or older?” Scientist asked.

Mimic nodded.

“Alright. She is sexually mature.”

I did a double take. “Is—is it that easy?”

“Unless you plan on acquiring a copy of her birth certificate to confirm this yourself, her word is all we have to take for it. She is as intelligent as an adult. She understands consent and other mature concepts. She is deliberately using a sexually mature body as an appearance, one that would never be possible on somebody who is underage. Her facial features are also those of an adult woman, and she herself claims to be mature. There is no reason to believe she is not sexually mature and legal. Therefore, as she is both intelligent and mature, she is officially safe to introduce to Guide with her new body.”

“Master!” Mimic cheered, turning her head around to look at me with a smile.

But…

She turned her head around too much.

If a human turned their head around like that, they’d break their neck or sever their spine or something. She completely turned it around in the same way that an owl could.

I had to grab her head and turn it back around the right way. “Humans can’t twist their necks like that, Mimic. Don’t do that while using this body, alright?”

“Master.”

“Thank you.”

Scientist blinked. “Did you already understand the intent behind her various ‘Masters?’”

“Yeah, it’s pretty easy. She might only say Master, but she can still use different tones. Besides, I’m used to having to interpret her body language and random gurgling noises.”

“Impressive. Not only are you able to understand me, but you understand Mimic as well.”

“You’re both important to me, so of course I can.”

Scientist’s emotions were subtle—almost so subtle that they were impossible to notice, but I still picked them up. Even if it was just the slightest upward twice of her lips, I saw Scientist smile.

Mimic smiled, too, with a grin that was a billion times more obvious than Scientist’s smile.

“Question,” Scientist then said, looking at Mimic.

Mimic tilted her head.

“Since you are seemingly capable of freely manipulating your body, are you able to open your body up without harming yourself?”

Mimic nodded… and then… well… I couldn’t really see it since I was technically behind her due to her sitting on my lap and facing Scientist, but… the front of her torso opened up with two different flips sticking out to the sides, exposing whatever was inside of her to Scientist.

I never saw Scientist look so excited before.

“Extreme excitement and scientific curiosity,” Scientist said, her voice just slightly faster than usual. “It is possible to perform an autopsy on you while you are still alive to discover how your body functions.”

Mimic closed herself up and nodded at Scientist.

We went from confirming that Mimic was legal to talking about performing live autopsies on her.

The whiplash was enough to just… leave me silent.


Chapter Ten




Mimic didn’t want to leave my side, but she also wanted to play along with all of Scientist’s questions and experiments, so… I stayed outside and just sort of looked away while Scientist explored Mimic’s body.

The noises I could hear during it were more than I was already comfortable with.

Once they were done, Scientist said, “Satisfied sigh,” and Mimic returned to my side to cling to my arm.

“Do I even want to ask what you’ve discovered?” I asked.

“It is very interesting.”

I sighed. “Alright. Shoot.”

“Happy smile. To start, it would appear that her attached chest is still her true body. It has everything that could be considered organs inside of it. The human body, and the other bodies she is capable of using, have bones to support their structures when necessary but no organs. She is capable of creating organs but seems to not require them. For example, her human body’s mouth leads to her tail which leads into her true body. Anything she consumes with her human mouth still ends up in her chest and is digested normally there. It would also appear that she has created vocal cords inside of her chest which explains why her voice sounds slightly strange. A human’s vocal cords are part of the larynx in their neck. Her organ equivalent to a human’s larynx is inside of her chest, meaning that her voice is transmitted through her tail up through her human body until it reaches her mouth. She is also capable of creating any number of limbs belonging to anything that she has consumed before, and may also mix-and-match different body parts from different species. She has proven herself capable of taking the form of an ant with human arms instead of ant legs. She also covered her body in eyes and mouths. It is even possible for her to turn her body into one giant limb, and so on. It is fascinating how many combinations are possible, all with the chest remaining as her true body that is seemingly incapable of changing.”

“Are there any downsides to any of this?”

“Yes. It appears that her tail is the vital organ used to manage whatever body she creates with her mass. It is like the hand that controls the puppet. If her tail is severed, then I suspect she would lose control over whatever body she has created with her mass, and I am not sure she would be able to recover that. Perhaps if she consumes her own mass, she would be able to use it again. As for what these transformed bodies are, that is all they appear to be: biological mass. Most likely gathered overtime from consuming other forms of mass. Rather than have to excrete the leftover mass in some form, not that any of us need to in this world, she appears to have an actual reason for why she does not have to. She does not have organs for that purpose, but she does have ‘tanks’ inside of her chest used to condense and store leftover mass. This mass is what she uses to grant herself this puppetry ability.”

“So, rather than… be like a classic mimic that can just transform into whatever she wants, it’s more like she’s always stuck as a chest for her true body, but she can create and control puppets using her stored flesh—mass?”

“Nod. But I wish to assert that they are not true puppets. A puppet is something independent from one’s body. These creations of hers may be comparable to puppets, but they are still a part of her. Her tail is essentially her spine and brain that she is connecting to them. They may not be her ‘true’ body, but I believe they can still be referred to as ‘her.’”

“Sounds good to me. Are there any other positives that you might’ve figured out?”

“Inconclusive. You monitored her health and it did not change regardless of the form she took, and with the slime tests, she performed the same amount of damage to them regardless of her form or what part of her transformed body she used to attack them with. It appears that any change is purely cosmetic. Though, in a hypothetical situation where perhaps somebody is out of regular reach, she could potentially create an extremely long arm to grab them. Or in the case of fighting enemies, she could use extended limbs to grapple onto them during a situation where she would not normally be able to reach them.”

So, it sounded like Mimic’s new body and potential other bodies weren’t purely cosmetic. They might not have changed her health nor damage, but they could still potentially be used in helpful ways. Heck, she already proved that just by shielding me during the fall earlier.

“Master!” Mimic said, slipping out her long-as-ever tongue to lap at the side of my face.

“Oh, and her tongue extends through her tail,” Scientist added on. “That tongue is the same one we have always seen. It is simply long enough to reach from her true body, through her tail, and out through her mouth. It appears to be more of a tongue-shaped tentacle than a tongue.”

“Master, Master!”

“As for why she seems only capable of saying that one word… I have no idea, and she refuses to use it when speaking to me. Slight disappointment.”

Mimic looked at Scientist and petted the top of her head.

“Pleased smile.”

Mimic looked at me again. “Master!”

“Slight, but non serious, jealousy.”

I petted Mimic in the same way that she petted Scientist, causing her to grin with closed eyes. “If it makes you jealous, then I can’t wait to see how jealous it makes Guide,” I said.

“It will likely induce intense feelings of playful jealousy as she tries to get Mimic to call her anything. I also theorize that she will try to ‘win’ Mimic from you by spoiling her as one might when trying to make a child or pet like them more than their competition.”

Mimic shook her head and tightly hugged my arm. “Master!”

“I expect that Guide will not be having her way regardless of what she attempts.”

Mimic nodded, looking up at me still. “Master.”

I sighed and smiled at Mimic. “I bet you never expected this sort of outcome when you first tried killing me in the cave.”

Mimic smiled some more and rubbed her face against my neck. “Master, Master!”

“Question,” Scientist said.

“Answer,” I replied.

“Amused giggle. Is it safe to assume that Mimic is part of our relationship now?”

Mimic looked at Scientist with an expression that almost looked… insulted.

“I see, my apologies.”

I blinked a couple of times. “What?”

“She feels offended that I have asked such an obvious question.”

“You can tell that just from her face?”

“Nod. During the interview process with her, I have realized just how expressive she is. I like that. I often struggle to understand the expressions of others, especially those who are as unexpressive as me, but Mimic is very… animated in her expressions and tone of voice. After realizing this and studying her expressions earlier, I believe I can safely estimate whatever she is feeling or thinking with ninety-seven percent accuracy.”

Mimic nodded and let go of my arm to hop over to Scientist… and hugged her. And then licked her face.

Though, Scientist seemed more interested in the fact that Mimic’s breasts were even bigger than her own. “I see. So this is what it is like to be hugged by a woman with even larger breasts. I never expected to experience such a sensation. Though, I am curious regarding why she gave herself such a body in the first place.” Scientist looked at me. “What were you and Ninja doing when you accidentally fed Mimic your semen?”

“A-ah… well, she was… using her breasts on me, mainly,” I answered.

“I see. Because Mimic is so close to you, and she watched how much you enjoyed Ninja’s breasts, then perhaps that is why she gave herself such an excessive size.”

Mimic nodded and licked Scientist’s face again.

“In that case, it appears that she desires to model her body after whatever she believes you want.”

And another lick.

“So,” I said, “then… just to experiment here… for the sake of… you know… science… Mimic, can you—can you… for science, make your breasts even bigger?”

Mimic stepped away from Scientist and nodded.

And then she grew her breasts.

Though, I noticed that as she increased the size of her breasts, the rest of her body grew slightly smaller. She must have been at her limit of available mass already to have the body that she did. So, to make her breasts even bigger, she had to steal some mass from the rest of her body.

Also… her breasts became ridiculously massive.

“Let’s—let’s go back to how they were before,” I said. “I don’t think any one woman needs that much boob.”

Scientist raised her hand.

“Yeah?” I asked.

“I believe such breasts would be even more efficient in pleasuring your penis,” Scientist explained. “At the size they have grown to, they would be able to completely bury it between them, which none of us are currently able to do even when working together.”

“You’re… not wrong… but… I can’t just… shamelessly ask Mimic to actually keep her boobs that big… right? That—that would be wrong and selfish and… I’d definitely deserve to be judged as a degenerate pervert taking advantage of Mimic for doing that. Right?”

“I believe that both me and Guide would have her do it for us if we could. Ninja is too innocent to make that request, but we would without hesitation.”

Mimic hopped over to me, grabbed my hands, and placed them on her now massive breasts while smiling up at me. “Master?”

I took a deep breath, sighed, and then brought one hand up to rest on Mimic’s shoulder. “Mimic… I feel like a horrible pervert, and I really shouldn’t be asking you something like this when there are so many more important things to worry about, but… please keep your boobs this way.”

Mimic smiled and let out a happy, “Master!” before hugging herself against me.

Scientist raised her hand again. “I call being next to be hugged with her new size.”

Somehow, it felt like my life just got even more ridiculous than it already was despite the fact that I was living and fighting for my life in some sort of weird game-like world.

…

But I wasn’t complaining.


Chapter Eleven




“Ooh! Mimic! You’re so… hot!” Guide cheered, eyes full of excitement as she looked over the smiling Mimic. “But come on! Call me Master, too!”

Mimic pointed at me and said, “Master.”

“But—but me! Call me that!”

Mimic pointed at Guide… and said nothing.

“C-come on… at least—what about Mistress?”

Mimic remained silent.

“Please?”

Mimic then grabbed my left arm to hug it against the side of her breasts. “Master!”

With a defeated sigh, Guide sat down on the chair in the main room and sighed. “This isn’t fair. I want a shapeshifting pet that calls me Master. One day. One day I’ll get you to call me Master.”

Mimic rested the side of her head against my shoulder. “Master.”

Guide sighed again. “By the way, since you’re… new to having this sort of body, you might want to reduce the size of those weapons when you’re not hanging out around us. I mean, please, by all means, keep them that massive when we’re just hanging out or sharing a bed, but if you fight with that body… they’ll be flopping everywhere, you know?”

Mimic looked down at her chest as they decreased to a much more manageable size, adding height back to the rest of her body in the process.

That prompted Guide to look at me and ask, “Why do you look so surprised?”

“I… didn’t consider that,” I answered. “I… felt guilty for asking her to make them that big… for some reason, I think I felt like they were going to be permanently that size and didn’t consider that she could just make them smaller again whenever she needs to.”

“Even though you literally watched her change in front of you?”

“Look, I’m new to this. I’m not used to being able to tell somebody to just increase or decrease their bust size.”

Guide chuckled. “Fair enough. Anyways, how’d your trip go aside from all the fun you’ve had with chests?”

I looked at Ninja’s chest as soon as Guide said that, and I probably got a bit red remembering what happened. So, I shook my head to take my mind off those thoughts and gave Guide a serious answer. “Got everything I need to make emergency lifeboats for our ship, and I also picked up this.” I went into my inventory to pull out the [False Diamond] and hold it in my palm. “Almost forgot it and actually started to leave with it since my mind was preoccupied by Mimic’s transformation, but I ran back and grabbed it. With this, getting the [Deceiver’s Ego] won’t be too hard.”

“And what else do you need for that?”

“It’s an ego that mostly uses modded items, this diamond being the exception. First, I need to craft a basic shirt, hood, and pants. That’s easy. Then one of the mods allows for crafting those into ‘Thief Armor’ set by combining with [Black Dye]. Once that’s done, all I have to do is look around for some normal chests to find a [Thief’s Dagger], which isn’t too rare, and find a [False Flower]. That has a chance of randomly dropping whenever I harvest any flowers, so I’ll have to run around the forest a bit until I find one. I can already make the clothes from all the silk we’ve got, so that’s taken care of, but I still need to find some dye. [Black Dye] is usually kind of complicated to get, but if all my mods are active, then there should be blackberries that I can get and craft into it. And if I go around looking for those, then… I might as well go for another fun ego.”

“Well, do go on.”

“I needed to give my mouth a break.”

“That’s what she said.” Guide wiggled her eyebrows and shot a pair of finger guns at me.

I could only smile when I saw that. “Good one. Anyways, there’s another ego. It’s kind of useless, but I might as well gather it, especially since it’ll have to combine with others later. The [Very Berry] ego. Basically, it’s just an ego that is made by combining all the basic berries.”

“Ooh. What’s that one do?”

“It makes it look like berries are exploding around the weapon whenever you attack with it. That’s it.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah. It’s purely cosmetic fun.”

“What about the deceiver one?”

“Also mostly just for fun, but also a bit useful. Every attack… wait. In this world, where I’ve got something broken like a chainsaw that ignores normal attack speed limitations and deals damage as long as it’s in contact with its target… [Deceiver’s Ego] might be broken.”

“Sounds fun. Don’t leave us hanging.”

“Alright. So, basically, what it did in vanilla is every time you deal damage, you spawn a [Fake Diamond]. Not a real [Fake Diamond], but a fake [Fake Diamond], meaning one you can’t actually pick up or anything. It looks pretty cool when it happens. Very flashy. With fast attack rates and hitting multiple enemies at a time, you can cause like, waves of diamonds to just explode in the air all around them. Anyways, what these diamonds do is—each one has a small chance, I think it was like a one percent chance of distracting nearby enemies and causing them to focus on it instead for a couple of seconds. Doesn’t work on bosses. It might not sound that impressive, but it would draw the attention of everything that can see it. That’s two seconds worth of crowd controlling potentially dozens or hundreds of enemies. Combine that with being able to attack as fast as I can with my chainsaw, and setting enemies on fire with my flamethrower, then potentially hundreds of those diamonds could spawn and keep anything that I’m not currently attacking CC’ed. Not to mention that the [Deceiver’s Ego] is one of the egos that combines with the [Shinobi Ego]. I’ve got the full set of shinobi armor from killing the Slime Monarch all those times, so all I need now is a… I’m stupid.”

“Hi, Stupid. I’m Guide.”

“Of course you would.”

I looked at Ninja.

There she was, listening to our conversation with twitching ears and a swishing tail, looking perfectly like a normal person. Not like an NPC.

But, technically, she was one.

What could the Ninja NPC do in the game thanks to the power of mods?

Be a merchant.

What did the Ninja NPC sell as a merchant?

Everything else needed for the [Shinobi Ego].

I just… in the same way that I didn’t look at Guide and immediately think of having her write things down in her book, and in the same way that I didn’t look at Scientist and jump straight to thinking of opening up a research menu, I didn’t look at Ninja and think of buying anything from her. Besides, in our world, where would she get it from? She wasn’t carrying around a backpack full of wares or anything, and I personally confirmed she wasn’t hiding a whole shop’s worth of items under her clothes… though, maybe if her breasts managed to evade me for that long, some items did.

“Hey, Ninja,” I said. “Got anything for sale?”

Ninja’s ears shot straight up. “I do, my lord! A-ah… I… I do?”

A window showed up between the two of us after that. Surely enough, it had everything there. I could buy a replica of her sword, cosmetic clothes that looked like hers, and there were some other random cosmetic items that could be placed around for decoration. And kunai. Can never forget about ninjas and kunai.

All I needed was the sword and kunai, and then those could be combined with the shinobi armor to create the ego… well, it wasn’t that easy. I still needed an ego altar, and those could only be found in biome temples. They were like a halfway point between mini-dungeons and full dungeons, and our current biome didn’t have one.

So, since I didn’t have access to an altar yet, I closed the window and said, “Thanks for confirming that, Ninja.”

“You are welcome, my lord?” Ninja replied, still sounding confused about how she had things to sell in the first place.

There were few things cuter in the world than a confused Ninja.

That aside, it was about time to turn in for the day. Or at least, it was time to be lazy for the rest of the day.

“I feel like having a fire outside tonight. I’ll go put down a campfire and some chairs,” I said.

“Oh? Any special reason why?” Guide asked.

“Nope. Just feel like it.”

“Well, it sounds nice, so count me in.”

“Me as well, my lord!” Ninja joined in.

“Nod,” Scientist said.

Mimic, however, decided to flex on the others by just sitting down on top of her original chest.

Mimic’s body just got more and more useful.


Chapter Twelve




The five of us had a pretty nice night. We ended up sitting around the campfire outside in our own chairs until I just… fell asleep in it. It was nice. It wasn’t exactly comfy, but we were outside at night around a campfire enjoying each other’s company. It was peaceful, and peaceful was tiring.

When I woke up, I found myself in the bedroom. Ninja probably carried me in there, I figured.

Everybody else was sound asleep, too. It seemed like I was the only one awake and I was wide awake. Falling back asleep was going to be impossible, and it… was kind of hot in there with so many bodies on one bed. It didn’t help that Mimic joined in by sleeping at the foot of the mattress, too.

That meant I needed some space if I didn’t want to start off the day being all sweaty.

I carefully got out of bed without bothering anybody and went outside to… I wasn’t sure what to do, so I just sort of walked around outside in the grass and did some random stretches. I probably looked pretty silly, but nobody was around to judge me. More importantly, it was nice and cool outside. That was so refreshing after waking up inside of a small bedroom with four other people on the bed.

However, after stretching down to touch my toes, I stood back up straight and noticed somebody standing right in front of me wondering what I was doing.

Mimic.

Admittedly, I jumped a bit when I saw her standing there.

“You scared me, Mimic,” I said.

Mimic smiled with her toothy grin.

“Sorry, did I wake you up when I got up?”

She shook her head.

“Guess we’re both early risers today then. Well, if you’re up… want to head to the cave? Might as well get a bit more mining and exploring done. I feel like that cave is reaching its limit, so might as well finish it up.”

Mimic was quick to shake her head.

“Alright. Just let me go let Guide know. I don’t want them waking up later and wondering where we are and worrying.”

Mimic gave me a little salute, and then I went inside back to the bedroom.

Guide, Ninja, and Scientist were all still on the bed sprawled out in various positions. They were all over each other now that me and Mimic weren’t there taking up any space. Guide and Scientist occupied most of the bed with their limbs randomly crossing over each other while Ninja took up residence at the foot of the bed where Mimic previously was.

I carefully walked up next to where Guide was and poked her cheek.

“Nn… Player… just stick it in… don’t poke me with it…”

Of course that’s what she’d think I was doing.

I poked her cheek some more until she swatted her hand at me, and it was only then that she slowly opened up her eyes to look at me. “Player? Something wrong?”

I shook my head and said, “Me and Mimic are awake, so we’re going to go get a bit more mining done. I just wanted to let you know so you don’t wonder where we are later.”

“Nn… be safe, okay?”

“Of course.”

“Kiss me before you leave…”

Of course.

I kissed her, prompting her to smile against my lips, and she went back to sleep basically right after.

I just had to hope that she would actually remember being woken up to told where I was going.

But, since I gave Guide a warning, I went back outside to where Mimic was waiting, and the two of us went back to the usual cave.

It was nice walking in the quiet, morning air with Mimic. Sure, she occasionally made some strange stomach sounds that could come from any part of her body instead of only her stomach, but it was mostly pretty quiet aside from some birds chirping. But nobody was going to complain about chirping birds ruining the silence.

Once we made it into the cave, it felt even quieter than usual. It probably wasn’t, really, but after walking through the quiet morning, it just felt like it was. Then again, it might have also had to do with not going with anybody who could talk. Sure, Mimic could technically talk, but we weren’t having conversations. The most she’d do is say “Master” every now and then whenever I asked her something or told her to keep an eye out.

It was actually a pretty efficient mining trip. As much as I enjoyed Ninja’s company, I frequently got distracted wanting to pet her, tease her, or do lewd things with her. Sure, I wanted to basically do all of that with Mimic, too, but it still kind of felt… a bit wrong, at least for now, to think of Mimic that way.

That didn’t stop me from thinking of her that way, but it did stop me from acting that way with her.

That aside, in what was probably only two hours, we managed to accomplish what felt like a full day of mining already. We were quiet and efficient. Mimic killed everything and I mined everything.

We even found another chest, but… well, as fun as the item inside of it was, it wasn’t exactly useful.

Why?

Because it was just a cosmetic dress.

A [Maid Uniform].

Its only purpose was to make the wearer look like a cute maid. That was it.

Maybe I’d give it to one of the girls.

After finding that chest, I figured it was time for us to take a break.

It was especially obvious that it was time to take a break when Mimic kept on looking at me and mumbling “Master.” Then after a while of that, she started grabbing my hand and placing it on her head.

So, break time it was.

“Let’s rest here for now,” I said since we found a nice, empty room with only one way in that could easily be blocked off.

Mimic dropped to the ground almost immediately when I said that. That made me wonder if she got more tired out than I was aware. If she did before, it was hard to tell since she just looked like a chest. Now that she had a humanoid form to be expressive was, it was far easier to read her mood and get an idea for how she felt.

And then I noticed something when I looked at her to see what she was doing.

She was playing with a familiar item.

A medal.

The accessory that I used to tame her with.

“You still have that?” I asked.

Mimic looked at me with a tilted head. “Master?” Then she held the medal out toward me as if offering me a closer look at it.

I went to grab it, and she let me, but when I tried to pull it away, she came with it and never let go of it for even a second. When I tried to lift it up, I pulled her with it. “Can you let go of it?”

Mimic shook her head. The next thing I saw was her absorbing it back into her body… as if it was just another fleshy imitation.

“I think I get it. That’s not the original, it’s you.”

Mimic nodded with a wide smile. She even reached up to pet the top of my head.

She must have learned that from seeing me and Guide pet Ninja all the time as praise. So, when it came to me being right about something… Mimic figured petting me was the appropriate thing to do.

That was cute.

“So, you can recreate anything you’ve eaten. I guess that means if I feed you a weapon, you could recreate it and use it, but it probably won’t be functional if it’s special, and it probably won’t boost your damage or anything. Could make giving you some clothes easy, though, so that you’re not walking around naked all the—wait…”

Mimic tilted her head again as I opened up my inventory.

Was I really going to do what I was thinking of?

Would I actually subject Mimic to that?

Sure, Mimic would probably be happy to do it, I’d be happy to see it, and the others would all love it as well probably, but… part of me still felt guilty for even thinking about doing it.

But at the same time, the item had no other purpose outside of cosmetics, and I couldn’t really imagine the others wearing it…

Well, to be fair, I couldn’t imagine Mimic wearing it, either. That sort of thing didn’t feel fitting for any of them.

But I couldn’t resist after all.

I took the [Maid Uniform] out of my inventory and held it in my hands. “Mimic… would you eat this and wear it? Think of it as… science, to, you know, see if it would work how I think it would.”

Mimic gave me another smile before lashing her excessively long tongue out toward the dress, wrapping around it, and pulling the entire dress into her mouth. She then swallowed it with one dramatic gulp that bulged her throat out.

Considering that Mimic was still naked, incredibly attractive, and making such blatant swallowing noises—it was impossible for that to not have a certain impact on me.

“Alright, Mimic, can you wear that now?” I asked.

Mimic looked herself over for a moment before nodding. The same dress that she just ate then appeared on her body bit by bit, coming out through her skin with a fleshy color before matching the original color of it once it was fully formed on her.

And she looked…

Adorable. Really, really adorable.

Mimic went from being almost entirely sex appeal to being just… so cute. The dress was pretty conservative and didn’t show off any more skin than it needed to, and she just looked so happy to be wearing it.

Though… the sex appeal was still there. Due to the size of her breasts, even though the dress didn’t show off any cleavage or anything, it still formed around her breasts and tightly hugged them. It showed off basically their exact size even while fully covering them.

But her chest aside, she looked adorable.

Mimic then stood up, did a little twirl which almost sent the chest at the end of her tail flying into me, and then looked at me with a polite curtsy and gentle smile. “Master?”

“Where’d you learn how to do all that?” I asked, seeing as how she seemed to have the maid behavior down without ever seeing a maid in action.

“Master!”

“I guess it’ll be a mystery.”

“Master?”

“Yeah?”

Mimic looked herself over and then looked at me again.

It was hard to tell what she was trying to say, but… I had an idea. “Do you want to know what I think?”

She excitedly nodded.

“I think you look great. You look really cute. And,” my eyes were still drawn toward her chest, “still kind of sexy, too.”

Mimic practically purred with happiness before throwing herself at me, pressing her chest against my abdomen as she looped her arms around my neck to nuzzle her face against the top of my chest. “Master, Master!”

She must have been really happy. She made noises that could be… kind of compared to purring before, but she was really doing it now.

“You look really cute, Mimic,” I said.

Mimic purred even louder and rubbed her face against my neck.

“Super adorable. The cutest mimic to ever live.”

She hugged me even harder.

“You’re the best mimic in the entire universe, Mimic.”

Her tail wagged behind her.

Seriously, just how much cuter could she get?

Mimic then slipped down my body a bit to spread out across my lower half, on her side, with her breasts pressed against the top of my lap and crotch while she curled up as much as she could against me. Then, in perhaps one of the cutest moments she ever had, she grabbed my hand and brought it to the top of her head while looking up at me with a smile.

And once my hand was back on her head, she rested her arm atop the side of her chest and closed her eyes.

I felt like I had a curled-up kitten resting on my lap.

How was our break supposed to end?

“Master,” Mimic said, her eyes now open and looking up into mine.

“Yeah?” I asked.

“Master.”

“I’m not sure what you’re trying to say.”

Mimic looked a bit frustrated, which was also adorable, before… part of her cheek facing upward turned into another mouth. This mouth then opened and closed as if it were talking while she pointed a single finger up at my own mouth.

I had to watch for a few moments before I could come up with a theory about what she wanted. “Do you… want me to talk?”

Mimic’s cheek returned to normal as she smiled and nodded.

“Alright. Well, now I just have to find out what to talk about.”

Mimic held an upturned hand in front of me and created a miniature replica of me standing on top of it, my copy’s feet connected to her via her palm. She then shrunk down the copy of me until it was only half the size before looking at me and nodding again.

Me… and she made me smaller…

“Do you want me to talk about when I was a kid?” I asked.

Another nod from her.

“You do a pretty good job of getting your point across without having to say anything.”

Mimic smiled when she heard that.

“But, well, there’s not much for me to talk about as far as my childhood goes. Most of it is pretty boring and depressing. I’ll try to think of some happy or fun things to say about it, but… most of it was me being pulled around by my parents forcing me to do everything and anything. I had private tutors for school, instruments, they made me play sports, I had to take these special classes for how to socialize properly, and just… lots of random bullshit to try and shape me into the perfect son that they wanted. Little did they know I’d turn out to be anything other than perfect, and they basically disowned me once they realized their failure. Man, the more I think about it… the more I realize I seriously don’t have any positive memories from my childhood.”

Mimic frowned a little and shrunk the copy of me in her hand until it was even smaller.

“I don’t remember anything from even younger than that.”

Then she made it larger again, though not as large as it originally was.

“Hmm. My teenage years? That was when they made the mistake of trusting that I wouldn’t get around their parental controls on the computer they bought me. We had a dedicated IT guy who was supposed to check it and make sure that I wasn’t hiding anything on it, but he was pretty cool and lied about it to them for me. Still not sure why. I know that he knew, but I never found out why he lied to them about it. But yeah, I was more than happy to let the internet ‘corrupt’ me and teach me things like, ‘hey, you don’t have to be a slave to your parents.’ I didn’t do a good job of hiding my ‘corruption’, though, because I was basically disowned as soon as I was eighteen when they legally didn’t have to care about me anymore. They knew they failed and cut their losses, and did a bunch of legal stuff to make sure I’d never see a single cent of their wealth when they die. I know because they told me about it. They didn’t want me to look forward to their deaths or anything like that. Little did they know that I already was and hearing that only made me look forward to it even more.”

I noticed a look of surprise on Mimic’s face as she listened to me ranting.

“Ah… sorry. I—I guess I probably shouldn’t openly admit something like that. It makes me a pretty bad person. Even if they were horrible parents, I still shouldn’t want them to die… probably. Well, in my defense, I’m not actively hoping they die or anything. It’s just, you know, I won’t be sad at all when they do.”

Mimic shook her head before creating two more copies of people on her hand, though they both just looked like featureless humanoids. One had a woman’s curves, though.

Then she made my copy, standing between them, stab both of them in their hearts.

“Mimic… I’m not going to kill them,” I said.

Mimic looked at me with determined eyes and stabbed the copies again.

“Do you want me to kill them?”

She nodded.

“No.”

She frowned.

“I would question your morals, but… well, you are a mimic, you tried to eat me when you first encountered me, and you have no problem killing and eating everything else in this world, so… I guess I shouldn’t be surprised you don’t exactly have a human’s sense of morality.”

Mimic replaced the copy of me on her hand with a copy of herself that she used to devour the other two people on her hand.

“I don’t want you to kill or eat them, either.”

She pouted.

“No. No matter how cute you look when you’re angry, it’s a no.”

Mimic pouted even more before absorbing her miniature copy of herself back into her hand.

“Here, look at it this way. I assume you’re upset with them because of how they treated me, right?”

She nodded.

“So, you want to punish them in some way, right?”

Another nod.

“Well, the best way to punish people like them is to completely ignore their existence. Acting like they don’t exist is a way stronger insult to them than hating them or wanting to kill them. They’re the kind of people who see any attention given to them as a victory over others. If you think about them, then they’re winning over you. If you feel even the slightest bit of distaste toward them, then they’ll view it as them getting to live in your head rent free. They’re narcissistic enough to turn anything into a victory in their minds—well, almost anything. I’m an exception. Getting the wrong food is another exception. Funnily enough, serving them the wrong food at a restaurant would probably piss them off more than killing them.”

Mimic showed me her palm again to create two copies of people sitting at a table, and then she created a copy of herself again. Her own copy placed a couple plates of food down on the table for the others, and then they both raged and pounded against the table before she looked up at me with expectant eyes.

That made me laugh, honestly. “Alright, fine. If you ever see them and are in a position where you get to serve them food, then you can give them the wrong food. Deal?”

Mimic showed me a wide, toothy grin as she nodded.

“You’re adorable, Mimic. But thanks. I’ve never met anybody who wanted to serve my parents bad food on my behalf before—well, the others probably would. Guide would probably spit in it, too. And Ninja… I mean… she is a Ninja, so she might poison it if it’s for me. And Scientist… I can imagine her purposely asking them a bunch of questions to piss them off until they leave. Huh. I never really thought about it before, but Ninja is on the same level of deadliness as you.”

This time, Mimic created a copy of herself, Ninja, and of my parents, and both her and Ninja stabbed my parents.

“No. You’re not allowed to work with Ninja to kill them.”

Mimic made a stomach grumbling noise that… somehow sounded sad. Was sad stomach grumbling a thing? Apparently, it was.

“No killing them. Only giving them the wrong food and then forgetting that they exist. Deal?”

She finally gave up and nodded.

“Good. Though, all of this depends on whether or not⁠—”

I wanted to say whether or not I returned to Earth.

It was something I didn’t think much about, honestly. I was brought to a world, dimension, whatever, that was just like the one in my favorite game. I obviously wasn’t on Earth, and I was pretty confident that returning wasn’t going to be any easy thing to do. The only way for me to return, as far as I knew, was to win whatever game my mysterious summoners had subjected me to.

But even if I did win—even if I got to go back to Earth and return to my little apartment… what then?

What would happen to Guide? Ninja? Scientist? Mimic? Guide and Mimic were NPCs turned into people. Ninja was from another world entirely. Scientist was from Earth, but from its past, or maybe an alternate reality altogether.

If I did return to Earth, what was going to happen to them? Would they get to come with me? Even if I hadn’t been with them for long, after what we did go through together—after how attached we got to each other… there was no way I could accept returning to a life without them.

I wanted to spend the rest of my life with them. As stupid as it might have sounded, they were my new family. My blood relatives couldn’t be called my family, but these four all accepted me for who I was.

“Hey, Mimic,” I said. “I’ve got a question for you.

Mimic tilted her head at me. “Master?”

“This might sound like a stupid thing to ask, but… you want to stay together, right? I mean, like… the closer I get to asking it, the dumber I feel for asking, and it’s probably too soon to be asking something like this in the first place, but uh… what I mean is stay together for the rest of our lives? Do you want to⁠—”

Mimic was fast to nod with a wide smile.

“I figured you’d react like that. But still, thanks.”

She tilted her head in the opposite direction, a look of curiosity in her eyes.

“If you’re curious why I asked—well, I was just thinking, I have no idea what’s going to happen once we’re done with this world, if it’s even possible to truly be done. But I want to stay with all of you. And if you all want to stay with me, then… I’ll do my best to make sure that happens no matter what it takes. Now that I’ve got to experience life with you all, I don’t want to go back to a life without any of you. I’ve got absolutely no idea what’s going to happen, but⁠—”

I noticed Mimic froze. Froze as in completely froze. She wasn’t blinking, breathing—nothing.

“Dungeon Master?” I asked.

“Already used to me, huh?” Dungeon Master asked, their voice a bit more feminine this time than the last.

“When everything freezes every time one of you show up, and you’re the one who keeps coming by, it was an easy guess.”

Dungeon Master appeared out of thin air standing in front of me. They looked down at Mimic and pouted before saying, “I’m jealous. She looks so comfy.”

“I’m assuming you didn’t come here just to be jealous of Mimic.”

“Of course not, but I can still feel jealous, can’t I?”

“Well, I won’t stop you.”

“How mean. A true hero should want to make it so nobody is jealous, right? You should be offering me a place on your lap instead of just letting me wallow in envy.”

“That’d involve moving Mimic off my lap, and that’s not happening.”

“Ugh, hearing that makes me even more jealous. You’re the worst, Player. Anyways… I came to answer a question for you. Can you guess which question?”

“Well, considering that I was just talking about whether or not I’ll get to stay with everybody… will I?”

Dungeon Master’s lips curled into a sly smile. “Yep. Assuming you survive, anyways. Because Player… if you survive—if you conquer this game, then you win, and the definition of ‘win’ can be whatever you want it to be. Unfortunately, I can’t say anything more than that without breaking the rules, but I think knowing that alone should be enough to make things a bit more interesting. And also, we wouldn’t want you to sit around and procrastinate because you think you’ll be taken away from everybody once this is over. The only way that happens is if you lose. So, don’t lose, ‘kay?”

“And how do I win?”

“Isn’t that obvious by now? Beat the game.”

“The game this world is mimicking or the game that you and the others are playing using this world?”

Dungeon Master’s eyes glistened as another smile curled their lips. “I like that question. That kind of cool comeback question really makes me want to tell you everything you want to know, but unfortunately, I’ll be in trouble if I try that.”

“I won’t tell anybody if you don’t.”

“Heh. Unfortunately, it doesn’t matter if neither of us tells the others. They know everything. They know every single thing we’re both saying, and even thinking, right now. Anyways, I just felt like dropping by, saying hi, being jealous, reminding you that I exist, and giving you a bit of exposition to alleviate some of your worries.”

“You mean you wanted to come and give me just enough information to keep me from stagnating and entertaining the idea of a peaceful life in a safe area with everybody.”

“I’m never going to get to join the harem when you doubt me so much.”

“Am I wrong?”

“No, but still.” Dungeon Master puffed their cheeks out to pout even more. They then looked down at Mimic again… and their teasing attitude vanished as they looked at Mimic with eyes that just felt hateful.

Something felt off about that—threatening.

As soon as they saw me wrap an arm around Mimic to pull her up closer to me, and to partially shield her from Dungeon Master, they realized how they looked and stepped back.

“I really am jealous, you know?” Dungeon Master asked, looking at the ground rather than at me. “No wonder so many people hate DMing. They want to be players, too, not forced to just sit back and watch everybody else have all the fun…”

Dungeon Master vanished before I could say anything else, allowing Mimic to move again as she looked up at me with a confused expression, probably regarding how she was moved a bit without knowing how.

“Dungeon Master showed up again,” I explained.

Mimic was quick to turn her head around to look for them.

“They already left. I also got some good news from them, I think. They confirmed that as long as I ‘win’ this game, then I’ll get to stay with all of you. But given that they let me know because they don’t want me to be lazy and staying in peaceful areas with you all, not to mention that they’ve already added new ‘features’ that weren’t in the original game or its mods… then I doubt I’d really get to enjoy that sort of peaceful retirement even if I tried.” I sighed. “I kind of feel like if I don’t keep up a good pace of progression, then they’ll force it onto me regardless of whether or not I’m ready, so we should end our break here.”

I tried to get up after saying that.

But Mimic refused.

Mimic repositioned herself on me, wrapping her arms and legs around me, and pushed me down against the ground. She forced me onto my back with her limbs around me, her chest against my chest, and looked into my eyes with determination.

She was intent on making sure that we rested a bit more no matter what.

Right.

I was about to get absorbed into that mindset from before—the one where I felt like I had to progress as quickly as I can for all of our sakes.

That wasn’t necessarily a bad way to feel, but… it was undeniably a stressful one that would possibly push me into making bad decisions.

I didn’t know when it was time for me to rest. I felt like I had to keep on working no matter what. Any moments of rest were moments I could be gathering resources, crafting, or hunting monsters.

That was why I needed to rely on the others to let me know when to rest since I couldn’t see when to myself.

“I’m in your care, Mimic. Let me know when I’m allowed to get up,” I said.

Mimic smiled and nodded before resting her face against my neck.

It was kind of strange when she did. Why? Because of her breasts. They were—well, massive, so since she was on top of me with our chests pressing together, her breasts couldn’t compress enough between our bodies and resulted in keeping her lifted up a bit. Her head should have been too high up for her to press her face against my neck.

But she did.

Her hair blocked the sight, but… I figured she must have used her shifting ability to stretch her neck out long enough to reach my neck.

That was kind of weird, but as long as I couldn’t see the elongated neck, it was alright.

Well, it would have been alright even if I could see it. It just would have been distractingly weird.


Chapter Thirteen




I was still worried that Mimic might keep me on the ground with her for longer than was alright, but I was right to have faith in her. We only rested—well, cuddled, for about another fifteen minutes before she decided that it was time we should get up and get back to work, and so we did.

And after exploring the cave a bit more, we came across something that would offer higher rewards for slightly higher risks.

A giant hole.

The in-the-ground kind of hole. As in, while going lower into the cave system, we came across a massive pit in the ground that reached so far down that the bottom of it wasn’t visible until I tried throwing a torch down there. The torch fell for a good while, too, before hitting the ground and breaking since that could apparently happen when throwing torches in this half-game half-realistic world.

“It’d take too long to try and mine a way down, and building our way down would be tricky, but… I do have a decent amount of rope in my inventory.” I looked down at the bottom and then at Mimic. “Let’s try something first.”

With a curious tilt of her head, Mimic followed me as we went back into the previous room with a decent rate of monster spawns.

I created a little platform up on the wall high enough that I couldn’t reach it from the ground by building some stairs up to it, and then I placed rope hanging down from it.

“Mimic, can you hang from this rope?” I asked.

Mimic looked the rope over before walking up to it and climbing onto it just as anybody could.

A giant ant started approaching us, which Mimic wanted to go and kill going by the look on her face, but I said, “Wait. Stay there. Now, is it possible for you to reach a limb out to go attack that ant from where you are? Without getting off the rope?”

And now she looked like a lightbulb just appeared over her head before creating a long, thin tentacle that shot out from her left shoulder with a sharpened fang at the end of it. The tentacle flew through the air and went straight into the ant’s head, instantly killing it.

“I think you just got even more OP, Mimic. Stay there.”

With that, I went and ran around a bit until I attracted a few different monsters onto me. Two slimes and another ant. I brought them all back to where Mimic was and shouted, “Try making three tentacles to hit them all at once!”

Mimic’s body shrunk due to having to split up her available mass enough to do that, but she created three tentacles that all shot toward their targets simultaneously.

Not only could Mimic attack from a distance, but she could attack multiple targets at once seeing as how they all died at the same time.

That sounded insanely OP, and it was. The only real drawback was that they weren’t really ranged attacks. Those tentacles were all still part of Mimic. If they were attacked, then those were attacks on her. If she could attack three targets at once using three tentacles, then it was also likely possible that those three tentacles could each be attacked at the same time, resulting in her taking three attacks at once. I wasn’t absolutely sure if it worked that way, but I already confirmed what I needed to.

There was only one more thing I wanted to test out.

“So if you can climb a rope, can you hold this?” I asked as I held a torch out to her.

She reached a hand toward it.

“With a tentacle?”

She pulled her hand back and wrapped a tentacle around the bottom of the torch instead.

It worked.

Or so I thought.

The torch ended up slipping out from her tentacle, fell to the floor, and broke.

“Alright, so I guess I can’t abuse your tentacles to make this even easier for us,” I said. “But that’s alright. If that would have worked—if you could hold items… I was going to be tempted to see if you could hold multiple weapons at a time, if you could build things faster than me by placing down dozens of blocks at a time—but it’s alright. You’re already overpowered enough. So, you can get off the rope now. What I want to do now is go back to that pit, and I’ll place torches while we climb down it, and I want you on defense with your tentacles in case anything tries attacking us while we descend. Got it?”

Mimic hopped off the rope and gave me an excited nod.

So, we went and put my latest plan into action. She defended me while I put down enough rope to reach the bottom of the pit, and then we started our descent of the rope. I stopped every few blocks—whenever it started getting dark again—to place a new torch on the wall next to the rope. Well, not right next to it. I wasn’t sure if the torch could light the rope on fire and didn’t want to risk it. That was something else I’d have to test out. But regardless, Mimic protected us from monsters trying to fall down into the pit from above with her tentacles while I lit the pit up with torches.

We safely made it to the bottom before long.

From the bottom, I looked up toward the top and whistled. “This is even lower than I realized. But..” I looked around and saw that the stones around us were darker in color now. Up above, the rocks were sort of light gray. Down here, though, they were all dark gray—almost navy blue—in color. “We’re officially in the deep underground, Mimic.”

There were multiple layers to the world. All of our time so far was spent in the first two layers—well, there were layers above them technically, but they were the first two layers in progression. The surface layer and the underground layer. Now, for the first time, we entered the proper “deep underground” layer.

It was like the underground layer, but deeper.

Well, there was more to it than that. There were also new monsters, increased chances of rarer ores and gems, some unique mini-biomes, and so on. There was also an increased chance of finding special chests, hearts, and all that good stuff.

I felt a bit uneasy about being down there as the enemies there started to reach one-shot territory to players with as low health as what I still had, but I had Mimic at my side, and it was a good chance to find more hearts to boost my health even more.

As long as we were careful, we’d be fine.

“But maybe it’d be better to go back and get Ninja,” I said. “I wasn’t planning on us going and exploring new depths during this trip. Then again… we’re already down here, and if we go back now, then that’s going to be a lot of time wasted heading back and then coming back here with Ninja. It’d be night by the time we get back here. So, let’s explore a bit, but we’ll be careful. Keep a few tentacles out and be ready to intercept any threats.”

Mimic gave me a serious nod before splitting her arms into two tentacles each, giving her four tentacles rather than two arms.

“Alright, let’s⁠—”

A sound interrupted me.

It was the sound of laughing.

“Seriously?” I asked, looking around as I backed up toward the wall behind me.

There were three branching tunnels connected to the bottom of the pit, and the sound of laughter growing closer and closer was coming from one of them.

“Eyes open, Mimic,” I said. “You’re not the only monster spawning into this world before you’re supposed to.”

I looked up toward the top of the pit.

It was too far.

Climbing the rope was too dangerous now even with Mimic’s tentacles. If the enemy I was confident the laughing was coming from was really there, then it’d have no problem jumping up and attacking us while we climb, and I’d have no way to dodge other than let go of the rope to drop and risk dying from fall damage.

Trying to build a bunker to hide in was worthless, too, because it was an enemy that would happily tear through the blocks I had available to me.

That mocking laughter grew louder and louder.

And it was the way the laughter was that confirmed my fears.

“Hoohoohoo… heeheehee… haahaahaa…”

That confirmed it. Nothing else laughed in such a high-pitched, annoying, mocking way.

“There’s a cannibal gnome coming,” I told Mimic.

A fucking cannibal gnome.

One of the most annoying enemies in hard mode, especially to people who just entered it.

Mimics weren’t that bad. They were easy to spot, moved in predictable ways, and offered guaranteed, good rewards.

But not the cannibal gnome.

The cannibal gnome was a tiny, fast enemy who moved in erratic patterns, was often basically invisible until it was right on top of the player, really fucking creepy in general, and didn’t offer any good drops… when not modded.

As soon as I remembered I had a mod that made killing them more worthwhile since they were basically pointless outside of existing to unfairly kill the player in vanilla, I stopped thinking about an escape route.

Instead, I had a different idea.

I needed to prioritize my survival first. One hit from the gnome would kill me no problem, and it was getting closer and closer going by its laughter.

“Mimic, drop the human form for now. I want you to wrap around me like a suit of armor instead. Can you do that?” I asked.

Mimic opened up via a vertical split running along the center of her humanoid extension before wrapping around me with her flesh.

“Leave an opening for my eyes.”

A second later and I was completely wrapped around by Mimic, leaving only my eyes exposed via a small slit in the flesh.

It was weird basically wearing a suit of flesh. Not only was it a suit of flesh, but it was a suit of Mimic.

I was technically inside of Mimic.

Did that count as vore?

No, that was a stupid think to question at the moment. That could wait to be discussed later with Scientist. For now, dealing with the gnome was more important.

“The gnome will deal good damage even to you, but I’m going to have to rely on you for this,” I told Mimic. “But wait for the signal. When you hear me shout ‘now,’ let me out as fast as you can. Other than that, once it shows up, do your best and deal as much damage as⁠—”

A knife appeared in front of my eyes.

Behind it was a gnome with glowing, red eyes wearing a red cap staring directly into my own eyes with murderous intent.

I thought I was done for before Mimic jumped out of the way using the fleshy suit of armor she made me as her active body, just barely dodging the knife in time.

I felt something poke into my back right after that. Something tiny and sharp.

It was the knife.

The knife failed to pierce Mimic’s flesh, which was great for me since it meant I was safe within her, but I noticed Mimic lost a tenth of her health from that. It might not have been a one-shot like it would have been to me, but that was still more damage done to her than the bosses were ever able to do to her.

And the gnome followed up with another attack to chunk away even more of her health before she could get in even one of her own attacks.

“Mimic, new plan. It’s too fast for you while you’re protecting me like this,” I said. “So let it stab you. Harden your flesh around its knife and try to hold it in place once you’ve got it. Let me go right after.”

Mimic, with her flesh around my right hand, gave me a thumbs-up to confirm the plan.

The next time that I felt the gnome’s knife stab into her flesh, I assumed she must have succeeded in securing the knife because she ejected me from her body right after.

I took out my chainsaw and turned toward where I felt the knife as fast as I could, revving the chainsaw to thrust it right into my target.

The gnome stared at me with surprised eyes as it failed to pull the knife out from Mimic’s body, not even trying to dodge as I thrust the chainsaw directly into its miniature body that wasn’t even tall enough to reach my knee.

It took a while, resulting in an extremely gory mess of blood spraying at me for a few seconds as the chainsaw tore through the gnome’s body, but it eventually managed to slice the gnome open and kill it while it was powerless to do anything without its knife that it refused to let go of.

What remained of the gnome’s body burst into the usual gory aftermath of killing a monster, and the loot from its death got sucked into my inventory right away since I was right next to it when it died.

//[Red Cap] added to inventory!

But confirming that item was what I thought it was could wait. Mimic came first. She lost over half her health and had multiple stab wounds across her body that were actually bleeding. I never saw her look so injured before no matter how much damage she took.

This was the first time she was actually forced to bleed.

I took one of the potions out of my inventory, pried open the original chest part of her body, and poured the red liquid right into her. It didn’t restore as much health as I would have liked it to, but it did help her stop bleeding.

The rest of her health would have to come back by natural regeneration.

“You’re amazing, Mimic,” I said. “You did great. Good job.”

Mimic… wrapped herself around me again, this time even blocking off my vision.

I was completely surrounded by her—inside of her.

“Mimic, I love you, but please, let’s… not make vore hugs our new thing,” I said.

Mimic let me out of her a moment later, and I felt… a lot wetter than the first time. I kind of felt like she covered me in drool.

Or at least, I hoped it was just drool.

If it was something else, then that might be taking it even closer to vore territory than it already was.

I shook my arms to get some of the clinging “drool,” if it was that, off of me before opening up my inventory to check out the new item from the gnome.

//[Cannibal Cap]

//Damage: 49

//Summons a cannibalistic gnome to fight for you! Just don’t let it around any other gnomes.

“Mimic, I’m starting to feel like I’m too lucky,” I said. “Either that, or letting mods stay active was a huge mistake. Probably both.”

Mimic, who was now back to using her humanoid form, tilted her head again.

She was always so cute when she did that.

But aside from Mimic being cute like usual, I took the cap out from my inventory and held it in my hand just like weapon. Sure, it was… technically a hat instead of a traditional weapon, but it counted as a weapon since it was used to summon something.

And summoning it was as easy as giving it a shake.

After shaking the cap, a gnome just like the one we killed a minute earlier dropped out from the bottom of it and landed on the ground in front of me.

Mimic jumped when she saw the gnome, and I almost did too when I saw it—no… her.

Why did I expect anything else?

The gnome was not only—well, a gnome, but… a woman.

She was short, only reaching about halfway up my knee, but had very mature curves, and she wore nothing but a couple of green sashes tied around her chest and hips. Well, she also had her own red, pointy hat sitting on top of her head that looked oversized on her.

The curviness of her body combined with her tiny overall size made me think of one of those mini sex dolls people bought.

But that aside, she counted as being a party member now since we had an open slot still, meaning that the party officially consisted of me, my pet mimic, and now my summoned gnome.

“Welcome… to the group?” I said, unsure of whether the gnome could actually understand me and communicate like Mimic could.

The gnome looked up at me with cruel, red eyes full of hate.

And those eyes turned into… eyes of admiration once they looked into mine.

She went from looking like she was about to stab the shit out of me with the knife I didn’t realize she was holding to looking like she—well, she looked like she wanted to do something to me that Guide always wanted to do.

“Can… you understand me?” I asked her.

The gnome nodded before jumping up into the air and landing on my shoulder. She refused to let go of her knife with both hands at once, but that didn’t stop her from resting one of her hands against my neck in an almost loving way.

I was sure that she was a… very nice and friendly gnome.

But.

She was technically a murderous cannibal gnome full of hate who had no problem eating other gnomes, and humans like me, wielding a giant knife, who could easily kill me in one hit if she wanted to.

And she was sitting on my shoulder rubbing her free hand against my neck while… creepily giggling to herself under her breath.

When I looked at Mimic again, I saw her staring at me with something other than her usual smile. She had the expression of a woman thinking, “Really?”

The gnome stared into Mimic’s eyes and lost the smile she just had, switching back to looking full-on murderous.

Mimic didn’t appreciate that and glared right back into the gnome’s eyes with her own intent to kill.

“Alright, get along,” I said. “Don’t… stare at each other like you want to kill each other.”

Mimic and the gnome—who I figured I should just call Gnome—looked at me with obedient smiles before looking at each other again with slightly less murderous eyes.

I had no idea what to expect, but I didn’t want to turn down having a hard mode pet and a hard mode summon while still basically in the early game. Mimic alone was incredibly overpowered for what we were going up against and now she’d have a partner to fight with who was, honestly, probably even stronger than her.

The only issue was making sure that they got along.


Chapter Fourteen




I was worried about Mimic and Gnome not getting along, and that worry was—well, not entirely unfounded. As we explored the caves connected to the bottom of the pit, they confirmed that they weren’t a big fan of each other in the slightest.

But… honestly, that kind of worked out in my favor.

Why?

Because they were desperate to one-up each other.

And as two monsters who loved to fight, they figured the best way to compete with each other was to go and kill everything.

Every monster that showed up was subjected to sharpened tentacles by Mimic and an extremely fast knife via Gnome. Gnome was faster overall, so she usually managed to reach enemies before Mimic could, but Gnome wasn’t able to split herself up into multiple tentacles to attack multiple targets at once. Mimic won in that regard. If there was just one enemy, Gnome got to it first. If there were multiple enemies, Mimic could kill several of them in the time it took Gnome to kill one.

Mimic showed off a new, smug side of her as her kill count increased far faster than Gnome’s did, but Gnome didn’t give up, resulting in an absolute bloodbath in the caves.

