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Chapter 1

Another day, another grind.

A few days passed since the defeat of the Zombie Goliath boss, and that meant the first research option—the one granting access to airship parts—was complete.

Now, the good news was that the materials needed to craft the various parts weren’t anything rare. They were all pretty common materials found across the surface and in the underground.

The bad news was how many of them were needed.

I tried to do some material farming before the research was even done just to hopefully have enough for when it was done… but I seriously underestimated how many I would need, resulting in having to go back out to gather even more.

The various metals were what I was missing the most, mainly copper and iron. However, I also needed some silver and gold. Those weren’t as common around the surface and first underground layer, but I didn’t need much of them, so it was alright.

Aside from that, during those days of waiting for the research to finish, a lot of time was spent pampering Ninja and spoiling her as much as we possibly could. She healed from all of her injuries despite just how extreme they were within a couple of days, too. Though, even with the fact that she healed up that quickly, Guide was reluctant to let her leave to protect me more. She wanted Ninja to rest for at least another couple of days still.

Besides, I wasn’t going to be getting into any trouble with bosses or anything, so me and Mimic were more than enough to handle any and all potential threats.

Then there was Scientist. She really lived up to her name. One of the days was spent almost entirely with Scientist in the party walking around the forest helping her experiment with all sorts of things. The fusion of a world that operated like both reality and a game at times was fascinating to her and gave her an endless amount of questions to ask.

And whenever she wasn’t trying to learn more about the world we were in, she was trying to learn more about the world that I came from. History, culture, technology—she wanted to learn as much about my world as possible. And through learning all of that, we came to the conclusion that we were probably from the very same Earth. Everything she could remember lined up with my own Earth’s version of events, so the theory about us being from different timelines was unlikely. She really did come from a mysterious organization that operated on the same Earth that I came from.

Probably.

We couldn’t rule anything out. With how insane and unlikely everything already was, it was technically possible that we were from two separate realities that just so happened to basically be the exact same as each other.

That aside, whenever I wasn’t hanging out with anybody other than Mimic, there were still a couple of others to keep me company inside of my head.

The warrior-king and the explorer.

The warrior-king was, as the name made obvious, a warrior who was a king. I assimilated his soul into my own when I found the first heart, and I saw the life he lived as a king who ruled over something that looked like ancient Mesopotamia.

As for the explorer, she looked like she came from something best compared to an underwater Atlantis. She might not have been a king nor a warrior, but she was a famous explorer who braved the deepest depths of the oceans.

I assimilated both of their souls—or at least, to the best of my knowledge regarding what happened, I assimilated them.

And that meant I could hear them inside of my head.

“Hmm. I see,” the warrior-king said. “You make a valid point, and her dedication to knowledge is certainly admirable, but the dedication and spirit of Ninja is my preference. A woman who can defend herself and those she cherishes is a woman most worthy of one such as our Player!”

“Look,” the explorer replied. “I get it. She’s a brave fighter and all that. I respect that. I like it, too. And just to repeat what I said earlier, anybody would be lucky to have any of Player’s girlfriends. But Scientist is the best. There is nothing more attractive in another than intelligence, and so far, there is nobody smarter than her. She would have been eagerly welcomed to our science council if she lived during our time.”

“But what good is intelligence if you cannot defend yourself? Being smart will not save you from a wild beast attempting to devour you for dinner!”

“And being strong won’t save you when you get hurt while fighting and it won’t save you from knowing how to treat poison when you accidentally eat something your body can’t handle.”

As it would turn out, now that the warrior-king wasn’t the only one in my head… the two liked to talk to each other. They apparently did it even more whenever I was around others, but they did so without me being able to hear them. When I was alone, though, or only with Mimic, they gladly dragged me into their conversations.

And the latest conversation topic was which of my girlfriends was the best.

The warrior-king chose Ninja.

The explorer chose Scientist.

“What of you, Player?” the warrior-king asked me. “Surely you have a preference.”

“I like them all equally,” I answered. “But just because you both already picked Ninja and Scientist, I’m going to say Guide so that she isn’t left out.”

“How cute,” the explorer said. “I can respect not wanting her to feel left out. Besides, she respects knowledge.”

“And she respects battle!” the warrior-king added on. “Or, she knows how to use her bow. Better than the other who only knows how to use a ‘computer.’”

“Being able to use technology is better than only knowing how to swing a sword around.”

And so, the two began bickering again.

It seemed like the warrior-king’s ranking from best to least best was: Ninja, Guide, and then Scientist.

The explorer’s ranking, however, was the opposite with: Scientist, Guide, and then Ninja.

I felt obligated to defend each one’s “worst” pick to them.

“Hey,” I said to the warrior-king. Even though I couldn’t exactly see them and their voices only really existed in my head, I was still able to sort of direct my attention to one or the other just by focusing. “You like warriors and all that, right? Well, I mean, have you looked at Scientist? I don’t mean to be a pervert or anything, but she’s got the kind of body that any warrior would want to make the mother of his children. Sure, she might not be a fighter, but she could probably give birth to boys who would grow up strong and healthy.”

“Hmm… you have a point,” the warrior-king replied. “Ninja may best match my ideal for a wife to charge into battle with, but Scientist does have a body that would produce hearty young.”

“As for Ninja,” I said while focusing my attention on the explorer, “she might not be as smart as Scientist, but she’s willing to devote herself to anything to serve her lord. I bet if she was ordered to pursue science instead of the blade, then she would gladly devote herself to it and become one of the greatest scientists around. Besides, she’s incredibly smart when it comes to fighting, breathing, and physical stuff.”

The explorer sighed before saying, “While I still prefer the pursuit of science for science itself, as is the case with Scientist, I can respect Ninja’s potential as well. And her ears are rather cute.”

Mimic stopped in front of me and licked my face with its tongue.

“I probably look like I’m crazy and talking to myself,” I said to Mimic. “Don’t worry. I’m not crazy. I’m just talking to the voices in my head. They’re arguing about which of my girlfriends is the best.”

Mimic gave me another lick. Somehow, its lick was… a concerned lick. There was normal licking, and then there was concerned licking. That lick was a concerned lick.

Concerned licking aside, I finally found what we went deeper than ever before into the cave for.

There was some gold sticking out of the wall up ahead.

“That’s the last thing we need,” I said before checking my inventory just to make sure that I didn’t just lie. Thankfully, I didn’t. All the wood, ores, and miscellaneous materials I needed to craft the airship parts were all safely sitting in my inventory. All I needed was the gold and then we could take to the skies!

Though, it wasn’t going to be as painless as I would have liked it to be.

I didn’t notice until it was too late.

Because of the way the cave we were in was set up, there was a large room right above where the gold was, but the ceiling where we stood sloped down in such a way that we couldn’t see the opening in it up above. It was only after we actually reached the opening in the ceiling and stood underneath it that we noticed it, and it was too late at that point for me to jump out of the way from the giant ant that fell from up above.

I tried to dodge, but I wasn’t fast enough to get out of the way in time, allowing the ant to stab its mandible down into my left forearm. The way that I pulled my arm away from it after it pierced my skin ended up dragging its mandible through my arm, cutting it open even more.

Mimic one-shot the ant by jumping into it the next second.

I let out a pained hiss while looking down at my arm as the ant’s loot drops got sucked into my inventory.

The ant might not have done much damage to me, but it still hurt to have my arm sliced open like that.

“It’s like I can’t go one day without getting hurt somehow,” I said. “Am I going to have to start going prone just to look ahead every few feet while in a cave?” I was trying my best to be more careful, but it seemed like there was always something stupid to hurt me.

But it was only an ant. It didn’t deal much damage, my arm would close up by the time we made it back to the house, and I placed some dirt in the ceiling opening to block it off and prevent anything else from dropping down on top of us while I mined the gold.

“You should always keep your head on a swivel,” the explorer said. “There were countless times when I was traveling and beset upon by a gargantuan beast wishing to swallow my vehicle whole from above. And in the ocean, you often cannot hear that which is coming for you.”

“I agree with her,” the warrior-king joined in. “If you do not look up, you will not notice if a javelin is coming for your head or not.”

And every time I made even the slightest mistake, I got scolded inside of my own brain.

Being hard on myself and having Guide upset with me wasn’t enough. I had to get scolded by the voices in my head, too.

//[Gold Ore] added to inventory!

But at least I got some gold out of it. And with that, everything needed for the airship parts was gathered, so it was time to go and actually put everything together.


Chapter 2

As soon as the house came into view, Mimic and I could see Guide standing at the entrance in the wall. She must have been looking for us, but she didn’t notice us yet since we were approaching from the opposite direction that she was mainly looking in.

That gave me an idea.

There weren’t many trees left due to prior deforestation definitely not caused by me having fun testing out my chainsaw on trees, but there were a couple.

So, I ordered Mimic to go hide behind the nearest one, making sure that it would be blocked from Guide’s sight, and then I went the long way around to make sure that Guide wouldn’t see me.

I wanted to sneak up on her.

I made sure to be as quiet as possible, trying to keep my steps as light as I possibly could… but—

“I can smell you, Player,” Guide said, turning her head to look straight at me.

“You’re weird, Guide,” I said. “Also, boo.”

