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Chapter 1

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 2

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 3

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 4

“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 5

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 6

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 7

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 8

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 9

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 10

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 11

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.
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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 13

//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 14

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 15

//[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 16

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 17

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 18

“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 19

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 20

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.
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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.
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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.


Afterword

Hello once again! It is I, the author, Ace Arriande. It is now time for me to ramble about various things and trivia, so let’s get right into it.

Originally, the document for this volume was named “nin pai.” Why? Because I was really inspired to write a paizuri scene involving Ninja, so I went ahead and wrote that ahead of time. Then when it came time to write the rest of the second volume, I just used the same document because I figured they would eventually be connected. But, as you may have noticed, there was no Ninja paizuri in this volume! That’s because it just never felt like a good time to connect the scene I wrote to the rest of the volume. Then by the time I reached what is now the ending of this volume, it didn’t feel appropriate stretching the volume’s length out by a few more chapters just to have some paizuri fun with her, especially not after what she most recently went through. It felt like it would take away from that and just feel needlessly tacked on.

Now, I’m a huge fan of needlessly tacking things on because I’m a slice of life fan who doesn’t believe that everything inside of a story needs to be there, but still. It would have felt too unnecessary even for me. The result is that the volume ended up being about 7k words shorter than I planned on it being due to that paizuri scene and the surrounding chapters getting cut out, so this volume is a little shorter than the first one due to that, but oh well. The good news is that the scene is going to be in the next volume instead. You didn’t think I’d just cut it out totally, did you? I’m not throwing that scene away. So, this volume’s Word document might have originally been named “nin pai,” but it’s the next volume that will actually have the legendary pai of the nin.

Next piece of trivia!

I originally wanted the cover to be reminiscent of like, an older action movie poster style where you have a guy standing in the center with a woman clinging to his side. But I just could not find a good reference for what I meant. Then, while looking through pictures for references, I saw the classic Army of Darkness poster. As soon as I saw that, I couldn’t resist going to the artist and being like, “Hey, what if we make the cover a reference to this poster?” And then that ended up inspiring me to make a few references to the poster in the story. You know, what with the chainsaw and referencing the boomstick and everything.

If you didn’t understand any of those references, then you need to go watch those movies. They’re classics.

Is there anything else for me to say this time around? I’m not sure. I think that I’ve said everything that I have to say that would make sense to put in an afterword.

Oh, I can say that while I did get inspired for the whole chainsaw thing because of the poster, I totally listened to Edge of Chainsaw from the Chainsaw Man soundtrack while writing the chainsaw bits.

Switching between a chainsaw and a flamethrower… that’s a pretty badass combo, right? I can’t think of any other protagonists who primarily use that weapon combo in anything. It kind of makes me want to stick with those as Player’s two main weapons to keep upgrading throughout the series. We’ll see whether that happens or not! I definitely think it would be badass, though.

Anyways, that’s all for now. Thanks for taking the time to check out the story for its second volume, and thank you even more if you decided to be a masochist and read my random rambling here at the end. Don’t forget to leave a rating/review on the story, and I’ll go ahead and drop the usual links to things now!

You can check out my other series, Lazy Dragon Queen, 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/

I have a Discord here, which can also be joined through my website!

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

Thank you yet again and I hope to see you at the end of the next volume, too!
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