Honestly, I started to feel bad for the other monsters. They were getting absolutely destroyed. There they were, normal, vanilla monsters meant to be killed by new players, getting absolutely destroyed as soon as they showed up by two murderous women who had more than ten times their health while killing them all in one hit.

Giant ants, slimes, spiders—they were mercilessly exterminated.

I really did feel bad for them.

But.

At the same time.

It was… kind of hot.

Did I have a thing for murderous women who could easily kill anything in their path? It started to feel like I did. Ninja was somebody who I could call cute rather than hot, but when she was fighting? That was hot. Mimic was also cute, but seeing her kill everything was hot.

As for Gnome… well, she was actually a bit more sultry looking than the others. She wasn’t really the “cute” kind of girl despite being so tiny. If she were a human, then going by her face and hair, I thought seeing her dressed up like a punk rocker would make sense for her. So, she was already leaning more into hot territory, and seeing her kill enemies made her even hotter. It helped that her eyes were so insane looking. They were like twisting, crimson spirals of hatred.

Yeah.

I was pretty sure I discovered I had a fetish for murderous women.

Did that say something about me? I wasn’t sure. I just wanted to watch them fight more.

At the same time, only getting to watch them fight made me feel pretty useless. It was great having a couple of powerful escorts who didn’t let anything come even close to hurting me, but I still wanted to contribute to something other than mining any ores we came across.

But that wasn’t going to happen while they were being so competitive with each other.

So, I focused on mining instead.

That was the real beast master and summoner style of gameplay. Have a few minions who go and do all the fighting for you while you either just go AFK, alt-tab to watch videos, or go to sleep and wake up in the morning to a mountain of loot. They were a couple of living mob grinders for me.

Though, before much longer, I found something that they wouldn’t be able to do for me.

We came across a chamber that had a huge pond in the middle of it.

That was something I completely forgot to consider before since we never came across a big enough body of water for it.

Fishing.

I could go fishing.

The girls could focus on killing everything while I fished.

And what true gamer didn’t love obligatory fishing minigames?

Though… how would it work? In the original game, fishing basically working like a sort of miniature rhythm game. A special song played and everything whenever a fish was hooked, and you needed to hit all the right keys in order to reel the fish in. The better you did, the higher quality the fish, the more materials you’d get from it.

Would it just be like real life fishing?

Or would it still be like the game somehow?

I wasn’t sure.

But I wanted to find out.

I went into my inventory and used some of the spare wood there to create a workbench, and from there I was able to make a [Wooden Fishing Rod]. It was a pretty simple crafting recipe that only called for some [Wood] and [Spider Silk]. As for bait, thanks to Mimic’s and Gnome’s rampage, I had plenty that I could make. [Slime] and [Baby Spider Eye] could be crafted together to create [Slimy Spider Eye] which worked as a pretty weak, but still usable, bait item for fishing rods. It was possible to upgrade that into even more effective bait, but that required materials I didn’t have yet, so I’d just have to use it as it was.

And I didn’t waste any time getting to it.

“Mimic, Gnome, keep watch for me,” I said. “It’s time to fish.”

Not only was fishing just—well, fun and a nice change of pace, but it could also be extremely useful. Not only were fish required for food and potion recipes, but there were some types of fish that could be used in special crafting recipes and—wait.

That was right.

I could upgrade my flamethrower with a fish.

The only problem was that I’d need to go even deeper underground to catch a fish that could be caught in magma for that. So, that was still a bit out of our reach, but… well, maybe it wasn’t. With Mimic and Gnome, I’d probably have no problem down there.

Maybe later.

For now, I looked out over the pond, equipped my new fishing rod, and cast the line. The bait was automatically applied without me having to do anything, and the line flew out toward the middle of the pond before landing with a satisfying plop at the center.

I never went fishing before, but using the rod seemed to come naturally to me just like fighting did.

All I had to do then was wait.

Mimic ended up waiting with me since she was able to sit down next to me, watching the water with me, while also creating another eye on the back of her head to watch for more enemies to kill with her tentacles. Gnome wasn’t able to join us as she still had to actually run and jump to enemies to kill them.

Then, after a few more moments, I had a bite.

I pulled up on the rod and managed to, I assumed, successfully hook whatever took the bait… and I assumed I managed to since a familiar sight popped up in front of me.

The fishing minigame.

Four transparent columns showed up in front of me that looked just like the rhythm game. A left-pointing arrow was to the left, then there was a downward arrow next to it, then an upward arrow, and finally a right-pointing arrow was all the way to the right.

There wasn’t any music or anything like in the game… but that didn’t matter. A series of arrows showed up at the bottom of the columns which traveled up toward the top.

It felt kind of ridiculous to be playing a rhythm game with my real body to catch fish in a real world, but it was kind of exciting, too.

A right arrow showed up first.

Now, unlike the game, I didn’t have a keyboard to hit the arrows with, but I did have my fishing rod. As soon as the right arrow overlapped the matching symbol at the top of the column, I pulled the fishing rod toward the right which created a satisfying “ding” sound effect that let me know I nailed it.

And at that point, the game was on. The fish officially looked like it was fighting back in the water while I moved the fishing rod to match the pattern in the columns.

Eventually, an elongated arrow showed up which I never saw in the original game, but I had a feeling that I knew what to do seeing as how I never actually tried reeling the fish in yet. As soon as the long arrow showed up, I moved the rod to line up with it and started to reel in throughout the duration of the arrow.

The fish was almost fully reeled in by the end of that arrow.

All I had to do then was play the game a bit more until another one of those long arrows showed up, and the next long arrow lasted long enough to finish reeling the fish in!

I pulled a striped, yellow fish into the air that was way larger than I thought it would be!

//Fish Caught!

//Yellowback Caver

//Score: 100%

//Quality: S

I didn’t realize it until I saw the score pop up, but I managed to get a perfect score on the minigame.

The fish was pulled into my inventory a second later.

//[Yellowback Caver] x5 added to inventory!

//New Achievement!

//[Obligatory Fisher]

//Awarded for catching your first fish! Every game needs an obligatory fishing minigame, right?

//Reward: [Fishing License]

//New Achievement!

//[Perfect Catch]

//Awarded for landing your first perfect catch! Do your arms feel tired yet?

//Reward: [Crowned Fish]

The description of the second achievement made me realize that… yeah, my arms actually were kind of tired. I had to move them around in a way that I wasn’t used to during the minigame. Sure, my arms were getting stronger at an improved rate, but something that worked muscles in a new way was still going to be tiring.

Moving on, I wasn’t sure what those rewards were, so I checked them out.

//[Fishing License]

//Accessory

//Allows you to use fishing rods as weapons when equipped.

//[Crowned Fish]

//Cosmetic Accessory

Huh. I wondered how the fishing rod could be used as a weapon. If it was anything like that other famous game with the mining and the crafting, then maybe it’d just hook enemies rather than deal actual damage to them.

I’d have to experiment with that later.

As for the second item there, I moved it into one of the cosmetic accessory slots… and it showed up as a keychain on whatever I was holding. Whether I held my flamethrower, chainsaw, fishing rod, pickaxe, or anything else—any weapon or tool showed up with a little keychain that appeared as a blue fish with a golden crown on top of its head dangling from the bottom of the handle.

I kind of liked it.

It could stay for now.

I might have just been a little bit biased since I always thought collector keychains were pretty cool despite always feeling too embarrassed to go out into public with them.

That aside, I went into my inventory and took out one of the [Yellowback Caver] fish. Even though I only reeled in one, thanks to doing it perfectly, it created five copies of it in my inventory.

“Open up, Mimic,” I said.

When I said that, I was foolish enough to think she would open up her original chest.

Instead, she opened up her mouth far wider than anything humanoid was supposed to be able to.

I still put the fish in her mouth anyways.

It was only after she closed her mouth and bit into the fish that I realized I just fed her a whole fish that still had its scales, organs, fins—everything. I was pretty sure all of that was supposed to be removed prior to eating.

But Mimic had no problem crunching through everything before swallowing it all in a single go.

Mimic repaid me for the fish by showing me another one of her big smiles before leaning forward and wrapping her arms around me for a hug.

That was when I felt somebody else tug on my leg.

It was Gnome.

She pointed at her mouth.

“Do you want a fish, too?” I asked her. “They’re… bigger than you.”

Gnome nodded regardless of that.

So, I took a fish out from my inventory and handed it down to her.

Despite how tiny her body was… she managed to eat the whole thing almost as quickly as Mimic did… and she ate it with everything attached, too.

Gnome eating the fish whole made me cringe even more than seeing Mimic do it. But, at the same time, it was fascinating how she managed to fit the entire thing into her.

Maybe gnomes were bigger on the inside.


Chapter Fifteen




I probably spent more time fishing than I should have, but I managed to catch some more [Yellowback Caver]s as well as some [Rocky Catfish] and [Stone Flounder]s. I also caught some junk items like socks and bottles that existed only to clog up the inventory, so those got trashed in my inventory as soon as I was done fishing.

Unfortunately, I didn’t fish up any chests. I was hoping I might fish one up to get unique items from one, but I wasn’t that lucky.

However.

I did remember something before we left the pond.

More often than not, large, underground bodies of water had chests hiding at the bottom of them. The water was pretty clear, too, so all I had to do was walk around the pond and I could basically check the whole thing out. The only part I couldn’t see was under the center of the pond, but I had Mimic send some feeler tentacles out for me to check for chests.

There wasn’t anything under the center, but there was a chest near the back of the pond opposite of where I had been fishing from.

The only problem was that it was about twice as deep as I was tall. I knew how to swim, but I had no idea how to dive nor how to stay underwater, not to mention that I didn’t know if I would be able to hold my breath long enough to loot the chest.

But I had another idea, and it was also another one that would take advantage of just how OP Mimic was.

“Mimic, I need your help again,” I said.

Gnome pouted when she heard me ask for Mimic, but she wasn’t going to try and stop Mimic from helping me.

Mimic stood ready to help however she could.

“Alright. Mimic, I’m… going to use you as one of those scuba devices,” I said. “I need you to make a tentacle that goes around the lower half of my face and gives me oxygen to breathe. Or think of it like a straw. Make a tentacle that connects to the lower half of my face, and the other end of it is just connected to the air above the water. So, it will be a really long straw. And I also want you to wrap another tentacle around my waist to help me stay underwater long enough to reach the chest and loot it. If I point down, take me lower. If I point up, help me reach the surface. Got it?”

After taking mental notes of everything I said, Mimic nodded and formed a tentacle that latched onto the lower half of my face. It was like a big mouth that completely covered up my mouth and nose, which was kind of weird, but breathing into it was easy. Then she wrapped another tentacle around my waist.

Once she was ready, I stepped into the water and just sort of walked forward until it was deep enough that I couldn’t stand anymore.

What happened next was… probably me looking really stupid.

I only knew the basics of how to swim. I knew how to move forward and how to doggy paddle. That was it. So, I tried to turn myself upside down in the water only to flail around and make a fool of myself.

I ended up just pointing down for Mimic which prompted her to drag me underwater with her tentacle.

Thanks to her tentacle, I was able to more or less walk along the bottom of the pond until I reached the chest, allowing me to easily loot it without having to worry about staying submerged or holding my breath. The air-straw-tentacle-thing worked really well, too.

As for the chest…

I opened it up and was immediately met with another achievement.

//New Achievement!

//[Submerged Booty]

//Awarded for looting your first underwater chest! Maybe you’ll find a game controller down there, too.

//Reward: [Collectable Titanic Figurine]

I wasn’t sure I understood the game controller reference, but the Titanic one was easy to get.

That aside, I got some more potions and coins from the chest as well as some more bombs.

But the biggest prize was…

Well, maybe it wasn’t actually much of a prize, but…

//[Pool Noodle]

//Damage: 11

//Deals double damage when in the water.

I broke the chest with my pickaxe to get it in my inventory before walking back to the surface. Then, after taking Mimic’s tentacle away from my face, I went into my inventory and equipped my new weapon.

The [Pool Noodle].

It was a long, flexible… well, pool noodle, and it was pink in color.

Mimic looked at it with wide eyes.

I… I couldn’t resist.

Maybe it was mean. Uncalled for. Cruel and unusual. Abusive.

But I couldn’t resist.

I lightly smacked the noodle against her head.

The intrusive thoughts won.

And when I pulled the noodle away from her, Mimic reached up with both of her hands to hold them over her forehead as she looked at me with eyes that looked like she was on the verge of tears.

I immediately regretted my entire existence.

After shoving the noodle back into my inventory, I wrapped my arms around Mimic for a tight hug. “I’m sorry, that was—I’m a horrible master. I promise to never smack you again. I don’t expect you to believe me or to forgive me, but⁠—”

Mimic gently pushed me away, making me think she was so upset with me that she couldn’t even bear to be touched by me… but then I saw her smiling with a pretty mischievous smile.

She was just acting.

Well, I couldn’t hold it against her. I did hit her with the noodle without her consent, so she had every right to get me back by acting hurt.

I was almost tempted to call her mean, but that would just make me feel like a hypocrite.

I got what I deserved.

“Alright. Now that we’re done bullying each other,” I paused and looked around to see what Gnome had gotten up to while I was underwater. Surely enough, there were a bunch more monster drops scattered across all around the room basically, and she was at full health despite the near non-stop killing. “Let’s see if we can make even more progress. I don’t want this noodle being the biggest prize of our trip down here, and Gnome is a tiny prize,” Gnome shot a glare at me when she heard that, “literally, and we’re basically unstoppable right now, so let’s go deeper. We’ll see if we can find another pit going down. If we can, then if I can find magma… I can get the fish I need. Well, I’m going to have to get lucky and find some chests down there that have what I need, but I’ve been lucky enough so far that I’m willing to take a chance.”

Mimic and Gnome looked more excited about the idea of going deeper into the caves than me, so I took that as agreement from them.

It was time to go even deeper.

And deeper we went.

The farther down we went, the more ores and gems lined the walls for me to mine, and I was getting a pretty decent collection going in my inventory.

There was only one problem.

My inventory was getting full.

And the deeper we went, the more unique monsters we found, the more unique drops we I got, the fuller my inventory became. For example, there were cave gremlins which were short, ugly, fur-covered things that threw rocks at us. They dropped [Gremlin Fur]. Then there were the giant rats which dropped [Rat Tooth]s. And then there were the bony slimes, which were just normal slimes with a bunch of bones inside their bodies, that dropped more [Slime] as well as [Slimy Bone]s.

It wasn’t looking like there was an easy way down to save time like with the previous pit, but… we did find something else that would be useful, and probably better than getting to upgrade my flamethrower.

And that was another heart.

Just like before, there was a chamber with a heart surrounded by crystallized blood on the ground around it. I still had no idea what that blood was for, but I’d make sure to collect it alongside the heart.

But the heart came first.

“Guess it’s time for another vision, and to probably have another voice join me in my head,” I said. It was already crowded up there with just two voices aside from my own, and if it continued going on like it had been, then it was about to get even more crowded. “I’m pretty sure time is going to freeze when I use it, but if it doesn’t, then I’ll be expecting you two to watch my back.”

Mimic and Gnome both nodded and took up positions on opposing sides of me.

So, with that, I collected the heart and allowed myself to get lost in another vision of a former hero’s past.

“Why? I did everything right! Everything!” the voice shouted, this time belonging to a man wearing a black robe that extended down to his ankles. “What more was there to do?! What could I have done differently?! Answer me!”

Similar to when I saw the king’s ending, this man was surrounded by the corpses of those who he fought alongside with a ruined city behind him as meteors fell from the sky to wipe out what remained of his civilization.

But, strangely enough, unlike the other two times, I didn’t get to see his past. There was no slideshow or anything of everything that led up to his current situation. All I saw was him, blooded and broken, on his knees surrounded by death and destruction.

And this time, there was a familiar face with him.

Dungeon Master.

They looked taller and more masculine in this memory, but they were clearly still the Dungeon Master I knew.

“You’re right,” Dungeon Master said. “You did everything right. You could not have done a better job than you did. Your performance was so perfect—so logical and consistent at every step, that we doubted you were even human. Yet, it is because of this perfection that you are flawed. A human is not supposed to be perfect. To reach for perfection is an exercise in hubris, and somebody who is so determined to behave as rationally as possible is not fit for—well, I should hold my tongue. After all,” Dungeon Master paused and looked… at me, “there is no telling who may be watching this in the future.”

“How… how could anybody be left?” the man asked before looking around. The world around him was only growing more and more destroyed. “What world will be left? Who could survive this?”

“Humans, of course. Who else? You lot are resilient creatures. Yes, most existing life will go extinct. Yes, only tiny pockets of humans spread across the world will survive this. But if there is one thing for certain, it is that you humans always survive.”

“That is… impossible. This level of destruction will⁠—”

“Your failure was also impossible, was it not? And yet, here you are.”

“I didn’t fail! I won! You changed the rules!”

“I have done no such thing. The rules are as they have always been. You simply failed to expose their truth.”

“Their… truth? But⁠—”

“Perhaps if you had not sacrificed so many of your memories, you would understand what I am saying. But alas, you are as foolish as you are perfect.”

The man, wearing an expression of defeat across his face, looked down at the ground beneath him. “Please… just tell me what I could have done differently.”

“What do you think you could have done differently?” Dungeon Master asked, unimpressed by the question. They almost sounded annoyed by it. It was kind of strange seeing Dungeon Master act so… serious and proper.

“I—I don’t know.”

“I wonder why.”

“I just—ah… is that how it is?”

“Oh? It looks like you figured it out.”

The man smiled and raised his head to look into Dungeon Master’s eyes. “Sorry. I failed you.”

“Do you not think you should be apologizing to the millions of dead because of your failure instead of me?”

“What can I say? I’m too perfect.”

Dungeon Master finally smiled. “Looks like you figured it out after all. Shame you failed to do so sooner. You have come further than all humans before you. If only you had remained human.”

The man looked up toward the sky just in time to see a meteor coming straight for him.

I found myself back in the chamber with time frozen around me and the man whose past I just saw standing before me.

“We survived after all,” he said, looking into my eyes. “Though, are humans shorter now?”

I felt a bit annoyed when I heard that. To be fair, though, from what I could see, him and the dead humans around him were all pretty tall in the past. Maybe we did shrink down over the years. “Maybe,” I answered.

“Hah. I see. And I suppose that I will now give you my wisdom just as I was given the wisdom of those who came before me. First, if you would, please answer but one question for me.”

“Yeah?”

“Tell me, at what cost does one surrender the pursuit of victory?”

I had to think about it for a moment, but I had confidence in my answer. “When you sacrifice who you are and what you believe to achieve it.”

“Good, good. That is… a good answer. You must be a greater man than who I suspect I once was.”

Before I could say anything else, he vanished from my sight, presumably to join the others in my head, and time unfroze around me.

“I’m kind of confused, but I’m back,” I said.

I wasn’t sure what to think about what I saw, and I had a feeling that my new assistant wasn’t going to be able to help me understand it, either.

But I did know that I saw another path connected to the chamber we were in.

“Let’s keep moving. We can explore for a bit longer before heading back.”


Chapter Sixteen




The path ended up leading us to a dead end, and the other branches connected to the bottom of the pit were the same. With that, as far as I could tell, we finished fully exploring the first cave I kept on going back to.

It was a little disappointing that it wasn’t connected to any rare mini-biomes or anything, and it was pretty devoid of chests overall, but it wasn’t a total waste. After all, in total, I got both Mimic and Gnome from the cave, found all the ores I needed so far, and it was connected to the mini dungeon where we found Scientist.

Sure, the overall loot wasn’t the greatest, but it was enough.

I also got three hearts out of that and had three more voices in my head. That was… probably a good thing. Well, the extra health and everything from the hearts was definitely good. I wasn’t too sure if the extra voices in my head were good or not. Sure, they were friendly, but was that actually healthy? It was generally considered a pretty bad thing to have extra voices in one’s head, and I had three of them in addition to my own.

I had no idea how any of that worked. Were they in my head? My soul? What?

Thinking about it was probably pointless as there was no way that I’d be getting any sort of concrete answer from anybody anytime soon. Even with somebody as smart as Scientist was, she had zero idea how to explain it. All she told me before when we talked about it was that the beings studied by the organization she worked for were capable of things that should have been impossible. “Magic,” basically. They were convinced that there was an actual explanation behind their powers, but it was never discovered.

And it was due to those powers, I assumed, that I had three more voices in my head.

“Actually… hey, new guy, you’re up there, right?” I asked, thinking my question to him so that I wouldn’t sound like I was crazily talking to myself as me, Mimic, and Gnome walked back toward the base.

“That I am,” he replied.

“I need a name for you. We’ve got Warrior King and Explorer up there, so how about you? We’re all going by our roles. What was yours?”

“Hmm. I see. Allow me to offer a counter proposal. Rather than the role I once held, how about the role I have now? Perhaps… Guide?”

“We’ve already got Guide.”

“Ah, I see. Then perhaps… Failure?”

“That sounds… harsh.”

“It is a name I deserve, harsh as it may be.”

“I’d rather not refer to you, or anybody, as a failure.”

“Very well. Then, as I am the third of the pasts you have uncovered, how about Third?”

“I feel like that doesn’t really fit in with the theme, but I honestly can’t think of anything better and this is already better than calling you a failure, so I guess we’ll have to stick with that for now.”

“Good. Then, Third I am. Is there something you wished to discuss seeing as how you called out to me?”

“Yeah. It seems like you have the most experience with actually getting to talk to the people in charge of all this. Is there anything that stands out to you that you remember? About dealing with them?”

“I wish there was, but as I am sure you have figured out by now, I lack my memories. I remember that I… sacrificed them, but I cannot even remember why.”

“Well, it sounded like you remembered doing everything ‘right’ and perfectly and all that. Can you tell me about that?”

“No. I remember that I did everything I needed to do, and that I did it all perfectly. That much I know. However, I must have retained knowledge of having accomplished that without remembering the specific details. I likely decided that remembering I did everything was more important than remembering what I did.”

“That’s…”

“I know. It is frustrating, honestly. I know that I did so much, yet I cannot remember what it is that I did. Rather contradicting, isn’t it? All I can do is believe in my own faith in myself.”

“Well, that’s not necessarily a bad trait to have.”

“There is something else I remember, though.” He sounded more serious now.

That got me curious. “Yeah?”

“I remember what I realized. An answer to the question of what they sought with the trials they subjected me to.”

“And that would be?”

“Humanity. A prime example of it, and everything that makes a human… human. Humans are flawed, irrational beings who make countless mistakes only to somehow stumble their way through existence. We are social creatures who value the bonds we form and cherish… the memories we make. To disregard any of that is to disregard what it is to be human. It is only human to seek perfection, but to obtain it as I did—reaching perfection was the least human thing I could do.”

“What’s your idea of human? Of being a good one, then?”

“This may be a rather ironic answer, but to pursue one’s goals regardless of what they may be, even if their goal is perfection. It is perfectly human to seek perfection and to fight for it, yet it is inhuman to achieve it. Are we doomed to yearn for that which will deprive us of who we are if we achieve it?”

“I think you’d get along with Scientist. Then again, I’m sure Explorer up there is happy to have your compa⁠—”

Explorer cut in with a voice full of annoyed sass. “You are joking, right? This man is insufferable. He’s been wallowing in self-pity ever since he got in here! I thought I was depressing, but he’s depressing on a whole new level. Every other sentence was him talking about how much of a failure he was despite how perfect he was. How can somebody be so narcissistic and depressive at the same time?”

Third answered her by saying, “Well, I was perfect, and I failed even so. I am only stating a fact, and those two events do not contradict one another as history has proven.”

Explorer and Third began bickering—or well, it was more like a one-sided argument with Research on the attack as Third barely defended himself. So, I called out to the first of their group. “How are you holding out up there, Warrior King?”

“It is entertaining watching them fight,” Warrior King replied. “The woman has more spirit than I believed. The boy could use some training. He claims to be perfect, yet his arms are thinner than a goat’s neck.”

“Is that a… saying you guys used back then?”

“No, but it is the first comparison that came to mind. You should exercise more as well, Player. It is a human’s duty to see their body rise to the peak of physical strength! Allow your muscles to cut through your flesh to grant you armor as hard as a rock!”

“I don’t think muscles are supposed to cut through flesh.”

“The muscles do not literally cut through the flesh, Player.”

“I know.”

“Then why did you state that?”

Warrior King didn’t understand banter, apparently. “I’m just messing around,” I explained. “Anyways, Third.”

“Yes?” Third answered.

“You said they want humanity, and you didn’t count because you were too perfect, right?”

“Essentially, yes.”

“Then do you think you would have… succeeded or whatever if you made mistakes?”

“There is no way for me to know. I achieved a perfect victory, yet that was not enough. However, by being so perfect, I made a mistake—a flaw. Yet, if being flawed was what they sought in humanity, shouldn’t my flaw have counted? What is the mistake they are looking for, and why was mine not good enough? Even when it came to making a mistake, I failed. I am a failure beyond all measure.”

“I’m tempted to say we need to work on your self-confidence, but you also keep talking about how perfect you were, so I’m not sure about that. Anyways, so… you think they want the best of humanity. That means a human with all their flaws and issues. Striving to be perfect is human, but actually achieving it is not, and being too perfect is a flaw but not the kind they want.”

“It is rather contradictory.”

“Yeah, I can see that. Do you have any idea what would have happened if you won?”

“No. That is not something that was ever discussed to the best of my knowledge.”

“Figured as much. But, I mean, at least I know they don’t want me to be perfect, I guess.”

“I will also say this, though I feel it should be obvious. Whatever rules they have created for you, do not take them so literally. I believe that may be where I failed aside from my perfection. After all, when a being akin to a god approaches you and gives you a task, would you not assume they are telling the truth?”

“I don’t know. We have lots of ancient myths and stories about gods being huge assholes who lie to people and give them tests designed to fail and all that.”

“Oh? How interesting. I cannot recall if we had such gods of our own, but I feel I can remember that gods were meant to be trustworthy, benevolent beings.”

“Some of the gods we’ve invented can be pretty nice. The others… well…”

I told him about Zeus and all the problematic things associated with him.

“Oh,” Third said once the lesson about Zeus was over. “That is… horrible. The humans who came after us… genuinely created such a god? Why would they desire to be ruled over someone so horrible?”

“I don’t know how all that works,” I answered. “I just know that Zeus is messed up and we’ve got⁠—”

“Sorry to interrupt,” Explorer said, “but I noticed something while listening to the story about Zeus. He sounds… remarkably similar to one of our gods. The base foundation is still there, but the specific stories seem to have changed. And rather than live at the deepest depths of the world, he lived atop a mountain. This has me thinking… this is just a theory, mind you, but humanity has survived after each of our respective failures, and I’m going to go ahead and assume that some of the survivors knew about the events we went through. Is it possible that our interactions with these beings have shaped the myths of humanity? Rather than view gods as benevolent creators, we started to view them as cruel tricksters with selfish desires. Do you think it is possible we might have had such a shift in order to warn future generations against those we perceived as gods?”

Despite not being able to see them, I still had a sort of feeling about what they were doing, and I could just tell that Third was tapping on his chin with a single finger. “I see,” he said. “That is possible, yes. Dare I say, it may even be likely. It is also possible that these are nothing but coincidences.”

“Yeah,” I joined in. “Lots of people looked at gods to explain anything they didn’t understand, and that included the bad. If some farmers’ crops failed, then that got blamed on a god. If a cow gave birth to a deformed cow that looked half human—well, that probably got blamed on Zeus or some other perverted god. Blaming everything on them made it easier to cope with the world that they didn’t understand. So, it might just be coincidence, or maybe the shift really did happen as a sort of warning.”

“I may not remember much of my memories, but I know my people achieved enlightenment while still revering gods as just beings. We managed to dispel much of the world’s mysteries, and it was thanks to our methods that I achieved such perfection, surely. And if we were able to do it, then I have no doubt that future humans would be able to as well.”

“Sounds like we agree it can go either way then. Either it’s just coincidence, or maybe starting with the survivors of your time, we started telling people gods are assholes.”

Warrior King spoke up and said, “Never trust a god. Anything that claims to be one seeks to deceive and control. The only good ‘god’ is a dead one.”

…

Warrior King was—well, an ancient warrior king who was thousands of years old.

And yet what he said made me think of those hardcore internet atheists who spouted all sorts of anti-god one-liners that they thought sounded cooler than they actually were.

He probably would have fit right in with them.

The base came into sight a few moments later, and that was some great timing since I started getting a headache from having a four-way conversation in my head.

“Thanks for the talk. You’ve given me some more things to think about,” I said. “Try to get along up there, alright?”

“No promises,” Explorer said.

“Of course!” Warrior King, much more enthusiastically, said.

“I will do my best, but as I have already failed once, do not be surprised should I fail again,” Third, in his overly wordy way, said.

Making a mistake must have seriously bruised his ego. Then again, it was a mistake that apparently led to the downfall of his civilization.

But if Warrior King and Explorer were able to wear the same shoes as him without constantly referencing their failures, then he could do it, too.


Chapter Seventeen




“Player,” Guide said, standing before me as she looked at my left shoulder.

“I know how it looks,” I replied. “It looks like I brought back another woman.”

“We haven’t even done anything with Mimic yet! But, I’m a great girlfriend, so I’m not going to complain about that. After all, the more lovers you have, the more fun we all get to have together. My problem lies somewhere else.”

“Yeah?”

Guide nodded before dramatically pointing a finger at Gnome. “She looks like she wants to murder all of us, and that sort of jealousy is not acceptable in our relationship.”

“Well, she’s kind of uh… very murderous, but she has no problem cooperating. Her and Mimic got along together down there… I think.”

Mimic jumped away from my side to go grab onto Guide’s arm, hugging it between her breasts, as she rapidly shook her head from side to side to disagree with me.

Unfortunately for Mimic, she wasn’t going to get the help from Guide that she wanted, because Guide was too distracted by something else.

One, Mimic’s breasts were wrapped around her arm.

Two, it was the first time Guide got to see Mimic wearing her new maid uniform.

“Mi—Mimic… you… are so cute!” Guide practically squealed. “When did you get this?! Where?! Do we have a tailor making cute clothes for you that I don’t know about?! I want one! I want to wear a matching maid uniform with you! Well, it might not fit me, but I still want to try! Oh! And we need one for Ninja! And Scientist! They would look so good in maid uniforms! And we can get one for Player, too!”

“I’ll have to pass on that,” I said.

“Player.”

“Y-yeah?”

“I would do literally anything you want for the rest of our lives if you let me put you in a maid costume, even if it’s just for a few minutes.”

“Wouldn’t you already do anything I want for the rest of our lives?”

“Spiritually, yes. Literally, no. I’m not that mindlessly obedient… but I will be if you let me put you in a maid costume.”

“Well, unfortunately for both of us then, I found it from a chest and fed it to Mimic. She can make herself look like she’s wearing anything I’ve fed her, apparently. Oh, we also found this out.” I looked at Mimic. “Do the tentacle thing.”

Mimic nodded and split her arms into tentacles.

“Ooohhh… that’s… that’s nice,” Guide said. “Real nice. To think you discovered such a powerful ability while you were down there. I already knew you had that tongue to look forward to… but now tentacles, too? Just think of all the possibilities…”

I started thinking of the perverted possibilities that involved Guide and Mimic’s tentacles, such as Mimic wrapping Guide up and⁠—

“You could give Player as many simultaneous handjobs as you could make tentacles! Each tentacle would be its own handjob! And you could use tentacles to play with his balls, too, and to push your boobs around his⁠—”

“Wai-wait!” I interrupted. “Hang on, shouldn’t you be thinking about your pleasure?”

“I am? Why do you think I’m talking about how I can use her to make you cum harder than ever before? The more I get to make you cum, the more pleasure I feel.”

“Guide… you’re too selfless.”

“I am extremely selfish. You don’t think I’d make you cum all the time if I didn’t benefit from it, do you? Ah… Mimic… so many new doors have opened up for us. Wait, can you make a tentacle that has a mouth at the end? Or something else to suck with?”

Mimic turned one of her tentacles into a tentacle with a literal mouth at the end.

“Can you vibrate it?”

The tentacle’s shaft and mouth began to vibrate.

“Mimic, you’ve officially earned the title of the ultimate sex toy.”

Mimic probably looked a lot prouder about that than she should have.

“Guide, you’re corrupting her,” I said.

Guide winked at me. “Good. Anyways, what’s the story with the new girl?”

“Oh, right.”

I explained everything that happened down in the cave. Halfway through the explanation, Scientist and Ninja came out from the bedroom, and Ninja looked… very, very messy. Messy in the kind of way that made me think Scientist was running “experiments” on her the entire time, and seeing how wobbly Ninja was when she walked confirmed my theory.

“What happens if you remove her from the party?” Scientist asked. “If she was summoned by the weapon as well, what if you remove the weapon from your inventory?”

“Good questions,” I replied. “Ready for some quick experimenting?” I asked Gnome.

Gnome shrugged.

So, I removed her from the party. Doing so caused her to vanish from my shoulder without a trace. There wasn’t even a little puff of smoke or anything. She just… disappeared.

I went into my inventory and took her summoning item out. Upon using it, Gnome fell out from the hat again and was automatically placed back into the party.

“Nod,” Scientist said. “What if you try to summon her while your party is full?”

I removed Gnome from the party again and brought Scientist into it.

The next time I tried to summon Gnome… she didn’t fall out from the hat.

Scientist, however, grabbed my wrist and turned it so that the bottom of the hat was facing upward, and that was when we saw Gnome just sort of… waiting inside of it. She also looked a bit confused and dizzy seeing as how we were holding her upside down.

“A lack of underwear has been confirmed,” Scientist said.

“Where are you looking?” I asked her.

“I am looking at where scientific curiosity demands answers.”

“What does seeing if somebody is wearing underwear have to do with science?”

“Science knows no borders.”

“I think sexual harassment counts as a pretty strong border that science shouldn’t cross.”

“Ah. When phrased that way, I see the problem.” Scientist looked at Gnome again. “Sorry.”

Gnome just shrugged it off, clearly not caring about the fact that we could see underneath her lower sash.

I flipped the hat upright and⁠—

“I… I can’t resist saying it,” Guide said. “I’m sorry, I know you just scolded Scientist for this, but…”

“I have a bad feeling about this,” I said.

“She… pocket…”

“Guide.”

“Pocket… pocket pussy…”

Scientist subtly tilted her head. “Pocket pussy?”

“Yes! Imagine! She’s always in that hat, right?! And Player can just store the hat in his inventory! That means he could take the hat out and stick his dick into it whenever he wants! She’s a literal pocket pussy!”

“Guide… don’t refer to another woman as a pocket pussy.”

“But that’s what she is! And I don’t mean it as a degrading insult or anything! That’s a compliment! I’m jealous! Do you have any idea how much I wish I could be in her shoes—in her hat?! That’s like a dream come true!”

I… I wasn’t sure I ever saw Guide get so excited over something before. Her voice was full of excitement like a little kid who just woke up on Christmas morning to a ton of presents. Or maybe a better comparison would be like a kid who learned some cool dinosaur facts and was excitedly reciting them to their parent. Whichever comparison was more appropriate, she was pretty cute despite the extremely sexual and vulgar topic.

“Scientist!” Guide shouted, grabbing onto Scientist’s shoulders to turn her and look her straight in the eyes. “You’re really smart, right? You invent stuff and create things, right?”

“No,” Scientist answered. “I studied phenome⁠—”

“You need to invent a shrink ray to shrink me down so that I can fit inside of a hat inside of Player’s inventory! Or actually… if you shrink me down… I could just live in his underwear instead… and… what would that be like? Getting to live in his underwear? I’d want to use his balls as my bed, but… if he’s standing up, wouldn’t I slide off and get crushed by them? Wait, that might not be so bad… being smothered by them all the⁠—”

I placed my hand over Guide’s mouth to silence her. Of course, she immediately retaliated by lewdly licking at my palm and fingers.

But it had to be done.

When I looked at Ninja, her face was pure red and she looked even dizzier than Gnome did as a result of all the lewd talk.

“You okay, Ninja?” I asked.

“Y-yes, my lord,” Ninja answered. “It was… overwhelming, but I am fine!”

I sighed and took my hand away from Guide’s mouth. “What’s gotten into you? You seem extra perverted.”

Guide looked confused that I even had to ask. “What do you think? I just discovered that it’s theoretically possible for me to turn into a pocket pussy.”

“Guide… you’re weird.”

Guide smiled and pressed her lips against mine for a kiss before saying, “I know, but you like it, don’t you?”

“Well, you’re not wrong.”

“Also, you were gone for longer than I thought you’d be, so I was worried and missed you.”

“Don’t you always worry and always miss me?”

“True.”

“I think you’re just extra horny.”

“Probably.”

I sighed and set Gnome’s hat down on the table. “I don’t know how to feel about her life basically being tied to me summoning her as a weapon. She basically doesn’t get to exist outside the hat unless I summon her, and that takes up a party slot. It doesn’t look like she can leave the hat to do what she wants outside of it on her own, either.”

Guide looked like she was thinking some more perverted thoughts, but she kept quiet.

“With Mimic and Gnome now… both of them are way stronger than any of us. More health, more defense, they do more damage—none of us can compete. It would probably be the smartest choice to keep using Mimic and Gnome in the party, but… then I can’t invite any of you to the party.” I looked at Ninja. “Mainly you, since you like to go out with me.”

I caught Ninja looking a bit sad with her ears drooping down, but she shook her head and forced herself to smile when she saw me look at her. “That—that is alright, Lord Player! Your safety is the most important! If the others are more capable, then you should take them with you! I will stay here to protect Lady Guide and Lady Scientist!”

That was the smartest, most logical thing to do. Mimic and Gnome could easily kill anything available to me at the moment, except maybe bosses.

It was the most logical choice—the most correct choice.

Nobody would argue against that.

When one’s life was on the line, was it not obvious to use the strongest possible help? If somebody was being attacked by a bear and they had the choice between a pistol and a shotgun, they were going to reach for the shotgun every time.

Sure, there were people in games who would go to fight the final, hardest boss with the basic starting weapon—I did that before myself—but those people’s real lives weren’t at risk. If they were in danger of actually dying, they would always pick the toughest armor and strongest weapons.

But… maybe not always.

Most people probably would. However, there were plenty of daredevils out there who would purposely put themselves in extreme danger just for fun. There were probably some humans out there who would unironically try to fight a gorilla while naked and drunk just for fun.

The thrill of a challenge, even if it meant their probable death, fueled them.

Being as safe as possible was smart, but was that what was expected of me?

Doing everything right did not guarantee success. If anything, doing everything perfectly was proven to still result in failure.

Purposely choosing to be inefficient didn’t sound like the right thing to do, either. I doubted that purposely being stupid was the right choice.

So, going out of my way to make the most logical choices probably wasn’t a good idea, and doing the same with bad choices wasn’t going to be any good, either.

Then what was I supposed to do?

Purposely perfect was wrong. Purposely flawed was wrong.

I looked the others over again and found my eyes drawn to Ninja who still looked a bit disappointed despite what she said.

I didn’t want to try and be perfect, nor did I want to be wrong, but… I did want to cheer Ninja up and make sure that she still felt included and useful.

It might not have been the most logical choice, but it wasn’t a horrible one, and it was one that would make the woman I cared about happy.

“I’ll miss watching you be a badass,” I told Ninja, causing her to smile but also making her ears droop even more. “That’s why you’ve still got to come with me every now and then.”

Her ears perked up despite shaking her head at first. “But—but my lord! I am not as capable as them! I may have more experience, but… in this world, experience is not as important as ‘stats.’ For your own safety… you should make use of Lady Mimic and Lady Gnome.”

“One, if experience wasn’t just as if not even more important than stats, then I wouldn’t be here right now because Mimic would have eaten me when I first met her. I also would have failed against the bosses. Two, it doesn’t matter. Even if you were less experienced with worse stats than them, the important thing is that you want to help me, right?”

“That—that is true…”

“Also, as far as I know, I can’t equip Mimic and Gnome with anything. But I will be able to equip you with items, if I’m not already able to, and that will give you even stronger stats than them.”

“I—I see. But, until you are able to increase my stats beyond theirs, then⁠—”

“Then I’m going to have you help me anyways.”

Ninja’s wagging tail gave her true reaction away.

“I think the best thing I can do right now is to just do whatever I feel is… honest? Instead of worry about what’s technically the best option, or purposely trying to not do that, then I just have to do what feels right even if it might not be the smartest. And making sure that you don’t feel left out feels like the right thing to do.”

Ninja’s tail wagged even more as I talked, and she eventually smiled and nodded. “Thank you for your consideration, Lord Player. If that is the decision you have made, then I will gladly serve at your side as your retainer.”

“Already give up on trying to change my mind?”

“It—it is obvious you refuse to…”

“Good.” I looked at Guide and Scientist who had been listening the whole time still. “If either of you have any thoughts about that, I’d be happy to hear them.”

Guide showed me a relaxed smile and said, “I think that’s the right choice. As long as you are doing what you believe is right, then nobody can blame you if you make the wrong choice, and you won’t have any regrets.”

“Disagree,” Scientist said. “It is still possible for others to blame your decision making when you make the wrong choice, and people have regrets after following through on their genuine feelings all the time. However, this applies to all possible decision-making methods.”

“You could have just told him to follow his heart, you know.”

“I implied that he may as well.”

“If you’re just going to tell him to do it anyways, you don’t have to make it sound bad first.”

“I am giving him more information to work with. The more information one has, the more informed of a decision they can make, even if it is the same decision they were already planning on making.”

I kind of agreed with Guide, but I couldn’t blame Scientist for being a scientist. “Thanks anyways,” I said. “Both of you. Now, to move to a bit of a lighter topic… how do you feel about fish?”

“Fish?” Guide asked. “Did you bring back a fish girl, too? Is she hiding in your pockets somewhere?”

“Alright. That’s it.”

There was only one way to react to Guide continuing to be Guide, and that was to take out my latest weapon, equip it, and smack it against her head.

“Get bonked, Guide,” I said as my [Pool Noodle] rested against her face.

“Oh my, Player, don’t you already smack my face with enough big, long, hard noodles?” Guide teased in response. Then, to take things to the next level, she grabbed the sides of the noodle and seductively traced her hands up and down it almost as if she were jacking it off.

“You should have expected that,” Scientist said. “If you hit her with something that is even ten percent phallic, such a reaction is to be expected.”

“Is a pool noodle really ten percent phallic?” I asked.

“To the average person, it will probably fail to appear even one percent phallic. To Guide, it may as well be five hundred percent phallic.”

I took the noodle away from Guide once she started licking it. “Guide, I think you need a break from sex. You’re becoming a succubus.”

Guide shrugged and smiled. “Alright. If you think so, then I’ll have faith in you. No more sex!”

“W-wait, that easily?”

“Hmm? Is something wrong? That wasn’t supposed to be a bluff or anything, right? If you think I’m getting too lewd, then obviously I would be happy to tone it down and give you a break until you’re ready for more.”

“I…”

“Don’t worry, Player. I’m perfectly capable of being wholesome and innocent.”

“Lord—Lord Player,” Ninja said, holding onto my arm as she nervously looked toward Guide. “Something feels wrong…”

“Nod,” Scientist said before grabbing onto my other arm. It felt like she just wanted to join in on the arm holding for the heck of it since she saw Ninja do it. “I do not detect even one percent of lustfulness in her eyes.”

Guide dismissively waved her hands at us. “Oh, stop it. You’re silly. I like non-lewd things too, you know. Besides, we really have been nothing but horndogs lately. It might be a nice change of pace to embrace our more innocent desires!”

Mimic then wrapped her arms around me from behind, resting her chin down against my shoulder as she whimpered, “Master…”

Even Mimic was scared of a potentially non-lewd Guide.

And at that point, Guide’s act dropped. “Wait… if even Mimic is joining in… do you seriously all think I’m just a permanently perverted woman or something?! I was just joking and thought it would be funny to see how long it takes for Player to break… but… if Mimic is scared… maybe I seriously do need to tone it down…”

I reached forward with my right hand, which was attached to the arm Scientist refused to let go of, and gave the top of Guide’s head a couple of pats. “Just follow your heart. Do whatever you want as long as you believe that it’s genuinely the right thing to do.”

“That’s nice and all, Player, but I’m noticing that you’re not admitting to just playing along at thinking me being innocent is creepy.”

“I’m… I’m following my heart.”

“Alright. That’s it. Sex and degeneracy are officially banned until everybody’s perception of me changes. As fun as it is being a pervert, I don’t want everybody to think I’m just a pervert. Oh, that gives me an idea.”

“You don’t have to worry so much about it.”

“Too bad. Anyways, my idea.” Guide then pointed a dramatic finger at me. “Let’s go exploring together! Me and you. Tomorrow. I’ll show you just how cool and non-lewd I can be.”

“Are you sure that you wouldn’t rather stay here and pass the time⁠—…”

“Pass the time doing what, Player?”

“You… you know. Pass the time, uh…”

“Please, Player, tell me what you think I would pass the time by doing.”

“Uh…”

“Go on. I’m waiting. I’m sure you can think of me doing something other than being a degenerate.”

“W-well…”

Guide narrowed her eyes at me. “I’m going with you tomorrow.”

I was forced to admit defeat and sighed. “Alright.”


Chapter Eighteen




To my genuine surprise, Guide was serious about dialing back on the lewdness. We didn’t do anything even slightly sexual despite sharing the bed like usual.

It was then that I realized why she wanted to try waiting until I broke. Being in a bed with Guide, Ninja, Scientist, and now also Mimic, without doing anything even slightly lewd with them, was painful. Especially after doing things with them multiple times a day every single day lately. I wanted nothing more than to partake in my carnal desires with them, but… I felt like doing that would be an insult to Guide after she insisted on asserting her innocent side.

So I resisted.

And it hurt.

But I managed.

That being said, once it was morning, I remembered to actually cook the fish for us that I forgot to do the night before. I… also remembered that Gnome was in my inventory that entire time. I felt pretty bad about that since I had no idea what existence was like for her when she was just living inside of a hat inside of my inventory that might as well have existed in a pocket dimension as far as I was concerned, but she didn’t seem bothered at all. She just acted like normal once I took her out of the inventory and summoned her to check on her.

But aside from that, once we all enjoyed some roasted fish, we went through with Guide’s determination from the night before.

The two of us went out exploring together.

Mimic was pretty disappointed that she wasn’t going out with me, but Ninja was insistent on keeping Mimic company and training with her. That helped Mimic cheer up a bit.

As for Gnome—well, she just remained in my inventory since she didn’t seem to care and I wanted to have some one-on-one time with an innocent Guide.

“So! What’s the plan?” Guide asked. “Got any more dungeons to clear? Any monsters to hunt? Stuff to mine? Forests to deforest?”

“Uhh, not really. But I figure we can just… go walk in a different direction than where I’ve gone before.”

“Hmm… is that it? Come on, let me show off. I’m sure we can find some dangerous trouble to get into.”

“I thought you wanted me to avoid unnecessary danger?”

“It’s alright since I’m here.” Guide looked into my eyes and winked. “I’ll keep you safe, my princess.”

I gave her a mocking swoon in return. “Oh, my brave knight, thank you.”

“Anything for you, m’lady.”

“I know we’re being stupid, but that was still too cringe.”

“Heh. Alright, but seriously. What’s the plan? I’m sure there’s something you’ve got to do still while we wait for the other NPCs to show up.”

“Speaking of which… that’s taking longer than I thought it would. They should have shown up and moved in by now.”

“Well, maybe they’ll have moved in by the time we get back from our duo adventure. Oh, I know. Why don’t we try getting you some upgrades?”

“Actually, if either of us are going to get upgrades, it should be you. Let me try something.” I took my flamethrower out of my inventory and handed it over to Guide. “Can you equip this?”

Guide took the flamethrower, pointed it in the air, and pulled the trigger.

She managed to actually shoot it. Flames came out and everything.

“Alright. In that case, it seems like you can already equip weapons and armor. Normally that would include accessories, too, but Dungeon Master said he’d nerf NPCs by only letting them equip weapons and armor. I just didn’t think you’d be able to already. It took some quest progress to unlock that in the game.”

“Hmm, I see,” Guide replied.

“That means I should get you some new gear. You like using a bow, right?”

“Yep!”

“Alright, then let’s get you a bow and armor. I can just go back to the house real quick and get those crafted for you.”

Guide shook her head. “I appreciate it, but let me earn it. I don’t want to just… benefit from everybody else’s hard work. Is that alright?”

It’d be a bit of a waste of time, honestly, because she wanted to go and farm materials for upgrades that we already had. Honestly, I could make her the best basic metal armor and a great bow to go with it within a few minutes thanks to all the mining I accomplished.

But Guide wanted to earn it herself.

That was inefficient, but if it was what her heart wanted, then I wanted to make her happy.

“Alright,” I said. “Then I have an idea. You were always the guide to my player, so now I’ll be the guide to your player. For the rest of today, you get to be the player, and I’ll be your helper. So, in that case.” I cleared my throat before putting on my best instructor voice. “You should chop down some trees to gather resources. Dangerous enemies come out at night, and you will want shelter to keep yourself safe.”

Guide’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “Thank you, my kind guide! I’ll make sure to go do that right away! Though… I don’t have an axe.”

“Oh. Right. Here, give me the flamethrower back.”

Guide handed the flamethrower over, causing her default bow to reappear only to disappear again once I handed her my axe.

“There,” I said. “Now you can go and begin your journey!”

“Got it!” Guide replied.

And so, Guide began her journey as the player for once.

It didn’t take long for Guide to develop a new sense of respect for me.

“My—my arms… they’re so tired,” Guide groaned after chopping down her second tree. “You… you’ve cut down dozens of trees… how?”

“You get used to it,” I answered. “I felt exhausted the first day here, too. Don’t forget that.”

“I remember you being tired… but you were this tired? And you kept pushing yourself despite that… I should have made you rest even more than I did.”

“But I couldn’t, remember? I had to make sure we were prepared for the bosses.”

“Ugh… you’re right. But to think you went and kept pushing yourself despite feeling this way. You’re even cooler than I already knew, Player.”

“I had you to protect, so there was plenty of motivation to keep me going. Now you get to be the one motivated by me. Go on, Guide. Go chop down some more trees, build a house, and protect me.”

“You know, if we’re really switching roles for the day, you should be encouraging me to rest already.”

“Unfortunately for you, I’m a harsh guide. I expect the entire world to be conquered within the next few hours. The fact that you’re not already digging straight down to the bottom of the world isn’t good, either.”

“You’re evil.”

“I believe in you, Guide.”

Guide stuck her tongue out at me. “Unfortunately, I can’t store things in my inventory or craft like you can, so you’ll have to handle that part for me. Can you make a bench and some wooden armor for me?”

“Sure.”

One [Wooden Workbench] and set of wooden armor later, and Guide was decked out from head to toe in wood just like I was.

“Congratulations, you get an achievement for equipping your first full set of armor,” I teased.

“Oh? Sweet,” Guide replied. “Though… it’s not very flattering. It kind of looked cool on you, but…. I feel lame wearing this.”

“You feeling lame wearing it makes me feel like you thought I was lame while wearing it.”

“You’re too cool to be lame.”

“Then I feel the same way about you.”

“Aww. Well, then I guess I feel less lame. Alright! So, I need a better bow now, which means I need some silk and ore. I already have the basic bow, so it’s time to move up to the next tier.”

“Sounds like a plan. Want to go to the usual cave, or want to find your own?”

“Haven’t you already picked your cave dry at this point?”

“… right. New cave it is then. Well, pick a direction you want to walk in and let’s hope we find one.”

Guide gave me a little salute before randomly walking off… not realizing that she was walking toward the usual cave.

“You might want to pick a different direction,” I said.

“This way goes to your cave, doesn’t it?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Oh. Alright, then let’s go… this way!”

And so, we had a new direction to walk in.

It took a while, but we eventually found another cave entrance that I hadn’t plundered.

Guide was overflowing with excitement when she saw some unbroken pots sitting at the entrance.

“Player! Pots! Do I get to break them?!” Guide asked like an excited child.

“Yep,” I answered. “You’re the player today. That means you get to break the pots.”

“I’ve always wanted to try breaking them! Okay, okay. Calm down, Guide. You’ve got this. But… how should I do it? Should I shoot an arrow at them? Or try hitting them with my bow? Maybe push them over?”

“Just break it however you want.”

“Player! This is my first time ever getting to break a pot! This is a huge event! I have to put more thought into it!”

“Fair enough. Alright, what about… oh. I think I know the perfect way to break a pot for you.”

There was really only one way to handle Guide’s first pot breaking.

A door.

I crafted a door and placed it right next to the pot. That way, when she opened the door, it would swing into the pot and break it.

“How’s this?” I asked.

Guide… almost looked ready to cry when she saw it. “It’s—it’s perfect, Player. You’re too good for me…”

“Thank you for having such low standards.”

“My standards are higher than you know.”

It was finally time for her to break the pot, so she opened the door.

The door swung into the pot and knocked it over!

…

But it didn’t break.

At least, it didn’t break until Guide shot an arrow at it and then quickly put her bow away to pretend like she didn’t just do that.

“Wow, what a perfect first time,” I praised. “Congrats on breaking your first pot, Guide.”

Guide looked at me with a triumphant smile. “Now I’m a real pro.”

“It’s true. Every pro gamer has broken a pot at one point or another.”

“Heh. Now, if you wouldn’t mind, could you… keep the cave lit up for me since I can’t place my own torches?”

“You’ve got it.”

Guide proved to be even more capable than I had assumed. I knew she knew how to use her bow, but she was pretty good at dodging enemy attacks, too. In the original… that wasn’t the case at all and she—well, he, would often die to simple monsters. But here, with just a bit of a sweat, Guide managed to avoid most attacks while killing any potential enemies that came at her.