“Wow, I’m so scared. You really—”

Guide’s eyes locked onto my arm where I got cut.

She went from smiling and sounding happy to looking and sounding serious in an instant. “Are you alright?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. It’s just a scratch,” I answered.

“That looks deeper than just a scratch.”

“Well, an ant snuck up on me and got me with one of its mandibles. But it’s not a big deal. I’ll be fine.”

Guide looked down and lowered her voice. “Player… is it that hard to understand how I feel?”

I blinked when I heard that. I wasn’t sure what she meant. Was I not understanding something? “It’s just a scratch. I’m alright.”

“It might only be a scratch to you, but what about to the rest of us?”

“I’ve been through worse, plus with how fast healing is in this world, this is—”

“What about Ninja? Have you already forgotten what she looked like when you brought her home after the last boss?”

I could never forget that. “No.”

“It upset you seeing her like that, didn’t it?”

“Of course it did.”

“But why? She put herself in that situation and didn’t think anything of it. And the healing sped up her own recovery, too. So why would you bother being upset about her?”

“I—”

Oh.

“—get it.”

“Every single day,” Guide continued, “you come back here with injuries. Whether they’re minor or major doesn’t matter. I hate seeing you come back here hurt all the time while we’re stuck here letting you put yourself in danger for us.”

I recalled how the fight against the boss went. I was powerless to do anything but to watch and place my faith in Ninja to survive while she and Mimic fought the boss. While the boss pummeled her and broke most of the bones in her body, there was nothing I could do but watch.

That was the only time it ever happened, and I never wanted to let it happen again.

But that wasn’t the case for Guide. While I might have been keeping the others safe, there was nothing that Guide could do to keep me safe… aside from keeping me in bed with her.

Almost every time I wanted to go out to gather resources or to train against monsters with some live combat, Guide was there to try and tempt me into the bedroom, knowing she would have my attention for at least a couple more hours if I let her take me back to the bed.

If we were in each other’s place, I’d probably be doing the exact same. No matter how much I knew she had to go out and put herself in danger, I’d want to distract her and try to keep her home by doing whatever she wanted… anything to keep her safe and to stop her from getting hurt again.

Then if I saw her bring back Ninja like I did… that would have broke me. I couldn’t imagine living with myself feeling that powerless and useless while the ones I loved were out having their bodies broken to that degree.

It was easy to think of Guide as just being a horny pervert, but that wasn’t the truth—well, not entirely. Sure, she was a horny pervert, too, but there was more to her addiction to the bedroom than simply being horny.

She was doing what she could to keep us safe. And she always made sure to imply or promise something to give us something to look forward to upon safely returning, rewarding our safety however she could.

“Have I ever mentioned how cool you are?” I asked Guide.

Guide pouted a bit before saying, “Flattery won’t—”

“I’m not trying to change the subject, don’t worry. I understand. I thought that I was doing good by considering everybody’s feelings, but you’ve helped me realize I wasn’t doing enough. I was just trying to think of your feelings from my perspective instead of yours. You really are cool. Like, insanely cool. When I place myself in your shoes to think about what it would be like… I don’t think I could handle it. I would be constantly stressed and worrying every single time you leave until you’re back, and you coming back with injuries would only go to show that I was right to stress and worry, and that would make me feel even worse the next time, over and over. I would break from all that anxiety and self-destruct.” I wrapped my arms around her for a gentle, close hug. “I’m sorry.”

Guide didn’t say anything for a moment, but I did hear her sniffle before wrapping her hugs around me in return. “Thank you.” She sounded like she was trying her best not to cry. “That is how I feel. Every time. I want to trust you and have faith that everything will be fine, but then you come back, and I see you hurt… or I see Ninja like she was… every time you leave, I see you like how I saw her. I imagine you stuck somewhere out there with a broken body and nobody to help you while I’m stuck here. I don’t want to imagine those things—I hate them. I hate my brain for being so stupid and filling my mind with all these images. But no matter what I do, I can’t stop worrying about you.”

Hearing that, it was probably inappropriate, but I chuckled a bit.

And as soon as I chuckled, Guide leaned back so that she could look me straight in my eyes with a grumpy expression on her face. “And what are you giggling about?” she asked me, her voice as grumpy as her face.

“I’m kind of happy, sorry,” I answered. “I’ve always wanted a girl to worry about me this much. It feels good, even if I do feel bad.”

“Hmph. Here I am, opening my heart to you, talking about my anxiety and stress, and you’re there happy and giggling to yourself about your fantasy being fulfilled.”

“I’m the worst, aren’t I?”

Guide pouted some more before pressing her lips against mine for a quick kiss. “The absolute worst. But… sometimes, you’re pretty cool. Not as cool as me, but you try at least.”

“Even when you’re trying to be mean and upset, you still can’t resist giving me at least a little bit of praise.”

“It’s not my fault that I can’t help it.” She kissed me again. “But I would never have to be mean if you’d stop getting hurt.”

“Isn’t that what abusers say to their victims? That it’s the victim’s fault that they get upset?”

“I guess I’m domestically abusing you then. Whatcha gonna do about it?”

I thought about it for a moment. “Don’t know. It’s kind of hot. What’s next, you’re going to gaslight, groom, and manipulate me?”

“What? No, of course not! I would never do that, just like how I’d never abuse you.”

“But you just admitted to being my domestic abuser.”

“Stop making up lies. I never said that. Are you trying to make me look like the bad guy? It’s not nice to manipulate kind, innocent, gentle, harmless girls like me, Player.”

“I had no idea that gaslighting in live action could be so hot.”

Guide rolled her eyes before kissing my cheek that time. “You have strange tastes, Player. But, if playing along with your weird fantasies means that you’ll stop getting hurt, then I’ll be whatever weird abusive woman you want me to be.”

“I don’t actually want you to be abusive.”

“But you were just begging me to abuse you.”

“I shouldn’t like your attempts at gaslighting me this much.”

Guide kissed me again. “You’re messed up, Player. But I like you. All of you. And I would say that other four-letter-word-that-starts-with-L to express how much I like you, but we both know what will happen if I try that.”

“You know, you could try saying it anyways,” I said. “It’s cute when you try to say it but then get locked up.”

“I hope you know it’s uncomfortable for that to happen. It’s really not a pleasant feeling.”

“But it’s cute.”

“You want me to suffer just because you think it’s cute. Now which one of us is the abuser?”

“I mean, if you’re going to abuse me, it’s only fair if I get to abuse you back, right?”

“Huh. Alright, I can see why you thought that was hot.”

“You’re messed up, Guide. But I like you. All of you.”

Guide narrowed her eyes at me before grabbing me by the sides of my face and biting my lower lip. “Don’t steal my line from me.”

“If—if it gets you to bite me like that, I might have to steal lines from you more often.”

Guide might have feigned being upset over the theft before, but now she was smiling at me. “That was exactly what I knew you would say. Good boy.”

“If you keep this up, I have a feeling I’m just going to keep on repeating statements like, ‘That shouldn’t be as hot as it is.’”

“Well, as much as I would like to keep on teasing you like this, I wouldn’t hog you all to myself no matter how much I need your attention. However, after you go and give Ninja and Scientist some attention, I might just demand some more of yours.”

“You really know how to give me something to look forward to.”

“It keeps you coming back, doesn’t it?”

When I heard that, I couldn’t help but to sigh and wrap my arms around Guide again. “I’m always going to come back. No matter what. And I know that no matter how many times I say that, you’re still going to worry and stress out… but I’m still going to do my best to reassure you anyways. Even if you weren’t always trying to seduce me or giving me something to look forward to, I would still come back no matter what. And I promise to try and be so careful that I don’t even get minor scratches… but it might still happen sometimes no matter how careful I am.”

Guide wrapped her arms around me again and kissed the side of my neck. “Thank you, Player. And I know I can’t expect you to never get hurt, but I’m still going to worry no matter what. Just don’t take your own injuries so lightly. I don’t want you to be a shield who protects us from harm at the cost of your own body.”

“I’ll do my best. Promise. Trust me, it’s not like I enjoy getting hurt in the first place.”

I knew that I made a mistake—or rather, I knew that I triggered a fun flag, when I heard Guide moan out a, “Hmm?” next to my ear. “But Player… you sure seem to enjoy it whenever I’m the one hurting you. I wonder why that is. Do you enjoy getting hurt or not?”

“You—you know there’s some nuance to be had there.”

“Hmm… is that so? I wonder then… just what sort of pain do you enjoy and what you do you dislike? I think this calls for experimenting, don’t you? I’m sure Scientist would love to help me with the experiments, too. And I’m sure Ninja can think of some experiments to run on your body while we’re at it.”

“I… I mean… when you put it all that way… I—I guess I can’t say no to that.”

“Good boy, Player.”

Before I could say anything else, Guide bit the side of my neck, and she bit hard.

If only talking about feelings always came with such a fun outcome.


Chapter 3

I was supposed to build an airship.

Instead, Guide made sure that her and Scientist ran all sorts of “experiments” on me and my pain tolerance.

They discovered things about me that I had no idea about myself.

Even though Ninja was mostly healed, all she did was watch for the experiments, though we did make sure that she got to have fun of her own here and there that wasn’t too much for her injured state.

I woke up the next morning with my neck surprisingly still feeling sore.

Get stabbed in the arm by an ant’s mandible? No problem. Couldn’t even feel it. All that was left was a little scar on my arm.

Get choked by Scientist until she found out how much she could deprive me of oxygen until I stopped enjoying it?

…

I would probably feel less sore if it wasn’t for how long I enjoyed pushing the limits for.

That aside, I noticed that Scientist wasn’t in bed with us when I woke up. We all went to sleep in the same bed, but it was only me, Guide, and Ninja when I woke up. And since those two were still sound asleep cuddling with each other, I got up, stretched, and walked out of the bedroom only to find what looked like a depressed Scientist sitting on the floor with her back to the wall.

“Scientist? Something wrong?” I asked.

Scientist looked up at me with dark bags under her eyes and said, “Coffee. It… has been days since I’ve had coffee. I… need coffee.”

“I think this is the most emotion I’ve heard in your voice yet, and it’s depression from not having coffee.”

“Despair.”

“If—if it makes you feel any better, later on, there’ll be a town building mechanic, and one of the shops you can have built is a coffee shop with a barista NPC.”

“Coffee?”

“Yeah. Coffee.”

Scientist looked like a bit of life returned to her eyes, which really only made her go from looking depressed to looking neutral. “Coffee exists in this world?”

“If it’s anything like the original game, then yes.”

“Coffee… what needs done?”

“If you mean what needs done to get a town and then a coffee shop, I’d have to go and get a dungeon core, which I can only get from defeating the first dungeon’s boss. And the dungeon is where I’ve been planning on going next, but I’m not in a rush to defeat the boss.”

“Nod. Idea.”

“Yeah?”

“We discovered we are capable of deconstructing the blocks that create the landscape while we are either within your ‘party’ or within the ‘home area.’ It will be easier to annihilate enemies and structures alike for the sake of acquiring coffee if we engage in carpet bombing.”

I blinked a couple of times when I heard that. “In… carpet bombing?”

“Once the airship has been built, you will be able to build large ‘bombs’ in the form of stone platforms that are connected to the ship by a single block-wide connection. By severing this connection, we will be able to drop the platforms onto enemies and instantly kill them.”

I felt like a lightbulb must have appeared over my head when I heard her explanation.

That was one of the things we discovered during her experiments.

For one experiment, we built a one-block-wide tower and then a wide, five-by-five platform at the top of it connected by a single block to the tower. We then waited for a slime to hop underneath the tower, broke the connection between the tower and platform, and dropped the platform straight down onto the slime.

Needless to say, the slime instantly died and its item drops phased through the platform to hover above it.

It was one of those cases where realism and game physics came to a sort of messy middle ground. Even though the platform wasn’t capable of dealing any damage in a game sense, it was only logical that it would kill via crushing anything underneath it.

“I… didn’t even think of that,” I said. “But it makes sense. It would probably look really ugly, but we could build rows of platforms sticking out from the sides of the ship that can be broken and dropped onto anything below the ship.”

“Nod. Efficiency is more important than aesthetics,” Scientist said.

“As much as I agree with that when our lives are at stake here, it’s still going to hurt me to make something that looks so ugly. But until we get some real method of dropping bombs, then I don’t get to complain about my airship looking ugly.”

“Suggestion. Three or more layers of rows sticking out from the left and right sides of the ship. This will allow us to start with the bottommost layer of platforms while giving us more ‘ammunition’ to drop without having to land and construct new platforms as constructing them while in the air will likely be significantly dangerous. Each platform in a row will be connected to each other by a one-block connection. With this, we can either drop an entire row of platforms at once, or we may walk across them to only drop off the last platform in a row to drop one at a time. Depending on the size of the ship, if there are three layers, five rows per side, and five platforms per row, then this will provide us with one hundred and fifty platforms to drop onto enemies and structures from above.”

“Did you just come up with an entire schematic for platform carpet bombing in your head all because of your coffee addiction?”

“Yes.”

“You’re amazing, Scientist.”

“Hopeful excitement. Headache.”

“I guess even if you’re excited about the plan, you’ve still got a headache from coffee withdrawal, huh?”

“Nod.”

I reached forward and placed my hand against her head to pet her. “We’ll get you your  coffee as soon as possible, but we can’t rush things and still have to play it safe, alright?”

“Nod. Question.”

“Yeah?”

“Is it normal for humans from your time to pet others as if they are animals?”

“Not—not really.”

“I see. I assumed from how you and Guide pet each other’s heads, and from how you both pet Ninja, and from how you are now petting me, that treating humans like pets became normal.”

“Well… maybe in some certain communities.”

“Shrug. It is acceptable. It does not relieve my headache, but I enjoy the sensation.” Scientist then stood up, looked toward the top of my head, and reached up to place her hand against it to pet me. “I see. Being on the giving end is also enjoyable.”

“Does being on the giving end help your headache at all?”

“No. It is impossible to relieve the chemical side effects caused by caffeine withdrawal simply by petting or being petted.”

“Makes sense.” Though, I had a feeling that if it was Guide or Ninja, they would have claimed that it helped their headaches. Probably through placebo effect, but still.

Scientist was a much more scientific woman than them, though.

“So, want to help me put together this airship now that everything is ready?”

“Nod. I have never participated in the construction of a ship of any kind, but I believe I have a good enough understanding of this world’s physics to be of use to you in its construction.”

“I’m sure seeing as how you already came up with a bombing system. But first, before we go get started…”

I turned my head to look at the corner of the room where the last member of our group was patiently waiting for attention.

“You’ve really become behaved in the last few days, haven’t you?” I asked Mimic.

As if taking the acknowledgement of a sign that it no longer had to be patient, Mimic came hopping over to me and was quick to shoot out its tongue to smack it against my face.

Mimic might have grown more patient when it came to waiting for attention, seeing as how Guide scolded it a couple of times for trying to interrupt us whenever I was busy with Ninja or Scientist, but that didn’t mean Mimic got any less… messy about how it showed affection.

With the airship research complete, a few different crafting recipes were unlocked, and they were treated differently from how most items were crafted.

For starters, they had a special tab when I opened up my inventory and didn’t require to be near any specific workbench.

Then there were a few different sections and parts that could be built. For example, there were pieces like [Airship Hull A], which was just a flat, straight piece of hull. [Airship Hull B] was a curved section of hull that looked like the part of a ship that would normally be underwater, and [Airship Hull C] looked like the actual bottom that curved up in both directions. These pieces could also be rotated, so [Airship Hull A] could double as a deck.

Though, there was a normal [Airship Deck] piece, too. Anyways, after selecting one of those sections, I was able to choose what material I wanted to build it out of. Pretty much any block that could be used in normal building could be used as a material for the ship as far as I could tell, which was kind of silly seeing as how that meant even dirt could be used to construct the hull.

That sounded like a horrible idea, though.

Now, normally, constructing a ship out of stone might not have sounded like a great idea due to how heavy it would be… but that wasn’t a concern of mine thanks to the [Slimy Cloud]s I gained from killing the Slime Monarch over and over.

So, with Mimic and Scientist outside the walls with me in a large enough space cleared for constructing a ship, I got to work.


Chapter 4

First up was what I called the “float chambers.”

Each “float chamber” was made up of one [Slimy Cloud] surrounded by stone, creating what basically looked like floating, stone squares. Each of these chambers had a one-block-wide space between them and were connected by more stone at each corner that faced each other. I had wo rows of eight chambers to give us a pretty large foundation to build off of. And this way, since every single chamber was protected by stone and then separated from each other, fire couldn’t possibly spread between them and take them all out. Every single one would have to be individually lit on fire somehow.

That took sixteen [Slimy Cloud]s in total. Each one had a weight capacity of fifty blocks. That meant I had an eight hundred block limit for the airship, which might have sounded like a lot, but we’d burn through that pretty quickly.

Each of the chambers took twenty-six blocks to surround, and then there were the stone blocks connecting each chamber at the corners.

It took five hundred and four blocks to create each chamber and connect them all.

That meant we were down to just under three hundred blocks left to build with.

And I wanted to stay under that limit, too, because if we lost some of the chambers somehow, then I didn’t want us to immediately fall from the sky.

That meant it was time for some redundancy and, later, using one of the other new airship components.

First, I built a stone floor above the chambers. That took two hundred and seventeen more blocks.

Then it was time for some more chambers. These chambers ran down the center of the ship so far, between the two rows of foundation chambers. Each of these new chambers was three [Slimy Cloud]s wide and four long for twelve clouds per chamber.

The Slime Monarch died over a hundred times over the last few days since I only needed to light it on fire to kill it no matter how strong it got.

I was never going to need slime again.

Anyways, I built four of these new chambers, and that gave me an extra two thousand and four hundred blocks to work with. Covering them up with stone only took three hundred and fifty-four blocks. That meant there were two thousand three hundred and forty-two blocks left to work with after creating all the chambers and covering them up with stone.

So, we had two long rows of chambers on the bottom, a floor above them, and then one row large chambers on the middle of that floor.

“Looking good so far?” I asked Scientist.

“Nod,” Scientist answered. “This is a strong foundation.”