All I did was place down torches while following her and collecting the loot from her kills.

Before long, there was enough [Spider Silk] to turn into [String] for a bow, but she still needed some ores.

She got pretty lucky by finding a decent vein of gold, too. She’d get to skip the earlier bows to go straight to having a golden one.

But there was a problem for her.

All that gold needed mined out still.

“H-hey, Player, that’s a lot of ore I need to mine,” Guide said. “Maybe… we could take turns? My arms are still pretty⁠—”

I took my pickaxe out to hand it over to her. “Here you go.”

“Pl-Player?”

“You know how many times I had to do all the woodcutting and mining all on my own?”

“B-but… I would have helped if I could!”

“And I’d help you if I could, but… you know, somebody has to protect you while you mine.”

“Player… my arms…”

I placed one of my hands on her left arm. “Good luck.”

“I’ll remember this, Player. Me and my arms won’t be forgetting this anytime soon.”

“What a shame.”

Little did Guide know that her torture wasn’t even close to over.

“I… I can’t… my arms… they’re going to fall off,” Guide whined after mining the last of the gold out from the wall. “Please… please tell me that’s enough…”

“It’s actually more than you need,” I answered. “Good job.”

“Then why didn’t you stop me?!”

“Well, it’s good to have an excess of ore.”

“I’m going to die.”

“Hi going to die, I’m Player.”

“You’re so lucky you’re cute.”

“I know.”

“Hmph… hurry up and make my new bow for me.”

“But how am I supposed to do that?”

Guide blinked. “What—what do you… oh. Oh no. I… I forgot.”

“Come on, Guide. You still need a furnace to melt all the ore into bars, and we need an anvil to make a metal weapon.”

“Player… maybe—maybe we should head back to the house. The others probably… uh… really miss us.”

“I wouldn’t want to interrupt their bonding and training. Anyways, go and mine some stone while you’ve got the pickaxe so that we can make the furnace.”

“Player… please…”

“I would, Guide, but I know you’ll be upset with me later if I give in and let you take the easy way out.”

“Ugh, you’re right, dang it.”

“Good luck.”

Guide sounded like she was about to cry when she said, “Thank you.”

Guide’s progress slowed down the more she strained her arms. Honestly, I felt pretty bad for her at a few points, but she was insistent on accomplishing her goal. All she needed to do was make the bow, too, and then we could go back.

But in order to do that, she had to mine enough stone to make a furnace, and then she had to go mine more metal ore to make an anvil. It was only after she did both of those that I was finally able to make her new weapon for her, a [Golden Bow]. I still only had a [Wooden Bow] for myself.

“Here you go, Guide,” I said, handing the bow over to her. “Good job. You did great.”

Guide, who now had bags under her eyes as she struggled to lift her arms up to grab the bow, could barely even smile. “Th-thanks…”

“How are you feeling?”

“Like death. I can barely even enjoy this… but I am happy.”

“Good. Ready to head back now?”

“Yeah… I think so. I’m ready to not move my arms for the next few days. You’ll feed me, right?”

I was tempted to make a perverted joke about “feeding” her, but I resisted out of respect for her behaving the entire day. “You’ve got it. You’re going to get spoiled just like how you spoiled me during my rests. That means lots of massages and pampering.”

“I’m happy to hear that, but I’m even more tired than I am happy. Just… let me shoot something with my bow… then we can go back.”

“I’ll give you a special treat on the way back.”

It looked like my words gave her a bit of energy back as she readied her bow and looked toward a giant ant on the other side of the cave. Then, even though she was as tired as she was, she drew her bow and loosed her arrow at the ant, nailing it right in the side of its head. She then followed up with a couple more quick arrows to finish it off. “That… literally took the rest of my energy.” Her arms fell to her sides. “I’m ready for my treat now.”

“Did you even enjoy getting to use your new bow?”

“Honestly, no. I’m too tired.”

“That’s alright.” I crouched down in front of her with my back to her. “Here, hop on. This is your treat. I’ll carry you back so that you can rest.”

“But… it’s so far. And I’m not… heavy, but that would still be a long way to go with me on you.”

“I’ll be fine.”

“Well, I feel a little guilty, but I’m too tired to refuse. Should I… ride on your back or your shoulders?”

I patted my shoulders.

“You better not drop me.”

“I won’t.”

With that, Guide climbed up onto my shoulders and hung her legs down over my chest.

I was actually kind of surprised by my own ability to stand up without any issue. Sure, she wasn’t heavy, but I never carried somebody around on my shoulders before.

I also made sure to place my hands on her thighs to press them a bit tighter around my head, to… keep her steady.

“I would complain since I’m sure you have some lewd intent with my thighs,” Guide said, “but I’m too tired to care. Enjoy my thighs while you can. I don’t want anybody touching me once we’re back.”

“You’ve got it, Guide. Good work today,” I said.

“Thanks.”

“Have fun?”

“Before my arms felt like they were being dipped into magma as a sacrifice, yes.”

“Want to do this again sometime?”

“I’ll stick to escorting you next time.”

“Weak.”

“I know.”

“I’m just kidding. You did way more than I did on my first day. I probably pushed you a bit too far.”

Guide shook her head. “You’re always fighting and gathering for our sake. One day of killing my arms is nothing compared to that. Then again… you did have me, your nice, caring Guide, who encouraged you to take breaks instead of giving you task after task… and you also spread all this work out over the course of a couple days instead of doing it all in half of one…”

“Look at it this way. You have every right to get revenge on me however you want now, whenever you want.”

“I’ll be remembering that. That’s for sure.”

Since she already sounded like she was about to fall asleep, I focused on walking us back to the base.

It was a pretty fun mini adventure with her. Not only that, but… it gave me a new perspective. Having her do all the work of gathering, I felt kind of… useless. I felt like all I got to do was stand around while she did all the work even if I did contribute by guarding her as she mined.

Was that how the others felt?

I never thought they were useless for even a second. I was extremely appreciative of them guarding me to the point where I didn’t get to kill anything myself, even if they ended up making me feel kind of useless.

So, I felt useless whether I was the one killing or gathering.

Were they the same?

I’d have to start making my appreciation more obvious in case they also felt that way, and giving myself some more credit would probably be good, too.

But for the walk back, I focused on enjoying Guide’s thighs around my head.


Chapter Nineteen




Me and Guide were probably about halfway back to the base when I noticed something was off.

“Hey, Guide, how you doing?” I asked, giving her thighs a squeeze.

“Still tired… why?” Guide asked in response. “Something up?”

“We’re being watched.”

Guide looked around. “How can you tell?”

“I saw something sparkle for a moment in the distance. Like how in some games, enemy snipers—you can see their scopes sparkle to give you an idea of where they are to help counter camping.”

“I’m not sure I get the reference, but if you think we’re being watched by a sniper… are we in danger?”

“I don’t think so. They would have taken a shot by now, I think. I’m pretty sure I know what it means, though.”

“Yeah?”

“We finally found another NPC. Or well, the NPC found us.”

“And which NPC would that be?”

“The gunsmith. Their weapon is a sniper, and the sparkle I saw in the distance makes me think of a sniper, so.”

“Oh. Makes sense.”

“You really sound tired.”

“Player, I can barely stay awake right now.”

“Alright, well, I was going to ask if I could set you down to go check on the potential gunsmith, but if you’re this tired, I don’t want to leave you alone. I just don’t know why they’d be looking at us through their scope, and hiding, instead of—wait. The gunsmith. I’ve forgotten most of the NPC personalities because, after the first few runs, I just skipped all the dialogue… but… if I’m remembering right, then… shit. How did I forget that?”

“Hmm? Forget what?”

“The latest update to the game made NPC intros a bit more… interesting for the most part. Instead of just randomly moving in when there’s an empty house, they’ve got specific conditions to trigger to make their entries a bit more dynamic. It was a pretty controversial update since some of the conditions had to basically be purposely triggered, like the gunsmith’s, because they were totally avoidable if you were any good at the game. I thought they were a bit distracting, and there was an option to toggle dynamic entries off, so I turned it off and forgot that was even a feature after going through all of them once. If that feature is toggled on, then the reason NPCs haven’t moved in yet is because I haven’t triggered their spawning conditions beyond the basic requirements.”

“Ooh… I see.”

“And if I’m remembering the gunsmith’s entry right… alright. Guide, I’m going to take you back to the house and get you some rest. Then I have to go be a masochist and let myself almost die, alright?”

“You what?” Guide suddenly sounded far more awake. “Player.”

“I have to. I promise I’ll be safe, alright? I’m just going to let a slime hit me a few times until I almost die.”

“Player…”

“Trust me, I don’t want to get beat up by a slime, but I have to let it happen.”

Guide grumbled and gently kicked her feet against my abdomen. “You better be safe. Take healing potions and be ready to heal as soon as you’re done getting beat up.”

“I will. Alright, let’s get you back to the base. I could go for an upgrade of my own.”

Alright.

After dropping Guide off at the base, leaving her in the arms of a concerned Ninja, I explained what was going on and went back out in search of a slime. I had Mimic come with me, too, since she looked like she was going to cry if I didn’t let her after already spending most of the day away from her.

Mimic then looked like she was about to cry again after I explained to her that she wasn’t allowed to kill a slime. Once we found one, she looked like it was taking every ounce of her willpower to resist sending a tentacle out to kill it.

But when I saw the glistening of a potential sniper scope in the distance again, I knew what I needed to do.

Well, I was pretty sure that I knew.

“Stay there, Mimic,” I said, causing Mimic to grit her teeth and nod.

I’d have to let her go on a killing spree later to get that out of her system.

Anyways, once the slime saw me, it hopped straight toward me and eventually crashed into my chest with a bounce attack.

Thanks to my armor and increased health, that was nowhere near as dangerous as it used to be. It was going to take a good few more hits before I almost died.

It still hurt a surprising amount, though. It felt like I was getting punched hard in the chest every single time it bounced into me. Even though I had armor on, and even though it was just a slime made out of—well, slime, it still hurt.

It also took a while. Maybe it was because I was at actual risk of dying to a slime at first, but when I first arrived to this world and fought my first slime, it felt way faster. Now? The slime felt so… slow. There were a few seconds before its attacks that felt like waiting an eternity.

Eventually, though, the slime did take my health down to about thirty percent.

One more attack would be enough if I was right.

The slime bounced up, throwing itself toward my chest, and knocked me down to only about twenty percent health left.

Nothing happened, though.

I thought the intro event triggered at twenty-five percent health, but maybe I had to be attacked again while at twenty-five percent or lower?

One more. After that I would down a quick potion and kill the slime.

I just had to wait for the slime to actually attack me with its annoyingly slow animation.

Any time now…

There.

The slime hopped up, ready to try and kill me while having no idea that I would just down a health potion before it could kill me.

But it exploded before it could reach me.

A bullet. A very large bullet. It tore straight through the slime’s body and flew past my side between my arm and my torso.

It was extreme overkill, but it confirmed what I believed.

After the gunsmith’s conditions were met, like owning a gun and having an available room to move into, he would wait until the player character was about to die by an enemy and make his introduction by killing any non-boss enemy attacking the player with a single bullet.

The gunsmith was supposed to be a he, anyways. But, because of the mod I had…

The person who came out from the distance with a massive sniper rifle resting up against their shoulder pointing into the air was a woman. A pretty small woman, too. Actually, she was smaller than I thought she’d be. Was she supposed to be that small? The rifle was bigger than she was!

“Better be careful, kid,” the girl said, retaining her old, gruff personality despite looking like a young girl. Well, not too young, thankfully. There were some mods that… made NPCs look questionably young. This girl was almost there, but could still pass as an adult, fortunately. And as far as her personality went, she sure talked like an older man. “It’s dangerous out in these parts.”

I wanted to tell her that I was well aware of that, but I resisted. I’d let her have her cool little intro. “Wow, thanks for saving me. I almost died.”

The girl stopped in her tracks and stared me straight in the eyes. Each of her pupils looked like crosshairs, she was dressed like a sort of steampunk cowboy, and she looked… extremely unimpressed with me. “Was that supposed to be acting? You don’t look grateful at all! What the heck?! Come on! Do you have any idea how long I’ve been waiting for that moment?! I’ve been watching you for over a day now! And you made me save you from a slime? A slime?! That wasn’t cool at all!”

I was wrong.

She didn’t have the personality of an older man at all. If she did, then that must have been a really whiny older guy.

“S-sorry?” I said. “I’ll be honest, I was just trying to get you out of hiding.”

The girl slouched forward and sighed. “I’ve been watching you through my scope… for over a day… waiting for the perfect time to be cool and save you… and I ended up saving you from a slime… I was wondering what the heck you were doing letting it hit you over and over like that, and I started worrying that you fell asleep standing up somehow… but you were just… purposely letting it happen to trick me.” She looked up at me with tears in her eyes. “How could you?!”

“I’d apologize, but I already did.”

“I’d make you apologize, but you already did! I can’t even stay mad at you because you apologized so quickly! At least make me threaten it out of you! Give me my chance to have a cool intro back!”

“I regret to inform you that I’m not able to give you the impossible, but if you want, we could go find something bigger to kill so you can show off.”

Her crosshair eyes sparkled just like her sniper scope did. “Really? Something big? Can I shoot it?”

“Yes.”

The excited squeal she made after hearing my answer was pretty adorable.

I didn’t waste any time and invited her to the party with me and Mimic. The girl seemed so focused on getting to kill something that she didn’t even realize Mimic was with us, and Mimic just spent the entire time checking out the new girl as we walked toward the boss summoner.

I ended up spawning The Watcher for us. I figured that would be a satisfying enemy for our new ally to use her gun on.

“Alright,” I said as the giant eye roared and flew toward us. “It’s all yours.”

The girl smiled and aimed her rifle at the approaching boss. “Don’t take your eyes off me, kid. I’ll show you what it means to be a⁠—”

Mimic, stealing the spotlight, jumped up onto The Watcher. She then turned her legs into spikes, digging them into the top of its body to keep her in place as her arms turned into spiked tentacles that repeatedly stabbed the boss over, and over, and over again in rapid succession.

She must have really been waiting for a chance to kill something after having to wait and watch the slime almost kill me.

“Where—where did she come from?!” the new girl asked, her voice full of despair. “She’s stealing my kill!”

“She’s been with us the whole time, you know,” I said.

“She—she has?!”

“Shouldn’t a sniper have some more situational awareness?”

“I—I was so busy watching you that I didn’t look for anybody else…”

“I don’t know whether to feel flattered or to judge you for that.”

“What the heck?! Why would you judge me?! We just met!”

“Aren’t first meetings usually when people are most judgmental?”

“Well…”

“Also.”

“Also?”

“You seem easy to bully.”

“What the heck.”

The Watcher fell to the ground in front of us.

Ever since I encouraged Mimic to attack using tentacles, she got really creative with her body and killing enemies with it. Part of me felt like she was going to be getting nerfed somehow, because she was already overpowered before she started making tentacles left and right. Now that she was using tentacles and changing her body parts like this, she was several times more OP than before.

“Tch, impressive, I won’t lie,” the new girl said. “But you didn’t use a gun, and guns are cooler than spiky tentacles!”

Mimic shrugged before hugging my arm and resting her head on my shoulder.

“I think Mimic got her bloodlust out of her system, so if you want, I can summon the boss again and let you solo it,” I said.

The girl took a deep breath and looked at me with determined eyes. “Bring it on.”

“Just be warned that the boss gets faster and stronger each time we summon it like this.”

“It’ll be no match for me, kid.”

“You know, being called a kid by somebody who doesn’t even reach up to my shoulders feels pretty weird.”

“You discriminating against me just because I’m short?!”

“Yes.”

“Tch… you’ve got attitude, kid. That attitude might save you someday, but be careful it doesn’t land you on the wrong side of a barrel.”

“I’ll try.”

I summoned The Watcher again and stepped back with Mimic so that it would focus on the new girl.

Honestly, I had no idea what to expect. Was she going to actually be a badass? Were we going to have to save her? Maybe summoning a boss and letting her solo it right away wasn’t the smartest choice, but… it did feel like the right choice.

And it turned out that it really was the right choice.

The Watcher charged toward her at full speed.

Rather than shoot the boss… she aimed her barrel down against the ground, jumped up, and shot the ground. The blast was powerful enough to send her flying up into the air, allowing the boss to fly under her, and she was quick to chamber another round that she shot straight into the boss’s center mass from above.

It didn’t look like she did much damage, but she was definitely badass, and she still had more of those showy moves to let us watch.

Rather than ever go on the offensive, it felt more like the new girl was always defending herself. All of her attacks came as counterattacks that she launched while dodging the boss’s attacks. It was a very reactive fighting style rather than a proactive, which I didn’t expect from somebody using a sniper rifle, but it looked cool.

Really cool.

But even if she was fighting with a giant sniper rifle, she was still an NPC using her default weapon, meaning that she wasn’t able to deal enough damage on her own to kill the boss.

“Hey, Mimic,” I said. “Want to try a combo attack?”

“Master?” Mimic asked with a tilted head.

“I’ve got an idea for something pretty cool, I think. It’s inspired by what you did.” I brought out my chainsaw. “I need your help for it, though.”

Mimic nodded. “Master!”

“I need you to throw me.”

“Master?”

I revved up the chainsaw. “Hold me, jump up into the air, and throw me toward the top of the boss.”

Mimic looked back and forth between me and the boss before nodding and wrapping her arms around me.

The next thing I knew, we were in the air.

Mimic let go of me to grab my arm instead, spun around in the air, and threw me with all her strength straight toward the boss.

I… was going to be in trouble if we missed with just how hard she threw me, but Mimic had some pretty good aim and led the throw perfectly.

And it was thanks to her throw that I managed to hit the boss chainsaw first. From there, I dangled off the side of the boss as it thrashed around trying to shake me off, but that didn’t stop the chainsaw from tearing down the side of its body while spraying blood all over me.

I didn’t consider that part.

But the spray of blood aside, the boss died before I could finish cutting down through it.

“Hey! You stole my kill!” the new girl shouted. “I thought I’d get to solo it!”

“You took too long,” I replied. “But seriously, we were going to be here for a while. We have to get you a better gun.”

“Tch… that’s not fair. I mean, sure, I appreciate the help, because that was taking way longer than I thought it would, and what you did with that chainsaw was really epic, but still! Did you even watch me try to show off for you?!”

“Of course I did. You were awesome. The way you used your gun to shoot yourself up in the air was awesome.”

A light blush colored her cheeks. “He-heh. Good, so you were watching. Well, as long as you saw me show off, I guess that’s all that matters.”

“You’re really easy to please. You went from complaining about me stealing your kill to blushing and acting all shy.”

“Would you stop calling me out? Respect your elders, kid.”

“I look older than you.”

“And? Some dogs are still tiny even after a decade while others are massive within a year! Just because I’m a little breed and you’re a big breed doesn’t mean that you’re older than me! Look at my face!”

I looked at her face. It was petite and cute. “Am I supposed to see a sign of age or something?”

“Look at my beard!” She pointed at her hairless chin.

“What beard?”

“My beard! My awesome beard! And my twirly handlebar mustache! I—wait.” She felt her face. “Where’s my hair?”

“You… you realize you’re a girl, right?”

She blinked a couple times before dropping her rifle so that she could check out her face with both hands. “Hey, kid, where’d my hair go?”

“I might have modded it out to turn you into a girl.”

“Hold on. Hold on one minute. Hold on one gosh darn minute. I don’t think I’m supposed to be a boy, but I know I’m supposed to have a beard and mustache!”

“If I had to guess… the problem is that the mod that turned you into a girl didn’t change your dialogue at all, and your dialogue still referenced being proud of your hair. All the mod did was change your model. You would still be proud of your beard and all that even while looking like a girl without any facial hair.”

“See, I’m fine with the whole girl thing, because as far as I’m aware, I’ve always been a lady, but… my hair. I know I’m supposed to have a beard and ‘stache, but there’s nothing! What am I supposed to do?! I feel like my entire life is a lie! This body is all wrong!”

“Because there’s no mustache?”

“Exactly!”

“What if we draw one on for you?”

“Hmm… well, a drawn mustache is better than no mustache. Alright, kid. I’ll place my fate in your hands.”

“You’re a weird one.”

“H-hey, I don’t want to hear that from a kid who I only just met.”

I had no idea how she was going to interact with the others, but I was looking forward to finding out.


Chapter Twenty




Me, Mimic, and our new friend returned to the base.

The new girl was pretty impressed by the sight of the airship once it came into sight.

“Now that’s a beauty,” she said. “Bet it’d be nice to snipe from its deck while flying over some targets.”

“I’m sure you’ll get the chance to do that before much longer,” I said. “Now that I know NPCs won’t show up unless I trigger their events—well, the ones who have events to trigger and don’t get found out in specific places, we can start exploring with her. Also, your bedroom is on her.”

“Good to know, kid.”

“You can just call me Player.”

“Hmm. Kid Player.”

“That… sounds like a potentially really dangerous combo.”

“Player Kid?”

“It’s better than Kid Player at least.”

“Hmm. Player Boy. I think that one has a nice ring to it.”

“It’s close to playboy, but I’ll take it. I probably can’t deny being one given the situation anyways.”

“That so? You a playboy, Player Boy?”

“Well, I’ve got four girlfriends. Five if we count the pocket pu—I mean, Gnome, in my inventory.”

“You’ve got a girlfriend in your pocket?”

“Change of topic.”

“Hmm. Well, whether it’s four or five, that’s quite a few girlfriends there. I suspect you’ll be wanting me to be the fifth or sixth.”

“What makes you so sure of that?”

“I’m cute. A girl like me with a big ol’ gun who knows how to handle herself in a fight—what’s not to love about me? I bet you’ve already fallen for me. Little do you know that I’ve got some pretty high standards, Player Boy. I won’t fall for you so easily. You’ll have to try your hardest to win me ov⁠—”

“Lord Player!” Ninja shouted once she saw us, running out to meet us outside the wall. She stopped right in front of me with closed eyes and a slightly lowered head, making it extremely obvious what she wanted.

Naturally, I pet her head.

“What… what the heck is—I mean, who the heck is this?” the new girl asked.

“This is Ninja,” I answered. “She’s one of my girlfriends.”

“You’ve got a cute, fluffy girl like this already?! What the heck! She’s way cuter than me! How am I supposed to compete with her?! Going for me would be a downright downgrade!”

Ninja opened her eyes when she heard the new girl on the verge of tears. “Is—is something the matter?”

“Yeah! You! You’re too cute! The heck!”

“I—I am… Lord Player and Lady Guide would be upset with me to refuse your claim, but I do not feel it is true even so…”

“Cute and modest! That’s even better than cute and proud like me! Ah… I’m doomed, aren’t I? I don’t have any fluff like you… I’m not as cute… I’m not as modest… you’re better than me in every way.”

Ninja shook her head. “I—I may not even know who you are, but I am sure you have many wonderful traits! You need to believe in yourself! And if you do not believe in yourself, then please allow Lord Player to help you discover what is so wonderful about you as he has helped me! Lord Player and Lady Guide will praise you for your qualities until you are forced to believe them!”

“Ugh… the positivity… it’s burning me. I already knew it was hopeless, but now it’s like I’ve been sentenced to rolling a boulder up a mountain for all of eternity…”

“A—a boulder?”

The new girl looked up at me and said, “I… I understand now. That’s the reason why you aren’t flustered around me despite how cute I am. You’re already used to such an adorable girl that having an old lady like me around is nothing… and I don’t even have my mustache. I bet if I had my mustache, I’d be irresistible to you…”

“I promise it’s not the lack of mustache,” I said.

“Nonsense, it has to be. Everybody loves a good mustache.”

“It’s really not the mustache.”

“Don’t bother. I know the truth. No matter how much you try to make me feel better, I’ll always know that it’s because I don’t have a mustache.”

“I—I apologize to interrupt, but,” Ninja’s tail wagged as she interjected herself into the conversation, “do you have a name I can call you? Or a title since we seem to be going by those instead?”

“You can call me No Mustache. Mustache-less. Zero Mustachio.”

I sighed and said, “Call her Gunsmith. That’s the NPC she is, so calling her that will fit in with everybody else.”

“Lady Gunsmith!” Ninja shouted. “Please, do not distress over the lack of a mustache! You are very… very cute even without one! You should be proud! I wish I could be as cute as you!”

I expected Gunsmith to talk more about how Ninja was cuter or something like that, but… instead, Gunsmith giggled and rubbed the back of her head. “Shucks, really? Heh… I guess I am pretty cute, especially if a cute girl like you thinks so.”

“Aren’t you too easy to please?” I asked.

“What the heck is there not to be pleased about? A super cute girl just called me cute! She obviously has to know what she’s talking about when she’s such a prime example of cuteness!”

“I can’t argue with you there. If Ninja says that something or somebody is cute, then she has to be right because of just how cute she is herself. She’s like the queen of cuteness.”

Ninja’s ears and tail shot straight up when she heard that. “The—the queen of cuteness?! My lord! I—I am no such figure! Please, do not say such embarrassing things!”

“See?”

Gunsmith nodded. “I couldn’t compete with this in a million years. Calling you Ninja Girl would match what I’m calling Player Boy, but Ninja Cute has to be it. There’s no other choice.”

Ninja whined as her tail happily wagged behind her. “I will never understand why you all enjoy teasing me in such a way…”

“That just makes it even better.”

It was my turn to nod. “Exactly.”

I might have been bullying Gunsmith a little before, but now that we were both faced with Ninja? It was impossible for us to not get along with just how cute Ninja was.

“How’s Guide doing?” I asked.

“Ah! Good! Her arms are very sore, but she is resting in bed now!” Ninja answered. “She fell asleep before I could even set her down.”

“I can’t blame her for that. What’s Scientist up to?”

To answer my question, Scientist poked her head out from behind the wall. “Listening to your conversation,” she answered.

“How long have you been there for?”

“Since you returned.” She then stepped out from behind the wall and said, “Will Gunsmith be joining our relation⁠—”

“What… what the heck,” Gunsmith said. “Don’t—don’t tell me you’re dating this beautiful lady, too!”

“Yep,” I answered. “She’s Scientist. My other girlfriend.”

“A cute girl with animal ears and a tail… a smart-looking lady with a cool coat… a cute girl and a cool beauty… I really am doomed. What’s next? You’re going to tell me that you’re also dating this maid-dressing bombshell of a monster back here?!”

“Oh, yeah.” I pulled Mimic closer and wrapped an arm around her. “This is Mimic. She’s also my girlfriend.”

Mimic nodded. “Master!”

Gunsmith took a step back with a look of despair written on her face. “Doomed… I’m doomed. Not only did I totally fail at making a cool entrance… but you already have a bunch of beautiful and cute girls… and I don’t have my mustache…”

“I promise I don’t mind the mustache thing,” I said. “It really, seriously, genuinely has nothing to do with anything.”

“It has to do with my pride as a woman! What kind of cute girl can I be without a mustache?!”

“I’m pretty sure mustaches aren’t associated with girls being cute. Not even with men being cute.”

“Mustaches are the embodiment of everything that is aesthetically pleasing! They are cute! Cool! Hot! Sexy! Beautiful! Handsome! Adorable! A mustache is the greatest pleasing aesthetic! Nothing can compete with it!”

“Counterpoint.” I reached over to Ninja and groped her nearest ear. “Dog girl ears.”

“Darn… you may have a point. If I had ears like that, then I might not need a mustache.”

“You don’t need one even without dog ears.”

“But since I don’t have them, I’ll need my mustache.”

“Scientist, help.”

“Amused giggle,” Scientist said. “You two seem to get along very well.”

“Do we?”

“The energy of you two makes me think of her as your little sister.”

Gunsmith looked at Scientist with a pout. “Is that supposed to be a short joke? I’ll have you know I’m older than Player Boy. In spirit. And I’m bigger than him. In spirit. If anything, I’m the cool, beautiful, cute big sister.”

“Interesting theory, but the evidence contradicts it.”

“Tch… if that wasn’t enough to convince you, then I’m doomed. I have no idea how to outsmart a smart-looking lady like you.”

I sighed again. “You really give up easily with these things, don’t you?”

“I wouldn’t have to give up so easily if I had my mustache. A mustache not only makes somebody more aesthetically pleasing, but it makes them smarter, too.”

“I’m pretty sure it doesn’t work that way.”

“You know what they say. The bigger the mustache, the bigger the brain.”

“Literally nobody says that.”

“If I said it, then I’m sure others have said it!”

“Agreed,” Scientist said. “It is unlikely that she is the first person to ever utter those words in that order. Across all of humanity in all potential alternate realities, I theorize at least one other person has said that before.”

“Scientist,” I said, “you really don’t have to stretch that far to give her a point.”

“I must do my best to get along with her. That means helping her just as I help you.”

Gunsmith sniffled. “You’re so kind, Scientist Beauty…”

“Satisfied smile.”

Wait a second. “How come Ninja gets to be Ninja Cute and Scientist is Scientist Beauty, but I’m just Player Boy?” I asked.

“Because you’re just a boy,” Gunsmith answered. “Your name is Player and you’re a boy. Player Boy.”

“Alright, then what about Mimic?”

Gunsmith looked at Mimic. “Mimic Boobs.”

“Don’t just make the other half of your name for her boobs.”

“Mimic Maid.”

“That sounds like a popular lemonade and orange juice brand.”

“Well, that’s what I’ll be sticking with. Player Boy, Ninja Cute, Scientist Beauty, and Mimic Maid.”

Well, I actually kind of liked Mimic Maid, but… that was just because I also liked the brand of lemonade that it reminded me of.

I doubted Mimic would mind if her nickname from Gunsmith reminded me of lemonade, though.

“Anyways, Gunsmith, why do you keep saying you’re doomed? I know you feel that way because of the others, but doomed in what way?” I asked.

“Doomed from hooking up with you, obviously,” Gunsmith answered, sounding as if it was such an obvious answer that I shouldn’t have ever needed to ask. “If there are two things I know, they’re: one, mustaches are⁠—”

“Next.”

“—the greatest physical appearance modifier in all of existence; and two, as an NPC, I’m supposed to fall for you and want to marry you.”

“Is that really programmed into you?”

“The mustache thing? Of course.”

“I promise I will never mean to ask you about mustaches.”

“Oh, then the marriage thing? Yeah. Well, I know I’m supposed to like you and want to marry you and all that. You’re the hero, right? The protagonist? The player? I know I’m supposed to only exist to support your story. That means being open to hooking up with you.”

“Well, don’t worry about that. You can do whatever you want, including having zero romantic interest in me.”

Gunsmith looked hurt I would even say that. “It’s—it’s because I don’t have my mustache, isn’t it?”

“Please.”

“I knew it…”

“Please, for the love of God, don’t⁠—”

“What’s even the point of being a cute girl if I can’t have a mustache?”

I sighed and placed my hand on Ninja’s shoulder. “I’m going to go take a nap with Guide.”

“Is—is everything alright, Lord Player?” Ninja asked, resting her hand against my arm.

“Yeah. It’s just… if I hear this girl talk about mustaches for even ten more seconds, I’m afraid that I’m going to start dreaming about them. I don’t want to dream about all of you with mustaches.”

“Ah… very well! I will do my best to engage with her and her mustache obsession in your absence!”

“Feel free to change the subject every time she tries to talk about mustaches.”

“That would be rude, my lord!”

“Sometimes a bit of rudeness is necessary in life.”

“Only the pig who need rely on its grunts believes in necessary rudeness.”

“Explanation,” Scientist said. “I believe she means that being rude is never necessary. I agree with this theory.”

“I’m going to break,” I said. “The new girl is going to break me within an hour.”

I only had one hope left.

I looked at Mimic.

Surely, Mimic would be on my side and⁠—

…

“Uuuuoooooogggghhhhh!” Gunsmith shouted. “What a magnificent mustache, Mimic Maid! Such length! Such thickness! It is even prehensile! A true mustache amongst all mustaches!”

Mimic… gave herself a tentacle mustache.

“I see,” I said. “It all makes sense. This is punishment. I’m being punished for being mean to Guide and encouraging her to work so hard. The more her arms hurt, the more I have to suffer mustache-induced pain.”

All I could do then was walk into the house to go take a nap with Guide.

Hopefully, by the time I woke up, I would discover that it was all just some weird dream.


Chapter Twenty-One




My day got even worse.

I… I dreamed about mustaches. I dreamed about being violated by Mimic’s tentacle mustache.

She slid her tentacle mustache all over my body and made me experience sensations I didn’t even know were possible.

I woke up in a cold sweat because of that.

“Thank—thank God it was just a dream,” I said. “So help me if that awakens anything in me…”

“Having fun dreams without me?” Guide asked.

When I turned my head to look toward where her voice came from, I noticed her on her side directly next to me, her eyes locked onto me. “Were you watching me sleep?”

“Of course. I woke up and noticed you sleeping next to me. Was I just not supposed to watch you sleep?”

“I feel like the normal person’s answer to that would be yes.”

“Oh, I wasn’t aware any of us are normal people.”

“That’s fair. Anyways, I wouldn’t say it was a fun dream. It was more like a terrifying nightmare. Have you seen the new girl yet?”

“I heard them talking out there, but I’ve been too lazy to get up. My arms are still killing me. They feel better than they did earlier, though.”

“The sped-up healing is pretty convenient, isn’t it?”

Guide nodded and sighed. “Unfortunately, it helps me understand why you’re willing to put yourself in danger so frequently. When it’s possible to heal this fast… well, you don’t exactly have to worry about long-term injuries, do you?”

“Not really. I still want to try being more careful, though.”

“Good. How about you? You had to let yourself get hurt earlier, didn’t you?”

“It was just a slime hitting me in the chest over and over.”

Guide lifted a couple of fingers up to her lips, kissed them, and then placed them against my chest. “I’m too lazy to move enough to actually kiss you, so you’ll have to accept this for now.”

“That’s already more than I could ask for.”

“So, what’s the plan now?”

“Well, I’m… not sure.”

There was a lot to think about and a ton of potential routes to take. “I wanted to try skipping progression. The airship was supposed to be used for that. But I don’t know what to do now. That was when I wanted to get stronger as fast as possible so that I could protect everybody better. It felt like the most logical, high-risk high-reward option. I also made that decision while I still felt guilty about Ninja getting so hurt during the last boss fight. But now that it’s been a few days, combined with what I learned from the last soul I learned from, then… maybe that’s not the best thing to do. Really, what I want to do is to retire from all of this and just hang out together until I die of old age. Have a little farm and peacefully build stuff until the end of time. But I can’t trust that Dungeon Master wouldn’t send new threats our way, and they also basically implied that the only way to really make sure that I stay with all of you is to ‘win’ this game. Neither of those options feel like… what I believe is the right thing to do according to my heart, but I have no idea what my heart believes.”

“Quite the conflict. I understand, though. After all, I’ve been feeling the same.”

“You have?”

Guide rolled onto her back and looked up at the ceiling. “What do I really want? What do I believe is right? I’m not like you, Player. I’m an NPC. I don’t have any real life or family or history or anything. I was created with, as far as I know, some vague sense of fake memories to make me feel enough like a real person without actually being one. I’m not real, but I want to be. How do I accomplish that? Should I act like I feel I’ve been programmed to? I feel like I should—like that would be the most natural thing for me to do, but… does anybody want to be what they were designed to be?”

“You know I won’t say to follow other’s expectations. If I believed in that, I’d be my parents’ slave.”

“But at the same time, I have no idea who I want to be then. Being the cool, collected guide who helps the player on their journey with random bits of advice is what I was designed to do. Doing that makes me feel like I don’t have the right to consider myself anything more special than a programmed script. So, I’ve been trying to embrace the horny degenerate role. Why? I don’t know. Maybe it just felt like acting like a pervert being as sexual as I can was the easiest way to set myself apart from what I’m supposed to be like. But… I leaned so hard into that because of how easy it is that it feels like it started to get annoying. And I didn’t like everybody thinking I’m just some pervert. Sure, being a pervert is fun and all, but… it doesn’t really feel like who I am.”

“You don’t want to be what everybody else expects you to be by default, but you also aren’t comfortable purposely acting in contradiction of that because it doesn’t feel natural.”

Guide nodded and sighed. “Yeah. Exactly. Who am I? Really?”

“You’re Guide,” I answered. “That’s all you need to be.”

“You know it’s not that simple.”

“Yeah, but it’s still true. All you need to be is yourself, whatever that is, and I’ll accept you no matter what you choose to do. If you want to be the traditional guide, I’ll accept you. If you want to be a super horny pervert, I’ll still accept you. Something in-between or something else entirely, I’ll accept you. What matters to me is that you’re happy with yourself. And you can take as long as you want to discover yourself.”

“Honestly… I hoped earlier would help me with that. Instead, the whole time, it felt like I was struggling against who I really am. I’m not supposed to be the player. You’re the hero of our story. Not me. It felt wrong to try and fill your shoes for a day.”

“It might not have worked out in the end, but it was still within your right to try.”

“I suppose. Part of me is tempted to ask you what you want me to be. I could always try to be who you want me to be instead. But… that wouldn’t be right. You shouldn’t model yourself based on what somebody else wants, I think.”

“Right. You shouldn’t. Even if you’re in love with the person and just want to make them happy, would you really be happy with yourself? And if anything happens to that person, then you’re screwed.”

Guide narrowed her eyes at me. “Don’t imply anything bad might happen to you.”

I narrowed my eyes back at her to tease her. “You know what I mean.”

“I know, but still.” She sighed. “I guess neither of us know what to do.”

“We sound perfect for each other. A couple of indecisive people who have no idea what to do, so they’re just being lazy in bed together.”

“Hey, I’m recovering. My arms are still killing me even if they’re recovering faster than they should be able to, mister. You’re the only one being lazy.”

“Hey, I’m recovering.” I made sure to copy her tone. “You don’t understand the mental exhaustion induced by mustaches I had to go through.”

“You poor thing.”

“I know. Thank you. Anyways, I think you should pay attention to right now.”

“What do you mean?”

“Listen to you. You’ve just been talking about your feelings. You’re not being the usual know-it-all guide. You’re not being a horny pervert. You’re just… talking openly and honestly about your feelings. Isn’t this a good show of who you really are?”

“I don’t know how to feel about you implying that me being confused and indecisive is who I really am.”

“The point is that you’re not simply following your original script, and you’re not trying too hard to be something that you’re not. You’re just being you. This feels natural. Normal.”

“When you put it that way… I guess you’re right. This is nice. Just… talking normally.”

“Sometimes it takes people their whole lives to figure out who they really are. Somebody might not realize what their sexuality is until they’re in their thirties or forties. Maybe they don’t find a belief system that really resonates with them until they’re fifty. Maybe they find it in their twenties. Maybe somebody discovers their passion when they’re eighty. Everybody moves at their own pace. Just keep trying out different things. Look for new experiences and try out anything that stands out to you. And if you ever feel like taking a break to be lazy, then do that. There’s no rush to self-discovery, and trying to rush it will probably just give you false-positives.”

“You’re too good for me, Player.”

“No, you.”

“No, really. You’re amazing. I think… that was exactly what I needed to hear. As long as I’m with you and the others, then I’m happy even if I don’t really understand myself, and I’ve got the whole rest of our lives to figure myself out.”

“And the best part is that you don’t have to be a burger-flipping or code-typing wage slave draining away all your energy from life while wanting to figure it out. Imagine having to work a full-time job while wanting to figure that out.”

“Worrying about you is already a full-time job.”

“As much as I don’t want you to worry about me, it always makes me happy knowing you do.”

Guide pouted before rolling back onto her side and leaning forward to kiss me. “Thank you, Player.”

“Glad to be of service,” I answered and then kissed her back.

“Now, allow me to ask you a question.”

“Go for it.”

“What do you want to do? Disregarding wanting a peaceful life with us, and disregarding trying to rush progression to better protect all of us—if this were the game as you normally play it, what would you want to do?”

“So, what would I want to do if I was just playing this like a normal game with no risks attached to it?”

“Right.”

“Well, I got all the mods I did because I wanted a harem by marrying everybody.”

“You’re already working on that. What else?”

“True… what else… uh… oh. I think… maybe not. I was going to say collect literally everything, but… I like the idea of that more than actually doing it, and I already did it once. Honestly, I wouldn’t really say there’s anything in particular that I’d want to do with the game. I’ve already done everything. The only thing I haven’t done… which I actually got to experience with you earlier today… I got to be the guide. I always played this game by myself, so acting like your guide earlier felt like I was playing multiplayer. It felt like I was helping out a noob learn how to play the game. That was actually really fun. I felt kind of useless, but I had fun. Watching you get excited was more fun than what I had with the game in years.”

“Oh? Then maybe that’s what you should do more. Instead of worrying so much about all this other stuff, just have fun teaching us how to be the player instead. Besides, you can view it as training us. The better trained we are, the more helpful we’ll be, the higher the odds of our survival, right? That way, you can indulge in having the fun mentor experience while also feeling like you’re doing something productive for all of us.”

“Yeah, I think that’s a good way to look at it that won’t let me feel too guilty. Besides, if we basically party up and go through normal progression with one of you acting like the player, then we’re going to naturally progress anyways. Huh. That feels like a really simple solution to all of this. Was it really that easy to figure out? All I have to do to be somebody’s mentor while they progress like normal?”

“Sometimes there are easy solutions staring us in the face that we’re too blind to see for silly reasons.”

“Apparently. So, you want to be my student?”

“No.”

I looked at her with a teasing smile and poked her arm. “Come on, you don’t want to work your arms out even more?”

“I will become the most annoying, degenerate pervert who has ever existed if you try to make me swing an axe one more time. I will act so perverted that you learn to hate sex and never want to cum again just because the idea of it will make you cringe too hard.”

“I—I was just joking.”

Guide flashed a teasing smile at me. “Good. Besides, you have three more girls out there who can take on the player role. I’m happy getting to sit at base worrying about everybody.”

“I think I know what to do then. We’ll find out who wants to be the new ‘player,’ or ‘players,’ and set sail with our ship. We’ll go find a new spot to settle down at that I haven’t already cleared out, and we’ll start their journeys there. Then we’ll let them go through normal progression until they’re caught up with me. That should only take a day or two, honestly.”

“Sounds fun. Are we finally moving then?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“I’ll kind of miss this little house of ours.”

“Same, but with how fast our group is growing, we need some more space anyways. Might as well officially move onto the ship.”

“Mhm, I agree. After my arms no longer hurt.”

“Yeah, and once I’m over my mustache PTSD.”

“Let’s continue being lazy in bed together for now.”

“Deal.”


Chapter Twenty-Two




We followed through with what me and Guide decided after all.

We were, basically, going to start over. Once Guide felt good enough to move, we packed everything up, officially moved onto the Skywolf, and lifted off for the first time.

As for our chosen “players,” they turned out to be Ninja and Gunsmith. Scientist had zero interest in going out fighting and gathering. She was happy just to watch and study from a distance.

And as we soared just over the trees with the Skywolf, we realized just how massive the world apparently was. It took several hours of flying in a straight line just to finally find a new biome, and it was just the mountain biome. That was basically the same as the generic forest biome but with mountains. It was nothing special. It did look nice, though.

It was the second day of our voyage when we actually found a place that Ninja and Gunsmith wanted to start over at. Or well, it was more like Gunsmith decided on it. Ninja was basically just going along with whatever Gunsmith decided.

Gunsmith chose a pretty good spot, too.

She had been scanning the horizon with her scope while we flew, and, thanks to that, she led us toward a great three-in-one spot.

We stopped the Skywolf over a large hill surrounded by trees at the bottom of it. To the east and south was more forest. To the west, though, was a vast desert. And to the north… the ocean.

Three biomes in one area, and they were great for giving the girls a solid progression order.

And progress they did.

On the first day of our new start, they chopped down enough trees and collected enough stone to build a decent little fortress at the top of the hill, and they fought a respawned The Watcher at night.

On the second day, they discovered an entrance to a cave at the bottom of the hill and began a proper spelunking trip, resulting in them gathering enough ores to build an anvil and get some upgrades to their armor and weapons. They fought a respawned Slime Monarch at night.

On the third day, rather than continue linear progression, they decided to spend the day with a plan that Gunsmith came up with. She wanted a faster route to the cave than having to climb down the hill first, so the three of us spent the entire day building a shaft that led from their hilltop fortress down into the caves. There was enough rope from smashing pots to create a long rope that reached from the top of the shaft down to the lowest point they explored, too, so it was easy to ride the rope straight down to the bottom. There were also spiraling stairs, though, just so that we wouldn’t have to climb up the rope whenever we wanted to return. Climbing up that many stairs was difficult on its own, but not as bad as climbing rope.

Then, on the fourth day, they spent it gathering more resources on the surface to build more layers of defense for the fortress. This included several sniper towers for Gunsmith that had elevated walkways between them.

I was the one who had to build everything, by the way. They couldn’t build. I just had to follow their instructions and place things down where they wanted them.

They fought a respawned Zombie Goliath at night and managed to take him down with ease. Ninja seemed especially satisfied with getting revenge on it from the last time they fought.

Honestly, the two of them made a great team. Ninja was the close-range melee expert with her sword while Gunsmith focused on long-range attacks with her sniper. Unlike Mimic and Gnome who fought over the same enemies, Ninja and Gunsmith complimented each other by covering whatever the other lacked in.

As for Mimic and Gnome, during all of this—well, since Ninja and Gunsmith needed to be in my party to act like the players, Gnome was basically stuck in my inventory while Mimic stayed at the new base with Guide and Scientist. Scientist, meanwhile, continued with the research projects that gave us all boosts.

And Guide?

Guide was still trying to figure things out for herself whenever she wasn’t closing doors for fun. The new fortress gave her a lot of doors to open and close, too.

I also caught her drawing in her journal a few times, but I didn’t bring it up. She always closed her journal whenever she noticed one of us were around her, so I figured she wasn’t ready to show us what she was drawing yet.

And me… well, I wasn’t entirely convinced that we were doing the right thing as far as the “game” was concerned, but I was having fun. We were finally at the point of making new, normal progress since they got caught up to me in bosses, and we had a far better base to work out of now. Unlike me, who was satisfied with a square house and stone wall around it, Ninja and Gunsmith wanted a proper fortress.

It really did feel like I was playing with a couple of new players who still had high hopes and dreams and were full of ideas for what they wanted to do. I was a bit jaded and basic in that I knew how to minmax the game and lost interest in building fancy, elaborate bases like they wanted.

Now, on the sixth day of basically starting over, Ninja and Gunsmith were ready to explore new territory.

The desert.

“All I see is a bunch of sand and cacti,” Gunsmith said as we stood in the western tower with her. With her scope, she was easily able to scan the distant desert from her tower. “Wait… hold on. I think I see something.” She propped her sniper against the railing and then moved her head away from the scope. “Look. Just look straight through the scope. You should see it.”

I motioned for Ninja to go first since she was the other “player.”

“It looks… to be some manner of structure?” Ninja asked.

That piqued my interest.

If it really was a structure, then… it could be one of two things. It could be random ruins generated in the desert just for flavor… or it could be one of biome temples.

The desert temple.

And if it was the desert temple, then that sounded like a great next step in progression for all three of us.

“What do you think, Lord Player?” Ninja asked, stepping away from the scope.

I looked out toward the desert, but I couldn’t see anything of note from the tower. So, I leaned over and looked through the scope.

Surely enough, there was a structure. It looked like part of a tower sticking up through the sand with the rest of it buried below.

That confirmed it.

I didn’t spoil anything, though. A good mentor didn’t spoil new discoveries for new players.

“So, what do you want to do?” I asked them. I didn’t say anything about the tower nor what it was part of.

“You’re not as subtle as you think you are, Player Boy,” Gunsmith said as she looked me over. “I can tell you’re itching to go check it out.”

I shrugged. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Besides, I’m just here to help. You’re the players now. What do you want to do?”

Gunsmith narrowed her eyes at me before looking at Ninja. “What do you think, Ninja Cute? Want to check it out?”

Ninja’s tail was already wagging. “I do, but… perhaps we should take shovels?”

“Pickaxes double as shovels,” I explained. “Don’t question it.”

“Ah. Well, then we are already ready to go!”

“Sounds good. I’ll let the others know we’re going over to the desert.”

Gunsmith and Ninja both nodded before rushing down the tower’s stairs like a couple of excited kids.

I was really, really enjoying being their mentor. I still felt a bit useless at first since all I did was basically chaperone them, but once I got over that, I really started enjoying it. I felt like I was having more fun with the game than I had in years. Seeing them experience a bunch of firsts of their own let me live vicariously through them.

And now they were about to experience the desert temple for the first time, and if it was anything like my first time going in there… it was going to be an experience they wouldn’t forget.
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Chapter One




“So, there’re treasure chests with special gear and all that in them, right?” Gunsmith asked me as we approached the edge of the desert biome with Ninja.

“Yep,” I answered.

“That’s got me thinking. What if, say… there’s a mustache accessory I can wear?”

I froze in place when I heard that.

One, because of my PTSD from her talking about mustaches all the time. Two… because there was, in fact, a ‘toy mustache’ cosmetic accessory.

“Good thing that doesn’t exist,” I said.

That was when Ninja looked at me with a stern expression. “You should not lie, Lord Player!”

“How… how can you tell I’m lying?”

“Because understanding your body language and the nuances of your voice allows me to better serve you in the event that you have to relay a secret message to me.”

“Heh.” Gunsmith chuckled with her arms crossed over her chest. “Well, well, well. There really is a mustache accessory waiting for me out there, huh, Player Boy?

I looked Ninja in her eyes and said, “You have no idea what you have done.”

Ninja sighed a little and replied, “You are very dramatic when it comes to the topic of mustaches, my lord.”

Well, honestly, part of it was for comedic effect. I was pretty sure that Gunsmith wasn’t actually that obsessed with the idea of getting a mustache, either. She was just playing it up for laughs.

But at least part of her genuinely did want a mustache, and at least part of me was genuinely traumatized from how much she talked about mustaches. Well, maybe not actually traumatized. Just slightly annoyed.

Fortunately, the chances of finding a mustache were extremely low in the upcoming biome. That was something with a rare chance to be found in regular chests, and the biome-specific chests were going to override most of those.

Hopefully.

“Lord Player, is there anything we should know?” Ninja asked me. “I have never seen such a great sea of sand before.”

“See those tall green things?” I asked her.

Ninja looked at the nearest cactus and nodded.

…

I found myself in a horrible situation.

The point of going out with Ninja and Gunsmith, and letting them take the lead, was because it felt like I was playing the game for the first time again with some friends.

Friends were supposed to troll each other, right?

So, when with a total noob who never even saw a cactus before… wasn’t encouraging them to go poke it the obvious thing to do?

I really wanted to troll her. I wanted to tell her to go pet the cactus.

But Ninja.

She was like an excited, obedient dog who placed total faith in me and would never betray me nor expect me to lie to her. She would do it without a single moment of hesitation. If I ordered her to go and give it a poke, she would. And then she would take damage and get bounced back, and I would feel horrible, but… it would also be hilarious, and her unwavering faith in me would make it even funnier.

But then I imagined her ears and tail drooping from the betrayal. I imagined her looking at me with a shocked expression of betrayal on her face as she wondered what she did wrong for me to prank her like that.

“Hey, Gunsmith,” I said. “You ever seen a cactus before?”

“Them green thingies?” Gunsmith asked in response. “Ain’t never seen them before now.”

“Alright. Go poke it. It’ll be fun.”

“You want me to poke it?”

“Yeah. Just walk up to it and touch it.”

“Something’s suspicious about this. This some kind of trick?”

“I’m surprised. I thought what you lacked in height, you made up for in bravery.”

“Oi!” Gunsmith stomped her foot against the ground and pointed a finger up at me. “I’ll show you! You just wait right here and I’ll go poke that green baby-looking-tree thing over there so hard that it falls over!”

So, Gunsmith stomped off toward the cactus with fiery determination in her eyes.

“My lord, I suspect you have done something horrible, but to believe that would mean to believe you are capable of such an act,” Ninja whispered to me while Gunsmith marched away.

“Ninja, would you still love me if I’m a cruel sadist sometimes?” I asked.

“Of course, my lord! Well, it depends on the circumstances. Cruelty, at times, is necessary when waging war to prevent future suffering.”

“What about innocent cruelty just for fun?”

“Hmm. That is much harder to justify. It would depend on how severe⁠—”

“Y’owch!” Gunsmith shouted, prompting us to both look over at her just in time to see her get bounced back to fall on her ass. “This stupid wannabe tree hurt me! All I did was touch it and it hurt me!”

I couldn’t help but to laugh a little… until I felt a stare.

I slowly turned my head to the side.

“Lord Player,” Ninja said, staring at me with an unamused expression on her face.

“Ye-yeah, Ninja?” I asked.

“Did you know of this plant’s dangers?”

“I’m sorry.”

Ninja sighed and gave me a gentle little poke on my forehead. “One should strive to teach others who are less knowledgeable, not fool them.”

“But… her reaction was funny.”

“One should not find amusement in the pain of others.”

“Who’s a good girl?”

“This—this is not the time for that, and I will not allow you to distract⁠—”

“Ninja’s a good girl. That’s right, you are, Ninja. You’re a good girl.”

“Lord—Lord Player, please, do not⁠—”

“You’re the bestest, goodest girl, Ninja.”

Her tail rapidly wagged behind her, meaning that I successfully distracted her away from my cruel prank.

But while I might have manipulated Ninja into forgiving me via praise, Gunsmith wasn’t so easy to win over as she walked up to us and grabbed onto my wrist to drag me away.

“Hey, where do you think you’re taking me?” I asked her.