“Only problem is I can’t move it on my own at all anymore.” I tried to push on the back of it to prove my point, but I couldn’t. No matter how hard I pushed, the airship’s spine just would not budge.

Fortunately, there were other airship parts to deal with that.

But first came actually making the ship look like—well, a ship.

Now, the nice thing about the hull pieces was that I could basically “drag” them over the space I wanted them to take up. I didn’t need to place each one independently to cover up the entire side of the ship. I only needed to go to place one at the top corner of one end and then drag it down to the bottom corner of the other end. As soon as I “let go” of it, the hull popped into existence taking up the entire space I just dragged it over.

“Time for a quick experiment,” I said before switching to my pickaxe.

A few swings later and I broke one tiny piece of the hull off.

“Good. Even though I was able to place it all down at once, it doesn’t count as just one piece. It basically placed down a bunch of different pieces to take up the space. So, if we get attacked, we don’t have to worry about the entire side of the hull disappearing at once because one part of it took enough damage to break.”

Unfortunately, that meant each piece would count on its own toward the block capacity instead of them all only taking up one capacity worth.

But that was alright.

Moving on, I surrounded the sides and bottom of the chambers with the flat and curved hull pieces to create a pretty traditional ship look. Well, for the bottom of the ship, anyways—the part that was underwater.

And even though it was all made out of stone still, it didn’t really look like it outside of color. The surface looked smooth and solid with a dull, gray appearance. Honestly, it didn’t look too far off from how a ship’s lower hull would normally look. It just didn’t have that metallic shine to it.

At that point, I needed to build some temporary stairs to continue my work, and it could probably be continued from on the ship itself at that point.

So, I built another floor above the chambers and created some stairs inside the ship that would go between the different levels, and then I brought up the walls to create a long room above the large chambers. Then I split it into five smaller rooms along the left side that could be used for storage while the remaining space outside of them on the right side could be used for crafting stations.

Time for the next level.

Going from the bottom up, we had the individual floatation chambers, then the large floatation chambers, then the storage floor, and now it was time for the bedroom floor.

Because I needed more NPCs to move in, that meant building a few different bedrooms despite the four of us sharing one bed so far.

Five bedrooms. Each one three long and five wide. They were going to be extremely cramped, but they’d be good enough, and I didn’t expect anybody to spend much time in them other than to sleep.

Now, even though the four of us so far were already sharing a room basically, Ninja and Scientist were technically “homeless” the entire time. So, three of those five bedrooms were going to be split up among them even if we all shared a bed. That meant only two bedrooms were actually open for new NPCs to move into.

“Wait,” I said, standing in the narrow hallway outside of the bedrooms.

“What is it, my lord?” Ninja asked.

I jumped when I heard her voice. “When—when did you get here?”

“Hoh, I must have surprised you by that reaction! It is nice to see that, though I was injured, I have not lost my skill for stealth.”

“That doesn’t answer the question.”

“Ah. I have been shadowing you for at least the past hour, my lord.”

“I think a lot more time has passed than I was aware.”

“You have been very immersed in your construction!”

“Apparently. Anyways, how are you feeling?”

“I believe I am fully healed now! It took much effort to convince Lady Guide that I am better, but she eventually believed me and allowed me to leave the bed! I must say, it feels good to be walking around again.”

“I can imagine. And I’m glad to see you’re feeling better, Ninja.”

Ninja’s ears twitched and her tail wagged as a smile curled her lips. “And I am glad to be at your side once more!”

“Also, to answer your first question… do you remember how I explained that other NPCs will move in whenever I build bedrooms for them?”

“I do!”

“Well, you see, I’m building an airship here. A ship that flies. In the sky. Off the ground. How… are NPCs going to reach it?”

“Hoh… I believe I see the issue.”

“Normally, they just sort of… appear and walk on into their new house. But they can’t just walk into a flying ship.”

“I see.” She nodded. “Perhaps they will only arrive when we are docked at land?”

“I just don’t want them spawning in the middle of the sky air while we’re flying and then they fall to their death.”

“That would be most unfortunate.”

“I feel that’s understating it. Maybe it’d be best to wait until they move in before we leave.”

“An excellent idea, my lord!”

“It’s nice to have you back praising me for every single thing I say.”

Ninja’s tail wagged even faster when she heard that. “I am glad to be of service!”

With that problem figured out, it was time to get back to building.

But not before hugging and kissing Ninja.

After she was both hugged and kissed, I went up a level to get started on the next floor. This next floor was going to have a larger master bedroom of sorts, since I knew it would be getting shared between me and three others, and then there’d be a living space outside of it.

The master bedroom was placed at the back of the fifth floor. It was five wide and nine long to give us more than enough space, and that was almost three times as large as the current bedroom we were sharing.

Outside of the bedroom, taking up the rest of the floor, was what would be a sort of shared living space. I didn’t bother decorating anything yet since I was just getting the structure of the ship down, but that would be where I’d place the computer, some tables and chairs, and other things like that. It would be pretty barren at first, but there’d eventually be more to put in there. Like arcade machines and pool tables and all that fun stuff, not that we were anywhere close to getting those yet.

Finally, I made it to the sixth floor—the deck.

First was an extra stone floor to cover it up and provide some more protection to the lower floors before placing down the [Airship Deck]. On the top of the deck, all around the edges, I placed a stone wall only a couple blocks tall so that people couldn’t just slip and slide off the deck. It served as a safety railing of sorts.

The two [Security Turrets] then got moved onto the deck, one on both the port and starboard sides near the center of the ship.

Then, at the back of the ship, I built a stone box of sorts with stairs next to it that led up to where the ship’s wheel would be.

I never found any sand to turn into glass, but when I did, I would close that section off with it so that I could still see in every direction while piloting the ship.

Fortunately, the wheel only took some wood to make.

All the ores I needed were for what came next.

The propellers and engines.

According to the tooltip, the [Basic Airship Engine] could power up to three [Airship Propellers] at once. And according to the [Airship Propellers] tooltip, each one could push up to three hundred blocks.

My plan was to build four engines and twelve propellers. The engines were going to go…

They could go…

“I’m stupid,” I said.

“You are anything but stupid, my lord!” Ninja was quick to say, still shadowing me.

“I… I didn’t consider where I was going to put the engines. I mean, it wouldn’t be a problem to reorganize one of the floors to make room for them, but… wait. There’s some space between the big chambers that I can slap them down in. They’re going to be pretty safe down there, and if anything actually reaches them to destroy them, then we have bigger problems.”

So, that was what I did.

I just sort of casually slapped the engines down between the large chambers. It looked stupid, but it worked, and I surrounded them with more blocks just to keep them safe.

Fortunately, they didn’t need any wired connection to the propellers or anything according to the tooltips. They only needed to be part of the same structure. So, even though there wasn’t a real connection between them and the propellers I put next to each other on the ship’s back, they were still able to power the propellers.

There was only one part from the airship research left to use.

The [Airship Balloon].

The engines and propellers required a ton of metal, but the balloon only required an absolute shit ton of [Silk]. It also came with a tooltip saying that it was capable of supporting a thousand blocks, so it was some nice redundancy in the event of the ship losing any of its chambers.

It also just helped to give it that airship look. Without the balloon, it simply looked like… a normal ship. The balloon made it look like a true airship. It was also about twice the length of the ship itself.

“I think that’s good enough for now,” I said, standing aboard the airship’s deck. “We just have to come up with a name for it—her.”

“Her?” Ninja asked.

“Yeah. We have a habit of naming ships and referring to them as women where I’m from.”

“Hoh, I see. What an interesting tradition.”

“Got any ideas?”

“Hmm… when I think of something that flies… my mind goes to this bird who shared the mountains with our monastery. They were large, gray-feathered birds known for having a fierce stare and large beaks! I became as stealthy as I am by training with them!”

“You trained with them?”

Ninja nodded. “For some reason, they enjoyed attacking me whenever they saw me, so I had to become a master of stealth to travel across the mountain without earning their abuse!”

“You must have had it rough.”

“Their beaks were very painful.”

“Kind of sounds like a shoebill. It’s the only bird I can think of known for having a ‘fierce stare,’ though since we’re from different worlds, they’re probably not the same.”

“Perhaps.”

“Do you remember what they were called on your world?”

“I remember that they had the word ‘beak’ in their name, but I cannot remember the rest.”

“Hmm.”

Flying, dangerous birds who liked to attack Ninja.

Ninja was kind of like a wolf, or at least she was in regard to her ears and tail.

Flying.

Wolf.

Flying Wolf.

No.

Soaring Wolf?

Nah.

Hmm…

“I think I’ve got it,” I said.

“Hoh? Did you decide on a name?” Ninja asked.

“I think so. It might be a bit cheesy, but how do you think Skywolf sounds?”

“Oooh! A name most impressive, my lord! It sounds like a truly fearsome predator of the sky!”

“Then that’s what we’ll go with. From now on, she’ll be named Skywolf. We’ll have to get her a wolf head figurehead. Or maybe a statue of your head for the figurehead.”

Ninja tilted her head. “Why my head, my lord?”

“You don’t realize why I named it what I did, do you?”

She tilted her head in the opposite direction, clearly confused.

“You’re too cute, Ninja. Anyways, all I have to do now is go build some beds, tables, chairs, and doors. Then I can decorate the bedrooms, and then we can wait for the new NPCs to move in. Once they arrive, we can take Skywolf on her maiden flight.”

“A wise plan, my lord!”

“Also… where did Scientist go?”

“I have not seen her.”

“She was with me building the ship, but I haven’t heard from her in a while even though she was supposed to be helping me with the layout. I ended up finishing it on my own… wait.”

I went down the stairs to the bottom levels of the ship.

I recalled her coming onboard with me once I switched to building the ship from on it, and I didn’t see her afterward, which meant…

Oh.

I ended up making an extra pair of walls around the large chambers to serve as a buffer of sorts, and there was space between them and the hull.

I broke through one.

No Scientist.

I broke through the other.

“Relieved sigh,” Scientist said, standing on the other side of the wall with a blank expression on her face.

“How—how long have you been trapped there?” I asked.

“I do not know the exact amount of time, but it was long enough that I theorized I may starve and only be found once I have decomposed into only a skeleton.”

“I’m—I’m sorry.”

“It is alright. I know I do not have much presence and am easily forgotten about.”

“The more you talk… the worse I feel.”

“Good. I am purposely making you feel guilty for locking me in a dark room and forgetting about me.”

“Would… would petting you make you feel better?”

“No.”

“How can I make it up to you?”

Scientist stared at me for a few moments before saying, “Let me sit on your lap while you hug me from behind as we pretend to watch a movie together. I have always wanted to try that. Even if we do not have a TV, we can stare at the wall and pretend we are watching one.”

“If—if that would make you feel better, then sure.”

“Excited heart fluttering.”


Chapter 5

“I am still not sure what we are doing,” Ninja said, standing to the side of where me and Scientist were.

We were back in the house, I was sitting on a chair, and Scientist was sitting on my lap while we stared straight ahead at the wall.

“Shh,” Guide said. “This is the best part.” She ended up sitting on a chair next to us, fully playing along with us staring at the wall to act like we were watching a movie.

Poor Ninja just didn’t get it no matter how it was explained to her.

Scientist was happy, though, which was all that really mattered since I accidentally blocked her in a completely dark room while building Skywolf. Not to mention the fact that she was supposed to help me design it, but then I ended up doing almost all of it without her, and that was after she was already having a bad morning due to experiencing caffeine withdrawal.

She deserved anything I could give or do for her.

Then, after about thirty minutes of sitting there with her on my lap and my arms around her, she said, “That was an excellent movie. Thank you for watching it with me.”

I wanted to ask if thirty minutes of staring at a wall could really count as a movie, but then I wouldn’t be playing along with her. Besides, she probably didn’t intend on us actually staring at a wall for an entire feature-length film. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. I really liked the part with uh… the car chase and explosions.”

“Nod. The action was excellent, but I preferred the romantic subplot. The main actor and actress had excellent chemistry together.”

“Yeah. Woody and Wallington make a great lead duo.”

“Amused giggle. I see what you did there.”

“I’m glad. I would have felt stupid if you didn’t.”

“More stupid than when you locked me in the darkness leading me to theorize I would perish?”

“You’re not going to let that go anytime soon, are you?”

“Nod.”

“Well, I deserve it.”

Guide poked my shoulder. “You really do. I mean, gosh. How dare you leave our poor, cute, innocent little Scientist locked in a room all by herself in the dark while you prance around your new ship with Ninja…”

“Nod,” Scientist said. “But it was a learning experience.”

“Yeah? What’d you learn?”

“I am not into sensory deprivation nor cuckolding.”

Guide narrowed at me. “You have to ask for a girl’s consent before you experiment with new fetishes, Player.”

“I wasn’t—I wasn’t trying to do either of those,” I answered. “Besides, I don’t even think it counts as either of those.”

“Are you doubting an innocent maiden’s heart?”

“Well, no.”

“Besides, it’s Scientist we’re talking about, and she’s super smart. She could never be wrong.”

“That’s… usually true.”

“So that means you subjected her to sensory deprivation and cuckolding play.”

I sighed, deciding to play along a little. “Sorry, Scientist.”

“Amused giggle,” Scientist said. “I was making a joke. It is alright. But I will still not forget that you did lock me in there and forget about me.”

Guide spoke up and said to me, “It wouldn’t have happened if you put a door in the wall.”

“You just want a new door to spam open and close,” I said.

“Well, yes, but I’m not wrong about it helping and preventing her being trapped from ever happening. This is why you should put more doors everywhere. If every single wall everywhere has a door in it, then nobody can ever get trapped, and just think of the possibilities! What sort of acoustics would a door have in the bottom of a ship surrounded by stone? Would there be an echo? Maybe it’ll have a different feel to it than a door being shut in a wooden house? The possibilities are endless, Player. You have to consider these things.”

“I think you’re just a door addict.”

“What can I say? I’m addicted to four-letter words that start with D.”

“Door and what else? Wait, oh—”

“Dick.”

“Yep. Should have immediately figured that one out.”

“I’m disappointed, Player. I thought you would know me well enough by now to immediately know that.” Guide showed me a playful pout before resting her arm against my shoulder. “All you do is use me for your own selfish pleasure… you don’t pay any attention to me… you don’t even know my fourth favorite thing off the top of my head…”

“Wait, fourth favorite? What are the others?”

“Really?”

“Oh!” Ninja said. “I believe I know!”

Guide smiled at Ninja and asked, “Yeah? Go on, Ninja. Make Player feel bad for not knowing me enough to immediately know the obvious.”

Ninja nodded and then said, “Player, Scientist, and then for reasons I am not sure, me!”

“Close, but still wrong. You, Scientist, and Player are all equal. There’s no order in who I like more. And don’t put yourself down, either.”

“I—I apologize, Lady Guide. I am still just not sure how I have earned such feelings.”

“By being super cute. Duh. And cool. And brave. And awesome.”

The more Guide complimented Ninja, the more Ninja’s tail wagged while she bashfully looked around.

“And you have a nice body, and you’re fun to do lewd things with.” Guide got up from her chair and approached Ninja until Ninja’s back was against the wall.

Ninja might have been part wolf, or something similar to that, but when it came to Guide… Ninja was just a mouse being hunted by a cat.

“Player,” Scientist said. “Let’s work on the bomb platforms.”

“Right,” I said. “For the sake of coffee.”

“Nod. Also, because if we stay here, we will both get aroused at the sight and sounds of what is about to happen, and then nothing will get done. As much as I enjoy partaking in perverse acts, they will not cure my headache.”

“Yeah, that’s fair.”

Guide already had Ninja panting on her knees while she bit and suck on her neck.

We needed to escape before we got drawn into another day of debauchery.

“That was close,” Scientist said now that we were outside and back at Skywolf.

“Yeah,” I replied. “She almost stopped me. I didn’t expect her to lunge at me and go for my ankles like that.”

“Guide is a fearsome predator. Also, I require a kiss to sate my arousal. And to make me feel better after locking me—”

I kissed her before she could finish what she was about to say.

“Thank you. That almost makes up for when you locked—”

I kissed her again.

“Happy smile. The kisses do not make my headache better, but they do make me feel better after having been locked—”

Another kiss.

“I see. I have discovered how to successfully get a kiss whenever I desire without having to explicitly ask for one.”

“I see how it is, manipulating my guilt for—”

“Locked me in—”

I kissed her.

She did, in fact, successfully figure out how to get kisses from me whenever she wanted, as manipulate as it was.

That aside, once she was finally done abusing my guilt for kisses, we got to work finishing the ship. First, I furnished the bedrooms so that new NPCs could move in as soon as possible. Once those were done, we got to work on the bombing platforms.

The length of the ship meant that we were able to create five rows of platforms on each side. Each platform ended up being three wide and five long, and there were three platforms per row. That meant fifteen per side per level. We built three layers of these, so that meant there were ninety platforms, or “bombs,” to drop on our targets.

And honestly, by the end of it… I liked how it looked. It actually looked kind of cool. It was like the airship had three layers of wings sticking out from its sides which really helped the whole… well, airship aesthetic.

I also realized something else.

Not only would this be a great method of killing enemies from above, but it could be used to create bridges over dangerous terrain and the like. Then again, when using an airship, that sort of thing was probably unnecessary when an airship could just fly over it.

“Alright,” I said. “It looks good.”

“Nod,” Scientist replied. “Ninety bombs are enough to carpet bomb potential targets with.”

“Maybe someday we’ll get actual bomb bay doors and bombs that actually explode.”

“Excitement.”

“You like explosions, don’t you?”

“Explosions are cool.”

“True. Can’t argue with that. Anyways, now that I’m looking her over, I think there’s only one thing left that we’re really missing as far as functionality goes.”

“Yes?”

“Escape boats. We should build a few escape pods—boats, whatever, that we can use to abandon ship if it’s absolutely necessary.”

“A logical addition.”

“But each one is going to need its own propeller and engine… which means I have a bit more mining to do. But that’s alright. I have time to kill before more NPCs move in anyways.”

“Guide is likely hoping that spare time will be spent in the bedroom.”