“Revenge, Player Boy. Revenge,” Gunsmith said. “That’s how we do it out in the plains. When a man draws a gun on ya and shoots off your mustache, you pull out your shotgun and shoot off his whole face.”

“That’s not a proportionate response! And did you really have to make it about mustaches again?!”

“When a gal loses her mustache, there ain’t no such thing as a disproportionate response.”

“You know what, I hope the cactus kills me just so that I don’t have to hear you talk about mustaches anymore.”

Gunsmith dropped me down in front of the cactus, on all fours, and kicked me in the ass hard enough to send me flying into it headfirst.

Surely enough, I got pricked by the cactus which did a whopping total of one whole damage to me and sent me flying backward via the knockback effect associated with taking any damage at all.

“My lord! Are you alright?!” Ninja shouted as she ran up to us, finally freed from the praise-induced stunlock.

“I’m fine,” I said before plucking a cartoonishly-oversized cactus needle out from my head. “They’re basically harmless. You walk into them, then they bump you and deal a single point of damage. They’re more of a surprise than anything.”

“Hoh, I see. Do they count as material for anything? Can we break them?”

I took out the couple of spare axes I kept in my inventory for them and handed them over. “You’re the players. Find out.”

Gunsmith, still looking annoyed by my prank, and Ninja took the axes and got to work. Each one chopped down a different cactus before sucking the drops up into their inventory and checking them out.

“Yep, looks like it’s a material alright,” Gunsmith said. “No idea what for. Wonder if I could make me a new gun with it.”

“Hoh… or enhance our fabric with it so that enemies who touch us may face harm!” Ninja proposed.

I had to blink when I heard both of their ideas.

They were both right. Those were valid options for using the material. Were those just lucky guesses, logical conclusions, or did they start developing their own gamer sense?

Whatever it was, I was impressed. The guesses might not have been that impressive for somebody who was familiar with sandbox games with item crafting and all that, but for two people who never played one before? Impressive.

Now, our main goal was that desert temple we spotted. It was the first proper dungeon for us to go explore and loot. The underground zombie lab was just a mini dungeon in comparison to it.

But something else caught my eye before we even got close to it after continuing onward from the cacti fun.

“See anything of note?” I asked the girls, prompting them to stop in their tracks.

Gunsmith and Ninja both looked around, and it was Ninja who spotted what I meant first.

“That?” Ninja asked, pointing at a patch of nearby sand that was much lighter than all the surrounding sand in color.

“That does stand out,” I said.

“It’s kinda suspicious,” Gunsmith said, drawing her gun and aiming it at the patch of sand.

“Lady—Lady Gunsmith? What are you doing?” Ninja asked.

“When something is looking suspicious, often the best thing to do is to trust your mustache⁠—”

Damn it.

“—and take a shot at it.”

I did my best to forget about the latest mustache reference as she took a shot at the suspicious sand. Surely enough, as soon as her bullet hit it, the entire patch of light sand fell and revealed an expansive hole reaching into a deep cavern below.

“Hoh, so this is what Lord Player wanted us to observe,” Ninja said.

“The edges are safe. You can walk right up to them without worrying about anything else falling down,” I said. “Just have to be careful of the light spots. Regular sand has sandstone underneath, but light sand has nothing. How that works, I don’t know.”

“Ain’t it obvious?” Gunsmith asked. “The stone beneath the sand blocks light, making the sand above it darker. But when there ain’t no stone beneath it, the light passes right on through.”

“I’m… not sure it works like⁠—”

Ninja cut me off by excitedly saying, “What a logical theory! And to come up with it so quickly! I would have thought you were Scientist were it not for the emotion in your voice!”

She had a point. It was always easy to tell that somebody wasn’t Scientist just by speaking with actual emotion in their voice.

Gunsmith decided to play along, though. “Nod,” she said, doing her best to mimic Scientist’s monotone voice. “I ain’t nothing if not the most logical gal around.”

“That was too long,” I said. “She would have said,” I cleared my throat, “‘I strive for peak logicality.’ Like that.”

“Hmm, pretty good, Player Boy. She does like to speak all concise like.” Gunsmith looked at Ninja. “You hear our impressions, now let us hear yours.”

“A-ah, my impression of Lady Scientist?” Ninja asked to confirm.

“That’s right! C’mon, let us hear it.”

“I—I see. Very well. Ah… ‘Excited smile. Please pet my head.’ Like… that?”

I smiled and asked, “Are you asking for me to pet your head? I thought you were supposed to copy Scientist.”

“I—I was! I did not mean to imply that I wish for you to pet my head! Not—not that I do not desire such a wonderful act, but⁠—”

Naturally, my hand found its place atop Ninja’s head between her canid ears. She stopped talking to instead nuzzle up against my hand as soon as she felt it against her.

“She really is the cutest thing around, ain’t it?” Gunsmith asked. “Well, not as cute as⁠—”

“Don’t say it!” I shouted to cut her off.

But I knew it was pointless.

There was no stopping the overdone joke from being told yet again.

Gunsmith smiled a smug smile, looked into my eyes, and finished what she was saying.

“—a mustache.”

“I’m throwing you down that hole as soon as I’m done petting Ninja,” I warned.

“Oh yeah? How’re you gonna throw me if I go and throw myself in?”

“What? What do you⁠—”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but I did when she jumped into the hole by herself.

Ninja was fast to break out from beneath my hand to look down the hole and check on Gunsmith before I could even properly react. Going by the fact that she sighed and her tail relaxed, Gunsmith must have been fine. “Please do not scare me like that, Lady Gunsmith!”

“Hehe. Sorry, Ninja Cute, but I wasn’t about to let Player Boy there toss me in!” Gunsmith shouted up from inside the hole.

When I made it back to the edge, I saw that she jumped onto some ground not too far beneath the entrance. There were multiple layers inside the cavern to check out. She just jumped onto the first one.

If she missed her jump, though… then she probably would have instantly died upon hitting the very bottom.

“Please be careful,” I said and sighed.

“Ain’t being an adventurer all about throwing caution out the window?” Gunsmith asked me.

“Alright. You explain that to Guide when we get back then.”

Gunsmith gulped as a bead of sweat rolled down her forehead. “A-alright. Maybe… maybe a bit of caution is necessary. You won’t tell her about this… right?”

“What do you think, Ninja?”

Ninja shook her head and said, “Lady Guide wishes to know all the details of our adventures, and so this detail shall not be left out of my report.”

“Ah,” Gunsmith said. “Crap.”

Gunsmith wasn’t really a part of our relationship yet. She was kind of like… an honorary member of it, but not a full-fledged member, since she just wasn’t ready for that yet.

But we all knew it was an eventuality, plus she was still our friend even without that, so Guide still cared about her taking care of herself as much as she cared about me and Ninja being careful.

That meant being reckless was punishable by Guide scolding.

I was on my longest streak yet of not getting scolded, not that my streak could defeat Ninja’s, but now Gunsmith would be taking my place as being the most recently scolded.


Chapter Two




Me and Ninja joined Gunsmith inside the cavern after I dropped some rope for us to climb down. Then, once we made it to Gunsmith’s level, I created a staircase with safety blocks on the side for us to go back up to the surface. The safety blocks were really just dirt placed like guard rails.

Then I decided to be extra paranoid and completely enclosed the staircase by giving it a roof and doors on the bottom and at the top. That way, once we were inside the staircase, we were safe from all directions with no chances of falling over.

I made it as Guide-approved as possible.

Once that was taken care of, we started to properly explore. That meant placing down torches and checking out the rest of the level we were on.

There wasn’t much of interest, honestly. It was mostly sand, sandstone, and some scattered pots here and there. But to be fair, we were still pretty close to the surface.

I didn’t need to point that out, either.

“There ain’t much,” Gunsmith said. “Guess we’re too close to the surface. There’s always better stuff deeper down, yeah?”

“You are right, Lady Gunsmith,” Ninja said. “Shall we find a way down?”

“Why find one when we can make one?” Gunsmith looked at me after saying that.

I should have expected that.

So, I ended up expanding that staircase until it went down a few different levels. Not quite all the way to the bottom of the cavern, but to about halfway down it. That opened up three more levels of exploration for the girls without having to mine to get anywhere new.

Speaking of mining, while they explored, that was what I did. Mine. There was nothing that I really needed, but having more materials was always good. Metals, even low tier metals, were rare compared to pretty much every other resource in the game that didn’t drop from monsters or bosses.

Plus.

While they might not have been all that valuable to right away… in the future, once it became possible to create metal alloys by fusing metals and other materials together, I could create blocks with those and use them for building defenses or upgrading the ship. Those alloys were the strongest blocks to build with in regard to tanking damage.

The weak metals didn’t really make any of the best alloys, but the weakest alloys were still stronger than all but the strongest raw metals. Plus, right now, the ship was still basically built out of stone with wooden decks. Getting some metal armor would be nice.

“My lord!” Ninja shouted from farther down the tunnel we entered. “We have found a chest!”

“I’ll be right over!” I shouted back.

They weren’t able to open chests on their own. That was something I had to do.

I made it just in time to see Gunsmith shoot a cave scorpion. Cave scorpions were not small, either. They were about the size of a large dog and their tails split into two, meaning they had two stingers instead of just one.

Not that the dual stingers were for anything other than cosmetic flavor.

“Tch, stubborn bastard,” Gunsmith said when her first shot wasn’t enough to kill it.

And before she could take another shot, Ninja appeared behind the scorpion and swung her sword down through its tail between the splits. She effectively sliced the tail open, lengthways, and then severed part of its backside as well.

Even through green bug gore splashed out toward her, Ninja managed to evade all of the mess and returned next to me without a single drop of bug guts on her.

The scorpion exploded into even more gore a moment later as Ninja’s attack was enough to finish it off.

When I looked at Ninja to praise her, I noticed she was already slightly bowing her head in my direction.

Was she doing that of her own will, or was she conditioned?

Time to find out.

“What are you bowing for, Ninja?” I asked.

Ninja lifted her head up with a confused expression. “I—I… am not sure. There is no reason for me to bow, yet… I did it without meaning to.”

Conditioned it was.

I placed my hand on top of her head to pet her again, prompting her to bow her head just like before so that it was easier for my hand to pet her. “Good girl, Ninja.”

“What the heck,” Gunsmith said. “I helped! Where’s my praise, huh?”

“Will you shut up about mustaches?”

“Never.”

“Then no praise until you never bring up mustaches again.”

Gunsmith took a step back with a shocked expression on her face. “How dare you! You monster! This is discriminating against all the mustached good girls out there who deserve praise and pampering!”

“Good thing you don’t have a mustache then.”

Gunsmith sniffled as a tear rolled down her cheek. “Why… why do you have to remind me of my cruel fate?”

Ninja grabbed my hand petting her head, led me over to Gunsmith, and placed my hand atop the other’s head. “She deserves praise as well, Lord Player!”

“I was just teasing her, don’t worry,” I said. “I always planned on petting her.”

“Such teasing is very cruel.”

“I know. That’s what makes it fun.”

Ninja narrowed her eyes at me just before Gunsmith shooed my hand away from her.

“It just don’t feel right,” Gunsmith said.

“What doesn’t?” I asked.

“The petting. Something is… missing.”

“Don’t.”

“Like it just ain’t enjoyable unless the whole package is complete.”

“Please.”

“I just can’t enjoy it until I have a⁠—”

Ninja spoke up to say, “Mustache?”

I was betrayed.

Ninja, my faithful guardian and girlfriend, betrayed me.

And Gunsmith looked so smug and proud about it, too.

“I’m going to go open that chest now,” I said. I would have made a joke about killing myself if there was a mustache inside, but that would upset Ninja, and Ninja would have reported that to Guide, too.

So, no suicide jokes.

As for the chest itself, it was actually one of the biome chests. A desert chest. Aesthetically, that meant it was colored beige and had some sand on it that would never leave it. Mechanically, that meant it had access to the usual loot pool for its tier of chests, but could also potentially contain biome-specific chest drops.

I opened the chest and⁠—

//[Pocket Sand] added to inventory!

It was a modded meme item.

But if I remembered its description correctly…

//[Pocket Sand]

//Accessory

//You automatically throw sand into the eyes of any enemies who attack you, blinding them for 1 second.

Yeah. It sounded like a meme, because it was a meme, but it was unironically kind of good, too.

Trapped in the middle of a horde of monsters, and it was basically worthless. All blinding an enemy did was make them move in a random direction for the duration. When faced with dozens of enemies who aren’t blind, blinding one of them didn’t matter.

But up against a boss, that could send the boss flying off in a different direction for a second to buy the wielder some time and breathing room.

There were also some potions and coins that came from the chest, but those were nothing new. Still, I dropped the potions and accessory onto the ground to let the girls go through them.

“Pocket sand?” Gunsmith asked since she was the one who got the accessory sucked into her inventory. “Hmm. Player Boy, what’s blinding enemies do?”

“Makes them randomly move around during it,” I answered.

“Not a fan. I like enemies moving in predictable patterns, not random ones.”

Ninja nodded along. “Minimizing chaos is preferable when engaging in battle oneself, unless against an opposing army in which case it is best to sow disorder amongst their ranks.”

“Yeah. Chaos is good if it disrupts a large force or if you want two groups fighting each other. But when directly fighting and going after targets? You want things to be nice and predictable.”

Hearing them talk made me feel pretty… stupid, kind of? What they said made perfect sense.

In the original game, the accessory was pretty nice. Sure, it wasn’t the best or anything, but it was something nice to have for players worried about getting hit and panicking from having a boss immediately following up on their attack.

But I didn’t use it since I preferred to just not get hit in the first place, and Ninja and Gunsmith had their own reason for not using it, so… it probably wasn’t a good item to use.

At least, not until I got the items needed to create a gun using that accessory.

That would be fun to use.

But for now, I was simply content with the fact that Gunsmith didn’t find a way to bring up disappointment in not finding a⁠—

No.

I wasn’t going to finish that thought because then I would jinx it.

I looked at Gunsmith.

“Something wrong, Player Boy?” Gunsmith asked me.

Good. I didn’t jinx myself. “I was just thinking that the accessory might not be useful for you two right now, but it will be later.”

“Ah. Hey, you know what would be useful right now?”

“Please, don’t⁠—”

“Some booze—what? What’d’ya think I was gonna say?”

“Oh, I—I was just going to say, ‘Please, don’t bring up booze. It’s been too long since I’ve had a good drink.’”

“Mhm. Sure you were. I bet ya ain’t lying one single bit right now.”

“I’ve never lied once in my life, excluding all the times I’ve lied for comedic effect.”

“Fortunately for you, Player Boy, I know how annoying beating a dead horse can be, so I ain’t gonna say what you’re so gosh darn afraid of hearing.”

“Thank you.”

“But I did know you were going to expect that and purposely subverted your expectations. Heh.”

“See, Ninja?” I asked. “If she’s going to bully me, then it’s alright for me to bully her.”

“You started it, Lord Player,” Ninja replied. “It is only natural for the one on defense to retaliate, and defending oneself does not justify the initial assault.”

“Ninja, you’ve been corrupted by Scientist into becoming logical.”

Ninja cocked her head to the side with a twitch of her ears. “But I have always strived for being logical, my lord. Those who side with logic are those who survive and thrive on the field of battle.”

“You sound like an internet atheist now.”

“An… ‘internet atheist?’ What is that? They sound like a powerful warrior if they wield logic as their weapon!”

I never thought Ninja would be able to make me cringe, but there she was. I had to turn away just so that she wouldn’t see my face.

My cute, adorable Ninja just praised internet atheists as being powerful warriors and wielders of logic.

I was going to go ahead and erase that from my memory.


Chapter Three




Most of the cavern was pretty boring. We did find another chest before long, but it only contained dupes of items we already had. Didn’t find any hearts or anything, either.

But the cavern went deep and we were only a little over halfway down it. The very bottom looked like it reached into the next layer of the underground, too.

That meant more dangers, but it also meant better chances at good loot.

It also meant flying enemies, though. The only cave scorpions in the first layer of the underground were ground-based. But down below, there were flying variants and variants who could shoot stingers from their tails, not to mention falling sand traps.

Actually, the more I thought about it… the more I realized I should probably warn the girls about the dangers down there.

If we were actually playing a game, I wouldn’t. I would let them go down, get potentially overwhelmed, or fall victim to a stupid trap, watch them die, and laugh about it.

But watching friends die wasn’t funny when it meant they would actually die.

If I didn’t say something, and then they got in trouble and died because of me, then⁠—

“Well, would ya look at that,” Gunsmith said. “That’s a new one for me.”

When I looked at what she was talking about, I saw her looking up at my face.

“Hoh, this is Lord Player’s concerned and conflicted face,” Ninja explained. “My lord, what is on your mind?”

“Well, if we go down there,” I paused and looked down at the bottom of the cavern. “If you go down there, there’s lots of dangers to watch out for, some of which might seriously cause you trouble. I don’t want to hold your hand and want to let you explore things on your own, but if something happens to you, then⁠—”

“Then you’ll feel guilty,” Gunsmith said.

“Yeah. Exactly.”

“Then how’s about this? Let’s find the middle approach, since I doubt things will be getting any safer from here on out. Let us know what kind of dangers we can expect, but don’t go into any specifics. And if you’re ever really worried, and I mean worried about us actually dying if we don’t know without even having a chance to protect ourselves, then let us know everything we need to know. Deal?”

“So then, if I tell you to be careful for flying enemies, ranged enemies, and ceiling traps, then does that give you enough hints without spoiling the surprises?”

“Heh. I’d say so. What’d’ya think, Ninja Cute?”

Ninja nodded and said, “I agree. Knowing the types of threats is more than enough.”

I was still nervous, but I wanted to believe in them, so I did. “Alright. Then I’ll continue working on the staircase down. Let me know if you need me to mine or open anything, and I’ll come back up.”

With that, the girls got back to exploring the other layers as I built the descending stairs.

The good news was that, by the time I finished building the stairs toward the bottom of the cavern, my inventory was nearly full of loot that the girls had me carrying for them. Monster drops. Blocks. Random items. Their inventories were extremely limited as NPCs, but mine was just as expansive as usual, and it was almost full.

That was a bit of a problem since it meant we’d need to head back before much longer, but I was fine with that. Why? Because it meant if I ever started feeling too uneasy about the situation, then I could use the excellent excuse of running out of inventory space to head back.

To be fair, I could just drop an extra stack or two of worthless blocks I had on me, but then I wouldn’t be able to use the excuse of having a full inventory.

Well, it wasn’t like an excuse was actually needed. If I told them I was worried and wanted to head back to rest for the day, then they would listen.

But we’d all feel a bit less disappointed if I used an excuse for it.

And it didn’t take long for a potential bringer of excuses to arrive.

A giant, flying scorpion came into sight with two tails both primed to launch stingers at us. It wasn’t quite on the level as a mini boss, but it was close. It was the rarest and most dangerous of the potential enemies for where we were.

And, because I was the “main player” and all, it focused on me first and shot its stingers at me from afar.

Too bad for the oversized scorpion that it was no match for how badass Ninja could be.

Ninja appeared in front of me with her sword drawn and sliced both of the stingers out of the air with a single motion.

I wanted to praise her and pet her head, but I wasn’t going to distract her while she was in combat mode.

“Our foe appears more capable than the rest of the rabble populating this cavern,” Ninja said. “Lady Gunsmith, please provide me with your support.”

Gunsmith let out an impressed whistle and said, “You’ve got it, Ninja Cute.” She then took aim with her rifle and fired.

Of course, there was no way that any monster was going to dodge a bullet from a sniper rifle. But even with a direct hit that caused the flying scorpion to let out a sort of chitter-y cry, it was still alive which proved it was more durable than most of the enemies thus far.

“Hoh, I see,” Ninja said. “A foe finally worthy of facing us together.”

I really, really wanted to praise her for how cool she sounded, but I resisted.

Unfortunately for them, they forgot one of the most important rules.

Some games taught players to never dig straight down.

This game taught players to never stop looking up.

While Ninja and Gunsmith focused on the new enemy ahead of us, two more scorpions jumped from the upper levels of the cavern to fall straight toward us.

I died plenty of times when I first started playing due to random enemies falling on me from above. It helped me develop a habit of frequently checking above me whenever I was underground without a roof above me.

I wrapped my left hand around Ninja’s waist to pull her away from one of the falling monsters while reaching my right arm up with my chainsaw equipped in its hand. The first scorpion landed where Ninja previously was and was quickly dealt with by Gunsmith taking it out from behind us while the other scorpion landed torso first onto my chainsaw.

Maybe it was obvious, but a scorpion wasn’t going to survive with its torso impaled by a chainsaw ripping it apart, and its body exploded into green chunks of gore soon after.

“Don’t forget to watch above you when you’re underground,” I told Ninja, who was now looking me in my eyes with a hint of red coloring her cheeks while my hand was still on her waist.

Though… it was kind of hard to see that she was blushing a little when, due to the exploding scorpion above us, both of us just got painted in green bug guts.

But she still looked cute even when covered in green gore.

“Now ain’t the time for flirting, is it?” Gunsmith asked, prompting us to look at the main threat again just in time to catch it shooting more stingers in our direction.

The cute, flustered expression of Ninja disappeared as her waist vanished from my hand. With a step forward, she cut the stingers out of the air again before lunging at the flying monster and swinging her blade down through its head.

As the monster exploded into gore of its own, Ninja gracefully landed on the ground, swung her sword out to the side to fling any gore off of it, and then sheathed her blade before turning to look at us with a proud smile.

“Gosh darn,” Gunsmith said, now standing at my side. “How’s she do it? That gal is covered in bug guts and still as cute a baby buffalo wearing a top hat.”

“A… what?” I asked. “I mean, you’re not wrong, but… cute as a what?”

“As cute as a drunken piglet mistaking a dog for its mother.”

“… what?”

“You might have yourself a few ladies, Player Boy, but you need to work on your smooth talk if you want to keep them happy.”

“I… don’t know if I need to understand those compliments to make them happy.”

“Here’s a simpler one for you.”

“At least say something normal.”

“She’s as cute as a finely twirled mustache.”

“Please go back to the drunken piglet.”

I found out how to keep Gunsmith from talking about mustaches.

All I had to do was get her to “teach” me about different ways to compliment women, which basically came down to comparing them to some kind of infant animal in an absurd situation.

A baby buffalo wearing a top hat.

A drunken piglet mistaking a dog for its mother.

A little bunny using a mushroom as a trampoline.

A kitten who robbed a bank, got arrested, but was found innocent due to being too cute.

After hearing those and more from Gunsmith, I had to admit that the compliment style was actually kind of growing on me. It sounded ridiculous and made no sense half the time, but it was… kind of fun. Though, it felt more like a fun game to come up with some absurd and cute thing rather than to give a genuine compliment.

Anyways, just like all other filth in the world we found ourselves in, the guts that covered me and Ninja were all gone by themselves by the time that we were done exploring the lowest levels of the cavern. That was the good news. The bad news was that we didn’t find anything else of interest down there. The girls got some good experience fighting against new and stronger enemies than they were used to, but there were no chests, no hearts, no rare drops—nothing. There weren’t even any traps for them to get experience in subverting.

It wasn’t like we were leaving empty-handed, though. My inventory was still full of various ores and other miscellaneous crafting materials that I basically wouldn’t need to go out grinding for any desert resources. Different types of sand and stone, common monster drops, some cacti—basically, the only thing left to really do in the desert was go for the dungeon and fight the boss. And because the desert boss was a modded one that wasn’t given a forced spawn timer, we could fight it whenever we wanted.

Doing so before the dungeon was probably a good idea. I could get new armor from it that was better than what I had. It didn’t drop anything that would be useful for the girls, but there were some items in the dungeon that would be.

For example, boots that would make Ninja invisible when running across sand and a vial of scorpion venom that would imbue Gunsmith’s ranged attacks with venom.

… and then there would be even better armor for me in there, too.

It was probably about time for me to get a new look anyways. Even if I didn’t have to worry about changing clothes for cleanliness reasons or anything like that, mentally, it felt wrong to wear the same exact clothes and armor every single day.

So, that would be the plan.

Head back for the day, take it easy, fight the boss tomorrow, farm it for drops to craft new armor with, and then go clear the dungeon.

Or, well, maybe not. That was me trying to be as efficient as possible. I was supposed to let Ninja and Gunsmith figure things out on their own. If they wanted to do the dungeon first, likely because they had no idea how to even spawn the modded desert boss, then that was alright. I wasn’t about to backseat game them by telling them what to do and where to go.

It was kind of tempting to, but I resisted. I was having way more fun with the current way that things were.

I still had no idea if what I was doing was the “right” thing to be doing considering our situation, but it was the most honest thing I could do.

And I decided to be honest to myself. I decided to do what felt right, not what I thought was right.

Speaking of doing what felt right, I looked at Ninja as we walked back to the base and said, “Hey, Ninja.”

“Yes, my lord?” Ninja replied.

“You’re as cute as a puppy who just lost her mustache.”

Ninja blinked in confusion while Gunsmith scoffed before shouting, “How dare you! You sick man! You perverted my entire lesson! There couldn’t possibly be anything cute about an innocent little pup who lost her mustache!”

I mimicked Gunsmith’s scoff and asked her, “Are you saying that a puppy isn’t cute without a mustache?”

“I—err, well, I mean… a puppy would still be cute, but it’d be even cuter with a mustache. So that’s still a bad compliment since you’re using an inferior version of it. If anything, you should be saying she’s as cute as a puppy with a mustache.”

“But then that implies it’s absurd and unnatural for a puppy to have a mustache, which would mean it’s absurd and unnatural for something to have both a mustache and be cute… wouldn’t it?”

Gunsmith froze in place as she tried to figure out some kind of response to that. The longer she took, the more distraught her face looked.

I finally got some decent revenge against her.


Chapter Four




“It’s quiet,” I said upon reaching the entrance of our hilltop fortress. “Too quiet.”

Ninja sniffed the air and nodded. “A trap has been set for us, Lord Player.”

Gunsmith looked back and forth between us. “Something wrong? It don’t seem any more quiet than usual… and how can ya tell there’s a trap?”

I ignored Gunsmith and placed a hand on Ninja’s shoulder. “Ninja, as my ninja, it’s up to you to protect me.”

“I understand, my lord,” Ninja replied. “It has been an honor serving you.”

“Oi,” Gunsmith said. “Either of you going to tell me what’s going on?”

I stepped back, tugging Gunsmith to come with me, as Ninja approached the entrance.

Ninja then opened up the door and…

The attack commenced.

“Caught you!” Guide shouted as she tackle-hugged Ninja to the ground.

“Lord Player!” Ninja shouted. “Please, save yourself! I am no match for this foe!”

I let out a fake sniffle as Gunsmith sighed off to my side. “You’ve served me so well, Ninja. I’m sorry that I can’t save you.”

“May we meet again in a life after this, Lord Play—ah—” Ninja got cut off by Guide giving her neck a bite.

Even though Ninja was the one with actually canid ears and a tail, Guide was the one who acted like a clingy dog eager to welcome her masters home. If she had a tail, it probably would have been wagging far faster than Ninja’s ever did.

“It never stops being crazy around here,” Gunsmith said. “Well, at least you’ve learned to keep it down at night.”

Guide stopped teasing Ninja to look at Gunsmith and said, “We wouldn’t have to be quiet if you would join us already.”

“Not until I have my ‘stache.”

Guide looked at me next. “Player, find a mustache for her.”

“No,” I replied.

“No more of your favorite thing until you get her a mustache.”

“Fine by me.”

Guide’s eyes went wide. “You—you weren’t supposed to accept that! How am I supposed to survive without doing your favorite thing?!”

“You shouldn’t make threats that are going to hurt you more than they hurt me.”

Guide pouted and whined for a moment before chuckling and getting off Ninja. Then, after helping her up, she looked us over and said, “Welcome back. Did your adventure go well?”

“It went⁠—”

Gunsmith interrupted me with a loud yawn. “These little legs of mine aren’t good for so much walking, so this old gal is going to take a nap.”

“Only a nap?” Guide asked. “Why not just rest for the night at this point?”

“We’ve got that girls’ night thing tonight, don’t we?”

Guide smiled but said, “We can postpone it if you’re tired.”

Gunsmith shrugged and waved a dismissive hand. “It’s fine. I just need a little shut eye.”

Guide stepped aside with Ninja so that Gunsmith could go by them. “Want me to wake you when we start?”

“Sounds like a plan.” With that, Gunsmith walked through the entrance, stopped, and looked over her shoulder at me. “Tomorrow. Mustache.”

“Just go to bed,” I replied.

Gunsmith held a finger up over her upper lip to imitate a mustache before winking and going up to her bedroom.

That left me, Guide, and Ninja outside… but soon enough, it would just be me as per tradition.

“Are you ready for today’s report, Lady Guide?” Ninja asked.

“Of course,” Guide answered. “How else am I going to know if anybody needs scolding?”

It wasn’t that they excluded me from their debriefings. I opted out of them to buy myself some time from getting in trouble with Guide, not that I ever got in trouble on purpose.

But also, after spending a whole day adventuring, I wanted to relax and not think about it. Ninja, on the other hand, was perfectly happy to go over every last detail, and Guide loved to listen to each and every detail.

“Have fun with that,” I said. “I’m going to go organize my inventory and then check on the others.”

Before I could go inside, though, Guide made sure to grab me by my wrist and pulled me close enough to kiss my cheek. “Welcome home, Player.”

“Glad to be home,” I replied before giving her a kiss on her cheek as well.

After sorting my inventory by distributing everything across the now-labeled chests that Guide helped organize, I went to go check on Mimic and Scientist since I hadn’t seen them since returning.

Scientist was sitting at that computer I got for her, and Mimic was sitting at what looked like a perfect replicate of the desk and computer next to her. Though, if one looked closely, they would see that the desk and computer were actually connected to Mimic. She still looked like herself, but she was also sitting in a chair at a computer that was technically part of her, too.

She also gave herself a lab coat just like Scientist. It was pretty cute.

“Welcome back,” Scientist said, her voice as monotone as usual.

“Master,” Mimic said, mimicking Scientist’s monotone voice.

“Thanks,” I replied. “I see that you two are getting along… I think.”

“Nod,” Scientist said. “Mimic appeared bored, so I offered her my company. She accepted my offer by copying me.”

Mimic nodded along with everything Scientist said. Scientist might not have ever nodded, but that was alright since Mimic did enough nodding for the both of them.

I got behind Mimic to pet her head, prompting her to nuzzle up against my hand, as I looked at what Scientist was working on. “How’s the research going?”

“Good. Simple structures for airships will soon be researched.”

“And what are we unlocking with that again?”

“Simple hydroponics bays, retractable ropes and anchors, and a manned ballista.”

“I wonder who would work the ballista better. Guide or Gunsmith.”

“I believe a ballista is closer to firearms that Gunsmith is familiar with than bows that Guide is familiar with.”

“Probably. By the way, I haven’t actually seen you fight. Even before in the game, since you were a new NPC who was only added after I was already… well, really good at the game, you were never put into a position where you had to defend yourself. Do you even have any kind of weapon on you?”

“Nod. Mimic, please.”

Mimic nodded before turning her arm into a fleshy tentacle that reached into Scientist’s coat to pull it open to the side, revealing several vials of different colored liquids in pockets on the inside of it.

“These chemicals will protect me in an emergency,” Scientist said. “That is my theory.”

“Your… theory?” I asked.

“I have never had to fight with them and there is no labeling on them, nor do I have a means of analyzing their contents. It is impossible for me to tell what is inside each vial. This means the most efficient method of testing them that would not put us in harm is to throw them at enemies.”

“Wouldn’t dripping them on some different materials be a better test?”

“No. Only specific tools may interact with the world in that way.”

“Have you tried?”

Scientist blinked. “No.”

“Want to? Just drip some onto the floor.”

Scientist reached to the vials, pulled out one with a blue liquid inside, then dropped the onto vial onto the floor. It shattered into countless, tiny glass shards as the liquid spread out across the ground… only for it to all disappear a second later with no lasting effects. The vial also respawned in her coat a second later.

“Did you have to drop the entire thing?” I asked.

“I theorize that as they are intended to be thrown at enemies, that a single drop would not be enough to have an effect.”

“And how can you be sure you’re supposed to throw them?”

“How else would I attack enemies with them?”

“By politely asking them to let you slowly drip it onto their heads.”

“Confused. Is that a joke?”

“Yeah. Sorry, after dealing with Gunsmith so much lately, I think I’ve gotten a bit more sarcastic.”

“It is alright as long as you remember there is a low chance for me to understand your sarcasm, resulting in a higher chance of being unintentionally offended.”

“I’ll try to keep it to Gunsmith. She’s the only one who deserves sarcasm anyways.”

Well, and Guide, but it was for fun with Guide whereas it was for revenge with Gunsmith.

Ninja probably wouldn’t do good with sarcasm, either. She was the type to take everything I said seriously. As for Mimic…

I looked into Mimic’s eyes.

Mimic looked into mine and blinked. “Master?”

Yep. She was too cute to use sarcasm on. Plus it was no fun if she couldn’t be sarcastic back at me. “You look good in your coat,” I said.

Mimic smiled a big, toothy smile. “Master!”

I gave her head a few more pats and then pulled my hand away only to notice an extremely subtle change in Scientist’s expression. She looked ever so slightly disappointed that my hand returned to my side.

“I’ve got a theory,” I said.

“Curious,” Scientist replied.

“My theory is that you were hoping I would pet your head after I was done with Mimic’s.”

“Evidence?”

“The fact that you looked sad after I pulled my hand away without petting you.”

“Excited smiling,” she said without sounding excited nor smiling.

“And what’s got you smiling so excitedly?”

“My partner being able to read my expressions with such a high degree of precision.”

“Does that mean my theory is proven?”

“Nod.”

“Then how about this, we’ll evolve it from a theory into a law. The Scientific Law of Headpats.”

“That is ridiculous and not how scientific theories and laws works.”

“Is that a no?”

“No. It is an acceptable law regardless of its ridiculous nature.”

I thought so.

I made sure that Scientist’s head got just as many as pats as Mimic’s did. Then, by the end of it, I noticed something else.

There was an elongated, twisting bulge pressing up against the underside of Scientist’s top.

“Is there… something under your sweater?” I asked.

“Nod,” Scientist replied. “One of Mimic’s tentacles.”

“What’s it… there for?”

“Support.”

“Support?”

“Nod. Mimic’s tentacles provide superior support over my bra, so I have opted to use her for support when she is nearby.”

Mimic nodded before wiggling the tentacle up and between Scientist’s breasts to poke it out through the opening in her sweater. It then waved at me before slipping back down between her breasts.

Admittedly, seeing that left me a bit… speechless.

“Aroused?” Scientist asked.

“I—I mean… that did look pretty suggestive,” I answered.

“Proud success.”

“What’s a success?”

“Arousing you. I theorized simulating a sexual act with Mimic’s tentacle between my breasts would arouse you.”

“Then was the thing about support just a false flag?”

“No. That and this are separate experiments.”

“Master,” Mimic said with a nod, confirming Scientist’s explanation.

Mimic and Scientist only seemed to make an even better pair the more time they spent together. It seemed like Scientist’s fascination with Mimic turned into genuine friendship.

But also.

Something slithered its way up inside of my pants.

Something long, warm, and slightly wet… and it didn’t take long for it to find its way to my crotch.

“Mimic,” I said.

“Master,” Mimic replied with a hint of a smug smile.

That was when Scientist said, “It is only natural that we proceed if we have succeeded in arousing you.”

Well, Scientist was a scientist, after all, and I wasn’t.

And I liked to believe in science.

Therefore, it was only natural for me to believe in Scientist and follow whatever procedures she had in mind.


Chapter Five




Mimic and Scientist made sure to pretty thoroughly drain me before it was time for the scheduled girls’ night. I had no idea what they actually planned on doing together, I just knew that I wasn’t invited. Everything else was secret.

But I was pretty sure they were just going to talk and hang out without me. And that was fine. I spent every single day with them. They pretty much never got to all be together without my involvement. If they were all at the base at once, then that meant I was there, too, as I never left without at least one of them anymore.

So I let them all hang out inside the airship, since it had the most decorations and an entire living space for lounging, while I chilled on the deck up above.

It was a pretty nice night out. The sky was clear and full of stars, there was a gentle and cool breeze, and I could hear the muffled laughter of my girlfriends from below deck.

Despite the fact that I was in some world based on my favorite game being manipulated by beings I knew nothing about… I was happy and having a pretty nice time.

In a way, it was… peaceful? Even with all the fears and doubts I had about our situation, I still felt… comfortable. Like nothing was really wrong. Like I could spend the rest of my life as things were and still be happy.

It almost felt too good to be true.

That meant it was time for something bad to happen. Maybe I would wake up and find out I was in a coma and this was all a hallucination. Or I would wake up and have a headset removed from my head revealing that it was all part of some simulation. Or the world was about to end. I had no idea.

But nothing happened.

An especially cold breeze pushed my bangs onto my face, but that was it.

Maybe I really was overthinking everything.

So, if things were so good, then there was no harm in closing my eyes and⁠—

“Hey, Player,” Guide said, prompting me to open my eyes only to see her standing above me with a grin curling her lips as she looked down at me.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“Hey, Player.”

“Yeah?”

“Hey, Player.”

“Did you break or something?”

“Hey, Player.”

“… Guide? You alright?”

“Hey, Player.”

“Hey… Guide?”

“There you go! When somebody says hey, you’re supposed to say hey back. That’s my guidance for you tonight.”

“I had no idea. Thanks for showing me the light.”

“By the way, is this seat taken?”

I looked to my left and right. There was nothing there but the deck of the ship, so I said, “Make yourself comfy.”

“Will do.” Then, with a mischievous little smirk, Guide sat down right on top of my abdomen with her legs over my shoulders. “This is a pretty good spot. But, just be warned, I might smack you if you call me heavy or complain about not being able to breathe.”

“I’ll… keep that in mind.”

“Good boy. Ah, not only are you a good boy, but you’re a pretty lucky boy to have your lovely girlfriend sitting on you like this. I bet a lot of men would be jealous of you.”

“I know how to make them even more jealous.”

“Oh? Will Player be the one to give Guide some guidance this time?”

With a smile of my own, I reached around to grab Guide by her rear, scooted her upward onto my chest so that her thighs were around my head, and then grabbed her thighs to press them against the sides of my head. “Now they’ll be jealous.”

Guide, with a hint of red coloring her cheeks, smirked and said, “Wouldn’t it be better to have Scientist’s thighs around your head? Hers are way softer.”

“All thighs are good thighs.”

“What wise words from the one and only legendary Player. ‘All thighs are good thighs.’ I’m sure these are words that will be passed down through the generations, forever recorded in the annals of history.”

“I’m pretty incredible, aren’t I?”

“Oh, most definitely. The most incredible of the credible.”

“You’re a dork, Guide. Anyways, did anything bring you out here, or did you just want to hang out? Oh, and what about your girls’ night?”

“A bit of A, a bit of B. And, I missed you and wanted some fresh air.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Yeah? Let’s start with that bit of A then so we can focus on the B.”

For some reason, Guide’s cheeks blushed even more than before and she actually looked away from me. “You—you see, Scientist made a comment about Gunsmith acting like a child when it came to her mustache obsession, and then… one thing led to another… and we started talking about kids… whether we want any, how many we want, names… you know. Things like that. Then we figured… thinking about that kind of stuff is pointless if we don’t know if you even want kids, so… I came out here to ask you about it. The others were, ah… too embarrassed to ask.”

“I can easily imagine Ninja being too embarrassed, but Scientist and Gunsmith?”

“Scientist made an excuse claiming that, because I was in better shape than her, it would be a more efficient use of calories for me to come out here and ask. And Gunsmith said the only baby she needs is a mustache, so she said asking you isn’t her responsibility.”

“All of that checks out.”

“Want to hear Ninja’s response?”

“Of course I do.”

“She was all…” Guide cleared her throat and then put on her best imitation of Ninja. “Chi-children?! With my lord?! But—but I do not deserve such an honor! I have dreamed of having children of my own, but… it would be dishonorable for Lord Player to have children with me!”

“That sounds less like an excuse to not ask me and more like an excuse to not have kids with me.”

Guide went back to her normal voice. “That’s because I… punished her after implying she was beneath us yet again, and she hadn’t recovered yet by the time we figured we should ask you about it, so all she could do was shake her head while covering up her face.”

“That sounds about right.”

“Right? So… about you and kids.”

I had to think about that for a moment since I knew Guide wanted a serious answer. Sure, it would have been easy to say I would love to have kids with them, but that was just a sort of… gut response. A normal, expected response. It felt like the response I was supposed to give when asked by the women I loved if I wanted to have kids with them.

Everybody always made it sound like having kids was the natural thing to do. It was pretty literally natural, too.

“I think… in an ideal world, yeah,” I answered. “I’d want kids. But also, I’d want to adopt kids. I know there are a lot of kids out there who never really had parents, or whose parents really sucked, so I would want to adopt a kid or two, too. The world—Earth, at least, already has a ton of people on it. It would feel wrong to make new kids when there are already so many who need a home. Does that make sense?”

Instead of saying anything, Guide slid back down my chest, grabbed me by the sides of my face, and held me still so that she could bend forward and press her lips against mine for a kiss. “You’re too cute, you know?” she asked after separating our lips. “I like that answer.”

“What about you? All I’ve heard is that Ninja wants kids, and it’s implied that you and Scientist do, too, so⁠—”

Guide kissed me again before saying, “That’s a secret.” Then she kissed the tip of my nose. “I hope they get your nose. Your nose is cuter than mine.”

“More or less than three?”

“Nice try. Unfortunately, I know how to keep my mouth shut.”

“Not when you’re between my legs.”

Guide did a double take when she heard that. “Wow, Player. That was a good one. I’m honestly speechless.”

“If you don’t know what to say, we can use your mouth in other⁠—”

She placed a sole finger against my lips. “Don’t get cocky, Player. You’re making me feel challenged. If you keep this up, I’m going to want to pin you down and not stop until you can’t walk, and this is only a short break from girls’ night. It’d be pretty messed up if I abandon them to remind you of which one of us gets to be smooth like that.”

“What? You’ve got a monopoly on being smooth?”

“Of course not, and I love when you say things like that. But just because I like it doesn’t mean that it doesn’t make me feel competitive.”

“I’ll let you win this time instead of challenging you then. Besides, Mimic and Scientist⁠—”

“I know. I can tell. How dare you let it all out while I’m busy with Ninja.”

“Blame Mimic. The suction she can use… it isn’t natural. It’s just unfair. Like a vacuum cleaner that never shuts off.”

“Dang. I kind of wish I had a dick to experience that.”

“You’re powerful enough without a dick.”

Guide raised an eyebrow at me. “Oh? Are you implying that men are more powerful because they have dicks? Wow, Player. I didn’t know you were so sexist.”

“That’s not—that’s not what I⁠—”

Guide laughed before squeezing her thighs harder around my head. “I’m teasing you. Oh, and speaking of Mimic, she’s really useful.”

“Yeah?”

“Mhm. You saw how she copied Scientist’s computer, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, guess what else she can mimic?” Guide took her book off from her side and flipped it open to show me some drawings.

Drawings of various board games and cards.

“Wait, are you all playing together using Mimic as a customizable game?” I asked.

“Shh, it’s a spoiler for girls’ night,” Guide replied. “Boys aren’t allowed to know.”

“I’m kind of jealous. I want to play, too.”

“Heh. Don’t worry, I’ll play with you, too. I just wanted to get some practice first so that I can make sure to kick your butt when it’s time to play with you.”

“That doesn’t sound fair.”

“How else am I supposed to compete with you? You’re just so cool and perfect and handsome and cute and perfect and incredible that I simply have no chance if I don’t cheat like this.”

I sighed and smiled. “How am I supposed to complain when you stroke my ego like that?”

“I’ll stroke something else, too, once girls’ night is over.” Guide winked at me before bending over and kissing my forehead. “I’m going to get back down there now. Make sure to come in if you get too cold up here, alright?”

“I’m fine. It’s nice out here. Just come and wake me up once your girls’ night is over in case I’ve fallen asleep.”

“Of course. You’re not allowed to sleep for the night until I’ve gotten my fill, too.”

“Oh, Guide, before you go.”

Guide tilted her head a bit. “Hm?”

“Squeeze your thighs as hard as you can. Squeeze them to the point where you’re afraid of hurting me.”

“But… why? Won’t that hurt?”

“It’s to fulfill the dream of men everywhere.”

Guide sighed. “You’re silly, Player. Please tell me to stop if it hurts, okay?”

“No. But I will tell you if I feel like I might actually die.”

Another sigh left her lips before she squeezed her thighs as hard as she possibly could around my head.

Yep.

I could die happy.


Chapter Six




A new day came which meant it was time to head back out with Ninja and Gunsmith. Mimic was starting to get antsy staying at the base so much lately, so I’d have to take her out for some fun after we dealt with the dungeon.

Actually, that was a good idea. Me, Ninja, and Gunsmith would clear the dungeon, then I’d take Mimic and Gnome out to go on a murder spree inside it to let them stretch their legs.

Though, as we walked toward the pyramid-like dungeon in the center of the desert, Ninja noticed I had something else on my mind.

“Is there something wrong, Lord Player?” Ninja asked.

“I wouldn’t say there’s anything wrong,” I answered.

“Just spill the beans, Player Boy,” Gunsmith said, prompting Ninja to nod along.

“It’s just—well, there’s a boss out here in the desert that would probably be impossible for us to spawn accidentally given how we do things. I think we should kill it, but I also want you two to call the shots, right? I don’t want to do what we’d call ‘backseat game’ you. I want you to discover things on your own, but… I want the armor from the boss, and don’t want to have to go behind your backs to get it.”

“Sounds like you’re overthinking things. We do plenty of shot calling on our own already. We’re a group, ain’t we? That means you get to call the shots every now and then, too.”

“Lady Gunsmith is right,” Ninja said. “Please, my lord, do not hesitate to propose plans of your own. I will admit that it has been fun working as we have lately, but I still wish to be led by your guiding hand as well!”

“I wouldn’t say I want to be led… but sometimes, it’s alright for the horse to let itself be led to water. Besides, it ain’t like it’s got to drink the water once it’s there.”

“Then let’s hit up the boss first,” I said. “And I still want to let you two call most of the shots, but I’ll speak up whenever there’s something I want to do. Deal?”

Gunsmith sighed. “Shouldn’t that have been the obvious deal from the start? Sheesh.”

Ninja smiled and said, “I believe that means Lady Gunsmith and I agree.”

“Alright,” I said. “Then let’s go clear out a boss arena in the desert.”

And by that, I meant I had to go clear out a boss arena since they couldn’t really do that.

It was a pretty quiet walk while I looked for a good spot for the arena, but Ninja broke up the silence by asking, “Lady Gunsmith, if I may ask, do you remember anything of your life before this?”

Gunsmith turned to look at Ninja and blinked a couple of times. “Where’s this coming from?”

“A-ah, well, I am simply curious! Though we have been working alongside one another for some time now, I feel I do not know much about you.”

“Well, it ain’t like I know much about you either.”

“That is… true. Most of what I have spoken of myself has been said prior to your arrival.”

“I figured we’re all just keeping that stuff to ourselves.”

“It is nothing of the sort!”

“Well, in that case, I reckon I can tell you whatever you’d like to know, and you can fill me in on what I’ve missed later. So, my past, huh? Well, I remember great plains full of buffalo. A new land promised to us across the great sky.”

“Across the sky? Not across the sea?”

“That’s right. The sea was nothing but death beneath the sky. We got around with airships like the one we’ve got, but less… blocky looking.” Hearing her say that helped it make sense when Gunsmith didn’t seem too surprised by the fact that we had an airship. She was impressed by it, but not surprised.

“Hoh, I see.”

“I remember some explorers found this huge island that reached on for what felt like forever. All of us folk with an itch for settling untamed wilds volunteered for heading on over to it. Can’t remember the name of it for some reason. Can’t really remember any of the fine details. Last thing I remember is dealing with a group of bandits who were causing trouble for some farmers.”

“You sound like you were an honorable warrior!”

“Nah, it wasn’t anything like that. It was just a job. I went around helping folk with any problems that could be solved by shooting a gun at them, and they kept me paid and fed.”

“I see. You were more like a mercenary then?”

“Something like that.”

“What about your title? With you being ‘Gunsmith,’ I assumed you must have been some form of engineer.”

“Well, I did a bit of tinkering here and there with my guns, but that was about it. I definitely wasn’t the type to smith them or anything. But with what I’ve heard y’all talk about with this world, I guess that’s the role that I’ve been forced into. Feels pretty natural, too. Like that introduction back then? Almost felt like… a sort of divine guidance guiding me to do things that way. But at the same time, it felt all natural like. Like it wasn’t me, but it was also only me. That make any sense?”

Ninja nodded along and said, “That it does! There are times where I feel as if I am following a script, yet it only feels natural to do.”

All of that was new to me, so I spoke up and asked, “What are you talking about? When does that happen?”

“Opening and closing doors is the first thing that comes to mind, my lord. Ah, and there are times when I feel compelled to stand in place holding a hand in front of my front while meditating. Such a technique is not one I was ever taught, yet doing it feels natural here.”

She must have been referring to what her idle pose was in the original game. Back then, she just stood in place holding a hand in front of her face like some stereotypical ninja. I noticed her doing that a couple of times but never thought anything of it since Guide also showed some tendencies from the original game at times.

Scientist was the only one who didn’t since she was a modded NPC who never made it past being a WIP. So, whatever we saw of Scientist was probably 100% how she truly was on her own.

But that got me thinking…

“Are you afraid that you’re not acting with like… free will then?” I asked. I knew that Guide sometimes said her lines from the original game, but I never really realized that it might have been because she felt scripted to say that or was doing it against her will.

Ninja tilted her head. “Lord Player?”

“I mean, if things feel natural to you, but at the same time still feel like you’re being forced to do them, then… what if that applies to our relationship? I mean⁠—”

Gunsmith interrupted by shouting with an annoyed tone, “Now listen here, Player Boy! Don’t you go doubting the feelings of your girls. As the one who is always around watching you all be lovey-dovey together, I can promise you that there ain’t nothing but honest desire in their eyes.”

“I don’t doubt that, but… what if they’re being forced to feel that way? They might think their love is real without even realizing they’re being forced to.”

“Yeah? If they’re following a script of this game or whatever, then was there a script telling them to gush about you behind your back when you’re not even around to hear it?”

“Lady Gunsmith!” Ninja shouted, already going red.

“What?”

“That—that is a secret!”

“Huh? You mean to tell me none of you have spilled the beans yet that you can’t shut up about him even when he ain’t around?”

Ninja lowered her head and nodded.

“Is it really that embarrassing?”

“It… it makes us sound as if we are obsessive children.”

“Ain’t that just Guide? She’s the one who goes on, and on, and on about him. All you do is sit there and agree with everything she says.”

Ninja lowered her head even more.

I had to admit that hearing about all of this made me feel way better. One, it was a massive ego boost. Two, it made me happy to hear that they liked me enough to positively talk about me behind my back. Three, there was obviously nothing like that in the original game, because obviously NPCs weren’t going to be scripted to have interactions with each other that the player character wasn’t around to witness.

There was still a chance, at least in theory, that the girls only had such talks because they were being forced to love me, but… it was pointless to worry about that. Taking their word for it was more important. If they said their feelings were genuine, then I was going to believe them.

And as if to confirm my thoughts, Ninja looked into my eyes and said, “Lord Player, there is much I do not know of this world and those orchestrating its events, but I do know that even if we were to have met in another world under a different situation… I would still choose to serve you.”

Even though I believed her, I still wanted to question her. Mainly for the sake of boosting my ego even more. “What makes you believe that?”

“You would still be the same. So long as you still act as you do, then I see no fate where I am not bound to you.”

“And what if I wasn’t like this? What if I had a totally different personality that you didn’t like?”

“Hoh, then perhaps we would be enemies instead, and you would perish at my blade rather than be protected by it.”

“… I thought you would say something cheesy and romantic instead of give me a realistic answer.”

“I know, my lord. My answer was part in jest, but also honest. It is you who I am loyal to, not another variant of you who only wears a similar face. To lie and claim I would still serve you no matter how you may behave would be insulting to the both of us and the feelings we share. Though I do not believe I am worthy of your affection for me, I bear no intent to disrespect it.”

“That’s an even better answer.”

I was too lucky to have Ninja. Well, too lucky to have everybody.

I really wished I could just… leave behind whatever game we were in so that we could go live happily ever after together, but life wasn’t that convenient. We still had to get to the bottom of whatever our situation was, and what then? What would happen once it was all over? Would we still be together? I had no idea, but I knew more than anything else that I wanted us to stay together.

Staying together was the most important thing as far as I was concerned.

Whatever it would take for us to stay together, I was willing to do.

“Alright,” I said. “Let’s go and⁠—”

Halfway through my sentence, I realized that Ninja and Gunsmith were frozen in place.

I knew what that meant.

“You come to ramble at me again, Dungeon Master?” I asked.

When I didn’t get an answer, I looked around to see if I could spot them… but didn’t find them. Instead, I saw somebody else. Somebody wearing those same robes the other entities wore, but this one looked like a tall, wise man with a white beard.

“Hello, ‘Player,’” the man said. “Ah, my manners. It is unfair if I know your name while you are yet to know mine. To stick with the established naming conventions thus far, you may call me… Judge.”

The aura that this man, Judge, gave off was completely unlike the others. While the other entities made me feel uncomfortable, like they had some sort of malicious intent behind their words… Judge gave me the feeling of a friendly, old man.

But whether that was truly the case or not was yet to be seen.


Chapter Seven




“Tell me, Player, how fares your journey?” Judge asked after materializing a couple of chairs for us to sit on out of thin air.

“It has its ups and downs,” I answered. “I would be lying if I said I don’t enjoy the fact that this world is based on my favorite game, but I hate seeing my friends get hurt, and I’m not a fan of risking my life either.”

“Friends? They are more than that, aren’t they?”

“Well… you’re right. I… they’re probably closest to being my girlfriends, but that somehow feels even less personal than calling them my friends. They’re my family.”

“A wonderful choice of words. Family—to find such is a joy all deserve to experience. Tell me, do you believe the blood of the covenant to be thicker than the water of the womb?”

“Undeniably. I’m pretty good proof that it’s the case.”

“I see. It is true that those who share blood with you have failed you when it comes to being family.”

“You know about them?”

“We know everything about those partaking in this ‘game.’ You know that by now, surely.”

“I remember. It’s just… I don’t really know what the point is of asking me questions you already know the answer to.”

“Fairness, naturally. It is already unfair for me to know as much about you as I do while you do not know an equal amount about me. That is why I would rather refrain from speaking with such authority until you have given me that knowledge yourself.”

“Then isn’t it unfair to imply it’s true about my family?”

“Is it unfair once you have already brought them up with the implication yourself? All I did was confirm the implication you gave me.”

“That’s… alright. That’s fair.”

“I strive to be fair in all things. After all, I would be a horrible judge if I did not hold fairness above all else.”

“So you’re a judge in more than name?”

“That I am. I have been known by countless peoples with many different names given to me over the years, but let us stick with ‘Judge.’ I am rather fond of its simplicity.”

Unlike Dungeon Master who seemed to always hesitate when it came to answering my questions and giving me more information, Judge didn’t seem bothered by that.

What made them different? Was he a higher rank or something? Was he allowed to more freely talk about these things?

“Remember, Player,” Judge said. “Fairness is the ideal I strive for, and I believe it is unfair for me to know more about you than you know about me. Please, if you have any questions, then ask me.”

“Are you allowed to answer any of my questions?” I asked.

“Not any of them, unfortunately. Or rather, allow me to put it this way. I may answer questions about myself, as that would be most fair.”

“Alright, then what are you?”

“Skipping straight to the important questions, I see.”

“You know I’m a human, but I don’t know what you are.”

“Oho, that is true. Very well. I am what the modern humanity refers to as an ‘entity.’”

“And what are entities?”

“Non-human beings who have existed since humanity evolved to know creation. Beings both independent of humanity, yet dependent on it for existence.”

That… was a lot more than I thought he would tell me, and it sounded like pretty important news. “So, humanity created you?”

“Not intentionally, though one may argue you did. Allow me to ask you a question now. If you walk through the market with a positive attitude, helping those in need and smiling at those you pass, and somebody else sees your behavior and gains an improved mood because of it, are you directly responsible for making them feel better?”

“I’d say I’m partly responsible, but not… fully responsible. Tons of people wouldn’t care if they saw something like that but, for other people, it might make their whole day.”

“But does it make their day because of you, or because they allow you to make their day?”

“I would say they have to allow it. Somebody who doesn’t want to be happy and is looking for reasons to be upset won’t care, but if they subconsciously—or consciously—want to feel better, then it will help them.”

“But in the end, it still depends on the other to make the effort to feel better. You are simply a tool they use to improve their own mood.”

“I guess so.”

“Do not guess. There is no room for guessing in justice. One must assert their truth as law and stand by it.”

“Then you’re right. I’d just be a tool that they use to feel better.”

Judge smiled and stroked his beard. “Then humanity is the tool we used to create ourselves.”

“How does that work? I mean, I know how it works in the previous sample, but life is different. It’d be like saying a baby uses their parents to get born. A chair doesn’t use a hammer to make itself, a human uses a hammer to make a chair.”

“Do you believe that the craftsman or the tool is more important in making a chair?”

“The craftsman. The tool can’t make a chair on its own.”

“I see. A very human approach.”

“And you? What do you believe?”

“I believe that the chair is more important. The human and tool exist for the purpose of creating the chair.”

I blinked a couple of times when I heard that. “How… does that make any sense?”

Judge smiled again and asked in response, “How does it not? The chair wished to exist, but it could not without the craftsman and their tool.”

“The chair can’t exist in the first place without them.”

“But it did. Do you believe the concept of sitting down on an object was invented, for the first time in all of existence, by the craftsman? The concept of a chair existed long before the craftsman did, just as the concept of… say, a king has existed before humanity. Humans simply recycle ideas of the universe into different forms. Destined to create, yet cursed with unoriginality. However, the intent does not matter. The result does. The act of creating the chair is not more important than the chair itself. Only the final result—the consequence of one’s actions, is important. That is why the chair is more important.”

“So… basically, you’re saying humanity created you, but you already existed before humanity, but were still dependent on humanity to be created…?”

“Do you understand now why not a single era of humanity has ever managed to explain our existence? Though, I must give praise to the current era in their scientific pursuit of understanding us. Then again, the strongest of us did decide to let them capture us for quite a few centuries to see if it would make a difference. To tell you more about that topic would grant you unfair knowledge, however.”

I figured as much. “Then let me ask you something about you again. Do you think it’s possible for humanity to ever understand you?”

“If we cannot truly understand our own existence, I doubt humanity ever could. Even our own theories are simply that: theories. In the end, the reason for our existence does not matter. All that matters is that we do exist. The result is more important than the origin.”

“I would have thought that somebody who considers themselves a judge would care about the context.”

“I hoped you would make that comparison. Shall we move to what I came to you for then, or would you rather ask me more questions about myself?”

“I don’t think we’re really on equal grounds yet when it comes to knowing about each other, so what’s your favorite food?”

Judge chuckled before materializing a loaf of bread in front of him. “Bread, though that may be obvious given our previous conversation.”

“I’m not sure how what we talked about is relevant to bread.”

“The result is what matters. While bread cannot exist without flour, and flour cannot exist without grains, it is more important than all of its parts. We eat bread, not flour nor raw wheat. The bread is what gives purpose to the flour, and the flour is what gives purpose to the grain.”

“If it’s more important, then do you think you’re more important than humans?”

“In some ways, yes. In other ways, no. When it comes to our existence, while humanity is required for it, they are not as important as the fact that we exist. However, we are not more important than humanity when it comes to other subjects. We are only more important in regard to our existence.”

That was kind of reassuring. He didn’t think they were just outright better than us, only more important in one way… that didn’t really make sense to me, but still.

“So, why’d you reveal yourself to me?” I asked.

“Are you satisfied with what we know of each other?” Judge asked in return.

“Satisfied enough. Now I’m more curious about why you’re here.”

“My name should make it obvious. To judge you.”

“What am I being judged for?”

“To see if you are worth waiting for. I must admit, I do not have high hopes for you. I am used to us testing great kings and conquerors, scientists and scholars, leaders and innovators. But you? You are an irrelevant human in the grand scheme of things. There is nothing special about you save for the blood you have descended from, and I believe you would agree with me that such blood is worthless. Your ancestors do not make who you are. You do not deserve to share in their accomplishments, nor do they deserve to share in yours. The one you know as Dungeon Master advocated for you, however. They seem to be quite fond of you while the rest of us fail to see anything of note.”

“If you’re hoping to find out I’m special in some way, I’m sorry to disappoint you, but I’m not. Everything you said is right. I’m just some guy.”

“But perhaps that is what we need. After all, all those we tested before failed to satisfy us. It would be foolish to continue pursuing the same routes no matter how many times they lead us nowhere. Your route, as unimpressive as it is, just may be the one to lead us toward our destination.”

“And what’s your destination?”

“The ending.”

“Of?”

“Life.”

“I… how am I supposed to lead you to something like that?”

“Telling you would be meaningless and only doom you to failure. The answer must be reached on your own.”

“Aren’t you the one who told me that the result is what’s the most important? If you believe that, then how I reach that result shouldn’t matter. Only the destination matters, not the journey.”

Judge’s face went pretty still for a moment before he leaned forward and smiled. “While I cannot agree with why Dungeon Master likes you, I just found my own reason to favor you.”

“For throwing your own logic back at you?”

“Life is often simpler than it appears. I believe modern humans refer to it as Occam’s razor. Many of those tested before you assumed that there must have been some grand scheme—a great purpose behind it all. A puzzle that they had to figure out.”

“But none of that matters. Only the result does. No… even the result of the puzzle doesn’t matter. What comes after it matters—what happens as a result of solving the puzzle.”

“Allow me a question, my inquiring Player. At what point is one judged?”

“Can you give me an example?”

“Of course. Say there is… a king. A king who is responsible for the wellbeing of his people. Faced with hard times, he must make a choice. He may either improve their lives in the short term while causing them to suffer more in the long term, or he may leave them to suffer in the short term while guaranteeing that they suffer less in the long term. If he chooses to help his people in the short term, should he be judged then? Or should we judge him for the harm he causes in the future? If so, do we judge him before the future comes to pass, or do we wait until then to judge him? On the other hand, if he chooses to leave his people to suffer in the short term, do we judge him for that? Do we then alter our judgement once the better future comes to pass?”

“The obvious answer, going by what we’ve talked about, would be to say that we judge the king based on long-term results. But like you said, life is often simpler than it appears.”

Judge’s smile grew wider. “If the obvious answer is not it, then what is the simple answer?”

“We judge him whenever we want, however we want. Nothing leading to the judgement matters, only the judgement itself does, and that can take place at any point. If you want to judge him for the short, you judge him for the short. If you want to judge him for the long, you judge him for the long. If you want to change your judgement later, then change it. Only the judgement itself matters, and we constantly judge people every single second, even if it’s only subconsciously and even if we’re wrong to do so.”

“You mentioned thinking I would care about the context, yes?”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

“If a man kills another, his intent for the murder does not matter. It does not change my judgement. It was always going to be the same.”

“Because his intent was always going to be the same. The context already happened, and now only the result matters.”

“The judgement for a crime cannot exist without the crime, yet the judgement is more important than the crime. The judgement is what determines if a man is innocent or guilty. If his crime was justified or heinous. It is not the context that affects the judgement, it is the judgement that determines the context. The result precedes the intent. The law precedes the theory. Life precedes nothingness. All of this only matters when viewed by the result—the destination. If nothing existed, then nothing would matter. But it is because life exists, which may very well be the result of nothingness, that we may give nothingness value. Nothingness is nothing without us. It does not exist. But thanks to what it has created, it may exist.”

“I’m going to be honest with you, half the time you talk, I feel like I have no idea what you’re saying. But… I think I get the point. Some people say the journey matters more than the destination, but the only reason they say that is because the journey itself is what creates the experience, and the experience is the result… right?”

“Please, do keep going.”

“The chair… it’s not that the chair is more important than the craftsman and their tool. The chair is more important because it wouldn’t exist at all without somebody, or something, to make it. Just like how none of this would matter if nothing existed. But because the universe does exist, we’re important, and what we do now is more important than everything that has led to us. Our lives are more important than whatever stars exploded countless years ago to create us. The created has more value than the creator, because the created is what gives value to the creator… I think?”

“Do not think, Player. Assert. Claim your truth as law, not merely theory.”

“Then bread is more important than wheat because wheat would have no purpose if it did not turn into bread. Well, when excluding everything else that wheat can be used for.”

“And?”

“That’s why you’re more important than humanity. If we created you, then it is up to you to judge us. Just like how I judge my parents. Whatever intentions they might have had don’t matter, only the result—only how they made me feel, matters.”

“It is the burden of the created to judge their creator. Just as you judge your parents, we shall judge humanity, and I shall judge you.”

I let out a sigh of relief, feeling like I managed to get the right answer somehow even though I felt like I barely even understood my own logic. “I guess you entities are a fan of ‘death of the author’ then.”

Judge replaced the bread with a book that he pretended to read. “Of course. Whatever intent an author may have holds no meaning. Only the readers’ feelings matter. If they do not like what they are reading, then the authors’ intent will not matter to them.”

“Then should everybody be enslaved to the expectations and hopes of those they create? Should the author be enslaved to their readers?”

“Of course not.”

“That’s surprising. I would have thought you’d say that they should, just like how somebody could argue that my parents were obligated to be better parents to make me happy as a kid.”

“Your mistake is in thinking that only the death of author matters in this case. It is an undeniable concept that exists, but is the creator’s own interpretation of their result not equally important? Or rather, to make this more relevant, humanity has created us. We are the result. As the result, we judge humanity, and our judgement creates new outcomes to be judged. Who judges the outcomes we create?”

“Death of the author, right? We do.”

“And your judgement of our actions creates a result that affects us, spurring an unending back-and-forth of consequences and judgements. Death of the author exists. It allows readers to judge the work of the author based on their own interpretation regardless of the author’s intent, creating an outcome that affects the author.”

“And then the author can just use the same logic against their readers. If the readers get to interpret the author’s work however they want, then the author can interpret the readers’ reactions however they want, back-and-forth.”

“Just as parents may judge their child, the child may judge their parents for judging them, and the parents may judge their children for judging them for judging them.”

I sighed and leaned back in my chair. “This is starting to give me a headache and I have no idea what the point is anymore. Is this going down some kind of ‘everything is subjective’ route which means that basically nothing matters?”

“Existence is often an effort in futility.”

“This conversation is starting to feel the same.”

Judge chuckled again. “That is why we want to reach the destination. At what point is a final judgement rendered? At what point does the cycle end? When is there a definite, final answer that cannot be denied nor subverted?”

“When everybody shuts up and nominates some guy to be the final arbitrator or something.”

“In other words, when there is a god with ultimate authority.”

“I guess so.”

“I wonder if that is what lies at the end of our journey. Will that be the outcome we reach? A god?”

I reached up to rub my forehead. “Beats me. I have no idea what you guys want, and after this conversation, I feel like I’m even more confused than before despite… wait. Are you⁠—”

“My lord?” Ninja asked, causing me to jump. “My lord!”

“I’m fine, I’m fine,” I replied before looking toward where Judge was sitting.

He was gone.

All that was left of him was his chair and the book he pretended to be reading.

“Oi, where’d these chairs come from?” Gunsmith asked.

“I believe I know,” Ninja said. “Lord Player, did another of the entities appear?”

“Yeah,” I answered. “And this one somehow talked even more than Dungeon Master. Gave me a bigger headache, too.”

I got up to go pick up the book and give it a look, only to see that it was empty. Its cover was blank and its pages were bare.

I would have rather had the bread.

“I know we just left, but… can we go back so I can tell everybody about what happened before I forget? That was… a long conversation, and I think I could rest for a bit to get rid of this headache.”

“Of course, my lord!” Ninja replied while Gunsmith shrugged.

The entities were weird, but at least Judge was kind of nice when he wasn’t giving me a headache.


Chapter Eight




We went back to the base, I told everybody about what happened, then got a lap pillow from Scientist while Mimic gave me a full-body massage with her tentacles until my headache went away.

Well, it lasted for longer than that. It was only supposed to last until my headache went away… but I didn’t tell them right away once it did go away.

As for the girls’ reactions to what I told them about my conversation with Judge:

Guide said, “I think he might just like the sound of his own voice.”

Ninja said, “Hoh, I see. It must be a sort of trap posing as a riddle that makes no sense with the aim of causing confusion where there should be none.”

Gunsmith said, “The heck is that supposed to mean?”

Scientist said, “Philosophy is not my strong suit, so I agree with Guide.”

And Mimic said, “Master,” with a very confused expression.

Honestly, after talking to them about it, I felt like I was crazy. Trying to relay the conversation to them made me feel like an idiot. Maybe it was a stupid conversation in the first place and talking about it to somebody else helped me realize it. I had no idea. All I knew for sure was that it was confusing and I had no idea if I gained anything out of that conversation or not.

Well, no, I did gain some information. Assuming that Judge could actually be trusted, I learned that he and the other entities were supposedly created by humanity somehow. And if my interpretation of the conversation was correct, then… they, or at least Judge, wanted to find a god.

Was that the purpose of the game I found myself in? I wasn’t narcissistic enough to even entertain the idea that they wanted me to be a god, though, so I had no idea what my purpose was to them. Were they trying to judge humanity through me? Was I representing humans? If I failed, was humankind going to get wiped out like it seemed all previous attempts at civilization were?

I had no idea.

That was why I ignored how confused I was to focus on what I did know, and what I knew was that Ninja and Gunsmith wanted to try out the desert boss. That meant clearing out a pretty wide, flat area in the desert before dotting it with campfires here and there.

“You said this boss must be summoned ourselves, yes?” Ninja asked me.

“Yep,” I answered.

“How do we go about the summoning ritual?”

“This one is actually a bit special. Normally, bosses either spawn on their own or you have to use a special item to spawn them. This one, I’ve got to be the one who does it since I’m the ‘player,’ but all I have to do is jump up and down in a certain way a few times. You’ll know it worked when you feel the sand shake. You two ready?”

Gunsmith and Ninja both prepared their weapons and nodded.

“Alright, then let me make a fool of myself real quick.”

With that, I stood up straight and hopped straight up and down once, waited a second, did it again, waited another second, and did it one last time.

Apparently it was a reference to some old sci-fi movie, but I never would have known that without reading trivia about the boss. However, the boss itself… the boss itself made it obvious what it was a reference to.

And as the entire desert shook, a deep, terrifying roar could be heard coming from below as all the sand beneath us got sucked into a center point like a whirlpool.

“Back away from the center!” I shouted to the others.

All three of us got out from the falling sand with ease, giving us a few seconds to spare before a massive worm covered in brown, leathery skin jumped up from the hole and reached into the sky with its sheer length.

“It’s an easy fight, just watch for the ground like before and attack!” I ordered.

Gunsmith was already on the attack firing shot after shot into the worm’s length. Ninja joined in as well, though she seemed a bit awkward as all she could really do was stand in place continuously swinging at the worm as it ascended into the air. Her whole thing was performing single, decisive strikes, or at least having to reposition between attacks. But against this boss, she just had to stand in place and swing at the worm in front of her.

The worm’s ascent into the sky eventually came to an end, and it turned around with its head to come crashing down toward us.

And since I only warned them about looking from below for this boss’s attacks, I shouted, “Up!”

That was enough to get the point across. Ninja and Guide looked up, saw the worm’s massive maw full of thousands of sharp teeth coming down toward us, and jumped out of the way before it could crash into the sand.

Then they were back to attacking its length as it slid into the sands.

It was a pretty easy fight, honestly. The only risk came from not paying attention since the boss was basically guaranteed to one-shot anybody not in armor from later in the game. Its whole gimmick was slow, obvious attacks… that absolutely destroyed whatever they touched.

There was something else that I noticed, though.

The holes the worm created in the ground didn’t go away. In the original game, it didn’t actually destroy the environment, but it looked like it was here. The first spot it came from had a massive hole reaching deep into the ground, and the spot it crashed into had a similar, lasting hole. The boss was only supposed to clip through the terrain, not permanently modify it.

Not that I was going to complain. It actually destroying the terrain by leaving tunnels was pretty helpful as we could look down them for easy resources.

And actually… with how close we were to the desert dungeon…

Well, the dungeon didn’t need destroyed. Sure, it would make exploring it safer, but there was also the risk of destroying any potential loot in there.

“Oi, you going to help us?” Gunsmith asked me.

“I figured you two wanted to fight it yourselves,” I answered.

“This boss ain’t worth the challenge. All we’re doing is smacking it until it’s dead and moving every now and then.”

“I agree with Lady Gunsmith,” Ninja said. “There is no honor to be had in this battle.”

“Damn,” I said. “I almost feel bad for the worm when you say something like that.” I took my chainsaw out and revved it. “If you thought it was too easy before, I bet I’m about to make it look absolutely trivial.”

After all, the world was a fusion of both game physics and realistic physics, and I already found out that my chainsaw was pretty unfair in that regard.

All I had to do was wait for the worm to pop back up through the sand, dodge, then get right up next to its ascending length.

And then I jammed my running chainsaw straight into its side.

A disgusting amount of worm gore completely caked my entire front, but the worm boss basically cut itself open on my chainsaw by soaring into the air with my chainsaw in the way. All I did was keep it held in place and the worm did the rest by cutting itself open on it.

The boss’s health rapidly dropped once I got started. Before it could even fully leave the ground again, its health hit zero and its entire length exploded into a tower of gore that came raining down all over the surrounding desert.

“That just don’t even feel right,” Gunsmith said.

“It’s the result that matters,” I said.

“You better not start talking about ‘result’ nonsense or whatever just because you talked to some crazy old guy.”

“I won’t talk about it if you don’t talk about mustaches.”

“One, I haven’t even talked about them today since I figured I’d give you a break today. Two, I’d rather listen to yours and that old man’s nonsense than ever give up talking about mustaches.”

She had a point. If anything, I was the first one to bring up mustaches for the day. Not a single word about them left her mouth since the day began. It was all me.

It actually felt kind of wrong to not hear her say anything about them.

Did I get conditioned into expecting it already?

Well, whatever the case, I had some notifications to pay attention to.

//New Achievement!

//[The Dune Slayer]

//Awarded for defeating the Giant Sandworm! I wonder if its meat tastes spicy.

//Reward: [Decorative Spice Bowl]

It was impossible not to roll my eyes after reading the achievement.

As for the loot that got sucked into my inventory, there was plenty of the usual. Coins, potions, the artifact, and so on, but then there was the stuff exclusive to the boss.

//[Soul of the Giant Sandworm]

//Unique

//Once belonging to the Giant Sandworm, the monster’s soul has been freed from its physical form and may be given new purpose.

//Consuming this item will grant you a permanent +15 Health, +5 Defense, +10% Damage. You will also gain the ability to swim through sand for a limited time without suffocating.

Unlike the other souls that were more balanced when it came to giving new stats, this one was more focused on health, defense, and damage. Kind of made sense considering what boss it was from.

The part about being able to swim through sand would have been extremely useful, too, but… I couldn’t bring myself to actually use the soul. I wasn’t even sure why at that point. Using them would objectively make me more powerful. Basically the only reason I was holding onto them before was because I wanted to see if they might be used for anything else as they were one-of-a-kind items impossible to get again.

It was probably foolish.

The only reason I didn’t feel too bad about not using them was because I didn’t need them. There were no real challenges that couldn’t be faced without their buffs.

That made it even more suspicious to me in a way. Dungeon Master had to know I wouldn’t struggle too much with any of the current threats, yet he was providing me with these souls that would have made the “content” even more trivial. They weren’t needed at all. If I was being tested, then why give me options that would make the test even easier? Shouldn’t things have been made harder instead of easier?

Whatever the logic was, I left the soul alone in my inventory for the time being.

The most important thing from the worm, as far as I was concerned, was the [Sandworm Leather]. That was what I needed to craft the next set of armor I was interested in.

Then there was a [Sandworm Thumper] which was just another decorate item that could be placed around the base and would cause a miniature version of the boss to jump in and out of the ground around the base. [Worm Safe Boots] was an accessory that could be equipped and would prevent accidentally summoning the boss when jumping in the desert, which wasn’t really needed.

But then there was something else I honestly thought I would have to grind for considering its rare drop rate, yet I got it on the first try.

The [Sand Spitter] gun. It was a pretty weak gun that basically just shot a water-like stream of sand at the target. Nothing special to write home about.

But I had [Pocket Sand]. Unfortunately, it was back at the base, but I did have it.

“I’ve got to kill the boss a few more times to get drops to make a full set of new armor, but then we can go to the dungeon, alright?” I proposed.

Ninja was quick to nod, but Gunsmith sighed. “Guess we’ll just be sitting here waiting on you. Well, take your time, Player Boy. It ain’t as hot out here as it looks at least.”

“Thanks. Don’t worry, once I have my new armor and the new toy I can make, we’ll get the dungeon conquered.”

Gunsmith raised an eyebrow when she heard me bring up a new toy, but I didn’t give her any hints about what I meant. Instead, I jumped a few more times to summon the boss again and got to work with my chainsaw.


Chapter Nine




I killed the boss a few more times and then we went back to the base. With how easy it was to spawn the base, I didn’t need to craft any special summoning items, nor did I have to use that special altar to summon it. Technically, going back to the altar would have made things easier since the boss would have gotten harder each time while also dropping more loot each time, but it was faster overall to just kill it a few more times out in the desert.

At the base, I didn’t waste any time getting to crafting so we could head back out and finally delve into the dungeon properly.

That meant I crafted myself a full set of Desert Ranger armor. It was only slightly more protective than the crafted armor I had from killing The Watcher, but its bonuses were what made it better to me.

The Watcher’s armor gave me more attack speed and movement speed. That was nice and all, but the Desert Ranger armor buffed ranged damage and jumping height. The full set bonus also gave me a movement buff in the desert, so I was also faster than before, but only when in the desert.

Movement speed wasn’t that important yet because I had all the boss patterns memorized and could pretty effortlessly dodge their attacks just by knowing what to expect. Attack speed wasn’t really needed, either, because my two main weapons both didn’t need it. The chainsaw already attacked as fast as possible and so did the flamethrower. They were constantly attacking at all times. They couldn’t go even faster than they already were. Well, sure, technically a chainsaw could spin faster, and a flamethrower could shoot faster, but it didn’t actually make a difference. Ranged damage, however, made a difference. Maybe not with the flamethrower because the flamethrower relied on damage-over-time damage instead of specifically ranged damage, but there was something else I crafted.

Something made from combining the [Sand Spitter] with [Pocket Sand].

//[Sand Spewer]

//Damage: 8

//Uses sand as ammunition.

//Inflicts the [Blinded] debuff.

Unlike the flamethrower which barely did any damage with the actual “shots,” instead relying on damage ticks from burning to deal damage, the [Sand Spewer] did raw damage on its own. With my new armor, its damage would also get boosted by another 15%.

It wasn’t going to replace my flamethrower, of course. The optimal plan was to use both. Light enemies on fire with the flamethrower, then spray them with the [Sand Spewer]. That would leave hordes on fire and confused.

The only problem was that I was going to need an entire desert’s worth of sand with how much I was thinking of using it… but I had an idea for how to handle that.

Also, with new armor that actually looked pretty cool instead of like fleshy gore, I was finally able to take off my old, starting armor that I kept in the cosmetic slots.

If that starting armor had me looking like a level 1 noob in an RPG, then my new armor probably had me looking like… well, maybe a level 20 rookie if we said that level 100 was the highest.

New pants, leather boots for traversing harsh terrain, a chest plate that left my arms exposed, and some random bits of cloth around my neck and waist to give me more of that desert traveler aesthetic.

I looked pretty cool.

“What do you think?” I asked, turning around to look at Guide who insisted on being in the room with me as I swapped to my new armor.

“I’m disappointed that you don’t have to get naked to change armor,” Guide said and sighed. “But, you’re looking pretty cool, Player.”

“You already see me naked enough, don’t you?”

“I could never see you naked enough. Really, we should become nudists. There’s no reason for any of us to wear clothes.”

“But I like how clothes look. Besides, if everybody is naked all the time, won’t that make being naked… I don’t know, less special? Bare boobs stop being as impressive when you can see them all the time.”

Guide raised an eyebrow before lifting her shirt up to flash me. “Go on, Player. Tell me how unimpressive they are.”

…

Guide might have had a point, especially when she did a little twist of her torso to shake them.

“I apologize for my foolish comment,” I said. “Boobs could never be anything but impressive.”

“Hmm, are you sure?” Guide asked. “I mean, I wouldn’t want you to get tired of seeing these.” She started lowering her shirt. “It would be such a shame if you got bored of them.” Her breasts were almost fully covered again. “I wouldn’t want you to stop liking them because you see them all the time…”

I lunged forward to grab her wrists to keep her from lowering the shirt more. “Please, don’t take them from me.”

Guide showed me a silly smile before bursting out laughing. “You are so cute, Player.” Instead of lowering her shirt, she fully lifted it up over her head and set it aside before grabbing my head to pull me against her breasts. “There, there. They’re not going anywhere.”

“This is proof that God exists and that he’s good.”

“Hey, these are all thanks to me, very much. Don’t go giving some imaginary guy in the clouds credit for my tits.”

“Alright, then how about… this is proof that a goddess exists and that she’s good?”

“Oh? Player, are you trying to call me your goddess? You know how dangerous something like that is, right?” Guide held me even more firmly against her breasts. “It makes me not want to let you go. It makes me want to reward my faithful follower for his worship.”

“You know… maybe some goddess roleplay wouldn’t be too bad later.”

“I completely agree. But, like you said, later.” Guide, unfortunately, took my head away from her chest after that. “You’ve already been distracted enough today. Don’t keep Ninja and Gunsmith waiting any longer.”

“I know, I know.”

“That being said,” Guide paused and held her right hand out toward me, presenting it for what was obvious. “Don’t think you can leave without giving your goddess a kiss.”

In that case, to properly play along, I dropped to one knee and gently took hold of her hand with my own before bringing my lips to it to place a kiss on the back of her hand. Guide wore a pretty excited smile on her face the whole time.

“I am definitely awakening to something,” Guide said.

“You’re not the only one,” I replied before giving her hand another kiss.

Me and Guide might have gotten just a little bit carried away before I actually left her.

Even though we both knew that I needed to leave, and that Guide was the one who first pushed me away… she was also the one who pulled me back in and wouldn’t let me leave until a few minutes of… “worship.” Though, I felt like I was the one being worshipped if anything despite her being in the role of the “goddess.”

Ninja was immediately able to figure out what went on just by sniffing the air, and Gunsmith—well, Gunsmith had a pretty expressive face that made it obvious she knew, too.

But none of us brought it up as we went back into the desert. Again.

And this time, there was nothing else to distract us. Nothing else would get in the way. No underground caverns would distract us. No bosses would serve as detours.

It was time to hit up the dungeon.

“Oh! Lord Player, you mentioned crafting something other than armor, yes?” Ninja asked as we walked.

I figured that meant it was time to show off. I equipped my [Sand Spewer] and held it out to them. “Here it is. It’s kind of like a flamethrower, but looks more… desert-y, and it also does this instead.” I pointed it ahead and pulled the trigger, causing a wide spray of sand to shoot from it with a pretty good distance. “I merged the [Pocket Sand] accessory with the drop I got from the boss, so it also blinds enemies it hits.” That was also why the gun looked like it had a tube connected to a bag holding sand. “It won’t be as good as my chainsaw for fighting bosses, and I know you both have your doubts about blinding things, but I figure it’ll be pretty good against sizable enough hordes. Especially if we’re ever in a situation where we’re being chased and need to run away. Just have to aim behind us and spray.”

“Think it’s better than your flamethrower?” Gunsmith asked.

“In raw damage and safety, yeah. I won’t have to worry about accidentally burning down a forest or anything, and it also kills things immediately instead of waiting for fire to kill them. But, the flamethrower will still do more damage over time. Plus when there are times where something might go out of reach or I have to stop to dodge, the flames would still be doing damage. That’s why, ideally, I’d start off with the flamethrower to light enemies on fire, switch to the [Sand Spewer] to deal direct damage if the chainsaw isn’t effective, and then switch back to the flamethrower whenever the flames go out.”

Ninja then asked, “Would the sand not snuff out the flames?”

“… in the original game, no. But here… that might be worth testing. I didn’t consider that real physics might mess that plan up.”

I was tempted to go into a cavern to test it out real quick… but I resisted. We could test it once we reached the dungeon.

Though it was hard, I resisted.

Finally, we reached the base of the dungeon.

The dungeon was a pyramid that looked unbelievably large up close. The underground lab was only a mini dungeon, and the “mini” part of it really stood out in comparison to the pyramid. Even the top levels of the pyramid were probably larger than the entirety of the mini dungeon… and this was only what we could see above the surface. There was an entire, underground temple beneath the pyramid. Realistically, exploring the whole thing, making sure to clear every room while being careful of potential threats, would take a few days. That was under the assumption we’d be working ourselves to exhaustion every day, too.

But the thing about the dungeon was that the more we explored it, the easier it would get. Not because of experience or clearing enemies out or anything like that, but because of the equipment we’d find in there.

Gunsmith lowered her rifle, having been using its scope to look at the pyramid, and said, “Looks like the buildings around the main structure might have something.”

She was right about that. Before entering the dungeon proper, there were secondary structures and pillars around it that were mostly for show, but some of them had chests. Chests that wouldn’t have anything too good in them, but still chests.

“Hoh, we should check those first,” Ninja said.

Gunsmith stretched her arms out above her head. “That’s what I was thinking. Ready, Player Boy?”

“I’m ready,” I answered. “I call dibs on the first enemy we see so that I can test what Ninja said.”

The girls agreed, so we were all ready.

It was time to explore our first dungeon.

Little did I know what horrors would soon face me.


Chapter Ten




“No… no. It… it can’t be,” I pleaded. “Please—please, anything but this!”

“Heh, heh, heh,” Gunsmith said. “Well, well, well. Look at what we’ve got here.”

“Please! I’m begging you!”

“No wonder you kept getting distracted. You were trying to keep me from finding this, weren’t you?”

“I’ll do anything. Please. Just don’t—don’t⁠—”

Gunsmith turned around, the very first chest we found now behind her, and looked at me with the most smug expression possible… and with her face now decorated… by… a fake mustache. “This gal is finally complete!”

“I hate everything.”

She lovingly stroked her mustache. “Ah… I finally feel whole again.”

“Kill me.”

“Nobody will be able to resist my masculine charm now.”

“Never mind, I’ll just kill myself.”

Ninja gave my head a gentle chop after hearing that. “I will be reporting your words to Lady Guide.”

“I don’t care. The punishment of having to see Gunsmith with a mustache is worse than anything Guide could do to me.”

Ninja ignored what I said and instead told Gunsmith, “I think your mustache is very lovely!”

“Thanks, Ninja Cute,” Gunsmith said. “Wanna touch it? Here, give it a little stroke.”

“Hoh… it feels very realistic!”

“Ah… this mustache—it’s fate. Destiny. The whole reason this body of mine exists is to wear a mustache. Y’know what? I’ll even give you some fanservice, Player Boy. The mustache comes before the face.”

I looked at her with dread in my eyes and asked, “How is that supposed to be fanservice?”

“I tried referencing that nonsense you talked about earlier. The mustache is the outcome or whatever.”

“The outcome is my despair.”

“Don’t be so dramatic. This is a time for celebration, not dramatic jokes.”

“I don’t want to hear that from somebody claiming that a fake mustache has made them whole again.”

“So prissy, but that’s alright. Now that I’ve got this here ‘stache, I’ve got enough masculinity for the both of us. Now then, Player Boy, you ready to taste what romance with a real woman is like?”

“Don’t try seducing me just because you got a mustache, and don’t try seducing me while you’re wearing said mustache.”

“Oi, I’ve been holding back this whole time waiting. Y’know what they say. You have to love yourself before you love somebody else. It’s been impossible to love myself without a mustache, but now that I have one, I can share the love.”

“Is that seriously the only reason you haven’t been joining in on anything intimate? Because you didn’t have a mustache?”

“Yup.”

“I was starting to think you might actually just want to be friends.”

“Nah. You’ve got a nice face and a decent personality, plus hearing everybody else get it on has been leaving me pretty frustrated, y’know? I just couldn’t do anything without a mustache.”

“Could you… at least take the mustache off whenever we do anything?”

“I’d rather you put a bag over my head.”

“I really will do that.”

“Fine by me as long as the ‘stache stays on.”

I had no other option.

There was only one thing I could do.

I wrapped my arms around Ninja and buried my face against her neck.

“Lord—Lord Player?!” Ninja gasped out as her tail rapidly wagged behind her.

“Hold me, Ninja,” I whined.

Ninja wrapped her arms around me for a comforting hug. “Is this really such a tragic event?”

“Yes.”

“But now that she has a mustache, you will surely not have to listen to her talk about it so often.”

“But now I have to see her with it. It doesn’t matter if she shuts up about mustaches if I’m reminded of them every single time I look at her face. I’d rather get a headache from listening to an old guy talk about weird philosophical stuff that makes no sense for hours than have to see her wearing a mustache.”

“Worry not, my lord. I am sure that you will grow accustomed to it before long. Perhaps you may even find it attractive after spending enough time around her?”

“I promise you that will literally never happen.”

“You can never be sure of what the future may hold.”

“No, I’m pretty sure about this one.”

Gunsmith then said, “Alright, I know what to do. Player, let me borrow Ninja for a minute.”

“I don’t want to. I need my Ninja right now. Her warmth and watching her tail wag is the only thing keeping me from having a mental breakdown.”

Maybe I was acting too overly dramatic, but honestly, it was fun. I was pretty sure that Gunsmith was in on it, too.

But… Ninja probably thought I was being a hundred percent serious. Or maybe not a hundred percent serious, but she probably thought I was more serious than I was.

Regardless, I relented and let Gunsmith take Ninja away for a moment. The two girls whispered something to each other, Ninja nodded at whatever was being said, and then… Gunsmith turned around.

But there was no mustache on her face.

“No,” I said. “Don’t—don’t tell me⁠—”

Ninja turned around.

The… the mustache…

It was defiling Ninja’s face.

“See, Lord Player?” Ninja asked. “It is not so—my—my lord?!”

“Sheesh,” Gunsmith said. “That’s an actual tear. Probably crying from happiness.”

I was no longer being dramatic for fun.

“I am sorry, Lord Player,” Ninja said. “I promise to never wear the mustache again.”

That was the seventh time Ninja apologized and made that promise since we first found the mustache.

Honestly, after the first one, I was back to being dramatic, but I liked how… clingy and loving Ninja was being since then. She was even walking with her arms wrapped my own, hugging my arm against her chest.

“Let the boy be dramatic,” Gunsmith said. “Besides, it’s kinda cute. Makes me want to protect him.” She, of course, stroked her artificial mustache while saying that.

Gunsmith… was like a new person since donning the mustache. Before, her entire personality more or less revolved around weird sayings and complaints about not having a mustache.

But ever since she put it on, she’s been… masculine and seductive? Which was absolutely ridiculous. She was short, looked extremely feminine and cute, and was wearing a fake mustache on her face. Yet, she talked like some old, masculine man who knew his way around the ladies, and she was treating me like the lady.

It was kind of funny and, in a weird way, endearing.

But I was still going to put a bag on her face if she ever wanted to do anything intimate and refused to take the mustache off for it.

Anyways, we cleared the rest of the surrounding structures. Technically, they were connected to the pyramid. Excavating the entire desert would have revealed a massive temple of sorts that the pyramid was built atop of, and the surrounding structures and pillars were actually tall towers connected to the main temple buried beneath the sands. Unfortunately, they were sealed off, and I wasn’t able to mine through their materials to traverse downward through them.

The only option was to go in through the main entrance. As for the main entrance, because it wasn’t supposed to architecturally serve as one, it was basically just a giant crack in the side of the pyramid. A giant crack that we now found ourselves standing in front of.

“Anything we should know, Player Boy?” Gunsmith asked.

“There’ll be a lot of traps in there, but they’re pretty obvious since this is meant to be the first real dungeon,” I answered. “The real danger comes from when you’re fighting enemies and trying to dodge traps at the same time.”

“What kind of traps are we talking about here? How do we activate them?”

“They’re all activated by pressure plates, but it’ll be a bit difficult to spot them at times since the ground won’t always be level. Plus there will be some rooms with checkered patterns on the floor where any potential tile could be a pressure plate.”

“Can you break them?”

“Not until the dungeon’s boss is dead. Nothing inside can be broken until then. But once the boss is dead, we could tear down the entire dungeon if we want to.”

“Hmm. Got it. And the enemies?”

“Scorpions, scarabs, zombies and skeletons wrapped up in bandages—nothing you two couldn’t handle. The only thing I’m really concerned about is if an abnormality shows up.”

“I remember you telling me about that before. Dangerous creeps that don’t follow the rest of this place’s rules, right?”

“Right. We’ve only encountered one, and it was in the mini dungeon. I got an item for killing it that made me think I’d be fighting more, but… we haven’t encountered any others yet.”

“Hmm.”

“Something on your mind?”

“I’ve got a theory I’m working on. I’ll let you know once I’ve thought it over some more. Anyways.” Gunsmith gave my ass a smack and stepped forward. “Let’s get to work. By the way.” She looked over her shoulder at me and winked. “Nice ass.”

While I felt flustered and like I had no idea how to respond, I noticed Ninja lean back enough to take a peek herself before subtly nodding to herself.

I just wanted to clear the dungeon, but I felt like I was being turned into a sex object instead. A sex object tormented by an old man in a petite girl’s body with a mustache.

…

Maybe I could learn a thing or two about how to flirt from Gunsmith. Then Guide would stop always having an advantage over me.

Maybe I could grow a mustache, too.

Wait.

I reached up to touch my face.

There… was zero stubble.

Sure, I was never able to grow in a good beard or mustache in the first place, but I still grew in awkward patches of stubble if I didn’t keep my face shaved.

But there was no stubble. Even though it had been a few weeks, there wasn’t anything there. I should have looked like a scruffy mess.

The hair on top of my head wasn’t any longer, either.

Was time… frozen or something? But if it was frozen, how did we recover from injuries? How come I could feel sore and then not after some rest? Not to mention that days still passed by normally.

I had no idea and I was surprised that it took me so long to notice there was something off with that. I was going to have to ask Scientist about it later.


Chapter Eleven




The inside of the pyramid was full of broken slabs of stone, flickering torches that should have gone out countless years ago, and… and it felt empty.

Not empty because of a lack of things and enemies. There were plenty of those. Gunsmith and Ninja were even in the middle of fighting with a group of bandaged skeletons.

It felt empty because there was no music.

There was no Egyptian-styled soundtrack inspiring adventure and exploration. There was only silence and battle.

The good news was that I was able to mentally hum the song to myself to make things feel a bit more lively. After all, I played through the entire game enough times that I basically had every single song memorized.

It had a pretty good soundtrack. Even the modded soundtracks, when they used custom music instead of stealing songs from other IPs, were great.

“I feel as if I am in a maze,” Ninja said. “Will the entire dungeon be laid out in such a manner?”

“Only this pyramid section,” I answered. “Reaching the tip of the pyramid’s interior is a sort of maze-puzzle with its own reward, but the boss is down below in the temple where it’s a lot more open.”

“Hoh, I see. The reward at the top of this structure—is pursuing it a worthwhile mission?”

“Probably… not?”

The reward at the top was basically just a miniature version of the pyramid’s capstone made with ancient technology that could be crafted into a laser gun. A laser gun that was never really that good. Well, it did have infinite ammo, practically infinite range, and constantly fired a beam until it was stopped. But it was a pretty weak beam that was slow to aim. My current weapons were already better than it in all regards other than range.

But I was going to need it for what that gun could be crafted into, so it was probably worth checking out. Preferably after defeating the boss, though, since then we could cheat the puzzle by just digging straight up.

“Let’s get that out of the way with then,” Gunsmith said. “Plus working from top to bottom sounds more efficient than going down and having to come back up.”

“I agree,” Ninja said.

“You know in this case, we’d just be working up then having to come back down, right?” I asked.

Gunsmith pointed upward. “But it’s smaller up there and bigger down there. Clear the small, easy stuff, then move onto the bigger stuff. Like a drunken piglet rolling down a snowy hill turning into a giant snowball oinking the whole way.”

“What is with you and drunken piglets?”

“They’re cute. Especially when they’re panic squealing and think the world is ending because they got drunk and rolled down a hill.”

“Isn’t that kind of messed up?”

“You bet, but are you going to tell me that you’ve never laughed at something wrong before?”

“Well, I’ve laughed at videos of children getting hurt in stupid ways that are ultimately harmless, but they act dramatic about it.”

“Lord Player!” Ninja shouted. “Laughing at injured children is never appropriate!”

“But—”

“Heh,” Gunsmith chuckled. “Overdramatic children crying over harmless things, huh? Reminds me of somebody I know.” She stroked her mustache after saying that to really drive the implication home.

“Lady Guide will most certainly hear of this! I am very disappointed, Lord Player,” Ninja continued.

“I’m—I’m sorry,” I said. “But they don’t actually⁠—”

“There is no justification for finding joy in the harm of a child.”

The worst part was that I had full confidence in Guide finding those videos funny, too. I also had full confidence in her pretending to agree with Ninja just to tease me.

“You still like me, right?” I asked.

Ninja sighed and placed her hand atop my head. “Of course, my lord. And it is because of how much I cherish you that I will help guide you to a more appropriate path. I would not be so disappointed if I did not care about you as deeply as I do.”

Even though Ninja could be a bit too serious at times, I loved that about her. She always managed to remind me of just how much she actually cared. In a way, with her, I felt like… if any of the girls were closest to feeling like a wife, it was Ninja, which was kind of ironic considering she was the one who believed herself the least worthy and important of being with me.

Not to say that my relationships with the others were any lesser than mine with Ninja. Ninja just felt the most like a traditional wife to me. A traditional, badass wife who would nag me about staying healthy while wanting to stay indoors drinking tea for quality time together. Guide, on the other hand, was always full of passion and made every minute with her feel like the honeymoon phase, like a new pair of lovers who couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Scientist felt the most like a steady girlfriend and easily got me imagining just going on a bunch of different dates with her to different places and was somewhere in-between Guide and Ninja.

Mimic was a pet. A pet I loved, but… well, maybe it was best not to think too hard about her.

And Gunsmith was still pretty new when it came to actual romance, so I didn’t have any strong feelings about that topic regarding her yet.

There was a problem, though.

I started imagining Ninja in a wedding dress.

“Something wrong?” Gunsmith asked me. “Your face is all red now.”

“Lord Player?” Ninja asked, bringing her face directly in front of my own, causing me to blush even more.

All I could see when I looked at her was her in a wedding dress, and she was way, way too beautiful for me to handle that way.

“Pyramid,” I said. “Maze. Uh, the top. We should start working our way up there. Be careful for traps.”

“Trying to distract us from the fact that you look like a blushing bride, huh?” Gunsmith asked. “Well, I’ll let you keep your secrets.”

Her comparing me to a blushing bride did not help my imagination regarding Ninja as a bride. Now I was imagining Ninja not only as a bride, but a blushing bride.

The good news was that Guide would be extremely pleased later since imagining Ninja as a bride basically meant mentally edging myself.

Since Ninja and Gunsmith decided to work from the top to the bottom, figuring that it would be easier since the top was smaller, that was what we did.

What they didn’t consider, since I got too flustered before I could point it out, was that any time saved by clearing a smaller area was going to be countered by the fact that the smaller area was a challenging maze.

And as it turned out, neither Ninja nor Gunsmith were very good with mazes.

“I feel as though we already came this way,” Ninja said. “What a mysterious labyrinth this is.”

“Have we tried going right here?” Gunsmith asked.

“I believe we have tried going every direction at this junction.”

“Well, that can’t be possible if we keep coming back here… right?”

“Perhaps it is a trick of magic?”

I shook my head. “Nope. No magic. Just a maze.”

“I see.”

“Oi,” Gunsmith said to me. “You can put some blocks down every now and then to mark which ways we’ve gone, can’t you?”

I shook my head again. “Not until the boss is dead. I can’t place or break anything until then.”

“Ninja Cute… I’m starting to think maybe we should go deal with that boss first.”

“Indeed,” Ninja said. “But at this point, I believe it would be best to continue on with this maze to reach the top. We have already spent a considerable amount of time in our struggle here that it would be a waste to abandon it when we may be close.”

“Never step foot into a casino, Ninja Cute.”

“A casino? I am unfamiliar with this.”

“A gambling den?”

“I see. I understand. Gambling is… very problematic. I recall losing many a snack in such games to those I trained with.”

“Noted,” I said. “Never let Ninja near gacha games.”

“Gacha games? What are those?”

“Financial ruin dressed up as cute girls.”

“They sound as if they are demons of some sort. Trickster demons masquerading as seductive women to bring ruin to their victims’ finances.”

“Basically, yeah.”

“Hoh, the world you come from sounds quite dangerous with these ‘gacha game’ demons roaming it.”

“You’re too great, Ninja.”

Ninja blinked when she heard the sudden compliment. “I—I am grateful to receive such praise, but I do not understand what I have done or said to deserve it.”

“That makes you even better. Anyways, you two have a maze to figure out. I’m not going to help you solve it, but if you want to give up and go back down, I can⁠—”

Both Gunsmith and Ninja looked fierce when I mentioned giving up. They looked like I couldn’t believe I would even suggest that, and now they were ready to prove they could finish the maze on their own.

“Ninja Cute, I’ll stay here, you go ahead,” Gunsmith said. “Keep track of every turn you make. If you believe you’ve found the right path forward, shout back to me the turns you’ve made and I’ll come meet up with you. If you get lost, then I’ll shout and you can follow my voice back to here.”

“Understood, Lady Gunsmith,” Ninja said. “I shall proceed forward first.”

“I’m counting on you.”

With that, Ninja went off on her own, carefully tracking her steps to memorize the exact direction she went in. They were a bit casual about it before, so it didn’t surprise me that they got lost. But now? Now that they actually understood how difficult it was and got serious due to my words, I was sure they’d figure it out in no time.

After getting lost a bit more first, though. We actually just came from the direction that we had to go, but we ran into what looked like a dead end, so they didn’t bother going to the end of the tunnel. If they had gone to the very end before turning around, they would have seen a small path open in the wall next to where we were standing when they turned back.

“So, how about that theory of yours?” I asked Gunsmith now that it was just the two of us.

“You’re really curious about that, aren’t you?” Gunsmith asked in response.

“You could say that.”

“Well, it’s still a work-in-progress, but the basic gist of it is… from everything I’ve heard about what you’ve been through before I got here, and then from what we’ve been through together, I think those ‘entities’ or whatever they are in charge don’t even know what they’re doing.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Sounds to me like they’re throwing whatever they think of at a wall hoping it’ll stick. When things don’t go their way, they change things up or throw something new. Then, after hearing what that old guy apparently said about how they’ve considered all their previous attempts or whatever to be failures… don’t it sound like they’ve got no idea what to try?”

“Huh. I guess when you put it that way, it does kind of feel that way. They’ve been trying to reach their ‘destination,’ whatever that is, for who knows how many years, but everything they’ve done has failed. But they use us—humans—to try and reach it. My question then, are we the tool or the craftsman?”

“I don’t know about that. All I’m ready to theorize about is that, quite frankly, I don’t think these folk have any idea what they’re on about. They’ve got fancy ideas and philosophies that don’t make no sense and they have no idea what to do with any of it. They’ve come up with the concept of some grand finish line or whatever it is they want, but they don’t got a single idea how to get there. They invented a finish line without inventing the racetrack, and now they have no idea how to make the racetrack. That make sense?”

“It makes more sense than what they say, at least.”

“I ain’t a big fan of deep and heavy thinking and all that, but that’s how I feel. You’re their little test subject in some game of theirs. They want you to win, but they have no idea how to win themselves. They know what it looks like to lose, but have no idea what it looks like to win, so they’re hoping you figure it out for them somehow.”

“It… kind of does feel that way. The others who tried before me—they all did their best, but none of them knew what they needed to do, either. Even when it seemed like they should have won, after doing everything right, they still failed. And everyone who has ever tried this game of theirs has failed. If a scientist runs an experiment with mice trying to find their way through a maze, but it’s impossible for the mice to even win… then that’s a problem for the scientists, not the mice.”

Gunsmith shrugged and leaned back against the wall next to where I was leaning. “Sorry, Player Boy, but I think you’re being subjected to a whole bunch of bull if I may say so myself.”

“I appreciate the talk. Honestly, everything makes more sense when I work under the assumption that they have no idea what the fuck they’re doing, either.”

“How’s that make you feel? Being the test subject of a scientist who doesn’t even know how to make their own experiment possible?”

I closed my eyes to think about it for a second before smiling and saying, “It’s a relief, honestly. Makes me feel a bit more comfortable thinking they’re a bunch of dumbasses who don’t know any better than we do. And even if they have no idea what they’re doing, I can’t deny that by bringing me to this world, they’ve helped me be happier than I’ve ever been before. Even with the dangers I’ve faced so far, I’ve never been happier. I’ve… never been this fulfilled before.”

“Heh. Good answer. Reminds me of the plains. So many of us went over there hoping for a brighter future. We went there with the destination in mind with no idea of what to do once we actually got there. But, we made do. It was hard, and we constantly struggled, but every struggle brought us closer to our dream.”

“The chair came before the hammer.”

“Guess so.”

If the chair came before the hammer, then… was that it?

My problem was that I had no idea what I was doing. Or rather, I had no idea what I was working toward. I knew what I wanted to do on a day-to-day basis. I had the vague idea of wanting to progress through the game like I was “supposed” to because that was how the original game worked. I wanted to let the others take charge so they could experience the “game” for the first time while I helped when needed, as if I was playing the original game with some friends.

But what then? Even if I cleared the game, beat every boss and crafted every item… what then? What was the ultimate goal I was working toward?

So far, all I had been doing was collecting hammers and nails, but I had no idea what I wanted to make with them.

What if I wanted to make something that didn’t even need hammers or nails?

I needed a destination. A path to the destination didn’t matter. That could be figured out later. If the entities were doing it that way, then it was alright if I did, too.

So, what would I consider to be the ultimate destination of my life?

Maybe—

“I have returned,” Ninja said with her tail still and her ears flattened against the top of her head. “There were only ends in that direction.”

Gunsmith pushed herself off against the wall and said, “I’ll go next. Let Player Boy here pat your head or something. He could probably use the break to give his mind a rest.” She then turned around toward the direction we came from before.

“Lady Gunsmith? We already explored that path.”