“She has Ninja for that. I’m still spent.” I looked Scientist over. She didn’t have a weapon or anything unlike Ninja and Guide, but I could always give her one since she counted as a potential party member now. “Want to go mining in the caves with me?”

“No.”

“That was a quick refusal.”

“Ninja is the most optimal of us to go with you, and I need to do research on the new project.”

“Right. But… how am I supposed to get Ninja to go with me when Guide is busy with her?”

Scientist raised her hand. “I will swap places with her.”

“How are you going to get research done if you’re busy being Guide’s toy?”

“Ah.”

“Didn’t think that one through, did you?”

“It is only natural for hypotheses to occasionally be flawed.”

“Fair enough.”

“I would go with you, but I theorize that I will only slow you down. That is why I must decline.”

“Well, I’m not going to force you to go if you don’t want to. Plus me and Mimic are capable of handling ourselves. Just thought you might want to come.”

“Surprised confusion.”

I tilted my head a bit. “What’s so surprising and confusing?”

“That you would not force me to accompany you after you forced me to wait for you in darkne—”

She got another kiss out of me.


Chapter 6

“I feel so conflicted, my lord,” Ninja said as she rubbed the side of her neck. “I appreciate the intensity in which Lady Guide treats my neck, and the lingering pain is a reminder of the time we spent together, but… it distracts me from my duty to protect you!”

I shrugged. “It’s alright. With you and Mimic here,” not to mention me paying more attention so that I wouldn’t upset Guide, or any of them for that matter, again, “I doubt anything will even get close to touching me.”

After talking outside with Scientist, she ended up going back inside to trade places with Ninja after all. That was why Ninja was with me and Mimic in the usual cave while Scientist was being subjected to whatever perverse entertainment crossed Guide’s mind.

“It is true that Mimic is a worthy guardian to share this burden with, yet…” Ninja shook her head and took her hand away from her neck. “I must not allow myself to be distracted by such tempting thoughts!”

“Good girl.” Of course, I knew exactly what I was doing when I said that.

Ninja’s tail wagged up a storm while her cheeks turn on a bright shade of red. As soon as she realized she was getting distracted again, she shook her head once more and said, “My lord! Please! I am trying to perform my du—”

“Who’s a good girl?”

“H-haah… please… my lord, if you ask me such a question, I cannot resis—”

“I guess there aren’t any good girls around if nobody answer—”

“M-me, my lord! It is I! I am the good girl!”

I couldn’t resist grinning and scratching Ninja under her chin. “You’re too easy, Ninja.”

“It… it is not fair… you used my weakness against me…”

“I know. I’m a horrible, mean bully, aren’t I?”

“Lord Player… I feel as if Lady Guide is beginning to rub off on you. That sounded like a very Lady Guide thing to say.”

“It kind of did, didn’t it? Huh… maybe I’m becoming more like her. Wait, that might be bad. If I become like her… what kind of perverted monster am I going to turn into? I have a world to conquer here, but I’m not going to be able to do that if I just want to stay inside having sex all the time.”

“I do not believe I would be able to keep up with that…”

I kissed Ninja’s forehead and stopped scratching her chin. “Let’s focus on the mining so that we can get back to the others sooner.”

“Yes, my lord! Ah, and if I may ask, what are we searching for today?”

“Just more of the metals I need to craft a few emergency lifeboats for the Skywolf. Even a normal ship that floats on water should have lifeboats, and we’re talking about a flying ship that’s going to be way above the ground without any nearby water to jump into, so lifeboats are mandatory.”

“A lifeboat?”

“Think of them as smaller boats attached to a big boat that people can get into when there’s an emergency. So if the Skywolf is ever going to crash for whatever reason, not that I ever plan on letting her crash, then we can get into the lifeboats to safely escape.”

“Hoh. I see. Ah, may I ask another question?”

“Go for it.”

“You need to explore more of those labs, yes? Like where we found Scientist?”

“If I want to combine all the items from them into the [Failed Experiments Ego], then yeah. And I should get started on making egos in general. They’re probably the strongest accessories I can get at the moment. The souls I’ve collected from the bosses are really powerful, too… but I don’t know.”

“You do not know what, my lord?”

I sighed and leaned my back against the cave wall while Mimic lunged around in the distance killing any monsters that spawned. “I’ve gotten souls from each boss so far. They’re all really strong, but they’re also unique which means that there’s only ever going to be one copy of them. And they didn’t exist in the original game, so I have no idea if they can be used for anything else. Nothing showed up when Guide entered them into her book, either, so… there’s a really strong chance that they don’t have any other use and are just sitting there when they could be giving me huge boosts.”

“Are there other causes for your apprehension? I feel as if that is not your true concern, if I may speak so boldly.”

“It doesn’t feel right. I don’t know how to put it, but… I don’t know. When it comes to the hearts, the way they’re phrased is that some of their desire lives on, and that’s what I’m absorbing and why I can talk to them in my head. I don’t know if that’s really their soul I’m taking for myself, and it feels… fine to do that. It just doesn’t feel like as big of a deal. But the souls are… well, souls, and the description says that they may be given ‘new purpose.’ Maybe that ‘new purpose’ just means powering me up, but… what if there’s something else? I don’t know. My gut has never really betrayed me before, and it’s telling me to wait even though my brain is shouting at me for being stupid for not using it to get stronger already.”

“That reminds me of a story. May I share it with you?”

“A story from Ninja? That’s rare. Go for it.”

“I will recite it to the best of my ability! Though I have forgotten the names, I still remember its message.” Ninja cleared her throat in a rather cute way before speaking again, this time with a gentler tone. “There once lived the daughter of an ancient emperor. Her father, the emperor, was plagued with illness and would pass to the heavens before much longer. Once he did, his son—her brother—would rise to the throne and wed his sister, as was tradition. She did not mind such tradition and understood that such was her destiny. Not only was it her purpose and the reason she was given birth to, but she understood how the tradition legitimized her family’s rule by the divine mandates. But… one day, she came across a servant who was being whipped for breaking a plate. She never saw this servant before, but when she locked eyes with him, her maiden heart fell in love with him. The idea of living for a purpose somebody else planned for her became horrible in her eyes. She yearned for a life where she could make her own choices, not to simply follow divine mandates at her brother’s side until her death. But if she followed her heart… that would amount to going against the heavens. Their land was only so peaceful because they obeyed the gods’ mandates. For her to run away in pursuit of a life of her own making, the mandate would be broken, and ruin would dominate the land. Millions of lives would be at risk, her family would collapse, and it was possible that she would be victim to all of this as well. She had to choose between choosing a life for herself, or following the divine mandates to guarantee continued prosperity for everybody. What do you believe she chose?”

I felt pain in my soul again—a pain that wasn’t mine, but that I could still feel it. It was the explorer’s again.

What was she supposed to choose? The life of one or the life of many?

What was the princess supposed to choose? Her own freedom and happiness or a life of shackles for the good of everybody else?

“I’m… not sure,” I answered. “I feel like… the logical choice, the one most people would probably agree is better, is to choose her country. She’d probably still get to live a comfortable life as royalty while the country is peaceful and prospers. Everybody wins but her. I don’t think that many people would be willing to condemn millions of others for their own sake… or at least, I hope there aren’t that many people out there who would. But at the same time… she deserves her own happiness and choice to do what she wants with her life, too, even if that means making mistakes. Maybe she’ll regret it and wish that she never would have left, but at least she had freedom and got to make a decision for herself.”

Ninja nodded, looking into my eyes with a sort of wise expression that I hadn’t seen since she taught me about those breathing techniques. “Where I am from, the prevailing school of thought was that the prosperity of the majority was the most important. A ruler should strive to make the country as prosperous as possible for as many of its citizens as possible. But, we also believed in listening to the heart, and we believed that betraying the heart was to betray the country. One who acts out of the genuine desire of their heart should not, and cannot, be faulted for it. The mind can be convinced to feel and believe things that may not be true, but the emotion of the heart never lies. Ah, we also extended this to the stomach, but… that is not as romantic sounding as the heart. You mentioning your gut is what made me think of this, so I thought I would mention that so you understand the link.”

“I get it.”

“Good! But yes. To betray one’s heart is to betray the country, as only those who follow the genuine emotion of their hearts could be moral citizens. We believed that it is better to act against others while staying true to your heart than to betray your heart for the benefit of others.”

“I take it that the princess ended up running away with that servant she saw then?”

“Oh, no. Her mind convinced her that the best path was to betray her heart to protect her people and live her life alongside her brother. The despair of never having freedom and not choosing another path drove her to take her own life, and thus the heavens punished the country by total annihilation.”

“Oh. So, moral of the story… either marry your brother and commit suicide, resulting in everybody dying, or follow your heart by marrying a non-blood relative and only probably doom everybody.”

“That is… not an incorrect way of looking at it, yes.”

“And let’s not forget about the part where if she just would have been a good, loving wife to her brother for the rest of her life, then everybody else probably would have lived happily ever after.”

“A-ah… when you put it that way… perhaps the story does begin to sound a little strange…”

“Did the world that you’re from have a thing for incest or something?”

“Only for the elite families!”

“Well, at least it wasn’t for everybody. Anyways, do they teach that story to try and tell people to follow their hearts?”