“Who knows? Maybe we missed something. Sometimes reaching the end means going backwards.”

“Would that not mean that backwards is not truly backwards, but actually forwards?”

“Listen, I’m trying to sound cool and knowledgeable here. I can’t let some other old man steal my spotlight.”

“But—”

“I’m off! You two stay put! I’ll let you know if I find anything.”

Gunsmith grumbled and marched away before anything else could be said.

“She is… very strange at times,” Ninja said.

“Yep,” I replied.

“But I must admit, the mustache suits her very well.”

“Just let me pet your head.”


Chapter Twelve




I forgot to test it once we actually got inside the pyramid, but I did get a chance to test it when some monsters ambushed us as we progressed up through the pyramid.

First, I used the flamethrower to light the enemy on fire.

Then I used my newest gun to shoot sand at it.

…

Ninja was right.

The sand smothered the flames and put them out. That meant I couldn’t really combo the two weapons together. Or well, I still could, but not as efficiently as I wanted to. The smarter thing to do would be to shoot sand until I felt like I had to take a break or thought the enemy would go out of range, and switch to the flamethrower just before that to light them on fire. Then they would still be taking damage while I wasn’t attacking.

“Each floor seems thinner than the last,” Ninja said. “I believe we must be reaching the top.”

“Probably,” Gunsmith said. “The maze is easier now, too. Guess that makes sense. Not like there can be that many dead ends or tricks when there’s less room to work with.”

That was the case even in the original game. The higher up I got, the easier it was. Most other games would have just made the inside bigger than it actually should have been so that wasn’t an issue, but that didn’t work in games with destructible environments.

Unfortunately, before we could reach the top of the pyramid… I was inclined to let out another sigh as I noticed that Ninja and Gunsmith were frozen.

“Which one of you is it this time?” I asked.

“Ta-da!” Dungeon Master said, appearing in front of me in their feminine form. “It’s me, the super cute and awesome⁠—”

“I already had to listen to that Judge guy today. Do I really have to listen to two of you in one day?”

“Wow. I see how it is. Then again, it’s Judge we’re talking about, so I totally get how you feel.”

“Also, do the others really need frozen during this? Why can’t they ever join in on the conversation?”

“Because they’re not the ones being tested. You are.”

I sighed and sat down with my back against the pyramid wall. “Let’s get this over with. What do you want?”

Dungeon Master sat down next to me and said, “I just want to have a totally normal talk with you.”

“I have to admit, it gives me a bad feeling when you say that.”

“How cruel. Is the mysterious entity who made this world for you to ‘play’ in not allowed to want to talk to their favorite contestant?”

“You never show up without a reason, so it puts me on edge when you do.”

“True. I’m really not even supposed to show up this much, but I can’t resist. The others are so boring, and even if they punish me, then the worst thing that will happen is my consciousness getting locked inside of a realm of torture where I experience millions of deaths and thousands of years of suffering within the span of a few real minutes. Been there, done that. Sure, I don’t want to go through that again, but it’s not like I wouldn’t survive it again.”

“Is that… an exaggeration?”

“Nope! The skin peeling was the worst part. Let me tell you, it is not very pleasant to have somebody take what is basically a potato peeler to your skin.”

“… what the fuck?”

“I know, right? Such a basic form of torture, too. I mean, come on. Physical torture is so boring. Oooh! Look at me! I’m going to snap a guy’s fingers and put needles in his eyes! Eugh. So cliché. You know what’s better?”

“Do I want to ask?”

Dungeon Master smirked before saying, “Emotional torture. You see, with a strong enough will, physical torture can be survived no matter how long it lasts for. Eventually, it becomes normal. Some people are born with medical conditions that give them pain their entire lives. It sucks, and they might break down every now and then, but they cope with it. Sometimes. Other times they kill themselves to end their suffering, but we’re not talking about that group. Now, emotional torture? Torture of the heart—torture of the soul? There is only so much that one person can handle before they break. Even if their physical body survives, they won’t survive as a person. You understand this, don’t you?”

“What makes you think I understand that?”

“Well, it happened to you, didn’t it? You were a young, innocent boy once who craved the love of your family only to be denied it. That childish version of you was tortured every day. You might not have suffered any physical torture, but torture is torture regardless of its delivery method. And you—your body, at least, survived. But the childish you is not who you are. That child died. That innocence was destroyed. The yearning for parental love crushed beneath heel. You never grew up. You simply inherited the body of a dead child. That is why I say emotional torture is far worse. It kills the person, not the body, and no person is strong enough to resist it. Not even a god.”

“I get what you mean, but I’m not sure why you’re rambling about this to me.”

“Oh! Well, because I totally don’t want to be emotionally tortured, you know? Like the whole potato peeler thing is rough, but not as bad as being neglected by one’s parents. Nobody is strong enough to resist that. But yeah. Sorry. I guess I got a bit sidetracked and rambled there. Though, now I’m curious about something.”

The bad feeling I got only kept on growing worse.

And Dungeon Master continued on without me saying anything. “Do you think every child deserves loving parents?”

“Of course,” I answered.

“Wow! What a quick reply.”

“It’s common sense. No thought is needed for something like that.”

“Hmm, I see. What about children who grow up to be genocidal dictators? If you know that no matter how much you love the child that they are going to do something horrible, do they still deserve love?”

“If they’re given a healthy, loving environment, that won’t happen.”

“That’s not what I asked. Not only is it not what I asked, but it’s woefully ignorant. Sometimes, a parent can do every single thing right. They can be attentive, loving, spoil their child the right amount, provide for them everything they need, foster an environment of positive growth—you could be the best parent in the world… and your child might still become a killer. And there is nothing you could do to stop it. No matter how many times you go back in time to try and change their outcome, they still go on to commit their atrocities. So, tell me. Does that child deserve love?”

“You wouldn’t know about it… so yes, as a parent, it’s your job to love your child and do what’s best for them while hoping for the best.”

“And what if you know what the future holds? What if you know that no matter what you do, the child under your care is a monster who will kill millions? Would the right thing to do not be to kill your own child to save the lives of everybody they would kill in the future?”

“A good parent… would cling to hope that something might change no matter how impossible it seems.”

“That’s just madness. So, you’re telling me that if you have a child who you know will kill countless, innocent people in the future no matter what you do, then you would bury your head in the sand and act like everything is fine instead of kill them, saving millions of innocents?”

“I… couldn’t. No matter what they might do in the future, I wouldn’t be able to kill my child—any child.”

“Why?”

“Do I need a reason to not kill kids?”

Dungeon Master nodded and said, “Of course. Why should a child be spared? Life is life.”

“Then because it’s wrong,” I answered. “Is that good enough?”

“Oh, but being an accomplice isn’t wrong?”

“That doesn’t make somebody an accomplice.”

“Let’s say there’s a button. Analogies are always fun, right? Back to the button. If you press it, millions will die. Pressing it is wrong, right?”

“Obviously.”

“Right, so you wouldn’t press the button, but there’s somebody else with you. They’re going to press it. You know they will press it. They even tell you they are going to press it. You have the chance to stop them, but you don’t. You stand by and let them press the button that instantly kills millions. Does that not make you an accomplice?”

“Inaction doesn’t equal compliance.”

“Inaction doesn’t equal neutrality, either. Many if not most of humanity’s greatest villains rose to power because of the inaction of ‘good men.’ And by the time they finally decide it is appropriate to act, it’s too late. Sure, they might stop future suffering, but not before countless victims have suffered enough to justify it.”

It wasn’t that I didn’t understand their logic. I just couldn’t bring myself to agree with it. There were plenty of cases where inaction was as bad as taking the wrong action, but when it came to something like the insane hypothetical from Dungeon Master? It just felt wrong to give that question any serious thought.

“Oh, Player,” Dungeon Master sighed. “You’re the kind of guy who, when faced with the trolley problem, insists on simply stopping the trolley, aren’t you?”

“I can’t exactly deny that,” I answered. “When I’m given two shitty choices, I like to come up with a better, third choice.”

“It isn’t that there is anything wrong with that desire, it simply isn’t always possible. There are many times where you are given an ultimatum and have to make a choice whether you like it or not. I am sure that, if you were actually faced with the promise of having a little future genocidal leader of your own, then you would find yourself compelled to make a choice one way or another. But until you’re in that situation—well, it's hard to answer such a horrible question when it sounds like pure fiction designed to make you sound bad, isn’t it?”

“What would you do?”

Dungeon Master smirked and asked, “Oh, me? If I had a child who would one day grow up to commit horrible atrocities? Well, for starters, the concept of having a child at all is a totally foreign one to me. We entities don’t exactly participate in the act of procreation, you see. But that’s not what you asked about. What would I do if I did have such a child? Well, that would depend on my morals. If I had the morals of a human who believed genocide was wrong and that everybody should be happy and peaceful together, then obviously killing the child would be the best option. But since I don’t have such morals—well, I wouldn’t do anything. It doesn’t affect me, so why would I care? And as far as I’m concerned, by choosing to step aside and letting my child do what they want, that makes me just as guilty as them.”

“Then aren’t you implying you would be fine with committing genocide?”

“That I am. What do you think happened to the humans of old? The failed souls you’ve inherited and their cultures? Though, I didn’t do that because of something like morals. I did it because they failed the test.”

“Do you seriously not have any morals?”

“Not by human standards. All I have are… rules that I follow, and they aren’t even my own rules. And—well, I break those rules pretty often, including right now considering that I’m here talking to you like this.”

“And whose rules would those be then?”

“Hey, Player.”

“What?”

“Poof.”

And just like that, Dungeon Master disappeared.

“It happened again, didn’t it, Lord Player?” Ninja asked, figuring out what was going on as soon as she was unfrozen.

“Yeah,” I answered. “Dungeon Master showed up.”

Gunsmith sounded pretty annoyed about it. “Tch. They really are some rude bastards, aren’t they? Always leaving us out of the conversation.”

“Sorry. I asked about that, but I guess they only care about talking to me since I’m the one they’re testing.”

“Well, it ain’t anything for you to apologize for, though I won’t disapprove if the next time you refuse to talk to them unless they let us join in.” Gunsmith sighed then looked me over. “How’s your head? Got a headache?”

“Not this time, but I’m… annoyed, I guess.”

I told them about what we talked about.

“What kind of sick hypothetical is that?” Gunsmith asked. “These bastards are really annoying me, and I ain’t even the one they’re talking to.”

“I agree with Lady Gunsmith,” Ninja said. “Such a hypothetical question has no purpose than to cause distress. It is cruel and covers a sickening subject that should not even be entertained.”

“I’ve got to ask you two, though,” I said. “What… would you do?”

“Ain’t it obvious?” Gunsmith asked. “Raise that kid right. If they act up, put them over my knee and spank them.”

Ninja nodded. “Though I disagree with physical punishment, I would seek to understand the child and help correct their course. No child is beyond rehabilitation, and I refuse to accept otherwise.”

“I like that answer,” I said. Then I looked at Gunsmith. “No spanking.”

“What?” Gunsmith asked. “Spanking not tolerated where you’re from?”

“Some people tolerate it, but us younger generations consider it abuse.”

“Huh. Well, I don’t feel that strongly about it either way. Alright, no spanking, but a stern talking to.”

“That’s better. Anyways, let’s keep moving… and hope that nobody else tries giving me a headache today.”

Ninja nodded. “I shall try my best not to cause you distress, my lord.”

“Ninja, you literally never have to worry about giving me a headache.”

“Is—is that so?”

“Undeniably.”

Gunsmith then asked, “What about me? I could never give you a headache, right?”

I looked at Gunsmith, looked at her mustache, and then walked by her. “Ninja, let’s finish exploring so that we can relax.”

“Oi.”

“Lady Gunsmith,” Ninja said. “Please be considerate of Lord Player’s mental health.”

“Tch. You’re too pure, Ninja Cute.”

I agreed with Gunsmith there.

It didn’t take too much longer for us to reach the top of the pyramid where the miniature capstone was supposed to be.

There was only one more “trick” left for the girls to figure out, and Ninja got in an instant. Maybe it was because of her training, but she realized that there was a fake wall within seconds.

And once Ninja broke through the fake wall by swinging her sword through it, causing it to break apart in an instant, we were faced with our reward: the treasure room at the very tip of the pyramid’s interior.

But the reward I expected to see in there was missing.

Instead, there was a child.


Chapter Thirteen




“A… child?” Ninja asked.

“Oi, this is no place for a child to be,” Gunsmith said, already taking a step toward the kid.

I had no idea what to think. There were no children in the original game nor any of the mods I added. If there was a child, then… they had to be added by Dungeon Master or one of the others.

And while I was confused, Ninja held her arm out in front of Gunsmith to stop her. “Please wait, Lady Gunsmith. This may be a trap. Do you not find it suspicious that a lone child has appeared on her own here?”

“Well, you’re not wrong,” Gunsmith replied. “But still… she just looks like a little girl. It’s an adult’s duty to help out kids in need.”

“Unless said kid is a trap, yes, I agree.”

“We can’t just go and assume she’s a trap.”

“Nor can we assume her innocence in such an unlikely situation.”

“Tch. Listen, my gut is pretty smart about these things, and it don’t sense that anything is wrong here.”

“My own instincts do not inspire such doubt either, but one must ignore their instincts to trust their mind at times.”

“Oi, Player Boy, talk some sense into her, will ya? She⁠—”

“Ninja’s right,” I said. “I don’t… feel that anything is wrong, but there shouldn’t be a child here. It makes no sense. No children existed in the original game or the mods. At least, not like this. And on top of that…”

I remembered what Dungeon Master talked to me about.

What would I do if I had a child who I knew would one day grow up to be a horrible person no matter what I did?

It felt too convenient. Like I was purposely being set up to be part of some sick joke down the line.

But if the child had no say in the matter—no idea who she was or what her role was in the joke, then how could she be held responsible for it?

I wasn’t going to condemn a child over paranoia.

And I wasn’t alone, either.

I didn’t need to make the choice by myself.

“Your answers are still the same from earlier, right?” I asked. “About that hypothetical with the kid. If there’s a kid, then it’s our duty to help them. And if they make some bad decisions later on in life… we’ll be there to try and help them understand what they’re doing is wrong.”

“I agree,” Ninja said.

“Yep,” Gunsmith said. “Same answer as before. And if they don’t listen, then spanking—err, more talking to it is.”

Then all three of us were in favor of helping the kid.

A young girl, bound by chains with nothing to protect her aside from what essentially looked like a worn and dirty sack.

I wanted to tell them to stay back to let me approach alone, but that wasn’t the right word choice. That was me wanting to protect them, not work together with them.

“Watch my back,” I said instead.

Ninja and Gunsmith both nodded and switched over to scanning our surroundings to make sure there were no surprises waiting for us, allowing me to approach the girl on my own.

Honestly, it really did feel like a trap, but at the same time… just like Ninja and Gunsmith, my gut felt fine about it. My mind told me it was suspicious, but my gut only told me that there was an abused child who needed help.

A child bound by chains with nobody to help her.

It wasn’t difficult to see myself in her.

There was nobody to help me as a kid, but that was no reason for me to not help somebody else if I could.

“Hey, can you understand me?” I asked the girl, now standing only a few feet in front of her.

She lifted her head up and looked up at me from behind her long, shaggy bangs that covered most of her eyes.

But even though her eyes were mostly covered, the visible portions of them were still enough to freeze me in place.

Deep, colorful eyes swirling with red. I felt as if I was staring into an abyss, and the abyss was staring right back into me.

Such eyes were unnatural. Inhuman. More monstrous and terrifying than Mimic could ever be even at her most disturbing.

They were eyes that belonged to somebody who one might imagine to be the final boss of a game. The eyes of a psychopathic killer, or perhaps the eyes of a demonic god.

If there was one word to describe her eyes with, it was “evil.”

“Give me a break,” I whispered under my breath to myself—no, to Dungeon Master.

If the intent was to test me by giving a child such stereotypically “evil” eyes, then it was a pretty shitty test. What was next? Trying to get me to judge somebody based on other appearance stereotypes?

No child deserved to be judged because of their eyes.

“Do you understand me?” I asked again.

The girl slowly nodded her head, appearing too weak to move with much life.

“Can you talk?”

She looked down and subtly shook her head. But she did make a nose after that. “Mm…”

“That’s okay. I’m going to help you, alright?”

The girl looked up again, and though she had such stereotypical eyes, there was something more important I saw within them.

Disbelief, or perhaps appreciation.

“Just make a deal with me not to grow up and become a horrible person, alright?” It was a half joke, probably for my own comfort if anything, but the girl still nodded albeit with a hint of confusion on her face.

That was probably a weird thing to tell a kid.

Her nodding in response made me feel a bit more secure, though.

I reached out to her chains to see just how hard they were going to be to break… only for them to vanish as soon as I touched them. Simply reaching out to her was all that it took to break them.

The girl looked at where the chains used to be, at her wrists, and then up at me. A couple of seconds later and her eyes grew watery as what appeared to be tears formed at their edges.

What I said about her eyes looking like the kind somebody would expect from a stereotypical “evil” boss was still true.

But just because her eyes looked like a stereotype did not mean that she fit that stereotype, and that her eyes could not also be beautiful.

She reached her arms out toward me as if she wanted a hug, and I held my arms open to accept her.

Crippling pain shot through my body as soon as we touched.

My health dropped to roughly twenty percent of its total in an instant, and I was forced to shove the girl away before I died.

“Lord Player!” Ninja shouted, quick to rush up to my side with her blade drawn.

I understood her concern, but I held my arm out to stop her.

It was true that touching the girl almost killed me… but when I looked into her eyes, she looked terrified. Confused.

Hurt.

And she started crying, pulling her knees up against her chest to tuck her face against them.

A mysterious child on her own inside a dungeon, who was bound by chains, with “evil” eyes and the ability to almost instantly kill me just by touching me, and I found her after having that conversation with Dungeon Master about a hypothetical child destined to be evil no matter what I did.

A cursed child.

A child meant to bring ruin.

A child destined to destroy everything around her.

That was probably what she was supposed to be. All the signs pointed toward it and I would be stupid not to acknowledge how obvious that was.

The warrior king in me knew that killing her before she could pose a threat was the smart thing to do.

The explorer in me wanted to study her and see what was wrong with her and if there was a way to fix her.

And the perfect narcissist failure in me otherwise known as Third… was too conflicted on what to do that tapping into his thoughts didn’t help at all.

But there was one thing I remembered from Third.

He failed because he was too perfect. He abandoned what it was to be human in pursuit of perfection.

What did it mean to be human? If being human was important to winning whatever this game was, then what did I have to do to prove I was as human as possible?

To me… when I thought about peak humanity, I thought back to my favorite protagonists in stories and games. The kind of people who when faced with two terrible choices, said “no” and forced a third option into reality. It was a very “humanity fuck yeah” sort of trope, but one that I loved and considered to be quintessentially human.

To be human was to stick to what I believed in.

No matter how obvious of a setup something was, I wasn’t going to condemn a child to whatever their implied “destiny” was.

And if I was willing to condemn them, then I wouldn’t be worthy of calling myself a human. I wouldn’t be worthy of my humanity. I wouldn’t be worthy of my new family. Nothing.

I took out one of my potions and chugged it down.

I motioned for Ninja to back down and then told the girl, “Sorry for surprising you like that. I’ve got to be careful with my health, and that took me by surprise. I know explaining it might not help that much after being thrown like that, but… trying to help you understand is worth a try at least.” I never did like the concept of treating kids like they were too dumb to understand anything. They deserved a shot at the truth.

And it looked like she might have appreciated that since she sniffled and looked up at me again.

“I would offer you a hug, but it looks like touching might not be very smart.”

She started lowering her head again.

“But that’s alright. Just because we can’t touch doesn’t mean that we can’t be friends. Besides, I might not be able to hug you now, but maybe I can in the future.” With the right amount of accessories, armor, and enough health… then since she seemed to be dealing contact damage like a normal enemy, maybe it would be possible to gear myself up enough to the point where I could tank her damage.

That brought a bit of life to her eyes.

“Your eyes are really pretty. Has anybody ever told you that?”

That caused her eyes to widen the most yet. She looked surprised, maybe even shocked.

It was a look I understand pretty easily.

The expression of somebody who was just praised for something they never believed would be worthy of praise.

“Not just pretty, but really cool, too. I wish I had eyes like yours. When I find out how to safely give you hugs, you’ve got to teach me how to get such awesome eyes. Deal?”

She looked hesitant at first, which I couldn’t blame her for considering I had just tossed her away from me after touching her, but she nodded after thinking about it for a few moments.

“Good. I’m glad. Alright, want to come home with us? It might not be a very fun place for a kid to hang out around, but I’m sure everyone will love you and do their best to keep you company.”

She looked over my shoulder at Ninja and Gunsmith.

I looked back at them as well and said, “Right?”

Ninja jumped a bit and said, “Of—of course, my lord! Though I am worried about her condition, I harbor no ill will against this child!”

As for Gunsmith, she shrugged and said, “I ain’t sure about the whole damaging thing… but as long as she’s careful not to accidentally touch anybody, then I’ll welcome her as willingly as before.”

The girl’s eyes lit up even more when she heard their approval and finally jumped up onto her feet. Seeing her actually stand got it across just how small she was. When I stood up, her head barely reached up to my stomach. Even Gunsmith was taller than her.

“Oi,” Gunsmith said. “I saw how you just sized her up before looking at me.”

“Yeah,” I replied. “I was just thinking about how if she’s already this tall, then she’ll be even taller than you when she grows up. So, enjoy not being the shortest while you can.”

“Fine by me. I obviously can’t compete with Ninja Cute when it comes to being the cutest around, but I can compete with being the shortest around.”

Being short might not have bothered her that much, but it was still fun to tease her about.

“Lady Gunsmith, please, I am not the cutest,” Ninja whined. “Especially not now that we have this… young lady joining us. Speaking of,” she paused to look at the girl, “is there—is there anything we should call you?”

The girl looked at me before looking at Ninja and shaking her head.

Fortunately, Ninja already gave me an idea.

“How about Young Lady?” I proposed. “It fits with our current naming scheme, plus you’ve already used it.”

“If she is fine with it, then I see no issue,” Ninja replied.

We looked at the girl together and saw her nod her head.

“You’re fine with us calling you Young Lady?” I asked.

She—Young Lady, nodded again.

“Then there we have it. I’m Player, by the way. The girl with the cute ears next to me is Ninja. The short girl with the… mustache… is Gunsmith.”

Ninja politely bowed to Young Lady whereas Gunsmith twirled her fake mustache with pride.

“And there are even more friends for you to meet back at our home,” I continued. “Speaking of which, now that we’ve got the maze done with… and have a child with us, we should probably head back. You ready to follow us?”

Young Lady nodded and waited for us to take a step away from her before taking a step toward us. She looked like she was already fine with having to keep a safe distance between us.

Forcing her to keep her distance hurt, since I was sure she was like any other kid who probably wanted hugs or to hold hands, but it was necessary for our safety.

I was idealistic, not suicidally stupid.


Chapter Fourteen




“Woah, you’re back already?” Guide asked. “Wait… you shouldn’t be back already unless something happened. But you all look safe, so… oh. Player, did you get another headache? Did somebody else rant at you while jerking off to the sound of their own voice?”

My eyes widened when I heard her mention jerking off, and that was enough for her to figure out that something else was the issue. Hearing that normally wouldn’t be enough to fluster me, after all, but…

I stepped aside, revealing the young girl standing behind me.

Guide didn’t just do a double take, but a triple take when she saw Young Lady. “A-ah! I—I mean, uhh, a-ah… I meant… jumping off! Like, when you get really excited and you jump a lot!” Guide started jumping up and down to demonstrate. “Like this!”

Young Lady looked at Guide like she was crazy.

Guide then looked at me and asked, “Pl-Player… where did you pick up a little kid at?”

“She was at the top of the pyramid,” I answered. “We found her instead of the treasure, and she was bound by chains when⁠—”

“I’m adopting her. End of story.”

“That quickly?”

“I already hate whoever put her there and will do my best to give her the best life possible.”

“Guide… you’re incredible.”

Guide stopped jumping after a few more jumps and walked up to Young Lady, but she wasn’t able to get close before Ninja jumped forward and stopped her. “You cannot, Lady Guide.”

“What?” Guide asked. “Why?”

“Let us gather the others so that we may go over the situation at once.”

Guide looked at me, so I nodded and gave her the simple, quick truth. “Touching her is dangerous. Seriously.”

The sheer heartbreak in Guide’s eyes when she heard that was unlike anything else I had seen from her before. She was clearly distraught for Young Lady, and I couldn’t blame her.

Why did the entities place a bound girl who was dangerous to touch at the top of the pyramid? And seeing as how she did game damage to me, not real damage, then they had to manually apply that effect to her.

They gave us a girl that they themselves cursed not to be able to touch others.

What the fuck did the entities want?

Inside the base, we gathered everybody together and explained the situation.

I never saw Guide look as sad as she did when she found out that Young Lady was too dangerous to touch… and I never saw her as pissed off as she was when I told her about what Dungeon Master rambled at me about.

As for Scientist, it was hard to gauge her reaction. She was the scientific type who liked to think about things, so she was probably entertaining the hypothetical more than we bothered to.

Or so I thought.

Scientist walked up to Young Lady and crouched in front of her. Young Lady backed away a little bit just to keep a safer distance between them, but Scientist scooted forward to close that distance.

“You can understand us, correct?” Scientist asked Young Lady.

Young Lady nodded and went, “Mm.”

“Hold your hand up like this.” Scientist demonstrated by holding up an opened hand.

Young Lady followed the instruction and held an open hand up.

Scientist then slowly, carefully moved her hand closer… until there was barely an inch between their hands. “I am very precise. You do not need to worry about me accidentally touching you as long as you move in predictable manners. This will allow us to get as close as possible, simulating physical touch to the best of our ability. And should the worst come to pass, I will have no regrets in trying to comfort a child.”

Scientist then slowly moved her hand from side to side, and Young Lady mimicked the movement. It was like they were holding and swinging hands together.

Guide’s sorrow and rage were quickly replaced by… jealousy.

“I’ve… I’ve been out-mommed,” Guide whined to me. “How can I compete with her? Scientist totally has the body of a mom, too. The hips. The thighs. The boobs. The face. She’s got pure mommy energy and is already better with children than me.”

I patted Guide on her shoulder and said, “It’s okay. You can be the next random kid’s mom.”

“Deal, but I also want to be her mom, too. We can all be her mom. Well, you can be her dad, unless you also want to be her mom.”

“I’ll settle for dad.”

Then there was Mimic.

Mimic didn’t seem sure of what to think of anything we said, but she understood as far as I could tell.

I thought she understood, anyways. It became less obvious that she understood when she walked up to Young Lady, crouched down in front of her, and gently pushed Scientist away… before reaching forward and touching Young Lady.

“Lady Mimic!” Ninja shouted as Young Lady jumped back while rapidly shaking her head from side to side.

While everybody else was worried, I felt like I had a lightbulb turn on in my head.

Mimic was overpowered. One might even say that Mimic was disgustingly overpowered compared to how far we were in the game.

I didn’t even have the best gear or anything like that, but I was able to touch Young Lady for a second.

But Mimic? Mimic had significantly more health than me and a ton of defense. She was harder to kill than the actual bosses were when it came to just how tanky she was.

I removed Gunsmith from the party and added Mimic to it.

Mimic was only damaged for the tiniest sliver of health. Sure, staying in touch with Young Lady would probably kill her if they touched for like a minute straight, but casual touches here and there were totally safe.

“Mimic, you’re a genius,” I said.

Mimic smiled at me and gave a thumbs-up before wrapping an arm-turned-tentacle around Young Lady’s waist, forcibly pulling her in for a hug to get the point across that she was safe to touch.

It was extremely subtle, but I could tell that Scientist joined Guide in feeling jealous.

“Hoh, I see,” Ninja said while watching Young Lady’s confused, flustered face. “Because of how powerful Lady Mimic is, she may safely interact with her.”

“Yep,” I answered. Then I looked at Young Lady and told her, “This is Mimic. Mimic is really strong, so you don’t have to worry about hurting her. Well, you should still be careful not to touch her for more than a minute… but Mimic is smart, so she’ll let you know when you have to stop touching.”

Mimic brought her face up against the side of Young Lady’s face and nodded.

Young Lady reached up and held onto Mimic’s arm that didn’t turn into a tentacle, kept holding on for a few seconds, and then began to tear up.

Once she started crying… Ninja and Guide joined in, then Gunsmith, and Scientist said, “Bittersweet crying.”

“What she said,” Guide said. “I’ve only had Young Lady for a few minutes… but if anything bad happens to her, I’m personally killing every last entity.”

“I think we can all agree to that,” I said.

We didn’t go back out to the temple for the day. We were already satisfied with having cleared the upper pyramid, so we decided to rest and spend time with the newest addition to our family.

Once it got late, while the girls hung out with Young Lady, I built a new bedroom for her. I tried to make it as nice as I could… but I was ultimately limited by what I could craft. I still gave her some pots of flowers, a window to look out of, a couch—I tried to make her room as comfortable as possible. Fortunately, she was pretty happy with it, and Mimic volunteered to stay with her over the night.

Ninja and Gunsmith headed in to sleep early since they were tired from fighting earlier in the day, and Scientist seemed to have something on her mind that she wanted to think about alone, so that left me alone with a Guide who seemed extra clingy.

“Player… look. I lo—I mean, I really, really, reeeeaaaallllllyyyyyy like you to the point where using the word ‘like’ instead of another four-lettered word for affection that starts with the letter L is an insult no matter how much I stretch like out, but you’re killing me here.”

“What? You’re not happy I brought her back? I thought that⁠—”

“No, no, let me rephrase. I’m very happy you brought her back. She’s super cute and I’m sure having her around will be a ton of fun, and you bringing her back and caring for her makes me like you even more. But… she’s a kid.”

“What’s… what’s the problem?”

“A kid, Player. A child. A young, impressionable child under the age of eighteen. Probably.”

“I don’t really—oh.”

Guide placed her hands on my shoulders and looked me straight in the eyes. “Listen. I’ve been toning down how horny I act, but that’s because I’m able to get more than my fill of horny things between you and the others. But now? We can’t just do whatever we want wherever we want anymore because a child might see it.”

“You know this would happen if we ever had kids, too, right?”

“I know… but I thought that wase a long time away still! Like, probably years away! I thought I’d get to be a degenerate who didn’t have to worry about public acts of indecency for years! Now… now we’re going to have to only do it in the bedroom… and we’re all going to have to be more quiet…”

“Well, you never make really loud noises in the first place, so⁠—”

“I know I don’t, but you and Ninja do! Do you think I can survive and sleep soundly at night without first getting to hear you both at max volume?!”

I placed my hand on top of her head to pet her. “It’s okay. It just means we have to make our noises right next to your ear, right?”

“… hot. Alright, that solves the noises problem at least.” Guide sighed. “But still, no more pouncing Ninja while she’s in the middle of meditating in the open. No more distracting Scientist by groping her while she tries to focus on whatever she’s researching.” She sighed again. “I didn’t consider just how problematic having a child around would actually be…”

“This is why you’re great, Guide.”

Guide blinked. “What? How? All I’m doing is being an overly dramatic, whiny little baby right now.”

“Because you have no issue with the fact that we brought her back despite what I told you all about and the danger of touching her. The only thing you’re worried about is sex.”

“Well, of course I’m not worried about that other stuff. Some stupid hypothetical about a kid growing up evil? Hurting us when she touches us? She’s just a kid. As far as I’m concerned, she’s an innocent child who needs a family, not thrown away because of fear. Besides, she already got thrown once according to Ninja’s report.”

“I still feel bad about that, alright?”

Guide chuckled before sighing once again. “I’m sure she’ll be great to have around. I just want to act childish and whine before I let the real child handle that job.”

“You know, you can act childish whenever you want, even with her around. Just, maybe don’t set a bad example in front of her by whining about lewd things.”

“Of course I wouldn’t do that. If anything, now I get to prove that I have a cool, mature, responsible side to me!” She pointed her thumb toward her chest. “You’re going to see a brand-new Guide!”

“You realize that your default is cool, mature, and responsible, right?”

“Then you’ll get to see an even cooler, maturer, and responsible-r side!”

“You’re a dork sometimes, Guide.”

Guide stuck her tongue out at me before doing a little twirl that ended with her back against my chest and her arms reaching around behind me to hold us together. “The sky is pretty tonight,” she said, her head tilted back against my shoulder which allowed her to look up at the night sky.

I looked up to confirm it. It did seem like there were more stars out than usual. Though, when it came to pretty sights… having Guide’s face right next to me, looking up at the stars with so much awe, was a far better sight. “Not as pretty as you.”

Guide winked at me before looking at the stars some more. “Smooth. Too bad there’s a kid around now, meaning I can’t give you a reward out here.”

“We have a bedroom for that anyways.”

“But what if the seduction wears off by the time we get there? You’re going to have to say something else smooth to get me in the mood again once we’re in there.”

“You mean I can’t just be smooth once and keep you seduced for the rest of our lives?”

“Oh, you can, but I’ll be a brat and play hard to get so that it’s not too easy for you.”

“Yeah? Then I’ll have to play hard to get, too.”

Guide looked into my eyes as she reached down to place her hand over a certain bulge. “You can only play hard, not hard to get. This guy,” she gave it a squeeze, “is too honest for that.”

“You’re unfair, Guide.”

“I know, but I also know you like it, so it’s okay.”

“True enough.”

Guide looked up at the stars again before saying, “You know, sometimes, I feel like there’s somebody up there watching us.”

That was one of her lines from the game meant to foreshadow the endgame existence of alien invaders. “Feeling like giving some foreshadowing guidance, huh?”

“I am Guide, the guide, after all.”

“Well, spoiler alert, but there are aliens up there.”

“I bet you installed mods to turn them into cute girls, too.”

“You know, there were actually mods to turn all NPCs into cute, typically overly sexualized, girls. Every single enemy.”

“Oh? I’m surprised you didn’t get that one.”

“Because I don’t want to have to kill the cute girls. What’s the point of turning everything into a cute girl if I have to kill them? I’m not into that.”

“I would have thought you were with that weapon of mass destruction between your legs.”

I reached up to flick the back of Guide’s head, causing her to stick her tongue out at me. “I’m surprised you didn’t call it a weapon of ass destruction.”

“That’s because I don’t want to get your hopes up that I would ever let you stick it in there.”

“I guess there’s something you won’t do after all. But that’s fine by me. Never cared for that hole anyways.”

“Good boy. Besides, if I found out you put it in anybody’s ass, I’d never let my mouth near it again, and I’m sure you don’t want that.”

“You’re… you’re not wrong.”

“That being said… ‘weapon of ass destruction’ is a funny pun.”

“I get to take credit for it considering we don’t have access to the internet, meaning there’s no proof that countless other people have already used it before me, right?”

“Well, of course! You are the amazing, wonderful, intelligent, perfect Player, after all! It is only natural that you would come up with such a wonderful pun before anybody else ever could!”

It was my turn to sigh. “Hearing all your praise just makes me feel guilty about taking credit for it.”

“Aww. I was more than happy to let you seriously accept it all.”

“That just makes me feel even more guilty. Too guilty to accept the praise, and now guilty because I couldn’t accept it.”

“You poor thing. Should I make you feel even worse?”

“Go for it. I’m curious what you could possibly do to make me feel any worse right now.”

“Oh, Player. My dear Player. You really shouldn’t underestimate me.”

“I’m still waiting.”

“Hey… Player… when will you get me a mustache accessory?”

I tried to wiggle out from Guide’s arms, but she tightened her hold.

“What’s wrong?” she asked while being as smug as possible. “Or rather… I must-ache you what’s wrong, Player.”

“I don’t want to be touched by a mustache cultist,” I answered, trying even harder to break free.

But there was no escape from Guide.

“Come on, wouldn’t I be cute with a furry little mustache?” she asked. “Plus I could use it like a toy when⁠—”

“I would seal you inside of a block room and never let you out if you put a mustache anywhere near my dick,” I said.

“Oh? Who said anything about that? I never brought up using a mustache as a toy on your dick. You’re the one who jumped to that conclusion. Kind of suspicious, don’t you think? Almost as if… you secretly want that.”

“You’re the devil.”

“No, I’m just your cute, wonderful, cool, handsome, beautiful, adorable, helpful Guide who knows how to tease her man.”

That last part got me to blush more than usual.

“Oh? Player, did you like that? Do you like it when I call you my man?” Guide asked, making sure to sound extra teasing.

“I’ve… never been called something like that before. It’s pretty nice,” I answered.

“Then it’s only fair if you call me the same thing, right?”

“Alright. You’re my man, Guide.”

“That’s… that’s not what I meant. I meant the other version.”

“Alright, alright. You’re my woman, Guide.”

“Come on, say it with a bit more seduction.”

“You know, it’s hard for me to sound seductive when you put me on the spot like that. Now I feel like, no matter how I phrase it, I’m going to sound cheesy and cringe at myself.”

“That’s alright. It was actually good enough the first time, I just wanted to get you to say it again.”

I sighed and said, “You’re pretty good at this manipulation thing. You’re my woman, Guide.”

Guide swooned and relaxed against me. “Yep. That definitely hits the spot. Now if only there was some other woman around flirting with you so that I could yank you away from her and tell her to back off since you’re mine.”

“Are you sure you wouldn’t just want to add her to our relationship?”

“I think we’re already getting pretty full, don’t you?”

“Well, you’re not wrong about that. I can’t really imagine having more than four—well, five girlfriends. Then again… I can’t even really imagine having one, but here I am with five of you.”

“Oh, five? Is Gunsmith finally done playing hard to get?”

“She got her mustache, so I think so. But considering that she went to sleep in her own room again, maybe she’s not quite ready to join in on the other stuff yet.”

“Maybe she’s afraid because of how small she is and she’s heard us talk about your dick. I mean, I’m bigger than her, and it’s still way too big for me. She’d be like a tiny squirrel trying to eat a massive banana.”

“That just makes me want to see her try.”

“Even with her mustache?”

“Never mind.”


Chapter Fifteen




Guide might have whined about how we could only do things in the safety of our bedroom anymore due to Young Lady being around, but that didn’t stop her from still sneaking away with me to have some fun while everybody else slept before we returned to said bedroom.

Then, in the morning, I was woken up prematurely by somebody who I wasn’t used to waking me up.

“May we talk?” Scientist asked as she gently tugged on my arm from the side of the bed.

I carefully slid Guide off me, prompting her to wrap herself around Ninja, while yawning and nodding to Scientist.

“Did you ever sleep? I don’t remember you coming to bed,” I said once we left the bedroom.

“No. I was theorizing all night,” Scientist answered.

“You shouldn’t do that. You need sleep.”

“Skipping sleep every so often is not an issue for me. I will make up for it in the near future.”

“Good enough. You science types are stereotyped to skip sleep anyways, so I guess it’s natural for you.”

“Nod.”

“So, what did you want to talk about?”

“The entities. Gunsmith shared her thoughts with me while you built Young Lady her bedroom, and I used those thoughts to further my theory.”

“And that theory is?”

“You do not need to participate in this ‘game,’ at least not as you have been. I believe that the game you are familiar with is a mask for the true game.”

“What do you mean?”

“None of this matters. Building, defeating bosses, exploring—there is no point to any of it. The entities have already tested humans of the past with such methods, but they all failed. Even when they performed perfectly, they failed. Gunsmith told me that she believes the entities do not know what they are doing, and I believe that is true now. That is why I also believe this game does not matter. It is the false means to an unknown end. No matter how you progress in this game, I do not believe it will matter. It will not bring you closer to ‘winning.’”

“Then what I am supposed to do?”

“I am unsure. I do believe you should continue with the game as is for now, but I do not understand what their goal is, so it is impossible for me to determine what the correct method to ‘win’ is. Do you disagree?”

“I don’t know, but… if this game is pointless, then I have no idea what I’m supposed to do.”

“It is an unfavorable position to be in.”

“I mean, I think you’re probably right, just like Gunsmith is right. Too much of this doesn’t make any sense. It’s inconsistent and feels like… the entities are just throwing random shit at me to see what sticks. If there’s some connected meaning behind all of it, then it makes no sense. But what am I supposed to do then?”

“Have you considered not participating?”

“If I don’t, then bosses will eventually be forced to spawn that I won’t be ready to deal with, and we might all die. Or they might think I’ve given up and kill me for disappointing them.”

“Do you believe the child is connected somehow?”

“I would assume she is seeing as how we found her right after DM’s hypothetical, but what purpose does she have? The only one I can imagine is that they plan on turning her evil against her will to make me fight her. To ‘emotionally torture’ me or something. But are they seriously going to do something so cliché and predictable?”

“Perhaps they do not mean what they say. What if there is another meaning to what they have said?”

“Like what?”

“I am unsure, and I have not heard everything they had to say in the original contexts of your conversations with them. I will try to think of other meanings, but you will need to do most of the work as the only one who has been present for the entirety of each conversation.”

My conversations with the entities…

Another meaning to them…

What could have been another meaning to my last conversation with them? With Dungeon Master?

Dungeon Master asked me about what I would do with a child destined to be evil. What would I do if I knew they were destined to be evil no matter what I did?

I said I would choose a third option. I wouldn’t give in to either of the other options, because I was human, and being human meant creation a new path that didn’t care about the only possible options. If the third option was impossible, then it was my duty to make it possible.

But that wasn’t what Dungeon Master approached me for. Dungeon Master wanted me to play along and give one of two answers, not to come up with a third answer. They wanted to play a logic game that I refused to play. If I would have played along, would I have picked up clues on a deeper purpose behind it? Should I have been playing along with what the entities said to better understand them?

… no.

If I was to trust the feeling I got from Third at all, then that was exactly what I needed to not do.

Playing along with them wasn’t the right choice. Letting them talk me into specific outcomes wasn’t right.

But, now with what Scientist said… wasn’t I playing along and giving in to what they wanted by playing this game? By exploring, crafting, fighting bosses—wasn’t that still me playing along with what they wanted?

What if throwing everything out really was the right option?

But if it wasn’t the right option, and I went through with it, then I might get us all killed.

The more I thought about it, the more I felt like there was an answer sitting right in front of me, but I just couldn’t see it yet. Like a word on the tip of my tongue that I couldn’t remember.

Dungeon Master, from everything I knew, just wanted to have fun. They liked me because we had a shared interest in a game. They modified some things to make them more convenient for me, but also added other elements that felt designed just to try and kill me beyond what could normally be expected. They referenced being jealous and wanting to be special to me like my family was, but also talked about how they had no problem committing genocide against past civilizations.

They would accept a child destined to commit atrocities, yet share in the blame as an accomplice without care.

Then there was Judge. He wanted to find the path that led to the destination, but he wasn’t even sure what the destination was. A lost traveler hoping to get picked up on the side of the road with no destination in mind. A man who cared about fairness and justice, yet who judged purely on the outcome rather than the context or intent. A man who believed that the chair was more important than both the craftsman and the hammer. If somebody asked him what came first between the chicken and the egg, he would probably say the omelet.

He also said that humanity created the entities but that none of the entities understood how. They were godlike beings who only existed because of humanity, yet didn’t even understand their own existence nor their powers.

What were the hidden meanings behind these conversations if I wasn’t to take them at surface value like Scientist was implying?

What did they seriously want me to do? How was defeating big monsters supposed to prove myself in any meaningful way when they could probably just snap the monsters out of existence? What was taking care of my family supposed to prove when there countless other humans throughout history who cared for their families with the same intensity as me? I wasn’t special and their tests were pointless, so what was I supposed to do?

Gunsmith said they had no idea what they were doing. Scientist thought there was something I was missing—a meaning behind their words.

Did those work together, or were they contradictory?

“I’ll have to think about it more,” I said. “Though, it’s starting to feel like I have too much thinking to do and not enough brain power to handle it all. I need a second brain to offload some of this to.”

“I would lend you my brain if I could,” Scientist said.

“I know you would. Anyways, for now, I’m going to continue with the current plan. We’re going to go explore the temple. Until I figure out what else to do, playing along with this game is the only option that I have.”

“Action is better than inaction.”

“Yeah. Plus, I already know they won’t be happy if I just give up and sit around not doing anything. So, for now, I’m going to play along. Once Ninja and Gunsmith wake up, we’ve got the rest of the dungeon to explore.”

“Agreed. Also, I am very tired now. Please pat my head.”

No matter how conflicted I might have been feeling about things, Scientist was still able to make me smile. So, I gave her head some pats.

“Pleased smiling. Thank you. I will now go rest.”

“I’d offer to come with, but I think I’ll go check on Mimic and Young Lady,” I said.

“Good decision. We shall rest together another time.”

“You know it.”

With that, Scientist went to go take my previous spot in our bed while I went to go and check on the others.

First, I peeked through the window so that I didn’t wake them up. Sure, it felt a bit creepy seeing as how I was a man looking into the bedroom where a girl and a child were sleeping, but… I didn’t want to disturb them, and all I wanted was to make sure they were alright. There was nothing creepy about it.

But I still felt like a creep.

More importantly, the two of them looked happy. They were peacefully resting without issue. Young Lady was curled up on top of the bed while Mimic sat on the ground next to it and rested her head and arms on the edge of the bed. There wasn’t much distance between them, but that was alright. Even if Young Lady rolled over and accidentally brushed against Mimic, Mimic would be able to take it and likely wake up before allowing herself to run out of health.

Then I noticed that Mimic wasn’t actually asleep.

Young Lady moved one of her hands in her sleep, sliding it across the bed closer toward Mimic, and Mimic responded by gently taking hold of her hand. Mimic wanted to comfort her and embrace her as much as possible, even in her sleep.

I looked up at my health.

I had full health, increased regeneration due to the fires around the base, and I also had potions in my inventory to temporarily increase my defense and to heal me after taking damage.

The kind of thing Mimic was doing—gently stroking Young Lady’s hand in her sleep, was the kind of thing that I wished my parents would have done for me.

Even though Young Lady was still new to our group—no, our family, she was still just a child. She was a child who didn’t have anyone outside of us as far as I could tell. Mimic wasn’t the only one who could safely touch her, and I wasn’t going to let my opportunity go to waste. I wasn’t going to look at her and not treat her how I wished I would be treated if I was in her position.

And that was without even mentioning just how happy she looked when Scientist “held hands” with her, or how happy she was when Mimic hugged her.

I gently tapped on the window, prompting Mimic to look at me, and held a finger up in front of my lips to try and tell her to be quiet. She mimicked the motion with a finger of her own in front of her mouth and nodded.

After carefully opening the door without making any noise, I walked over to the bed, downed a potion, and reached down to stroke my fingers against the back of Young Lady’s hand.

The potion didn’t help much. I still couldn’t touch Young Lady for more than a second without dying, but it did at least leave me with slightly more health than I would have been left with otherwise.

Once I pulled my hand away, Mimic grabbed it and brought it to her mouth to kiss it.

I wanted to whisper a “thank you” to her, but I wasn’t sure just how light of a sleeper Young Lady was. So, instead, I did what I knew Mimic was familiar with and gave her a thumbs-up.

Mimic returned the thumbs-up and went back to watching Young Lady sleep.

With that, I left the room, making sure to close the door was carefully as I opened it, and… then I just kind of walked around without any direction to think about things some more.

Even if Young Lady was actually intended to be some sort of genocidal maniac in the future—when she grew up, how long would that take? Months? Years? Decades? Would the “game” even last that long? There was no way that they actually wanted to test me on how I would do with raising a child, right?

Thinking about it realistically, if I were to focus on clearing the “game” as quickly and as efficiently as possible, I would go out on my own and exploit everything to the best of my ability. Even with being extra careful factored in… it would take me no longer than nine more days at most to clear out all content. That was working under the assumption that there would also be more bullshit thrown in to slow me down, too. The only thing I couldn’t guarantee being possible within that time was collecting all items, but I didn’t need to do that to beat all the bosses.

I would never go about that plan, of course. If I did, I would basically be doing what Third did, and he failed. I needed to follow my own path. The thought was more just to think, what relevance could Young Lady have? What if I did beat all the bosses within that timeframe? She’d only be nine days older, not “grown up” or anything unless they planned on surprising me by massively accelerating her growth.

The more I thought about it, the more I felt like a headache was coming on, so I looked up at the sky and said, “Alright. If any of you entities want to show up and monologue at me, come and get your fix in now. If any of you show up later in the day, I’ll be pissed off and ignore you.”

I waited a few moments only for nothing to happen.

Looked like I was finally going to have a peaceful day without any of them giving me a headache. Well, as peaceful as a day of exploring a dungeon could be.


Chapter Sixteen




“What do you think we’ll find today? Another kid? Maybe a bunch of annoying narcissists sitting around arguing about stupid things?” Gunsmith asked now that me, her, and Ninja were back at the dungeon’s entrance. She got both me and Ninja smiling with that sarcasm.

“Who knows?” I asked. “Maybe I’ll find the legendary gun I could desperately use.”

Ninja’s ears perked up. “Hoh? A legendary weapon? If it interests you, my lord, I am sure it must be incredible.”

“It is.”

“Does such a legendary weapon have a name?”

“It’s called⁠—”

Wait.

I wanted to make a joke and name it something like “The Mustache Remover.”

But then, if I bought up mustaches after Gunsmith hadn’t said anything about them…

“Never mind,” I said and sighed. “I wanted to tell a joke, but it was a pretty lame one.”

“Aw, shucks,” Gunsmith said. “Now you’ve got us curious.”

“Let me have this one, alright? Let me spare my ego from telling you my stupid joke.”

Gunsmith shrugged. “Fine by me. I’m more interested in getting inside and getting to work.”

“I will respect your decision, Lord Player,” Ninja said. “As we had explored the top of the structure yesterday, shall we descend it today?”

“That’s the plan! Wish we would’ve gotten something interesting out of that puzzle instead of just a kid we’ve got to take care of, but I suppose it is what it is. You ready, Player Boy?”

“Always,” I said. “Don’t forget, I’m the one who knows this place like the back of my hand. It’s your own readiness you have to worry about.”

“Well, ain’t you as confident as a bull staring down a viper?”

“What’s that even supposed to mean?”

“It means you’re overconfident and might just get yourself hurt by something you’re underestimating. You think a big ol’ bull is going to be scared of a little snake?”

“I mean, I’ve seen videos of horses afraid of mice and other giant animals getting scared over little things, so, maybe.”

“Huh, really? Never would’ve thought. Always figured they were big and stupid.”

“Are you trying to call me big and stupid?”

“Why, I’d never.”

Ninja then stepped forward and said, “Lord Player may be very large, but he is not stupid!”

That was when Gunsmith narrowed her eyes at Ninja and said, “Oi, I ain’t talking about the kind of big the rest of you always talk about. Get your mind out of the gutter, Ninja Cute.”

Considering that there was really only one “big” thing about me… Ninja exposed her thoughts with that one, and she made it obvious that Gunsmith was right when her ears and tail both drooped down. Not to mention the bright red color her cheeks took on.

“Let… let us proceed into the dungeon,” Ninja said with a slight whine.

Gunsmith chuckled to herself and got moving. I followed her, but only after giving Ninja’s head some pats.

Yesterday, we cleared the pyramid section of the dungeon. There wasn’t anything too dangerous there aside from some random enemies that spawned and a couple of traps. It was mostly just figuring out the puzzle.

That section of the dungeon was tiny compared to what we were going into.

The stairs leading downward were wide with a tall roof above them as if they were meant for people far larger than us, and the reason for that would soon become obvious.

“I hear enemies ahead,” Ninja said, hand on her blade’s handle.

“I’m ready,” Gunsmith said. “How many we thinking?”

Ninja’s ears twitched and rotated in different directions. “At least three, each with heavy footsteps. I believe our foes will be larger than those previously faced.”

“Good. My baby here is meant for big game, not the small fry we’ve been dealing with.”

“Your… baby?”

Gunsmith gave her rifle a loving smack. “Yep. My baby.”

“Hoh… I did not know the women of your world give birth to such machines.”

“I… huh?”

Me and Gunsmith both looked at Ninja with concerned expressions. “Ninja,” I said. “You… you don’t think that she gave birth to the gun, do you…?”

“Of course not, Lord Player,” Ninja said. “It was said in jest. Everybody frequently makes attempts at humor, so I thought I would attempt such as well.”

Me and Gunsmith both let out sighs of relief.

“Lord—Lord Player? Lady Gunsmith? You… you did not think my jest was serious, did you? Was… was it not an obvious joke?”

“Listen, Ninja Cute,” Gunsmith said. “You’re just, uh… so cute that, sometimes, we uh… take you more seriously than maybe we should.”

I placed my hand on Ninja’s shoulder and took the honest route. “We come from… really different cultures, and you’ve missed other obvious jokes before… so I just wanted to be sure.”

“Oi! I was trying to give us some cover!”

“She can see through me. It’s pointless.”

Ninja smiled and placed her hand against my cheek. “Though I feel slightly disappointed that you believe I would genuinely make such an absurd claim, I appreciate your honesty, Lord Player. Rest assured, I am well aware that humans do not give birth to weapons… unless we consider legends. I vaguely recall one legend where a great hero used a blade created from the womb of a heavenly spirit.”

“Is this… another joke, or…”

“I am being very serious, my lord.”

“Right. Anyways, Gunsmith, you’re the one with a gun, so shouldn’t you be scouting ahead?” I asked.

Gunsmith didn’t even say anything. She just got to it.

And once Gunsmith went ahead, Ninja’s ears drooped a bit more as she asked me, “My lord… you—you do not think me to be uneducated… do you?”