“Ah, as far as I remember, that story is more used for lulling children to rest than it is for a lesson, though it does have educational value!”

“… that’s the kind of story you told to children at bedtime over there?”

“It is best to instill such values into children at a young age!”

I placed a hand on Ninja’s shoulder. “I don’t mean to be uh… racist or xenophobic or anything, but whatever world you’re from has pretty weird tastes for what stories they tell their children. Then again… I’m pretty sure the Germans and Scandinavians tell their children all sorts of fucked up stories that could probably put your incest story to shame…”

“I am curious about your world’s stories now. If you remember any, I would love to hear them!”

“Maybe I’ll tell you one of the weird ones I remember. But for now, let’s get some more mining done. I don’t want to spend all day down here.”

“Very well, my lord!”

And so, with a strange new “lesson” from Ninja stuck in my head that I wasn’t entirely sure how to interpret, I got back to mining.


Chapter 7

As we went deeper into the cave system, we discovered some branches of the cave that hadn’t been explored yet, and they provided us with plenty of metal and breakable pots that offered coins, potions, and bombs.

Unfortunately, no new chests or hearts, but I got all the metal that I needed to make the additions to the ship that I wanted to make. Ninja also ended up telling me some more stories that she could remember parts of, and they were all just as weird as the incest one.

The one that sounded like it was about being attracted to frog legs was… especially weird, and hearing it made my brain so confused that I didn’t even ask questions about it.

“Alright,” I said. “I think we can go back up now. We’ve got everything we need for the airship, so tomorrow, we can search around for some more entrances to labs on the surface, hopefully get more of those turrets, and finish gathering what I need for my first ego.”

“Very well, my lord!” Ninja replied.

Mimic, of course, was off in the distance doing Mimic things, aka killing anything and everything that moved which wasn’t us.

Then I noticed a glint in the wall from the corner of my eye.

When I turned to look at it… I saw something that would be extremely valuable.

A diamond.

Unfortunately, it was too good to be true.

I spotted a pressure plate on the ground in front of it.

That was one of the traps that often caught new players to the game. A lone diamond in the wall with a pressure plate in front of it. The diamond would turn out to not even be real once mined. Just a useless junk item. Actual diamonds, and other gemstones in general, were great because having one of them was the key requirement toward having the Gem Cutter NPC move in, but the fake diamond wouldn’t help with that… at least in vanilla.

Thanks to a certain mod, though, it was foolish to call it a useless item. The diamond was the rarest requirement for the [Deceiver Ego], and that was one of the most fun, early-game egos to use. Not exactly the most useful, but definitely fun.

I wondered how it would translate to the world we were in.

Only one way to find out.

“Be careful,” I said. “See that plate on the ground? It’s linked to explosives underneath it. If we step on it, it goes boom.”

“Understood, my lord!” Ninja replied.

“And because I won’t say no to some free explosives… I’m going mine out underneath it to take the explosives, and then the plate will be harmless, and then I can also get the fake diamond.”

Ninja nodded along with my explanations, so I turned around and was ready to get to work.

Unfortunately, things didn’t want to go according to plan.

Mimic ran out of things to kill.

When Mimic ran out of things to kill, Mimic came hopping back over to me for attention.

Mimic didn’t hear us talk about the pressure plate.

Click.

Mimic hopped right onto it.

Before I could even say anything, my life began to flash before my eyes as I knew there was no way I would survive an explosion like that… only to be snapped out of the flash by Ninja grabbed me and pulling me away as fast as she could.

“Move, Mimic!” I shouted since Ninja was already moving us.

Mimic looked confused but still hopped away, but not before tanking some of the explosion.

Thanks to Ninja, we got far enough from it to avoid taking any damage, though the shockwave from it still propelled us through the air and sent us crashing to the ground.

Mimic crashed into a nearby wall, and did take some damage, but barely enough to make a noticeable dent in its health.

“My lord! Are you alright?!” Ninja shouted, her body pressed down against mine as she looked at my face from above.

“I’m fine,” I answered. “My ears are ringing a bit, but I’m fine. Are you alright?”

Ninja let out a relieved sigh and nodded. “Yes, my lord, thank you for your concern.”

Looking over at the new crater in the room, the fake diamond was sitting on the ground in the middle of it.

Good thing it was indestructible outside of being tossed in lava or in the inventory trash.

“Now that I’m on the ground like this… I’m kind of comfy,” I said. The dirt wasn’t exactly uncomfortable, plus I was pretty tired from already doing so much mining, so it didn’t sound like a horrible idea to rest for a bit. Just a few minutes at least. Plus it gave me an excuse to pet Ninja and cuddle with her since she was already on top of me.

“Allow me to remove myself from you, my lord,” Ninja said. “I am sure my weight is only making you even more uncomf—”

I wrapped my arms around her to keep her in place on top of me. “You can stay here.”

Mimic then hopped over to us and gave us each a worried lick.

“We’re fine, Mimic, but… be more careful of where you’re hopping, alright? Watch the ground to make sure you don’t hop onto any plates like that.”

Mimic looked a bit sad, but it did nod to let me know it understood.

“Thanks. Now keep guard while we rest for a minute. That’ll be your punishment for setting off the explosive.”

Mimic saluted us with its tongue before turning around to keep watch.

With that, I sighed and rested my head against the ground. “We almost died just then.”

“I am sorry for not protecting you better, my lord,” Ninja said. “I never should have allowed such a perilous event to come.”

“You can’t predict everything, and you can’t stop everything that you can predict. Part of me feels like I should be a bit more upset over almost dying in such a stupid and avoidable way, but… honestly, I’m just happy to be alive. I’m going to focus on that for now. Plus Mimic didn’t know any better. Just… don’t let Guide know how close we came to almost dying.”

“She will likely find regardless of how we try to keep it from her.”

“You’re not wrong.”

I sighed again and looked at Ninja.

She was really cute. And maybe it was because of my relief, but she looked even cuter than usual, especially while she was on top of me.

And between how cute she was and the fact that my body was probably reacting to almost just dying… well, I had a physical reaction to that.

With Ninja on top of me, it was impossible for her to not notice said reaction, and her ears perked up when she did notice it. “My—my lord? Even now?”

“I can’t help it, but it’s alright. It doesn’t need helped,” I answered. “Not every boner needs to result in an orgasm. And if it’s uncomfortable, you can just move a little and—”

“Lady Guide told me that if you are ever… troubled in such a way while we are out together, then I should tend to you,” Ninja said as she looked up into my eyes while one hand slid down to rub against my bulge. “I must admit… even though we almost perished… part of me desires this as well. Perhaps it is the adrenaline…

“When—when did she tell you that? The tend to me thing?”

“She whispered it to me before we left to explore together the first time.”

“Of course she did.”

“Does this… displease you? Would you rather me not serve you in such a way?”

I knew that Ninja was being serious when she asked that. She wasn’t trying to use reverse psychology or anything like that on me. She wasn’t that kind of girl. But even so… when I looked into her eyes, saw that blush on her cheeks, and felt her hand against my crotch, I couldn’t help but to feel as if she was only asking that because she knew there was no way I could turn her down. “It makes me happy, but this probably isn’t the best time… then again… the cave is clear and we have Mimic to protect us…”

I looked to the side and saw Mimic just sitting there facing us with its tongue hanging out from its opening.

“Mimic, can you uh… keep watch for us?” I asked.

Mimic slumped forward a bit, almost as if disappointed, but turned around to face the other way where enemies might come from.

I knew that the smartest thing to do would be to go and wait until we were back at the base before doing anything, but… I couldn’t resist Ninja. No matter how much my brain was trying to tell me to be logical by saving the “service” for later, my body disagreed. Though, to be fair, part of my brain also disagreed with the part that didn’t want to have any fun.

“Alright,” I said. “But let’s not spend too much time doing this.”

Ninja’s tail wagged behind her and her ears perked up with an excitement that matched the shine in her eyes. “Thank you, my lord!”

“Why—why are you thanking me?”

“A-ah… well… I enjoy doing this for you, as shameful as it may be to admit. It is my duty to serve you however I can. I have already failed to properly protect you multiple times… but I have never failed to bring you physical pleasure.”

I brought a hand to her face and rested it on her cheek. “Don’t say that you’ve failed to protect me. I’m still here, aren’t I? And it’s thanks to you that I’m still alive.”

“But… I have not protected you from being hurt…”

“That doesn’t matter. What matters is that I’m still alive. You can’t be held responsible for every single injury I ever suffer.”

Ninja shook her head. “But I am your guard! Every wound you suffer is a wound that should have been inflicted upon me!”

I was trying to be nice by resting my hand on her cheek, but hearing that… I pinched her cheek.

Ninja squinted her eyes and leaned her head toward where I pulled her cheek, her ears flattening until I let go.

“Don’t say something stupid like that ever again,” I said. “And that’s an order.”

“But… what was wrong about it?” Ninja looked genuinely confused, too.

“I never want either of us to get hurt. If you’re going to insist on protecting me, then at least say you want to protect me so that neither of us get hurt, alright? Don’t take injuries for me, help me so that neither of us ever get hurt in the first place.”