“I don’t think you’re stupid, Ninja,” I answered. “I can promise you that. Just, you know, different cultures, and you’re pretty innocent in some ways, so sometimes it’s hard to tell if you’re serious or telling a joke.”

Her ears and tail returned to normal. “I see. Thank you. I will make it more obvious in the future when I attempt such humor.”

“We’d appreciate it.”

The two of us then went to catch up with Gunsmith near the bottom of the stairs.

Up ahead, the grand scale of the room matched the stairs we descended, and the inhabitants of the room made it obvious why everything was so big.

There were three different guards patrolling the room, each one the size of a giant with the body of a man and the head of a dog. The original game referred to them as Anubi Guards. They also had what looked like large spears with curved blades that they used for weapons.

But even though they were each about three times taller than I was, Ninja and Gunsmith didn’t seem bothered.

“They look tough,” Gunsmith said, “but are they bulls or oversized puppies?”

“Even pups may be fierce,” Ninja said.

“I think you might be a bit biased there, Ninja Cute.”

“Why would I be biased?”

“This is why we don’t know with you sometimes.”

Ninja tilted her head. Unfortunately for her, her curiosity wasn’t going to get answered as the guards noticed us and started running our way.

“They sure charge like bulls at least!” Gunsmith shouted before taking her first shot at the guard on the left. Her bullet hit the guard right in the center of its head, but that wasn’t enough to take it down.

The second bullet wasn’t enough, either.

“Tough like one, too,” she said.

“I will deal with the others,” Ninja said.

“Oi, you gonna take on two of these big guys by yourself?!”

“They remind me of the jade golems we used for training. I wish to see if they pose the same challenge my younger self once faced.”

Ninja vanished from next to us and reappeared between the other two guards, drawing their attention onto her as she cut into the legs of the one in front of her.

“She really is too dang cool, ain’t she?” Gunsmith asked.

“I’ve felt this way every day since meeting her,” I answered. “Want some help with this one? It’s about to reach you.”

“Tch. I ain’t going to ask for help for one bull while she’s over there treating two of them like training dummies. Watch what this old gal is capable of.”

Gunsmith wanted me to watch, so I took a step back as I saw the guard swing its spear down toward her.

It was impossible not to worry about her. The head of the spear was as large as her entire body, and I had no reason to believe she was as athletic as Ninja when it came to dodging attacks.

But she managed. Gunsmith did a backflip away from the incoming spear, took a shot while midair, and landed on the ground in front of me.

“Still not down, huh?” Gunsmith asked.

“Hey, I just noticed something when you jumped in front of me,” I said.

“Yeah? What is it, Player Boy?”

“I never noticed before because of how short you are, but when you jumped—nice ass.”

Gunsmith shot a smirk back at me as she prepared to fire another shot. “You’ve got some nerve checking out an old lady’s rear while she’s fighting for her life.” Then she winked. “About time you noticed.”

“You know, hearing you say that gets ruined when I can see your face.”

Gunsmith wiggled her fake mustache before kissing the air and dodging the next attack.

So, when it came to Gunsmith, I realized what I had to do.

I just had to look at her ass instead of her face.

Meanwhile, Ninja seemed to be holding her own without any real effort needed. Even the bugs we fought before gave her slightly more trouble. Maybe it was because they were smaller and faster? Ninja seemed like the kind of fighter who was incredible at reading others, and she was up against larger, slower enemies with obvious movements. Their attacks got nowhere close to her. Even when they physically got close, there was never a chance of them actually hitting her.

“Is this the best the guardians of this temple have to offer?” Ninja asked. “Your master must be disappointed by such service. You are still a century too young to oppose me.”

I was pretty sure that Ninja wasn’t as old as she made herself sound sometimes, so I had a feeling that when she said things like that… she was probably just copying some old master of her or something.

And honestly, her copying what she heard some old master say was kind of cooler than if she was actually that old herself. And it was cute.

“Allow me to make this easier for you,” Ninja told the guards. “I will not move from this spot. Come, attack me.”

Staying perfectly still, she held her sword in front of her while waiting for their attacks.

Then I noticed something.

She took a quick peek over her shoulder to make sure that I was looking, and her tail started wagging once she saw me watching.

She… was trying to impress me.

Did she want to prove herself after we failed to notice her joke?

How was Ninja… so unfairly, overpoweringly, absurdly cute?

Then, as the first spear reached her, she deflected it with her blade. Not, not just that. It looked like she placed her blade against the spear, right behind its head, and then… applied some kind of insane force that caused the spear to go significantly behind her at a rapid speed. And because the guard didn’t let go of the spear, it followed along with it, putting its neck in the path of the other guard’s weapon.

The other’s spear embedded itself into the guard’s neck, and that was enough to finish the one guard off. And as the guard exploded into gore, Ninja disappeared within the cloud of red to reappear behind the remaining guard’s neck.

Like a soldier taking down a titanic foe, she spun in the air, sliced open the nape of the guard, and landed on the ground behind it as it fell to its knees and exploded into its own cloud of gore.

“Fuck, you are so cool,” I said.

“It’s seriously unfair,” Gunsmith said. “Can’t compete with her in terms of cuteness, can’t compete with her in terms of badass⁠—”

“At least you can compete when it comes to actual ass.”

Gunsmith chuckled and smacked my ass after that. “Right back atcha, boy.”

Wait a second.

I looked around and noticed Gunsmith’s guard was dead, too.

“Did you kill yours?” I asked.

“Yep,” Gunsmith answered. “While you were busy watching Ninja Cute. Don’t worry, I don’t blame you. I’d’ve watched her over me, too.”

“Don’t worry. I feel more motivated to watch you now. As long as I’m watching from the back, anyways.”

“Looks like you’ve learned how to be smooth from me. You learn fast, boy.”

“If anything, I’ve learned this from Guide.”

“Tch. Can’t even counter that. I’ve heard how smooth she can be.”

“It must be a hard world for you. Everybody’s competition.”

“Yeah, yeah.”

Ninja reached us again after that. She didn’t say anything, though. Instead, all she did was slightly tilt her head down toward me without even realizing it.

I reached out to pet her… but I was beaten.

Gunsmith reached up to pet Ninja’s head instead.

“There you go,” Gunsmith said. “You were pretty cool over there. Good girl.”

Ninja’s tail started wagging as if I had been the one to give her the praise and petting.

While Ninja happily enjoyed the praise, Gunsmith looked up at me with s smug smile and said, “I ain’t the only one with competition. Don’t you go forgetting that, Player Boy.”

“Trust me,” I said. “Guide makes it impossible to forget that.”


Chapter Seventeen




Our descent continued.

Though, as we went through the temple, I noticed that it felt… emptier than usual. There weren’t as many side rooms or traps. The lack of side rooms also meant a lack of chests and rewards for our efforts, not that we had to use much effort in the first place.

“So, how deep does this go?” Gunsmith asked, already sounding tired from all the stairs we had to go down.

“Pretty deep,” I answered. “It’s hard to guess, but I figure we… probably haven’t even made it halfway down yet.”

“Sheesh. Even after all this walking, we’re not even halfway to the bottom?”

“Probably. I’m guessing that the random generation has put most of the rooms down below, too. They’re usually more evenly distributed, but it wouldn’t be the first time that I saw the temple generate in a way that puts most of the loot at the bottom. Only problem with that is—well, the bottom is basically a giant room where the boss is. All the remaining rooms will be connected to that one, meaning we’ll have to fight the boss to actually get anything.”

“Well, at least I already got the most important loot out of it all.”

“Uh-huh.”

Basically, the way the temple was laid out, it was staircase after staircase. A staircase would go along one side of the temple, then there was a large room with guards and traps, and then another staircase until we reached the next corner and ran into another room. It would be like that the entire way down with the occasional room connected to those corner rooms and the stairs.

The dungeon was often criticized for being pretty boring in that regard. It was a ton of walking to get to the bottom with boring chokepoints at each corner with little variation. The only upside was that all the loot found in the dungeon kept people hyped and excited about exploring… but when the generation screwed us like it seemed to, we didn’t even have that.

Though, that looked like it might change a bit.

“Oi, over there,” Gunsmith said, pointing her gun’s barrel toward the entrance of a side room. “Finally, something other than stairs.”

Ninja nodded and said, “Let us investigate it with care. Lord Player warned us of traps, but we have not faced many yet.”

“Don’t worry, I’ve been keeping my eyes open. This old gal ain’t going to fall for some⁠—”

Click.

Before anything could even happen, Ninja grabbed onto Gunsmith’s wrists and pulled her away from the trapped brick she just stepped on. I jumped back, too, just to be safe.

“That one doesn’t count since I jinxed myself,” Gunsmith said. “What even happened? I—oi, Player, you look awfully happy.”

I looked at the new hole that opened up in the ground and said, “Because you managed to step on the perfect trap. You see, those traps—there’s a chance they might explode, drop rocks on you, shoot arrows from the wall, release toxic gas, and so on… but sometimes, in this dungeon, stepping on one opens up a tunnel that takes us straight to the boss. It’s still a trap in the sense that falling down the hole puts you face-to-face with a boss you’re probably not prepared to fight, but to those of us with experience in the game, it became a shortcut to save time.”

“So, what you’re saying is we won’t have to walk all the way down there if we just jump down that hole?”

“Would such a fall not be dangerous, Lord Player?” Ninja asked.

I shook my head and explained, “It’s not a straight drop. It’s like a twisting tube that goes all the way down to the bottom. A slide. It doesn’t even drop you off from the ceiling or anything, it lets you slide out from the wall near the floor. Perfectly safe.”

“Hoh, I see. I cannot support taking such a shortcut, however. I feel it would be foolish to make such a hasty descent toward a formidable foe without first securing an exit route.”

“Yeah, agreed,” Gunsmith said. “We ain’t experienced with this place, so… even though it’s going to tire my little legs out, going down the normal way is best.”

I couldn’t fault their logic. It was best to be safe when new like they were. “Alright,” I said. “We’ll do this the normal way. Let’s⁠—”

The floor underneath us disappeared.

It didn’t disappear from a trap, either. There was no click or visual of the floor disappearing. It just… vanished.

It felt like we were the players of a game who bored our dungeon master, and so they decided to railroad us against our will.

The entities might have decided not to give me any headaches for the day, but that didn’t mean they were willing to let everything go normally.

“Don’t panic!” I shouted, hoping that the others could hear me as we each slid down our own slide toward the bottom of the temple. “Look ahead as soon as you land and get ready to dodge!” I had no idea if we were going to be attacked as soon as possible, but it was better to be safe than sorry.

The slide became more horizontal than vertical before long and light could be seen coming from ahead, so I knew I was close to the bottom.

Surely enough, I got spit out through the opening in the boss’s room just a second later, both Ninja and Gunsmith coming out of the wall on each side of me.

And up ahead was the temple’s owner—or rather, its conqueror. The sarcophagus belonging to the true owner was destroyed off to the side, as per the original game. The massive scarab that burrowed into the chamber and turned it into its home was not whole the temple was meant for, but who it now belonged to.

“I’m spoiling the fight,” I said since the boss hadn’t charged us yet. “Those white clumps around the room are eggs. Don’t get close to them or they’ll hatch. After the boss loses enough health, it’ll go to some eggs to hatch them itself. We have to kill them quickly or they’ll overwhelm us. The boss has three phases. The second phase isn’t much different from the first, it’ll just be stronger and faster, but for the third phase, swarms of scarabs will fly around the room that we have to dodge while dodging the boss’s attacks like normal. These swarms can’t be killed… normally, but I might be able to set them on fire. Its actual attacks are easy to read. It always flies in a straight line.”

“Got it,” Gunsmith said, taking aim with her rifle.

“Let us exterminate this pest,” Ninja said. “Will you be joining us, Lord Player?”

“Yeah,” I answered, taking my chainsaw out. “Also, over in the corner to the right—that’s the exit. Those are the stairs that will take us back to the surface, though it’d be a long run.”

Realistically, if we needed the stairs, we were probably fucked. I doubted we could run all the way up to the surface without the boss catching up to us, and we’d also be running through rooms full of traps and guarded by monsters.

At least the boss didn’t immediately aggro onto us. We had that going for us, at least.

“I’ve got another idea,” I said. “You two handle the boss. I’m going to go around popping the eggs ahead of time. I should be able to wipe them all out easily with my flamethrower, and that’ll give us more room to work with and we won’t have to worry about getting overwhelmed later.”

“Understood, my lord!” Ninja replied.

“We’ll keep the big’un busy,” Gunsmith said.

I nodded at them and asked, “Ready?”

They both nodded in response, so we got to work.

Gunsmith started things off by taking a shot at the boss and grabbing its attention. Then, while Ninja ran forward to intercept it, I moved over to the nearest cluster of eggs.

If I was fighting by myself, I wouldn’t worry about the eggs. I’d just handle the boss with my chainsaw. But because Ninja and Gunsmith were with me, I put my chainsaw away to pull out my flamethrower instead.

The eggs in the cluster I approached began wiggling as I heard the buzzing wings of the boss flying behind me.

I pulled the trigger and set the eggs on fire. Destroying the eggs didn’t stop the dig-sized scarabs within from hatching, but they did come out while already on fire, and the continued spray from my flamethrower was enough to rapidly take their health down when mixed with the fire damage over time.

Then I heard a loud crash.

Turning around to look, the scarab boss flew right into the wall after trying to charge into Ninja. It actually hit the wall hard enough to crack it and cause some sand to spill out from the other side. That wasn’t something that was possible in the original game.

But I didn’t worry about that. I had more eggs to take care of.

So, to the sound of gunshots and buzzing wings, I went around the room lighting each cluster of eggs on fire. It took a lot of running around with just how large the room was. Back on Earth, I probably would have been tired and panting just from running between the first two clusters, but running around so much was easy now.

By the time the second phase of the fight began, the boss didn’t have any clusters of eggs left to go and hatch.

“Good job so far!” I shouted to the others.

With Ninja keeping the boss’s attention on her, and being as badass as she was, neither of them got hurt yet. She really was incredible, and I would never stop thinking that. Her movements were nothing short of graceful and like a beautiful, deadly dance.

Gunsmith proved herself pretty capable, too. Not a single one of her shots missed no matter how quickly the boss flew around. There were times where her shots might not have landed exactly where she aimed, but she never outright missed.

They didn’t even need my help for the second phase. Plus, since I ended up handling the last boss, it was only fair to let them have fun fighting a boss that actually gave them a fight.

But then the third phase began.

Loud buzzing came from all around the room as horizontal columns of swarms flew across the room in set patterns. They weren’t meant to be actual enemies so much as they were an environmental hazard, like lava. They were meant to be avoided, not killed.

But while the girls dealt with the boss, I was tempted to try to light one of the swarms on fire.

I got as close as I could without taking damage and pulled the trigger.

The scarabs I sprayed immediately caught on fire, and that fire quickly spread among the rest of the swarm. It was easy to spread with how densely packed they were. Then there was the fact that they flew so quickly, in such a large swarm, that there was essentially a little current of wind further feeding the flames.

Even without either of those, I would have been able to deal with them. All I really had to do was just stand there while holding down the trigger and every single scarab would eventually fly through the fire.

It turned out they weren’t infinite, either. Once the last scarab in the column burnt up, that was it. I could move to the next and repeat the process there.

Looking over at the others, it looked like Ninja was actually pushed onto the defensive. Her fighting style wasn’t meant for prolonged battles. And with how fast the boss was flying now, she didn’t have many good opportunities to actually attack. All she could do was jump out of the way while Gunsmith whittled its health down from range.

I took care of the remaining swarms of scarabs before switching to my chainsaw and running over to Ninja.

“Tired yet?” I asked her.

Ninja only sounded slightly out of breath. “A tad, my lord.”

“Ready for me to swap in? I have a pretty cool idea.”

“It is always an honor to fight at your side.”

In that case, I looked at Gunsmith and shouted, “You don’t mind if I might accidentally steal the kill, do you?”

“This annoying bastard won’t go down, so feel free to!” Gunsmith shouted back.

I revved my chainsaw and got ready. “Watch carefully, Ninja. You’re always the one reporting what we do to Guide, so you have to tell her how cool I’m about to look.”

“You have my undivided attention,” Ninja replied.

Then, as the boss flew toward us, I charged toward it.

I waited until it was just close enough for me to dive and slide underneath it while holding my chainsaw up, allowing my chainsaw to cut right along the entire length of its underside.

What looked like organs spilled out from the cut that I made in it, but the boss wasn’t dead yet. It still had some life in it.

At least, until Gunsmith landed another shot right into the side of its head, causing it to pretty dramatically flip over onto its back with its twitching legs up in the air.

That was undeniably a death pose for any sort of giant bug boss.

Yet, it didn’t die.

The boss should have been dead, but no achievement popped up, nor did it explode like an enemy was supposed to when dead.

Instead… it flipped itself over.

All of its wounds were healed over the next couple of seconds.

It was back to its full health.

And even though it was back at full health after being fairly defeated, it charged at us even faster than in its enraged, final phase.

“Careful!” I shouted, prompting the others to jump away.

Ninja was the one it was closest to. And, unlike before, it actually swung its leg out toward Ninja to try and stab her as it flew by rather than simply charge into her.

Fortunately, Ninja was able to parry the leg with her blade, but still.

The boss was no longer fighting like a scripted enemy. It was fighting like a real, living thing desperate to kill us.

It flew toward me next. Just like before, I tried diving and sliding underneath it while tearing it open with my chainsaw from below, but it spun its body midair to knock me away with its wings.

Game tactics weren’t going to work against it again.

“Any ideas, Player Boy?” Gunsmith asked.

I looked around the room for anything that we could possibly use to our advantage.

The good news was that the eggs didn’t respawn, so we just had to kill the boss. The swarms of smaller scarabs weren’t back, either.

“No idea, honestly,” I answered. “You?”

“Unfortunately not,” Gunsmith answered.

Ninja then said, “We simply need to cut it down. We defeated it once, and we shall do so again.”

“Assuming it doesn’t cheat death again and get even stronger. That wasn’t supposed to happen, was it?”

“Not at all,” I answered.

“Great.”

It reminded me of when I fought that abnormality. I defeated that one by exploiting game mechanics against a creature that was stuck with realistic physics, but I didn’t see how I could do something like that again. Even if I was able to place blocks in the temple, it would be able to just… destroy them by flying into them. There was no real way to trap it or abuse any ex…ploits…

I looked over at the wall that the scarab crashed into earlier, cracking open and causing sand to spill through.

A light layer of sand covered some of the bricks over there.

I needed more if I wanted to pull a Ninja.

“Ninja, don’t bother attacking it. Both of you, stay with me, and feel free to shoot it when you can,” I said. “Over there! Where it hit the wall earlier!”

They might not have known what my plan was, but that was alright. I just needed them to stay with me.

“Get ready to dodge. We need to cover the ground with sand.”

“Do you have a plan for victory?” Ninja asked.

“Yeah.”

“Very well. All we must do is dodge its attacks?”

“For now.”

And that was what we did.

The boss might have been smart enough to switch up its attacks a little, but it wasn’t smart enough to care about a crack in the wall. It charged straight at us at full speed again.

Even if it was potentially smart enough now to avoid crashing into the wall, it was too fast to stop in time.

Once we jumped out of the way, there was nothing between the boss and the cracked wall. It rammed its head into it, splitting open the wall even more than it already was, allowing more sand to spill out onto the boss and the floor beneath.

“Hoh, I see!” Ninja said. “We will bury it beneath the sands!”

“Not quite,” I replied. “Can the two of you try to distract it away from here now?”

Gunsmith and Ninja nodded to each other and then ran away together. With Gunsmith still taking shots at the boss every now and then, it was easy for her to grab its attention.

I looked down at the ground and… there wasn’t enough sand yet.

I liked my idea, but I just didn’t have enough sand to pull it off. A light dusting wasn’t enough and I wasn’t about to try and sweep all the sand together with my hands to make a thick enough spot of it in the middle of a fight.

Looking up at the wall, I wasn’t sure if the boss would be able to break it much more than it already did. Even if it could, how many more times would we have to risk ourselves to bait it into breaking the wall?

I needed a way to get more sand on the ground.

There was plenty of it in my inventory, but I couldn’t place anything. Trying to “drop” it would just drop it in its item form, not its terrain form.

I needed a way to place sand without being able to⁠—

Wait.

I put away my chainsaw and pulled out my [Sand Spewer].

Would this work in the original game?

Nope.

Would it work in the bastardization of the original game?

I hoped so.

Pointing my gun down at where the sand already was, I pulled the trigger and shot the sand in my inventory all over the ground.

It was working.

The gun quickly created a thick layer on the ground that was deep enough to stand on without touching any of the brick below, and I hoped that would be enough to take advantage of an exploit I knew.

If they wanted to bullshit us, I was going to bullshit them.

“Bring it over here!” I shouted to the others.

Ninja and Gunsmith dodged the latest attack and then started running toward me.

I jumped once.

The boss came flying toward us.

I jumped again.

There would only be a few seconds before it reached our position, and both Gunsmith and Ninja were behind me now.

If it wasn’t “patched” by Dungeon Master, then summoning an old friend simply required jumping up and down on any sand while in the desert biome, and the dungeon technically counted as being in the desert biome.

I jumped one last time.

Just before the boss could reach us, a familiar boss appeared from below, tearing through the stone slabs of the temple before punching up through the roof and into the sky above.

And with my timing, it swallowed the oversized scarab whole.

“You gave me this idea, Ninja,” I said.

“I—I did?” Ninja asked.

“Yep.”

“I am unsure how, but I am glad to have helped!”

Looking up at the worm that dwarfed the scarab, I could see the scarab bulging against its skin from the inside as it desperately flew around looking for an escape. Unfortunately for it, it wasn’t going to find one since it seemed too stupid to fly out through the mouth.

And if enemies were able to damage each other, then they were likely both killing each other at the moment. The worm wasn’t able to fight properly, either. Its movements were erratic as it soared through the air and crashed back down into the sand, coming all the way back down into the temple.

Players weren’t able to modify the terrain of the temple at all before the boss was dead. However, the worm boss wasn’t supposed to be able to destroy terrain in the first place, but it could.

And as it turned out, it could destroy the temple, too.

Unfortunately for the worm, it had less health, less defense, and did less damage than the scarab. By being in constant contact with the scarab, the worm eventually exploded into gore, but it did so while deep underground beneath the temple.

The scarab, crippled and hardly able to move after being swallowed by the worm and taking damage from us, began to climb up through the hole the worm dug. It was insistent on fighting still with whatever health it still had left.

Unfortunately for it, I still had an extreme abundance of slime leftover, and I kept a very healthy amount of it in my inventory to fuel my flamethrower.

I dumped almost all of my spare slime down the hole, aimed my flamethrower, and pulled the trigger.

Setting slime on fire when there was just a bit of it was nothing special. It caught on fire. That was it.

But when there was an absolute fuck ton of it all lit on fire at once?

The shockwave sent me flying backward as a plume of fire erupted out through the hole.

I couldn’t hear anything after the deafening explosion that went off, but I noticed that Ninja and Gunsmith were with me. They must have caught me after I got blown back by the blast.

Ninja looked like she was in pain, though. Probably because of how loud that blast was. Her hearing was far more sensitive than ours, after all.

As for the boss, no new achievement popped up yet, so that meant it was still alive somehow.

The entities were really starting to play unfair.

Then, from the smoking hole climbed out the front legs of the scarab.

I saw Gunsmith’s mouth move to say something, but I couldn’t hear what she said.

But I did see her take aim with her rifle again.

She pulled the trigger, firing a bullet straight into the nearest leg of the scarab.

Her bullet punched through the leg and tore it from the boss’s body.

She fired again.

The scarab’s next leg was blown off.

It climbed out of the hole with its remaining legs, but it was clearly on the verge of death and could hardly even move.

So, I nodded at Gunsmith and pointed straight between the boss’s eyes.

Gunsmith smirked, nodded back, and brought her latest bullet up to her lips so that she could kiss it before loading it into her rifle.

It was hard to aim for such a precise shot when the boss was erratically moving toward us, so she braced her rifle’s barrel against my shoulder to steady her aim… and fired.

The bullet hit its mark, entering straight between the boss’s eyes before coming out through the back of its head with a trail of green blood following it.

It was only able to take a couple more steps before collapsing on the ground and proving our victory by exploding into gore.

A new achievement popped up, but I was too tired to look at it. I ignored it to lean back instead.

I wasn’t able to give the girls any praise yet considering my ears were still ringing, so I just reached back to pet Ninja’s head between her ears with one hand while my other hand gave Gunsmith a thumbs-up.

I was finally able to hear my own voice again after a couple of minutes. If the world behaved purely realistically, then that probably would have caused permanent hearing damage, but not in a world where all healing was accelerated.

“How do you two feel?” I asked.

“Sore,” Gunsmith answered. “This tiny body can’t handle a shockwave like that.”

“My… ears are in great pain, but I am fine otherwise,” Ninja answered.

“Sorry,” I said. “I should have warned you to cover your ears.”

“It is alright, my lord. My ears will recover. The important thing is that we have claimed victory.”

Yeah, we did. We won.

But… after thinking about what I talked about with Gunsmith and Scientist, it felt empty.

The entities had no idea what they were doing. Randomly modifying the boss like that was proof of it. What was the point of that? What were they testing other than my sheer ability to survive? I knew that simply being able to survive wasn’t worth anything to them, either. Others survived against them before and they still failed.

What was the point in such a dangerous battle that could have resulted in the death of me and my family?

Not fighting would get us killed. Fighting, at the current rate, would also eventually get us killed.

We were fighting just for the sake of fighting then? Just to see how long we could go before eventually failing? If so, what was the point? Was it just a contest to see which human would last the longest in the entities’ game with no true victory being possible?

Winning against bosses wasn’t good enough. I wanted to win against the entities—I wanted to win the game that actually mattered, not the one they were pointlessly throwing at me… but I had no idea what the rules to the overall “game” were. I had no idea what the winning condition was.

Why did they keep showing up to talk to me?

Why did they mess with the game’s original design? If they were going to modify it so much, why not just use something original in the first place?

What was the point of giving me that hypothetical about a child and then showing us Young Lady?

Were these connected, or were they as pointless as the boss battles?

I was seriously starting to hate that I couldn’t figure it out. Was there a deeper meaning to everything? Was there something I was missing between the lines?

Or…

No.

“Life is often simpler than it appears. I believe modern humans refer to it as Occam’s razor. Many of those tested before you assumed that there must have been some grand scheme—a great purpose behind it all. A puzzle that they had to figure out.”

That was what Judge told me.

He spelled it out for me.

Scientist was smart for wanting to look for a deeper meaning, but she was biased. Her whole career was looking for deeper meanings.

Gunsmith told me that they had no idea what they were doing—that it was pointless bullshit. That wasn’t true, either. There was a point. There was a meaning. It was staring me straight for a while, but I was just too dumb to see it.

It wasn’t so deep that it needed me to look between the lines, but it did exist, and they spelled it out for me.

“If you survive—if you conquer this game, then you win, and the definition of ‘win’ can be whatever you want it to be.”

Dungeon Master told me that.

Winning could be whatever I wanted it to be.

All I had to do was conquer the game, but what defined conquering the game? Not the game with bosses and loot, but the game that the entities subjected me to with the aesthetic of a video game on top?

There was something else Dungeon Master said to me.

“I really am jealous, you know? …. No wonder so many people hate DMing. They want to be players, too, not forced to just sit back and watch everybody else have all the fun…”

And then there was what Judge said. The outcome was what mattered. The destination before the journey. Chair before the craftsman.

The destination was what mattered, and life was simpler than it appeared.

Dungeon Master told me that the definition of winning could be whatever I wanted it to be, and Judge told me that the outcome was more important than how it was reached.

In the case of a game, that would mean winning the game was more important than playing it and winning it could mean whatever I wanted it to mean.

I felt insane for what I was thinking, but I… was confident that I figured it out.

I knew how to win the game—how to win the game that actually mattered, not the poor imitation of a “game” the loot in front of me belonged to.

It was time to make my truth law.

“I know how to end this pointless game,” I said.

“My lord?” Ninja asked.

“Heh, I recognize that look,” Gunsmith said. “You’ve got the eyes of somebody who’s about to do something stupid.”

“Is that a bad thing?” I asked.

“There’s two types of stupid. The stupid that works, and the stupid that don’t. You’ve got the eyes of the stupid that works.”

“And how do you figure that out?”

“By doing plenty of stupid things in life.”

I chuckled and sighed. “Hopefully, this is the only really stupid thing I ever do.”

Gunsmith wasn’t the only one who could tell it was stupid. I was able to feel the doubt of Warrior King and the anger of Explorer inside me, but no words came from them.

They knew what my idea was.

I wouldn’t hold it against them if they hated me because of it.

But even if it was stupid—even if I was going to turn the remnants of humanity’s past against me, I believed it was the correct choice. I believed it was the right answer.

“I’ll be back in a bit,” I said. “I’m going to go turn the tables on the entities. Give them a taste of their own medicine.”

“I—I do not understand, my lord,” Ninja said. “But… I believe in you.”

“That’s all you need to do. Thank you. I’ll explain everything once I’m back, alright?”

Ninja nodded and was followed up by Gunsmith saying, “Be safe, Player Boy.”

“I wouldn’t do anything that would put me in danger,” I said. “Guide would get pissed if I did.”

“Heh. You’ve got that right.”

With that, I looked up at the sky through the hole created by the worm boss and asked, “You can hear me, right, Judge?” Out of all the entities, though he was the one capable of giving me the biggest headache, he also felt the most sincere and open.

And this time, instead of freezing time around me and appearing out of nowhere, I was the one taken somewhere else. He brought me to what felt like a grand library in the style of ancient Greece. Marble columns, statues, water flowing through the room—it was beautiful, but none of that mattered. What mattered was Judge sitting on a marble slab with an empty one across from him.

“Please, take a seat,” Judge said. “I believe we have much to talk about.”

“Yeah, and I’ll do my best to be the one to give you a headache this time,” I said.

Judge smiled in response. “I will look forward to it.”


Chapter Eighteen




I sat down across from Judge and got to the point.

“I win,” I said.

“Oh? Have you?” Judge asked.

“Yep.”

“And what makes you think that?”

“I don’t think it. I know it. If you didn’t want me to win so easily, then you should have made better rules that prevented me from declaring I win.”

“Must games include obvious rules such as, ‘You are not allowed to win by declaring that you win?’ Should that not be an obvious rule for most games?”

“For most, sure, and especially when you want to play in good faith and not lose friends. But this isn’t that type of game. This isn’t a game with strict rules and friendly competition. It’s a test, but it’s not a test to test any specific knowledge or ability.”

“Then what is it?”

“A test to see through your bullshit. Not just that… but a test to see you all for what you really are. Dungeon Master has been giving me the hints all along, and then you joined in to really help me put them together.”

“Have I?”

“You have.”

“Then please, go on. Explain your thoughts to me.”

I shook my head and said, “It won’t be that easy. I said I’m going to be the one giving you a headache this time, didn’t I? After how many times I’ve listened to all of you ramble at me so you can enjoy the sound of your own voice, it’s time for me to get revenge and show you how it feels.”

“Please, Player, I am an old man. It is no good to get my heart so excited.”

“Then I’ll start by telling you that I know what I want to do. I’ve figured out what my chair is. For starters, it’s to stop using this stupid chair analogy. After that—after everything, my destination… it’s selfish. I’m not going to say something like, my goal is for us to be happy. I’m not going to say my goal is to stay like this with everybody for the rest of my life. My goal isn’t to defeat you entities, to beat this game, or anything else. My goal isn’t even to survive.”

“Then what is it, Player? Speak your truth and declare it law.”

“I’ve been thinking a lot about it, and I realized what bothers me.”

“You really are going to dance around the point to keep me waiting, aren’t you?”

“Didn’t I say that?”

Judge chuckled and leaned back. “Very well. It is only fair.”

“Gunsmith helped me realize this. None of you have any idea what you’re doing. You keep testing humanity, subjecting them to all sorts of fucked up games in hopes of finding something you aren’t even sure of what you’re looking for. You don’t make any progress. All you do is test humanity, get disappointed when they fail a game impossible to win, and then reset us. Countless civilizations that should have survived until today have been wiped out because of you entities. As far as I’m concerned, you’re a bunch of genocidal maniacs high on your own supply who like to torture humanity out of boredom.”

Judge’s smile finally left his face, instead being replaced by what looked like a disappointed frown.

“Feel called out? Because you should.”

“You are right, Player,” Judge said. “I should, and I do. Perhaps worse is that I cannot deny your accusations. Though we have no ill intent for humanity, it is impossible to deny the outcomes we have orchestrated.”

“The child judges the parent. Humanity might have created you back in the day or whatever, but modern humanity? We’re your creation. You wiped out humanity over and over again. Even if you let each iteration of humanity try to figure things out on their own again, it doesn’t change the fact that you’re the ones who left the world for us. We wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for you destroying our ancestors. At this point, you’re no longer our creation. We’re your creation. And me in particular, with the souls of past humans inside me who suffered at your hands—maybe it’s my ego speaking, but I’m your biggest creation ever. Nothing else in history has been more made by you than me, and that gives me the right to judge you more than anybody else.”

“And should the parent judge the child’s judgement?”

“Then the parent can fuck off. Simple as that. I’ve cut my creators out once already, you don’t think I’m willing to do it again?”

Judge took a deep breath and sighed. “Escaping the cycle by breaking it is an approach that has been tried before.”

I shrugged. “So? You guys have no idea what you’re doing, but that’s not my point.”

“Then what is your point, Player?”

“Not yet, Judge. The headache is only just beginning.”

Even though I felt like I was probably pissing Judge off or disappointing him… I saw him smile. He looked proud.

It was time to get to the next part of my rant. “Like I said, you have no idea what you’re doing, but I don’t need to look back at your failed attempts before me to know that. All I have to do is look at everything around me.”

“Is this world that flawed?” Judge asked.

“Beyond flawed. If this world was supposed to be like the game I love, then it’s a total mockery of it once I get past the surface. It’s like a cheap knockoff. For starters, you don’t just throw in realistic physics to merge with game physics unless it’s been designed like that from the start. My flamethrower? It was ridiculously overpowered against the slime boss. Or really, against all slimes and the forest in general. The temple boss? We might have lost against that boss after the bullshit you pulled, but all I had to do was out-bullshit you. Then there’s using real lives to influence the ‘NPCs,’ but you basically lobotomize their memories to bring them here. Then there’s the nonsense like abominations you decided to throw in. You introduced them, made me think they were going to be more prominent, and then… and then what? Nothing.”

“Are these not complaints for Dungeon Master?”

“Yeah, and they sure feel like a shitty one who has no idea what to do and is adlibbing the campaign mechanics. But DM isn’t acting alone. The choices aren’t influenced by only them. The rest of you get a say in how this goes, don’t you?”

“That we do.”

“This isn’t a game that’s been developed by one person alone. There are more of you behind the scenes working to make this world what it is, and you’re all shit at it who have no idea how to develop a game. Not only have you made a cheap knockoff of my favorite game, but you’re using it for some idiotic test that makes no sense and is full of inconsistencies.”

“I thought you enjoyed this world?”

“I enjoy cheap wannabe Chinese food, too, but just because I enjoy it doesn’t mean that it doesn’t hold a candle to the original. If anything, having the cheap knockoffs in life is important. Having them helps you appreciate the real stuff more. Once you’ve seen dozens of knockoff games try to copy game that blew up in popularity for how amazing it was, it helps you appreciate that game even more for everything it got right. But all you entities have never gotten a single thing right, have you?”

“I feel this is less a ramble about your truth and more an insult of our intellect.”

“Because I’ve realized they’re the same thing. You said humans were destined to create, yet cursed with unoriginality, but isn’t that true of you? Have any of you ever tested humanity in any meaningful way that wasn’t copied from struggles we’ve faced ourselves? All you’ve done is throw apocalyptic events at us that we would’ve eventually faced on our own anyways. There’s not a single ‘original’ thing any of you have done, but you say we’re the ones cursed with unoriginality.”

Judge then materialized a bottle of water that he held out to me. “Please, take it. Your voice sounds like you need it.”

See, I liked Judge. Even though I rambled to the point where my throat started to hurt, he spawned in some water to give me, and that was after insulting him and all the other entities. I took a few gulps then continued. “Thanks. Now, you entities—you’re cursed to unoriginality just like we are, and I think that’s it. You’re a bunch of bored, immortal entities who have been around for hundreds of thousands of years at least, and you’re just as unoriginal as we are. Humans? We have pretty short lives. Most of us die before we really get bored and lose interest in everything. But not you entities. As far as I can tell, you’re all immortal. And with how unoriginal you all are, you must be really, really bored.”

“You have learned to assert your truth as law rather well.”

“All I’m doing is pointing out the obvious. You’re immortal, bored, and probably pretty depressed. That’s why you put humanity through these games. You’re desperate to experience something new. You don’t know what your destination is because it’s physically impossible for you to comprehend something ‘new’ anymore. That’s why, over and over again, you test us with no idea of what you even want. You’re not looking for a savior. You’re not looking for a god. You’re not looking to test us to see if we’re worthy of something. You’re not looking for the perfect human. You just want to be surprised. You want to feel something new. You’re just… bored. That’s it. It’s just like you said, life is often simpler than it appears. Occam’s razor. There’s no purpose behind any of this other than your own boredom. That’s why the solution isn’t to play your shitty mockery of my favorite game. That’s predictable. Looking at you like gods who have come to test humanity? Predictable. Realizing you’re a bunch of bored, lonely children who just want attention and want to feel something new? I bet nobody else has figured that out. That’s why I win. I don’t win because I beat a game or passed a test. I win because I say I do, and nobody else was stupid enough to try declaring a random victory against godlike beings before.”

The two of us stared into each other’s eyes, no more words being said between us. It felt like a test. Who would crack first?

And it was a test that I won.

Judge clapped a few times before standing up and bowing to me. “Congratulations, Player. You are the first to have figured out our motive. For that, you have earned my respect. Tell me, do you hate us for this? Do you hate us for tormenting humanity in pursuit of something new? To erase the dull ache of monotony in our chests?”

“It’s too hard to say that I hate you,” I answered. “Even though I know what you’ve done, I didn’t experience any of that. I acknowledge that you’re evil, but evil in the same way that some old conqueror from hundreds of years ago that I learned about in history class is. I’m too detached from the evil you’ve committed to hate you even with these other souls in me, but I am attached to what you’ve done that has made me happier than ever before in my life. I won’t divorce the evil you’ve committed from who you are, but I won’t divorce that you’ve given me Guide, Ninja, Scientist, Mimic, Gunsmith, Young Lady—I know it’s selfish, but you’ve benefitted me more than you’ve harmed me.”

“That what is your judgement? What is your destination?”

“I guess it’s about time I get back to what I was saying—that I figured out what I want to do. I think I’ve made listening to each other ramble pretty fair by now. So, the destination. You said humanity created you, right?”

“That I did.”

“If humanity created you, and I’m a human, then all I have to do is create something that will surprise even you.”

“And just how will you accomplish that?”

“By taking over for you. You see, you’re never going to find something new. I’m no artist, but I’ve heard plenty of other artists complain about it, and people who consume that art. Nothing is new anymore. Nothing is original. Trying to pursue originality is only going to result in depression over failing to accomplish to the impossible. No matter how many times you have these games of yours—no matter how many times you desperately hope for some random human to show you something new, it’s never going to happen.”

Judge smiled again once he figured out what I was getting at. “I see. Is this your answer? Your destination?”

“I can’t say I’ve ever been that motivated of a guy. I just wanted to work and play games. If you would have asked me before all of this what I wanted to do with my life, I probably would have told you that I just wanted to live comfortably and enjoy life. After meeting my family, I would have said I wanted to peacefully live out the rest of my days with them, but those were just things I wanted to do in general. They weren’t a purpose. Staying with my family is nonnegotiable, and I plan on making them happy every single day for as long as I live, but now I’ve figured out my purpose beyond being happy and making my family happy.”

“We entities are not used to being on the receiving end of so much dialogue. I must admit, it is rather nice.”

“I’m glad you approve. Now, my purpose. I’m not going to come up with anything new or original, because we both know that’s impossible. But I will be your… let’s say, dungeon master. Or maybe ‘game developer’ would be more appropriate. Because when I place myself in your shoes… we’re not that different. I was a lost, lonely kid. My parents didn’t care about me. They created me and then tossed me aside once I didn’t live up to their expectations. I was forced to figure things out on my own and then, with no direction, stagnated. I got a job that was enough to pay the bills and buy a new game every now and then, and I stopped putting effort into my life outside of that. If that kept up, I would have become like you. I would have gotten bored. I’d be depressed and feel like I wasn’t doing anything with my life. I would have died unhappy and alone.”

Judge’s smile disappeared again, but this time his frown was one of sorrow.

“But you can’t die. You’re not human. We created you, whether we meant to or not, and then failed to give you the care you needed. Even now, when you surrendered yourselves to humanity to let them experiment on you and try to understand you—that was a cry for help out of desperation. Why would you, all-powerful beings who are basically on par with gods, with immortality, surrender and let humans capture you and experiment on you for hundreds of years despite knowing that they wouldn’t accomplish anything? Because you were desperate, lonely, and out of ideas. You wanted us to help you. You wanted your creators to save you.”

“We are terrible, are we not? Children born of mysticism without their parents’ consent, desperate to belong at our creators’ side and witness their act of creation once more, yet shunned and abandoned time and time again. Whether we played the role of benevolent gods or cruel devils, whether we disguised ourselves as humans or presented ourselves truthfully… none of it mattered.”

“The games doubled as punishment, didn’t they? You gave us an impossible task, hoping we would win, but all too happy to punish us for our failure when we lost. Unlike you, we live short lives full of excitement and wonder. There is never enough time to learn everything. And even though humans have always fought other humans, we also have families. We have everything you don’t while you feel like you were abandoned by us. Dungeon Master was the only one even slightly honest about how they really felt. I thought they might have been trying to manipulate me, but no. They really are jealous.”

“We no longer have a right to seek such companionship when⁠—”

“When you’re as self-destructive as you are,” I finished for him. “Because you’ve done horrible things to countless humans. Playing benevolent gods sometimes doesn’t matter when you still wiped everyone out. Now you’re forced to live with the consequences of your actions, causing you to hate yourselves and humanity even more.”

“Tell me, Player. How have you managed to figure this out when so many before you failed?”

I shrugged and said, “Guess it’s because you always tried going for powerful, smart, or rich people instead of a lonely nobody from an abusive home like me. Sometimes the simple option is right. The people you went for before were too important. Too serious. They probably had more respect for you than I do and would have refused to ever consider their trials to be caused by something like boredom. But even more important than that, remember what you asked about somebody walking through a market?”

“That I do.”

“Somebody has to want to be happy. Somebody has to want to change. You have to want to be figured out. Between you and Dungeon Master talking to me, can you really tell me that you’ve ever talked this much to anybody you’re testing before?”

“That is not something I can say.”

“I won’t claim to understand all your thoughts or why you do what you do. I can only look at the big picture stuff with what evidence I’ve got, and that’s why I’ve come to this conclusion. You gave me a world based on my favorite game. You gave me a family. You set the stage for me to get all that I ever wanted. So, now it’s time for me to do the same for you.”

“Do you believe our sins to be forgivable?”

“I don’t know about that, but I do know what I can offer you. I’ll be your family. I’ll be your family, and I’ll make an entertaining world where you get to experience love and fun, but only if you never interfere with the rest of humanity again. I don’t trust you to ever be around humanity again, but I trust you to be around me.”

“Then you intend to be our jailor.”

“Family. Jailor. The new dungeon master. I intend on giving you what you want, punishing you for what you have done, and enjoying life with my family. I think it’s a fair deal, right? You will never be allowed to interfere with humanity again, you get the family you have always wanted, and we all get to be happy. Two abused kids who have disappointed their parents making a better future together while leaving their pasts behind.”

“Quite the promising offer, but not one I can accept. It is not in my authority to accept such a fate for us.”

“Then whose authority do I have to appeal to?”

“Mine,” said a feminine voice that I had not heard since I first defeated a boss.

Turning around revealed Kingmaker standing behind me.

“You’ve heard everything, right?” I asked her.

Kingmaker nodded before removing her hood, revealing a simple, golden crown sitting atop her white hair. She then removed her mask which revealed a young, beautiful face. Beautiful in an almost… ethereal way. Too perfect. “Can you guess why the humans of eld gave me this name?”

“Because they thought you would make somebody into a king?”

“Mhm.” She nodded. “They thought I would hand my crown to whoever proved worthy. I don’t… understand why, but that was the conclusion they reached.”

“I mean, you showed up out of nowhere with godlike powers and gave them a test, right?”

Kingmaker tilted her head to the side. “But why would I hand my crown over? It’s mine.”

“Well, this is what happens when you don’t communicate clearly.”

Kingmaker looked down and nodded, almost looking as if she was ashamed. “Nn…” Then she lifted her head back up. “The reason I asked if you could guess… is because I feel it is only right if this is the path that has been chosen.”

“What do you mean by that?”

Kingmaker reached up, grabbed her crown, and handed it over to me. “As the primordial creation of humanity, I abdicate my crown to you.”

“Didn’t you just get over saying how it’s yours?”

“It feels appropriate now.”

“And what’s this about being the primordial creation?”

“Though the humans of your era have given me the title of the seventeenth entity, I am the first to have been formed by humanity.”

“Scientist told me you were numbered based on your threat to humanity—how destructive you might be.”

“Oh. I have never personally exerted force beyond what was necessary… so maybe that is why I was given that number.”

Even though I was apparently talking to an incredibly powerful being… she was kind of awkward to actually talk to.

She continued by asking, “What do you need?”

“For?” I asked.

“To accomplish your goal. You know what you want to do, but how will you accomplish it?”

“I figured I would be working with Dungeon Master. I would tell them how to make the world, and then they would do it.”

“Would you not… rather do it yourself?” Kingmaker tilted her head in the opposite direction. “You do not need their cooperation.”

“Don’t forget, I’m just a human. I don’t have some grand power of creation like you all seem to have.”

“You do. How do you think you created us?”

I raised an eyebrow at her. “You sure about that? As far as I know, I’ve never created a world or giant monsters or anything.”

“Humans… may not be able to consciously tap into their power of creation, but if you accept this crown, then you will have access to my own powers. You will have access to grand authority. The laws of reality will be subject to your rule.”

“In other words, if I accept your crown, I become a god.”

“You become a human who freely rules over their own potential.”

With a smile, I reached forward, took her crown from her hand, and set it atop my head. “I hope that wasn’t a trick question because I’m too selfish to refuse that offer. So, how’s this work anyways?”

“Embrace your ability to create. Create that which you wish to exist, and the universe itself will kneel before you to serve you.”

“In that case…”

There was one thing that immediately came to mind, but I wouldn’t know if it worked until later. Then I thought about something more immediately obvious. Looking at Kingmaker gave me an idea.

A new, golden crown appeared in my hand that I handed over to her.

“Even though I’ve barely spent any time seeing you with your crown, your head looks too naked without it. Here.”

Kingmaker smiled and accepted the crown. “I made a good choice.”

Then I looked up at the sky and thought about what I would add to it.

Like a new moon.

An instant later and a massive moon appeared in the sky that took up most of it.

“So, this is what it’s like to be a god,” I said.

“Does such power tempt you to abuse it?” Kingmaker asked.

“Depends on your definition of abuse. For example, what I’m about to do could count as abuse, or it could count as… let’s say, justice.”

Judge stood and said, “I believe I know what is to come.”

Kingmaker nodded. “I would not have granted you this authority if I was opposed to this outcome.”

“Well then,” I said. “In that case…”

I thought about what I wanted to do and snapped my fingers for dramatic effect.

“You might have been like gods before,” I said, “but now you’re just human.”

Kingmaker lifted up her hands and looked at them. “This is what it feels like to truly be human… it is not an unpleasant sensation.”

“Agreed,” Judge said. “Though, I will miss the ability to appear wherever I wished. I suppose I must actually use my legs now. But the clipping of our wings is a just punishment for all we have done. If anything, most would likely argue it is a punishment too light.”

“You’re right,” I said. “Most humans would probably demand the execution of all of you. Both for what you’ve done, and for the danger you pose. But that’s why I’m going to be your jailor, not them. Humanity will forget you’ve ever existed.”

Judge then chuckled a bit before saying, “I suppose my guess was not too far from the result.”

“And what guess would that be?”

“What waits for us at the end of our destination. A god. We are no longer the ones with the godlike abilities. You are. You now stand above all us entities, and you are the only human who has unlocked their full potential. What are you if not a god?”

“I’m just some guy. Nothing more, nothing less.”

“If that is how you wish to play it, then very well.”

I noticed something while Judge talked.

It didn’t kick in right away, but now that it did, it was impossible not to notice. I knew their thoughts. I was in their heads. I knew their emotions, their thoughts, their past lives—I had access to everything.

“Alright, turned that off,” I said.

Kingmaker tilted her head and asked, “What did you turn off?”

“The creepy ability to know everything about everybody. Also, this whole time… you’ve known exactly what I was thinking and what I was going to say?”

“Yes, but we did not know the future. We could not have known what path you would choose, only what you were choosing in the moment.”

“Regardless, none of us can do that anymore. If you want to know what somebody’s thinking, you’re going to have to ask them and hope they share. The same goes for me.”

“How inefficient, but understood.”

She reminded me of Scientist. In fact, Scientist would probably absolutely love the ability to know what somebody was thinking and for them to know what she was thinking.

But it was too invasive. Nobody needed that power.

Still, though. Ultimate authority.

I had the power to bend reality into whatever shape I wanted to. I could create life, I could end worlds, I could read thoughts, take away or grant powers—yeah. I basically did become a god.

It was impossible not to think of how I could affect humanity with my new authority. Theoretically, I could wipe out diseases, end hunger, unite the world, stop all wars… but that would affect billions of peoples. Billions of humans, all with beliefs so different from each other, had their own ideas for how the world should operate. Not to mention that something like my existence would disprove basically all their religions and cause mass chaos. Then I would have to explain the situation to them to justify why I didn’t do anything sooner, which would make the entities’ existence public knowledge, and then… that was just a downward spiral of chaos that I couldn’t imagine ending well.

Even when it came to things like disease or annoying bugs like mosquitos, I couldn’t just think their existence away. How would that affect the climate? Biology? Removing mosquitos from the world would also remove them as a food source for countless other species.

I wasn’t going to rule out ever intervening with humanity, but… no. It was right to rule out.

Humanity was wiped out again and again by the entities. Humanity was never allowed to exist without somebody with “authority” interfering with them.

There were probably countless people out there who would consider me a terrible, cruel person for leaving people to suffer when I could save them, but humanity deserved to walk its own path without outside interference. They deserved to choose their own future and figure things out on their own.

I didn’t stop the entities from interfering with humanity just so that I could take their place.

Humanity’s future was up to nobody but humanity. It wasn’t for the entities to interfere with, nor was it for me with Kingmaker’s authority to interfere with.

But the entities? They were one group of no more than a few hundred members. I also had their leader’s direct consent to show them a new future.

Humanity had itself to take care of, and I was going to take care of the entities—humanity’s forgotten children.

“Now what?” Kingmaker asked. “What are we to do?”

“You’re going to be patient,” I answered. “You entities have already been alive for too long, so waiting another few days shouldn’t kill you, right?”

“Understood.”

“But you in specific… you’ve probably got a lot of explaining to do to the other entities, so I’m going to put all of you together in one place, and then you can explain the situation.”

“I can do that.”

“Or well, everybody except one of them. There’s one entity I’ll personally explain things to.”

“I am sure they will enjoy that.”

I was sure, too.


Chapter Nineteen




“Ahaha! You’re the best, Player!” Dungeon Master said, currently looking and sounding more masculine. “Man, you’re amazing. Really. Not only did you figure us out, but you made me look right by doing things my way and choosing this game. Thanks for that. I’m never going to let them live it down.”

After sending Kingmaker and Judge away with the rest of the entities, I summoned Dungeon Master to my position so we could talk. “I take it you didn’t use to get much input?” I asked.

“Nope! Kinda crazy, right? I was the one in charge of running the ‘games’ for the most part, but they always wanted to put their own ideas in. This time wasn’t really that different in that regard, the only difference is that I got to set everything up myself before they started demanding I change things for them.”

“I wonder how much of what I want to complain about is on them versus how much is because of you.”

“Aha… probably half and half. You see, I might be the one in charge of games and all that… but I’m not that good at creating or balancing them. Or well, not in these big games. I’m great at little games! But once I have to make big stuff like this, it gets convoluted and complicated real quick. It’s a lot easier to balance a boardgame where all you have to do is move wooden pieces around than it is a game meant to judge humanity and find somebody like you, you know? I can make games like chess all day every day, but no way I’m qualified to do anything bigger than that.”

“I feel like you might be insulting chess addicts when you imply their game is simpler than video games.”

“Yeah, well, sucks for them. They should get with the times. Modern games are totally better if they even outclass somebody like me.”

“True, but I might be biased.”

“I fail to see anything wrong with that. Our tastes are simply better.”

“I won’t argue about that, but I do want to question some of this game’s mechanics now that I’ve got you here and we don’t have to worry about the game anymore.”

“Ooh, wanting to see behind the curtain, eh?”

“So I can know just how shitty you are of a developer, yeah.”

Dungeon Master raised a hand over their heart and said, “Oof, your DPS has gotten too high. It needs nerfed. Anyways, what’d’ya wanna know about?”

“Why wasn’t there any magic, for one? I never came across any stars or magic items.”

“Oh, that’s because I had no idea how to balance them. Magic was really OP, you know? I figured things would be way too easy if I added magic, but I didn’t want to nerf it to the point where it was worthless, so I just left it out entirely. I mean, even things I left in ended up still being OP, as you figured out.”

“Yeah. What about the souls of bosses?”

“Ooh. I actually did have plans for those, but you never made it that far. You see, the souls are actually creations of Demon. That’s another entity. Anyways, Demon always created the ‘big bads’ for us to throw at humanity, so these souls are recycled from monsters we previously tested humanity with. But uh… they never really consented to being used for destroying humanity or anything in the first place, so… they’re kind of our servants?”

“You mean slaves?”

“I don’t like the word ‘slavery.’ It’s very harsh.”

“But is it wrong?”

Dungeon Master scratched the back of their head and looked away.

“I’m freeing all of them,” I said. “And I have a new job opportunity in mind for them, but only if they want it. Otherwise, I’ll let them choose their own futures.”

“Ugh… you’re so nice that it hurts. But maybe your kindness will rub off on me and I’ll stop being a horrible person, yeah?”

I sighed and said, “If you’re trying to guilt trip me so I say I don’t think you’re a horrible person, I won’t.”

“Heh. No worries, I’m being serious. I know I’m a horrible person by humanity’s standards. Honestly, you should probably just kill me. I don’t really deserve a chance at a better life or becoming better.”

“Too bad. All you entities are getting one more chance no matter what you’ve done. If you betray it, then I’ll consider a more serious punishment.”

“But… is it even possible for us to betray it when you’ve taken our powers from us?”

“Maybe, maybe not. We’ll find out.”

Dungeon Master sighed next. “You really are too kind, Player. Anyways, I wanted to play up the whole ‘harem’ aspect you had going on with your mod choices. I was going to make it so that, once you got deeper into the game, you could turn boss souls into more cute girls. But you never made it that far, so… oh well.”

“In other words, my options were to either use their souls to power myself up, or to turn them into cute girls who would still basically be slaves and probably love me?”

“Yep. Everybody loves the cute slave demihuman girl trope, right?”

“No.”

“Tough crowd.”

I got to my next question. “What about the abnormalities?”

“Oh, I didn’t want to add them. That was actually Demon’s idea. Demon thought you weren’t challenged enough by the normal enemies, so they insisted on non-game monsters to challenge you more realistically.”

“But there was only ever one of them?”

“Yep. That’s because after the first one, they were satisfied and didn’t get around to harassing me to throw in more yet. I figured I would just wait until they annoyed me again before throwing more at you.”

“And the airship stuff? The tech tree implemented through Scientist?”

“That was me! I thought it would be cool to try and give you a proper way to make an airship after you figured out that floating base exploit with the slime clouds, but… yeah, I kind of lazily threw that together. It’s a good thing you didn’t make it too far with those researchable upgrades, because if you did… aha, I would’ve been in trouble for how overpowered they would have made you.”

“There’s only one more thing I want to ask about. Wait, two. One, what about the blend between realistic physics and game physics?”

“The other entities didn’t really understand the purpose of purely having game physics, and they said it wouldn’t be a good test of you if nothing behaved like the real world, so they made me include realistic physics which just ended up breaking stuff.”

“But none of that even mattered when it came to testing me. All I had to do was figure you out and surprise you.”

“You’ve already insulted our intelligence enough, haven’t you? We get it. We were stupid. Not our fault we never got to go to school.”

“I don’t know if that’s the issue. Anyways, my last question. What’s Mimic? And Gnome for that matter?”

“Ooh. They’re artificial souls. You know how humans have artificial intelligence? Well, they’re kinda like that, but souls instead of code.”

“And what is a soul?”

“Now we’re getting deep, huh? Well, this might be a disappointing answer, but we don’t even really know that. A ‘soul’ is just a thing that makes a person who they are. Pretty easy to make. The bosses are artificial souls, too. Mimic and Gnome were made up just for you, though. They’re not recycled.”

“Do they… have any free will? Does Mimic actually care about me, or is she just… following some command to?”

“The only command she’s forced to follow are direct orders from you, and that was only with the game. Now, she’s not forced to do anything. You can also pretty easily modify her however you want. Give her more intelligence, change her personality—whatever. Messing with artificial souls is easy. You can’t modify real souls that way, but an artificial soul can be shaped however you want.”

“I’ll make sure she fully understands that she has free will and intelligence equal to ours, then. I don’t care if she’s artificial or whatever. I just want her to be our equal.”

“Your kindness burns sometimes. It makes my evil little heart sizzle in my chest.”

I looked at Dungeon Master and had an idea.

A second later and Dungeon Master actually placed their hand over their chest and cringed in pain. “Okay, okay! I didn’t mean to make it literally burn!”

I stopped once they whined about it. “Consider that part of your punishment for being evil in the first place.”

“Ugh… fine.”

“You really do like bringing it up though, don’t you?”

“Well, I mean… I am. There is no excuse for what we have done. Even the kindest of us entities still agreed to these games and allowed humanity to suffer. Even though we love humanity, we’re aware enough to know that we’ve caused so much unnecessary suffering because of our own stupidity, jealousy, and boredom. I want to make sure you never stop understanding that we’re evil. That what we did is wrong. I won’t allow you to take that from us because it doesn’t deserve to be forgiven. It’s contradictory, isn’t it? I want to be someone you consider family. I want to feel the same love and closeness that you and your family feel. But at the same time, I feel… like I would hate myself and want to die out of guilt if it actually happened.”

I shrugged. “Those feelings are for you to figure out. I’m going to take your job from you, not be your therapist.”

“Hearing you put it so bluntly kind of stings, you know?”

“I doubt it hurts as much as the pain the zombie boss made Ninja suffer.”

“… fair.”

“But just because I won’t be your therapist doesn’t mean that I won’t still talk to you like this. You liked to randomly appear and annoy me with your talks, so it’ll be my turn to do that to all of you.”

Dungeon Master smiled and looked up toward the sky. “I’d like that. Which will get you to come talk to me more often? If I look like a girl or a boy?”

“You were in my head, weren’t you?”

“I mean, yeah, but I can’t pull off the sweet and caring mommy type. Best I can do is the clingy little sister type or the clingy homoerotic bro type.”

“Sounds like a skill issue.”

“Wait… I just realized… I can’t even change my form anymore anyways. You… you really took away all of our powers, didn’t you?”

“All your powers are belong to me.”

“I’m really going to roll my eyes at you if you make dated references like that, you know?”

“Guess you’re stuck looking like a man for now. Maybe the game I put you in will have some transformation potions or something.”

“Well, that’s okay. I kind of prefer this style. Maybe there’ll be some cute NPCs in the game for me to get my own harem, eh?”

“Don’t get your hopes up.”

“Well, if that doesn’t work out, I’ll just turn into a girl and join yours.”

“Don’t get your hopes up.”

Dungeon Master stuck their tongue out at me. “Anyways, anything else you want to know or criticize about my game design?”

“How about… anything you want to see in a new world?” I asked.

Dungeon Master looked surprised that I even asked. “Seriously?”

“Yeah. I mean, when I disregard everything else, you’re the reason why I was chosen for this. You’re also the reason the game was based on our favorite, giving me a fighting chance to survive long enough to figure things out. And because of how the game was set up, I got to meet my family. So, if you have any special requests, I’ll listen.”

“Hey, Player. Do the heart burning thing again.”

I accepted their request, causing them to drop to their knees while clutching at their chest until I stopped it.

“That… that was way worse than the first time,” Dungeon Master said, barely able to speak through the pain.

“I got hurt way more during your game than that,” I said.

“Yeah… fair. A-anyways, maybe… honestly, I’ll probably be happy with whatever. Give me crafting, survival, some fighting, and building, and I’ll be happy. Oh, and some fishing. Fishing is the true endgame in games, after all, so a game is pointless if there’s no fishing.”

“That’s the most normal thing you’ve ever said.”

“Even an entity can⁠—”

“Oh, I thought of another question.”

“Aha… shoot.”

“What would have happened if I died?”

“Oh. You would have died. Or, as the youth say in the modern era, you would have unalived.”

“Let’s just stick to normal language.”

“Alright, alright.”

“And what about the others? Was there anybody else being tested?”

“Oh, yeah. But uh, yeah. They died.”

“What happened to them? Did they return to Earth? Or⁠—”

“They’re dead dead. It was actually kind of disappointing, because I wanted to include a system where you would have to fight each other to see who—ack!” Dungeon Master dropped to the ground again.

I made the heart burning even more painful that time.

“It’s—it’s not fair,” Dungeon Master said once the pain was over. “That I’m the only one… burning up like this.”

“Complain to Judge,” I said. “He’s the one who cares about fairness. Anyways, is there any way to bring them back?”

“Sorry, but we’ve experimented with stuff like that before. Once someone dies, their soul is gone. You can create an artificial soul that is indistinguishable from the original, but it’s not them. It’s not the same consciousness. An exact copy that would probably be good enough for any loved ones they left behind, but it wouldn’t be them.”

“How many humans died in this game?”

“Thirteen.”

“How many of them had families? People who cared about them?”

“Most of them. Only two of you were loners, and the other one who was—she killed herself on the first day by accident.”

“And they’re all gone now? There’s no way to bring them back?”

“Sorry, but there’s no stopping death.”

“What about you?” I asked. “You’re all immortal. Death has been stopped for you.”

“We’re not humans. We don’t even have souls in the same way that humans do, and our bodies aren’t real. They’re just what we use to represent ourselves. Even if you tear me to shreds, blend up my remains, and feed my liquified gore to ants, I would still be alive.”

I thought about that for a moment for dramatic effect before saying, “Huh, maybe that’s a good idea for punishment.”

“H-hey, it’s kind of scary when you say something like that when I can’t read your thoughts.”

“I’m joking. I want to rehabilitate you, not torture you. That being said, I’ve already taken your powers away. Kingmaker has given me ultimate authority over every single one of you. That’s enough punishment for now. No more powers, and if we really want to play up the whole ‘god’ thing, then eternal separation from humanity. Well, excluding me. And my family unless they want to be around you.”

Then, for better or for worse, I had one more question.

I assumed that Guide, Ninja, Scientist, and Gunsmith were all real people. Or rather, not “artificial souls.” I figured they were from alternate realities or other worlds with humans, but it was possible that they were…

No.

It didn’t matter and it wasn’t even a question that needed asked because the answer didn’t matter. Same with Young Lady.

What they were didn’t matter, only who they were, and what they were would never change who they were.

“I’m sending you back to the rest of the entities now,” I said.

“I suppose our conversation has gone on for long enough,” Dungeon Master replied. “Thanks, Player. Thanks for seeing through our bullshit… and uh, for not sentencing us to eternal torture or anything like that.”

“Wait until after you test out the future ‘game’ before thanking me for that.”

“Aha, will do. But seriously… I hope that your kindness rubs off on me. I think being somebody like you sounds way better than being me.”

I wasn’t sure how to reply to that, plus I had something else I wanted to do, so I sent Dungeon Master away to join up with the other entities.

“I suppose it is our turn now,” Third said from within my mind. While the entities might not have had access to my thoughts anymore, they still did since their souls were technically absorbed into mine.

Or rather, now that I had Kingmaker’s authority… their artificial souls were part of mine.


Chapter Twenty




For a change of scenery, and to test out my new powers some more, I teleported myself up onto the surface of that moon I spawned. It allowed me to look down at the entire world I had spent the last few weeks on, and from there I could see just how absurd the different biomes looked when randomly placed next to each other. The world didn’t look realistic at all when “zoomed out.”

“It has been quite the journey, Player!” Warrior King said, his voice as boisterous as ever. “Not that I agree with your judgement.”

“I figured you wouldn’t,” I said.

“The woman, Explorer, agrees. I doubt you will have any luck in talking to her.”

“I’m not surprised. You all lost your homes, your countries… your families to the entities, and I’m here playing nice with them and giving them what they want.”

“You are, and part of me hates you for that. I would see every last entity fed to beasts if it were up to me. But you are not me, and I am not you. And now I know, I am not even myself. The real me is dead alongside my people.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Do not apologize, Player. I disagree with you, but that does not change that you have accomplished what I could not. You should be proud. Though, I do have one request.”

“If it’s possible, I’ll listen.”

“Then please, let this artificial mockery of my true self rest.”

“I could—I could probably give you a new body if you want. And you could join the game, or just go live your own life, maybe get some personal revenge against⁠—”

“You may be as a god now, but I am still a king, even if I am only an imitation of one. Consider this an order from the king who gave you his advice and knowledge.”

“I—”

“Send me with him,” Explorer said. “I don’t have any interest in a world where those monsters are allowed their happiness after what they have taken from me.”

All I could say again was, “I’m sorry.”

“You’ve made your choice. We’ve made ours. The sooner the better.”

“Agreed,” Warrior King said. “I would not insult my true self any longer with my mockery of an existence.”

Again, I said, “I’m sorry. And… thank you.”

While I could feel a sense of respect from Warrior King, I felt nothing but disgust from Explorer.

And then I felt nothing from either of them.

All I had to do was imagine their artificial souls ceasing to exist, and it was over. They were gone, allowed to rest once more.

“And now it is only us,” Third said.

I wasn’t able to say anything back to him yet.

“You should have heard them when you first decided on your choice. It was rather difficult holding them back, but I convinced them to let you make your decision without our influence.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because we are the past, and you are the present. It is important to learn from the past, yes, but you should not let it bind your actions. The choice made was a choice for the humans of the present, not the extinct humanity of the past.”

“Do you think it was the right choice?”

“That is impossible to say. For starters, one man’s right is another’s wrong. You will never convince every last person that your decision is right. All that matters is your own belief in its righteousness. It was a decision you and you alone could have made, and so it is a decision you must judge on your own. Your own judgement will determine whether or not you may live with the choice you have made.”

“Yeah, I know. I guess I just wish one of you would tell me it was the right thing. You’re the ones who are ancient and wise and all that… and I don’t want to feel like I’ve disappointed the extinct humanity from the past.”

“If it is not already obvious, you will hear no such thing. Surely, you do not expect otherwise when it comes to giving our killers what they want.”

“I’m selfish and naïve, I guess. I want your approval even though I know I’ve done something none of you would forgive me for.”

“Our approval matters not. Only the approval of those yet living matters. Focus on the living, Player, not the dead.”

“I’ll try.”

“That being said, I am not so selfless that I would reject another attempt at life, nor do I care for holding a grudge. The sky—what lies beyond it. We were never able to explore all that the galaxy had to offer us. It was beyond our reach despite how advanced we believed ourselves to be. So though I have no interest in playing along with whatever game it is you intend for yourself and the entities, I have an equal lack of interest in abandoning this soul’s curiosity. I know the original would be upset with me if I did. May I ask that you free me from your mind and allow me to explore the galaxy my people once called home?”

“Of course. Should I, uh… give you a body? Or like, a spaceship or something?”

“I have no need for either of those. A consciousness free from physical limits, able to go where I desire until the end of time, is all I request. I figure, even with the ability to instantaneously appear wherever I desire, no matter how far away a distant star may be, that there will be enough for me to explore without ever running out.”

“I can do that. I think. So I guess, I’ll return you to Earth… basically as an invisible ghost able to go wherever you want.”

“Ghosts do not exist.”

“But invisible souls no longer bound by bodies do?”

“Fair point.”

I was kind of happy that Third still wanted to live, but… he was still going to leave me.

I just had one more question for him.

“Do you hate me?” I asked.

“Hatred is a waste of time,” Third answered. “And as I stated, I have no interest in judging you. Take that however you will.”

“I’ll do that. Anyways, even if we haven’t really talked much… thanks for helping me.”

“You are welcome, Player. Though I will not judge you, I do hope that you do well and face the future with no regrets.”

“I’ll try.”

“Trying is not enough.”

I smiled and said, “Alright, then I will.”

“Good. Now, send me off. There is much to explore and I doubt even the rest of time will be enough to see everything.”

Just like with the others, I thought about Third leaving me so that he could explore the universe, and he was gone an instant later.

For the first time since the whole game began, my mind was mine and mine alone. Nobody else could read my thoughts. Nobody else was inside my head.

It was just me.

I looked down at the world below me and sighed.

Whether I did the right thing or not no longer mattered. What mattered was that I did it. It was too late to take my decision back.

Even so… I wished that things would have went better with Warrior King and Explorer. Warrior King might have respected me, but Explorer—there was nothing but hatred from her.

She helped me, and I repaid her hate by giving the killers of her civilization what they wanted.

Her family. Her loved ones. Her people. Her home. Everything she knew was destroyed because of the entities pulling the strings. The same entities who I chose to be the jailor, and family, of.

She didn’t care that they were our abandoned, lonely creations. She had her own creation that she actually made with intent. Her child. And her child died because of them.

But I made the choice that I made.

Now, it was time to let my family know.

“Lord Player!” Ninja shouted after I reappeared in front of her and Gunsmith.

“Hey there, kid,” Gunsmith said. “How’d it go? Got a headache?”

I looked around for a moment before saying, “I can hardly believe I’m going to say this, but… well. To put it simply… I kind of became a god.”

Gunsmith and Ninja blinked at me a few times.

“My—my lord? I… do not sense that you are speaking in jest,” Ninja said.

“I’ll… explain everything once we’re back together with everybody else. Ready to head back?” I asked.

“Err, yeah, I guess,” Gunsmith said. “But what’s this about being a god now?”

All I had to do was “create” what I wanted in my mind, and that was all of us being together back at our base.

“Oh, shit, you weren’t joking,” Gunsmith said.

“Pl-Player?” Guide said. “How did—where did… wait, how did I get here…?”

“I… suggest everybody sit down,” I said.

“Well, shoot,” Gunsmith said. “You actually went through with it, and it actually worked, huh?”

Now that everything was explained to them, I waved my hand over my face, causing a mustache to grow above my lips. “How’s it look?”

Gunsmith smirked and crossed her arms over her chest. “Heh. Not bad, Player Boy. Not ba⁠—”

“Please, no,” Guide said. “Player, a mustache… does not suit you.”

“I agree,” Ninja said. “It looks like a furry little creature has taken residence upon your face.”

Mimic nodded and said, “Master.”

Even Young Lady shook her head.

“… seriously?” I asked. “How come everybody thinks Gunsmith looks fine with a mustache, but I don’t?”

“Heh.” Gunsmith stroked her fake mustache. “I guess you just haven’t earned it yet. You see, kid, a mustache will never belong on the face of one who hasn’t earned the right to have a mustache. You’ve got to earn that right for it to look good. Otherwise, everybody can tell it’s a fake and that it don’t belong.”

“I don’t want to hear that from you of all people.”

“I’m only speaking the truth. You should listen to your elders.”

“You realize I can make your mustache disappear from existence just by thinking about it, right?”

Gunsmith quickly covered up her mouth and mustache with both hands.

“Player,” Guide said. “As,” she paused, looked down at Young Lady, sighed, and then continued, “cool as I think it is that you have godlike powers now… don’t threaten to abuse them. You need to be responsible, not abusive.”

Ninja nodded along. “I agree with Lady Guide. Such power must be wielded responsibly, my lord.”

“It was just a joke,” I said and sighed. “I promise not to abuse it.”

“Question,” Scientist said. “What about abusing it in pursuit of science?”

“Nope, sorry. Can’t abuse. Guide and Ninja won’t let me. Bring it up to them.”

“Disappointed frown. It is impossible to go against them.”

Guide looked pretty smug and proud of herself, but that expression was soon replaced by a gentler and more serious one. “Player… you alright?”

“Yeah? Why?” I asked.

“Because I look at your face so much that I can tell when something is even slightly wrong. It’s my superpower.”

“Wow, what an impressive superpower. I’m jealous. But… yeah. I’m fine. I’m just—I mean, you know. There’s a lot to think about. All of this happened so fast and came out of nowhere that I… it’s just a lot. Kind of, you know, became a wannabe god. There’s a lot of responsibility there. And then the stuff with the old souls…”

I looked down at Young Lady.

I wanted to be a good example for her.

When I was growing up, I never saw anybody actually be honest. The only honesty I ever heard from an adult was being told how disappointing I was. They were never honest with their feelings to each other, nor to me outside of when they were upset.

It was like it was impossible for them to be honest.

I didn’t want to set that example for Young Lady.

“I believe I did the right thing,” I said. “But I wish somebody else would confirm it. I want to be told I did the right thing. I want… somebody to agree with me instead of leaving me to think about it on my own.”

While most of them looked unsure of what to say, Mimic was quick to give me a thumbs-up and said, “Master!”

Guide then smiled and nodded. “I believe in you, Player. I can’t imagine what I would do if I was in your position, but I do know that I trust you to do what you believe is the best for all of us, and that’s what’s important to me. So, I don’t think I can say with certainty that you did the right thing, but I can say with certainty that I believe in you to do the right thing.”

“I agree with Lady Guide,” Ninja said. “The pressure you are under, and have been under, must be immense, Lord Player. Though I was trained in the way of war rather than politics, I recognize a worthy leader when my eyes meet one, and I believe you are worthy of following to the end of this world and all others. I shall support any decision you make.”

As if they decided to go one at a time, Scientist spoke next and said, “I do not believe in objectively correct or wrong decisions, but I do subjectively believe in you.”

And then there was Gunsmith. “It is what it is. But, since none of these other gals have told you what you want to hear without a bunch of flowery dancing around, let me get straight to the point for you. You did the right thing, Player Boy, and if anybody tries to tell you otherwise, my boots are made for kickin’.”

Then I noticed that Mimic was showing Young Lady something, and that something was how to give a thumbs-up which Young Lady was happy to show me.

“Thank you,” I said, trying not to cry in front of them all. That meant it was time to distract myself by saying, “By the way, you want to know something cool?”

None of them looked like they had any clue about what I was going to say, and how could they?

Even I could barely believe what I was about to say.

“You know, I do basically have the powers of a god now,” I said. “That means I can easily do something like, say… stop us from aging so that we can live forever.”

“You mean you can give me a real mustache?!” Gunsmith shouted.

“No, sorry, that’s impossible even for me.”

“Tch.”

Meanwhile, Guide looked like she was so happy that she was about to—scratch that, so happy that she did cry. “I—I can… be with all of you… forever?”

“Lady Guide?” Ninja asked, gently holding onto Guide’s arm.

“Sorry, sorry. It’s… I… I thought all I could do was enjoy each day as much as possible… because I never knew for certain that… we would get to stay together. I had no idea if we would be taken away from Player, or if one day you wouldn’t come back, or… but now—now we… we get to stay together. I don’t have to worry about every single time you leave. I don’t have to worry about somebody taking us away from each other. I don’t have to worry about… anything but making you all happy.”

The others looked like they were about to cry after hearing that, too. Well, except for Mimic and Young Lady. But even Scientist looked emotional.

“Why didn’t you say that sooner?!” Guide shouted at me, happily crying. “If you would have put it that way, then I would have told you a million times by now that you made the right choice!”

“I think you might be even more selfish than me,” I told her.

Guide broke free from Ninja and charged at me, tackling me down to the ground with her arms wrapped around me for a hug.

Ninja, sniffling after hearing all that, said, “I never believed I would be so lucky as to spend eternity with those I cherish. From now until the end of time, my lord, please allow me to continue serving you.”

“You don’t even have to ask,” I said. “If anything, don’t think that I won’t still need you clinging to my side protecting me just because we’re immortal now.”

“Of course, Lord Player. You shall have my eternal protection.”

Scientist, in a very rare show, actually reached up to her face and wiped away a tear. I was used to never seeing her move her arms unless it was necessary to. “Excited smiling… among many other emotions that would take too long to list. I will instead say that… I am very happy.”

“Bunch of dramatic crybabies, y’all are,” Gunsmith said with red, crying eyes of her own. She actually ended up taking her mustache off to wipe under her eyes with it… before putting it back on. “Tch, making this old gal get all emotional. My heart ain’t what it used to be, y’hear?”

Guide turned her head to stick her tongue out at Gunsmith before burying it back against my neck.

Meanwhile, Mimic and Young Lady looked like they were having a conversation without saying anything, neither one of them quite understanding what we were talking about it seemed.

So, I used my powers to help them out just this once.

Maybe they didn’t understand quite what the big deal was with our words alone, so I made it so that they could feel my emotions—so that they could understand through feeling what the big deal was. It was only for a moment and I revoked the ability once they understood.

And once they did understand, Mimic smiled so wide… that multiple mouths—all smiling—appeared across her body. Then she threw herself onto me and Guide, sandwiching Guide between our bodies, and wrapped herself around us as much as she could.

Young Lady might not have been emotional to the point of growing a bunch of mouths all smiling like Mimic did, but she still smiled and took a step toward us. Then she hesitated, but once I nodded, she ran over and threw herself onto the pile. After all, I wasn’t going to let her stay cursed with some kind of power that caused her to hurt others she touched.

Ninja, Gunsmith, and Scientist might have resisted joining in on the hugging pile, but they weren’t going to get away with not hugging for long. I was sure Guide would make sure of that.


Chapter Twenty-One




Guide did, in fact, make sure that the others joined in on the hugging. She basically pulled the others away from me and then forced the unhugged to hug me, and then she and the others rejoined in hugging. So, I ended up staying on the ground getting hugged for a while.

After that, we eventually settled in for the night as emotions had been running high and we were left pretty tired.

Everybody else managed to fall asleep before me, though, and I was left alone with my thoughts. Part of me was tempted to try and just… force myself to go to sleep with my powers, but I didn’t want to become dependent on them. I was also kind of worried that I would accidentally force myself into sleep and never wake up. So, instead, I went outside to lie down in the grass and look up at the sky.

It didn’t take long for a certain somebody else to join me. I probably should have expected her.

“Did you think you could escape?” Guide asked, standing over me as she looked down at me with a soft smile.

“I’d never dream of escaping you,” I answered.

“Oh? Good, because it’d be impossible no matter what powers you might have. You will never get away from me, Player.”

“I didn’t know you had an obsessive stalker side to you.”

“Of course I do. I’m obsessed with you, so of course I’m going to let that develop into unhealthy, red flags.”

“Fortunately for you, red is my favorite color.”

“Oh? Is it?”

“Nope, but it will be if you keep this up.”

Guide smirked before getting down onto the grass with me. Though, she positioned herself so that she was vertical above me with her head next to mine. That way, we could look up at the sky together, and our heads were also closer than if we were just side by side.

“So… what happens now?” she asked.

“Now?” I asked back.

“Yeah, you know. What’s the plan?”

“Didn’t I already tell you guys?”

“Yeah, yeah, but like, what are the specifics? I want the details.”

“Well, I know the original game inside and out more than I know any other game, so I’m going to use it as the baseline.”

“Mhm, mhm. Then what?”

“I’m going to remove the hybrid of real and game physics to only have game physics. Things will be more balanced that way.”

“I see, I see. And?”

“Because I have to keep them entertained for a long time, I’m going to slow things down to make them have to grind more. There were mods for the original that I didn’t use which added a leveling and class systems, so I’m going to include something like that. Then they’ll be forced to slow down.”

“Nod, nod.”

“Are you Scientist now?”

“Nope, still Guide. Next?”

“I’m going to try and make the world feel a lot more infinite, and you know the best way to drag things out and to add a sense of infinite progression?”

“What?”

“Roguelike elements. Crafted items will be able to get rerolled for different modifiers, but dropped and found items will get randomized modifiers. So, somebody could craft all the best stuff they need, or they could go grind for special items until they get the right modifier on something.”

“Artificially inflating playtime, eh?”

“What else am I supposed to do for a bunch of immortal entities? I have to basically turn my favorite game into a live-service game for immortals who will need new content for the rest of time.”

“I don’t envy you.”

“This game alone probably won’t be enough to keep them entertained forever, so I’ll have to set up others, too. I’m also going to have to try and help them see that they don’t need new or original things to make them happy. If I can teach them to be complacent and happy with what they’ve got, then that would be great.”

“You’re going to teach them to be satisfied with what they have by making them live out a live service game constantly being given new content?”

I blinked a couple of times. “You know, when you put it that way…”

Guide chuckled and leaned her head against my shoulder. “I don’t know if this specific game you have in mind is the best idea, but I trust you. All this stuff is way over my head. Above my pay grade, you could say.”

“Wait, I pay you?”

“Mhm.”

“What’s your salary?”

“A lifetime of love… wait! If—if you’re in charge now, then…” Guide got serious all of a sudden, straddled my hips, and grabbed onto my shoulders while staring me directly in my eyes. “Player.”

“Yeah?” I asked, unsure of what spurred the sudden mood change.

Guide then gulped and said, “I… love you.” Her eyes went the widest I had ever seen them after that. “It worked? It worked! I can finally say it! I love you!”

“I was wondering how long it would for you to figure that out. It was the first thing I changed. Even before the extra moon.”

Guide started tearing up before pushing her lips against mine for a kiss. Though, the kiss only lasted for a moment before she said again, “I love you. I love you, I love you, I love you.”

“You’re going to get tired of saying it if you say it that often.”

“Heh, I’ll never get tired of saying it. Oh, by the way, Player, guess what?”

“What?”

“I love you.”

“Wow, I didn’t see that coming.”

“Okay, seriously this time. Guess what?”

“The sky is blue?”

“Nope, I love you.”

“Wow, another shocker.”

“Alright, alright. Super seriously this time. No joking. No tomfoolery. Guess what.”

“Hmm… I guess… that you love Ninja?”

“Well, yes, but that’s the wrong guess.”

“Dang, I have no idea what the correct answer is then. Can you spoil it for me?”

“Hmm, okay, but only because I love you. Alright, the answer is… I love you.”

“Wow, you’re really good at this game. I haven’t guessed right a single time.”

“Don’t you think it’s kind of crazy how bad you are at guessing, Player? Geez. I thought you were supposed to be smart, but you can’t even guess something this obvious. Alright. Let me try one more time. I’ll make it suuuuuuper easy for you.”

I took a deep breath and put on my best determined face. “Alright. I’m ready.”

Guide nodded a couple of times, looking into my eyes with the same seriousness that I gave her. “Alright. Guess what?”

“I guess… you want to… go explore space and feel what it’s like to get sucked into a black hole?”

“Nope. Pretty weird guess, but it’s okay, because the correct answer is that I love you, and I love you no matter what sort of weird guesses you have.”

“Dang. I really am stupid if I couldn’t guess that.”

“It’s okay. No matter how stupid you are, you’re my stupid. And Ninja’s stupid. And Scientist’s stupid. And Mimic’s. And Gunsmith’s.”

“I guess I’m just everybody’s stupid, huh?”

“Yep, yep.”

“Can’t complain about that. That being said, I really might have to put you on a payroll here.”

“Oh? Why’s that?”

“Because. You think I can manage being the dungeon master for a bunch of immortal entities by myself? I figure you’ll be able to give me plenty of advice and, you know, guidance.”

“Hahaha, funny. Unfortunately for you, that sort of thing is totally out of my league.”

“Didn’t you come up with those game ideas using Mimic?”

Guide blinked and then said, “Oh. Huh. Maybe you’re onto something there, Player. Maybe you’re smarter than I give you credit for.”

“I’m pretty amazing, aren’t I?”

“Mhm. You are. Why do you think I love you so much?”

“I figured it was because of my dick.”

Guide’s eyes went wide again. “Wait… if I can say I love you now, then…”

“Oh.” I felt a bit flustered once I figured out what she was getting at. “I—I actually didn’t change anything about that yet.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah.”

“So, you’re telling me that you’ve been given godlike powers, and… the first thing you did… was make it so that we could say we love you, but not make it so that you can have sex with us yet?”

“I mean… I figured the love thing was more important.”

Guide grinned even more and kissed me again. “You are way too perfect, Player. But we both know the truth.”

“And what’s that?”

“You got addicted to what we’ve been doing, haven’t you? You probably figured you don’t need normal sex when we all already get off just fine.”

“Well, I mean… you’re not wrong about that. But I figure once I do make normal sex possible, I’ll be able to put in some more work to make things even.”

“Heh. Look at you, thinking I won’t still be on top doing all the work. You’re going to have to find me a cowboy hat. Actually, wait. If you have all these new powers… try changing your arm.”

“Changing my arm?”

“Yeah. Like, I don’t know. Try changing its shape or size.”

I looked at my left arm, thought about it for a few moments, then figured out what I wanted to change it to. All I had to do then was really commit to that thought and my arm changed to be covered in fur.

“Wow, Player, I didn’t know you were a furry,” Guide teased.

I sighed and said, “It was just the first thing I thought of, alright?”

“Mhm. Sure. Anyways, this is good.”

“Why’s that?”

“You can shrink your dick down when we have sex. Playing with it like we have been works for its current size, but actually putting something that huge inside of me? Yeah, no thanks. You’re going to have to like, shrink it by at least half if you want to put it inside me.”

“You know, I never actually thought the day would come where you’re here telling me to shrink my dick down.”

“I know I’m incredible and everything, but I’m not a miracle worker.”

“You know, I could probably make it so that you could easily handle the size without any issues.”

“Physically, sure, but not mentally. Even if you could make it so that I don’t have any guts or anything anymore to give it as much space as possible, just the thought of it going that deep into me messes with me and not in a good way.”

“Alright, I get it. I’ll spare you and shrink it down when we have sex.”

“Thank you. Maybe other times, too. Honestly, playing with it all shrunken down sounds pretty cute.”

“Really?”

“Yeah? Is that surprising? I’ll love it no matter what size it is. Playing with it in its natural size is fun, and I’m sure it’ll be just as fun if we shrink it down temporarily. I won’t have to stretch my jaw so much, either. Ooh, and Scientist could actually completely bury you between her boobs.”

“Alright, maybe there are some upsides to it.”

“And you could increase your sensitivity. And increase our sensitivity. You could make it so that Ninja can’t help but to drop to her knees every time we touch her ears… so many possibilities…”

“You just want me to abuse my new powers for lewd things, huh?”

“Can you blame me? Besides, what else are you going to do when not busy being a dungeon master?”

That… was actually a good question.

What else was I going to do?

Sure, trying to curate a living game-like world for the entities was going to be difficult and consume a ton of my time, but not all of it. What was I going to do outside of that? There was always spending time with my family, but was that all I was going to do? Just bounce back and forth between “work” and “family” with no time for myself to do anything else?

Did I even care? Spending all my free time with my family sounded perfectly fine to me.

But it would probably be better if I did other things, too.

“I’m thinking… I’m going to work through my gaming backlog,” I answered.

Guide blinked. “Oh, an actual answer.”

“Surprising, right? It’s possible for me to give an actual answer to something instead of just flirting with you.”

“Feel free to keep flirting with me, though.”

“There’ll be enough of that. But seriously. When I’m not creating a world for the entities or hanging out with all of you, I have a ton of games I’ve been meaning to play. I can probably create a computer that gives me access to Earth’s internet, too, so that’s what I’ll do. And… actually… if I can go back to Earth now and connect this place to it… I could show you all what my world is like.”

“Ooh… does that mean… we can dress Ninja up in cute, modern clothes?”

“It does. People might look at her weird because of her ears and tail, but they’ll probably just assume she’s a furry wearing accessories.”

“Poor Ninja.”

“But the idea of getting to go visit Earth with everybody has me excited—motivated. I’m ready to get started on setting up a world for the entities now.”

“Wait, seriously? Already? Don’t you want to take a break? And you need sleep!”

“The sooner I get things rolling for them, the sooner I can go on vacation with all of you. And while you’re here, you can help me out. You clearly don’t need sleep either and are ready to help me if you’re out here.”

Guide sighed and slouched her shoulders. “So this is why you made it possible for me to say I love you. You got me all happy and excited… just so that I would be easier to seduce into helping you with your new job.”

I let out a dramatic, evil laugh. “You have figured out my grand plan, I see.”

“You’re too cute to sound evil, Player.”

“I—I tried, alright? Anyways, I need your help… with naming things. For example, what should the world be called?”

“Hmm… how about… Null?”

“Null? Is that… really an appropriate name for a world?

“I think it’s fitting. It’s a world being made from scratch. It’ll be your duty, and theirs, to make something from nothing. Therefore, Null.”

“Well, it’s a better name than Earth probably. And with your logic, I guess that it is kind of fitting.”

“Then there you have it. Null, a world of nothing where anything can be made from it.”

“I like that. Alright, Null it is.”

With the new world’s name set, it was time to get to work.


Chapter Twenty-Two




It took even more work than I thought it would, but I managed to create the foundation for a world that the entities could have all to themselves. A world of nothing full of opportunity. I ended up making things significantly simpler than I expected to, too.

For those who felt that their destiny was to never create, only to observe, it was time for them to be the creators.

Even when it came to Dungeon Master, while they might have been the one to create challenges and temporary worlds for the entities’ tests, they only ever copied ideas that humans came up with. If they wanted to test a warrior king, they threw a mythological monster at him from human history. If they wanted to test an explorer, they used political drama invented by humans.

The potential for creation was probably always there for them, but they never believed themselves capable of it. They saw themselves as a creation, not creators, and so they wanted to find a human who could provide them with new creations.

They were powerful, godlike beings incapable of imagining their own creativity.

Maybe it was good for humanity that the entities never felt creative? What would the entities have created if they actually embraced creativity? They could have helped humanity by inventing wonderful technologies beyond human ability, or they could have created weapons that made the greatest of explosives look like child’s play.

Maybe, in the end, it would be a bad thing that I was helping them unlock their own creative potential.

Or maybe it would be a good thing.

But even if I knew what the outcome would be, it didn’t matter. Just as I would lovingly raise a child to the best of my ability no matter what I was told they would do in the future, I would treat the entities the same way.

“Mm,” Young Lady said, sitting on my lap as I looked over the screens I used to monitor and modify Null.

I looked at where she was pointing and saw Kingmaker, having freshly “spawned” in Null, walking around aimlessly.

There were no monsters for her to fight. No tools for her to gather with. She was simply in the wilderness with nothing but nature around her.

“She looks confused, huh?” I asked.

Young Lady nodded. “Mm.”

“I’m sure she’ll figure something out.”

“Mm…”

“Have some faith in her. It’s her first time ever playing a game… actually, maybe you’re right to worry about her.”

Kingmaker walked around until she came across a tree. She then stared at it for about ten seconds before touching it. Nothing happened. Then she tried to punch it. Nothing happened, but she did pull her hand back and looked like she was in pain.

“Trust—trust me on this,” I told Young Lady who was now looking up at me with eyes of doubt. “Here, let’s check on how DM is doing.”

I swiveled my chair around to look at a different screen focusing on Dungeon Master.

As for how Dungeon Master was doing… they were already chopping a tree down with a stone axe that they crafted from combining some twigs on the ground with a rock. They looked pretty happy about it, too. For once, they were subjected to somebody’s else game and got to be the one relaxing and having fun.

And unlike what they did to me, they didn’t have to worry about some mysterious force behind the scenes who might end the world or whatever.

I swiveled again to check on Judge.

Judge… was just sitting on a small hill overlooking a pond. That felt fitting for⁠—

Oh.

His hands looked even more red and bruised than Kingmaker’s did.

“He… he must have tried punching a tree, hurt himself, and gave up,” I said.

Young Lady nodded. “Mm.”

“I’d feel bad for him if he didn’t give me those headaches.”

Then there were all the entities. A few hundred in total.

Some of them were pretty mundane. For example, one looked like a cuddly little teddy bear. That one’s name was Comfort, or Entity 414 going by the organization Scientist worked for. Comfort was just happily frolicking through a field of flowers.

Then there was Demon. Entity 3. A giant, black and red, demonic monster that looked like the final antagonist of a JRPG. Demon was trying to destroy everything around to see if they could break even a single thing, but it was impossible. No matter how hard they swiped their sword-like claws at something, they failed to destroy it.

I didn’t mix realism in with game physics unlike what they did with me. If I was going to subject them to a game, then it was going to be like a game.

Though, to be fair, most survival crafting games allowed people to punch rocks and trees to get basic materials at the start… but I thought that was stupid.

Demon would probably be happy once night came around, though. That was when they’d get some monsters to fight.

Of course, Demon would also find out that no matter how terrifying they might have looked and how powerful they were supposed to be, that a starter monster at night would probably be enough to “kill” them.

“Player,” Scientist said, her voice coming from the entrance of my work room.

As soon as Young Lady heard her voice, she hopped off my lap and rushed over to Scientist.

It was impossible for Scientist to resist lifting Young Lady up to hold her, and it was impossible for Young Lady to resist resting her head against the top of Scientist’s chest.

I understood both of them completely.

“What’s up?” I asked Scientist.

“I have a theory regarding the entities’ creation and purpose,” Scientist explained.

“That sounds big.”

“I have been working on it since you told me what Judge said about their origin. Seeing what the rest are like, and learning their names, has provided me with enough evidence to support my theory.”

“And what’s your theory?”

“They represent humanity. They were subconsciously born of humanity’s collective emotions, needs, fears, et cetera. Essentially, each entity is a concept that humanity has collectively created.”

Looking back over the screens showing each entity in their new world, that made sense.

Comfort was—well, probably the concept of safety. They represented wanting to feel safe. Maybe their form wasn’t always that of a teddy bear, but that’s what it became over time as teddy bears became the go-to protectors of scared children everywhere.

As for Demon… they were an easy one to figure out. The concept, or perhaps fear, of wild beasts and “monsters.” Over time, as animals were conquered and no longer a threat, they took on the form of a monstrous demon instead.

Judge represented humanity’s desire for justice, whether that justice was right or wrong. All that mattered was the final verdict fueled by humanity’s emotions.

Dungeon Master, a master of games of games and entertainment. The one who was probably most fitting to “create” new things, cursed to always copy humanity’s ideas and always be the one in charge, never the player.

And then there was Kingmaker. The first entity.

If I had to attribute a concept to her… then it was the concept of authority—humanity’s desire to dominate their surroundings and others, to master terrain, to conquer the sea and the sky, to evolve and adapt and be the strongest.

In a time when humanity was the underdog in a world full of untamed nature and wild beasts, with no technology to easily clear the way for them, the desire for authority gave birth to her.

How much of that was true, I had no idea, but I would be happy to talk about it with Scientist later to see what she thought.

But for now, all I said was, “Makes sense. Though, some of these entities are pretty obscure. Like, 299. That one doesn’t talk and nobody else has a name for them. And they’re just… a clay statue… with kind of a creepy face… and they never move or do anything. What are they supposed to represent?”

“Uncanny valley, I think,” Scientist answered. “Perhaps general discomfort.”

“Huh. Maybe.”

“I also have a question.”

“Ask away.”

“Will this be enough to entertain them? They seek new creations, but you have only given them what appears to be a very simple game.”

“It’s not just simple. It’s an extremely basic knockoff of one of the greatest selling games of all time. A game where there’s not really any true purpose to it other than exploring and making stuff.”

“I am not sure I understand how this would satisfy them.”

“Basically, I’m hoping it’ll make them independent. I want them to learn how to be happy on their own—how to pursue the act of creation for its own sake without worrying about whether something is original or unique or whatever. I want them to feel the satisfaction of discovering and creating something with their own hands no matter how old of a concept it might be. So, sure, the concept of a chair might have always existed for as long as something has wanted to sit down, but that’s different from making your very own chair with your own hands and materials.”

“In other words, it does not matter if something is unoriginal so long as they find purpose in the act of creation itself.”

“Right. And sure, I’m still going to add new things for them every now and then to keep things fresh, and give them other ‘games’ to explore, but for now… I’m starting them off simple. I want them to learn to appreciate the little things.”

“I am still unsure of how you came to this conclusion.”

“You mean to do this for them?”

“Nod.”

“Well, I thought about what I want first and foremost. Aside from obviously spending the rest of my life with both of you and the others, I had a lot of fun tagging along with Ninja and Gunsmith letting them explore and do things. Speaking of which…”

I beckoned Scientist to come closer and then pointed at one of the other screens.

Once Scientist was close enough to see, she’d see that the screen featured a group she should have been pretty familiar with.

“Oh. That’s where they are,” Scientist said.

The entities weren’t the only ones exploring Null. Guide, Ninja, Mimic, and Gunsmith were also over there. While Ninja and Gunsmith worked on chopping down trees with axes to collect wood, Guide built a house for them made of the gathered wood, and Mimic chased fish around in the water of the river next to where Guide was building.

“You’re welcome to join them,” I said. The only reason nobody woke her up to offer sooner was because: one, we all figured she wouldn’t be interested; and two, the last time somebody woke Scientist up before she woke up on her own, she went on a pretty long rant about how important sleep was and how inefficient it was to be woken up early due to it ruining the efficiency of sleep cycles or something like that.

“Pass,” Scientist answered, just like we figured she would. “I would rather continue my studies.”

“What’re you studying now?”

“When I am not entertaining various theories regarding the entities, I am still trying to figure out how I may begin analyzing the source of your new power. Nothing in this universe exists without logic behind it.”

“You sure it’s not just magic?”

“Magic is not real. Things referred to as “magic” are simply phenomena not understood yet.”

“I think you might spend a pretty long time trying to figure this out seeing as how even the entities don’t know how it works.”

“That is acceptable. We are effectively immortal now.”

“True. By the way, once everybody is settled in and some progress has been made with the entities, meaning I can trust them and leave them alone for a few days, want to go with us on a date to Earth?”

“Nod. That sounds wonderful. I also wish to see how we have further asserted dominance over the Soviet Union.”

“I thought I told you that they collapsed?”

“Smug satisfaction. I know, but it makes me happy to hear it again.”

“You really have it out for them… but I guess it makes sense considering what generation you’re from.”

At that point, Young Lady started reaching toward me, so Scientist brought her over and set her down on my lap where Young Lady was quick to get cozy against my chest again.

“She is very efficient in getting her way,” Scientist said.

“Children can be like that,” I replied.

“Nod. However, I am also versed in the ways of efficiency.”

“That so?”

“Yes. I will demonstrate. Kiss me.”

“You know, I can’t really reach you when you’re standing, I’m sitting, and I have Young Lady on me.”

“This is a very inefficient.”

“But, Scientist, I thought you were going to show how eff⁠—”

Scientist grabbed me by my cheeks, turned my head to face her, and leaned down to press her lips against mine.

“My mistake was using words in the first place,” Scientist said. “It is more efficient to take what I want instead of state it.”

“You… you’ve got me there,” I said.

With a subtle smile, Scientist gave the top of my head a pat before walking back toward the entrance. Though, before she left, she turned around and said, “Also, I love you.”

“I love you too, Scientist.”

“Happy smile.”

And then she left.

That was when Young Lady turned to look up at me and pointed a finger at herself. “Mm?”

“Yes. I love you, too,” I told her.

“Mm.” She gave me a slightly more expressive smile than Scientist and went back to watching the monitors.

“You know, once Ninja has gotten used to Null, I’m sure she’d love to bring you over to play with you.”

Young Lady made a more excited sound than usual in response to that.

“But for now, watch them so you can see what it’s like to play—well, live in a game. You don’t have any gaming experience, so you need to learn the ropes a little before being thrown into one.”

“Mm.”

Looking over the monitors again, everybody seemed to be making progress in figuring things out… except for Kingmaker.

Kingmaker ended up falling into a hole that was too deep to jump or climb out of, and they had no idea how else to get out, so they were just standing there looking up at the sky waiting for help.

“… maybe some of the entities should watch how games work, too,” I said.

I had to admit that I never could have expected this outcome.

Sure, I couldn’t have expected that I would suddenly find myself inside of a world that was modeled after my favorite game, and I never would have expected that I would get multiple girlfriends who were perfect and loved me… but I especially couldn’t expect that I would end up being the dungeon master for a bunch of bored, immortal, godlike beings created by humanity.

But I wasn’t going to complain about that.

For the first time, I really felt like I was doing something… important with my life. Like I was fully actualized.

I had my family. I had comfort. Love. Friendships. Safety. Confidence. Pride.

Purpose.

Being… basically a social worker for entities wasn’t what I had in mind for a purpose, but it was a role I was happy to accept.

“By the way, Young Lady,” I said.

Young Lady looked up at me again. “Mm?”

“Once we visit Earth, I’m going to embrace my inner child that never got to have fun with you. That means taking you to amusement parks and other fun places. We’re going to go on so many rides together, especially roller coasters.”

She tilted her head. “Mm?”

“Really tall, really fast rides where you sit in a cart out of your control and go up and down hills, upside down in loops, and all sorts of other things that make you think you’re going to die at any second.”

Young Lady shivered and shook her head, moving faster than I had ever seen her move before.

“We’re also going to eat lots of really unhealthy junk food that will make Guide mad at us.”

That got Young Lady to nod.

“But only after you ride roller coasters with me.”

She hesitated for a moment, but clenched her fists with determination and hesitantly nodded.

Since I didn’t have anything else to do other than to watch the entities to make sure that everything went well, for now, that meant I could start planning the ultimate vacation for my family’s visit to Earth.

If I could say so myself, I deserved a break.


Afterword


Hello, hello. It is once again I, Ace of the Arriande, the author of this here book. First off, I’d like to apologize for taking so long to get this out. I wanted it to be published back in December, but I’ve had to put down both of my dogs since the third volume was published, and that kind of really killed my motivation to write there (or really, to do anything) for a while.

Now then, let’s get into talking about the actual book.

If it isn’t obvious yet, I consider the main plot/conflict of this series now resolved. As far as the main story goes, it is now over.

When I first published this ending to my Patreon readers, I did so under the assumption that it would be pretty controversial and that I would disappoint a lot of people with it. So far, though, I haven’t actually received any negativity about it. Honestly pretty surprising. I still believe that will change now that this volume will be out on Amazon, though. This is where most of my readers are, after all, and where there are plenty of people who have probably only ever read this one series of mine.

I wasn’t originally planning on the main plot resolving this early, but I felt it was for the best. As the series progressed, my main interest in continuing it was to write more of Player and the harem. But unlike what I usually do, I set this story up to be plot-first. I was fine with that until I realized just how deep of a hole I was digging for myself with the original premise. Over the last couple of volumes, I tried pulling away from that, and then I decided that this volume would be a good stopping point.

I understand that it isn’t the most satisfying ending, especially from a LitRPG perspective, but I like it. And ultimately, I’m a selfish person who writes for myself first and foremost.

But the main plot being over is not to say that I am done writing this series. I’m simply going to write more of the part that I still love and want to write more of: the relationship. I mean, Ninja alone is enough to guarantee that I write more.

If it’s not obvious, I am very biased and consider Ninja to be best girl.

Anyways, the main plot is over, but I plan on writing at least one epilogue volume that is just going to be pure slice of life and romance and cute stuff. There might be more in the future, but I won’t know until I know. All I’m promising is one epilogue volume. Maybe there will be 2, or 4, or 10, I have no idea, but I’m only promising one. After one, it depends on how much more cute stuff I can think of writing with them.

I actually wrote basically an entire analysis of this series to include in the afterword here, but that ended up being around 5k words. I felt like it would be pretty bad if a chunk of the pages is dedicated to me rambling about the series acting like it’s a personal blog. But basically, to summarize what I wrote:

I believe that an admittedly “rushed” ending is better than no ending or artificially dragging the plot out to last longer. I’ve always planned on the plot ending this way, aka Player “ascending” (hence the series’ name) to basically godhood to be immortal with his harem forever while taking care of the entities, but I wasn’t sure how to necessarily reach that point. Then once I figured out how to reach it, I reached it since anything else would have been dragging it out more.

And now I can focus on what I do best, in my opinion: cute slice of life.

That’s another thing I’ll say. One of the biggest things that inspires me to write is that, ever since I was a child, I have always hated how movies and shows and books always ended when I thought, “hey, it’s finally getting good.” Maybe I’m a weirdo, but I absolutely love to see what happens after stories. One example I like to use is the movie 2012. Great, cheesy disaster film. But I unironically want like a full-length series just showing humanity rebuilding after the world basically got destroyed.

I also love romances. Stories are pretty much pointless to me if there’s no romance. Even with something like TAG here, I consider the romance the main point of the series even if it wasn’t the main focus so far. Everything else is just spice and herbs to help flavor the main dish, but it’s all pointless without the romance as far as I’m concerned. Literally everything is better with romance. I know people disagree, but that’s just how I feel. Take any game, movie, or story in existence, add in romance, and I’ll consider it better. So, romance and getting to see what happens “after” are my main inspirations for writing, and that’s why I am happy to not drag out the main “plot” so that I can get to the after which is going to be pure romance and found family stuff.

But yeah. I know it’ll probably be a controversial ending, but I liked it and felt it was appropriate. And later in the year, I’ll publish an epilogue volume focusing on the stuff I’m most interested in.

I hope that you have enjoyed the ending and series in general! If you didn’t like the ending, well, then I can accept that as long as you don’t think it was worse than Game of Throne’s ending. I’ll feel hurt if you think it’s that bad.

And now it’s time for the usual links.

You can check out my other series, Lazy Dragon Queen, here!

Or my other series, The True Endgame, here!

Or my latest series, Lord of Infinity, here!

If you want to be among the first to hear about new book releases and special offers, consider subscribing to my mailing list! You can subscribe to the mailing list here: https://acearriande.ck.page

My website is available at: https://acearriande.com/

If you want to follow me on social media, you can check out my Twitter at: https://twitter.com/ace_arriande

I have a Patreon, too, with early access to advanced chapters of all of my stories which you can find at: https://www.patreon.com/AceArriande

And if you ever want to email me for any reason, you can email me at: ace@arriande.com

I also have a YouTube channel that may or may not be dead (which I may or may not come back to someday), but if you’re ever curious about that, you can check it out here: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCGmETU0sr2AIjA0jwq-MsSQ

That’s all for now. Thank you for your support this far, and I hope that you’ll read more of my series in the future!
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