“Hoh… if that is what you mean, then I will do my best, though there may be times where I fail to avoid harm in my protection of you.”

“Right back at you.”

Ninja’s eyes went wide. “But—but my lord! You cannot be hurt!”

“Should I pull your cheek again?”

She was quick to shake her head.

“Don’t forget, I feel the same way about you. Neither of us are allowed to be hurt.”

“But… my lord… that is likely impossible. Those who believe they are untouchable grow too confident and inevitably expose their own weakness! It is foolish to believe that I will never be hurt!”

“And it’s foolish to believe that you’ll always stop me from getting hurt. Understand yet?”

“A-ah… I… believe I understand your point.”

“We’re equals. I don’t want you to get hurt as much as you don’t want me to get hurt. So, let’s do our best to keep each other from ever getting hurt, but let’s not beat ourselves up too much over it as long as we survive and are still healthy, alright?”

“Very well, my lord. Ah, wait! We—we were not supposed to have such a conversation! I am supposed to be pleasuring you! Ah… I have made a grave mistake. Please forgive me, my lord.”

“You’re ridiculous, Ninja. You haven’t done anything wrong. We had a talk. It’s okay if we didn’t do something lewd.”

“But… it was the point… and I was looking forward to it only to sabotage myself…”

“It’s not too late to do it.” I flexed my pelvic muscles to make my still-erect length throb up against her hand since she never removed it despite the talk we were just having. Though, considering her wide eyes and raised eyebrows, it seemed like she forgot about having her hand there.

“Ah! I—I see! Very well! Then… may—may I try something I have not had the opportunity to do yet? I saw Lady Scientist do it… and I believe I am capable of it as well! And going by the noises you made while she did it… I believe it is something you strongly enjoy!”

I wasn’t really sure what she was talking about seeing as how there were all sorts of things that Scientist did to me that I enjoyed. Besides, what could Ninja do that she hadn’t done before outside of actual sex which wasn’t possible? “Sure, go for it.” I was curious what she was talking about.

That was when, with a hint of red coloring her cheeks, Ninja slipped her clothes off her shoulders to reveal the tight, cloth binding around her chest.

I started to get an idea of what she might have been talking about, though I wasn’t sure her breasts would be big enough for that. Sure, there were some mounds there underneath the wrap which meant she wasn’t flat or anything, but—

Ninja undid the binding.

I did a triple take upon seeing what she let free.

Ninja was… stacked. Almost as much as Scientist if not maybe more considering that she was shorter than Scientist but was still that busty.

“Is… is this seriously the first time… I’ve seen you without that wrap?” I asked.

Ninja nodded. “Removing it was never necessary before… and you were content while it was on. Lady Guide also told me to keep it a secret until there was a good moment to surprise you… is—is this not a good moment? Or are you dissatisfied with this size?”

Of course Guide knew and had a part in me not knowing about it. Guide probably found out Ninja’s size early on while helping to keep it a secret from me the entire time. “They’re… awesome,” I said, immediately regretting it due to feeling like some awkward teenager who just saw boobs for the first time. Then again, that was an accurate representation of how I felt when seeing Ninja’s for the first time.

“That is a good thing… yes?”

“Very good. But… I have to ask. Isn’t it… isn’t it uncomfortable to bind them that tightly? I had no idea you had all this under there… that has to be bad for them—you, right?”

“I do not know, but it helps my breathing exercises!”

“Is there any actual proof that binding them like that helps you breathe better? I mean… maybe since it’s got to be compressing your lungs… then… wait, but does it even work that way? Boobs are outside the ribs while lungs are on the inside, so… but chest compression is chest compression… I don’t know if it actually works that way or not. I need Scientist to answer this for me. But there’s one thing that I do know.”

Ninja tilted her head a bit. “Yes?”

“Promise not to judge me for how lame this is probably going to sound.”

“Of course!”

“Alright.” I took a deep breath. “But I do know that I want you to com-compress my dick between them.” I tried to say it as straight as I could, but I ended up breaking and trying to hold back laughter halfway through.

As for Ninja, she just smiled and took me seriously. “Of course! I would be glad to service you in such a way!”

Ninja was too pure. I would absolutely get teased if I said something like that with Guide, but Ninja? Ninja was just happy to be there and to help out. She didn’t tease me for saying stupid things like that.

Not that it mattered much in the end.

Even though Ninja might not have judged me for saying that, I still judged myself for actually saying that.


Chapter 8

Ninja, using her newly revealed mountains, must have been studying Scientist whenever she used her breasts on me. Scientist tried out all sorts of things using them to see what I liked and didn’t like, and it turned out that I liked basically all of it. How could I not? And now, here was the shy, innocent Ninja doing her best to mimic Scientist’s actions.

First, she helped me remove my upper armor and shirt. Then she pressed her breasts down against my abdomen and slowly dragged her breasts up along my torso until her face reached my neck, allowing her to plant gentle kisses against it. I had my eyes closed at that point to enjoy the sensations. Closing them helped me ignore that we were doing it on the ground in an underground cave, too.

Then I felt her breasts with my hands. Ninja had grabbed each of my hands by their wrists and pulled them up to the sides of her breasts, planting them against her. So, while she worked on my neck by planting kiss after kiss against it, she pressed her hands against the backs of my own to encourage me to squeeze and grope her breasts.

I was more than happy to do that.

And once she was content with how much I was groping them, she slipped her hands down to my crotch to work on my pants. I helped her a bit by unequipping my legs armor from the inventory menu, so all she had to worry about were my actual pants and the boxer briefs underneath them.

She gave my neck a nibble once she had my bare cock between her hands.

While still kissing me and leaving her breasts pressing down against my chest, she began to stroke the bottom half of my shaft with each of her hands before gripping it and turning it around, requiring her to raise herself up a bit to give it the space it needed, so that it was pressing up between our chests rather than pointing down toward my feet. And because she wasn’t supporting herself up after that, I felt my cock sandwiched between my own torso and hers for a pleasurable warmth.

And thanks to just how big it was, and thanks to how stacked Ninja turned out to be, the tip of it actually managed to reach up between the underside of Ninja’s breasts.

“Are you enjoying this, Lord Player?” Ninja asked, tilting her head enough to whisper up toward my ear. Even though she might not have had her mouth right next to my ear, it still had the same effect as if she did.

“Aren’t I making that obvious?” I replied as my cock throbbed against her.

“You are, my lord, but… if you would allow me to be selfish… I enjoy hearing your confirmation.”

“In that case, everything feels incredible, and you’ve learned fast, Ninja.”

She sighed against my neck. “Thank you. Allow me to show you what else I have learned.”

With that, she brought her hands up to my sides, almost reaching my armpits which gave me a moment of thinking she was about to tickle me, but she stopped right before them. It still felt a bit ticklish, but that wasn’t her intent. Instead, she used her nails to slide down along my sides as she dragged her entire body down against mine, pulling her breasts against my abdomen lower and lower until her head was right over my chest.

A quick smile from her before looking down at my nipple told me that she was about to do something that she learned from Guide.

While one hand reached down to fondle my sack as the tip of my cock rested between her breasts, she kissed my nipple and gave it a little bite before resuming her journey down my body, kissing my skin every inch of the way. And the lower she went, the more of my cock she slid up between her breasts until the tip poked out through the top of her cleavage.

“I know you wished for us to be quick, but… I cannot help but wish to take my time in my service to you,” Ninja said with probably the most seductive tone I ever heard from her. “Would you allow me to be so selfish?”

“I could never say no when you’re like this,” I answered.

“Thank you, my lord.”

“Though, if I can make a selfish request of my own… I want you to try something.”

She tilted her head again. She was always adorable when she did that. “Yes?”

“Could you… try calling me ‘Master?’”

“If that is what you desire, then of course… Master.”

It was nice. Really nice.

But somehow, it also felt wrong. That wasn’t very Ninja.

“Thank you, you can go back to calling me your lord now,” I said, reaching forward to pet her head as part of the thanks.

“Gladly, my lord.” Ninja rubbed her head up against my hand before remembering what she was in the middle of doing, and thus lowered her head down toward my cock. It was still trapped between our two bodies, and now she could easily plant a kiss against the underside of the tip due to it poking up between her breasts. Though, she did have to slide down a bit more to do that.

“You’ve really been studying Guide and Scientist, haven’t you?”

Hearing that made her smile more than I thought it would. “Are my efforts visible?”

“Very.”

She smiled even more, her tail wagging in the air behind her. “Thank you, my lord! Any time they are servicing you, I cannot help but to find my eyes unable to look away. They seem so experienced, as if they are master craftsman in the trade of pleasuring Lord Player, that I can only hope to one day approach their skill!”

“I think you’ve already reached that day.”

“If I did, then I would have already made you… cum, even while going this slowly.”

Well… she might have had a point there. “Don’t feel bad. Guide has a cheat code that she can use to make me cum, and Scientist is… well, no matter how slowly she goes, it’s like she’s methodically calculated the exact optimal thing to do to maximize my pleasure with every movement, so… the point is that you shouldn’t compare yourself to a cheater and a living supercomputer.”

“A supercomputer? Is that like an evolved form of the computer you brought to the house?”

Right. She was still from a world where computers didn’t exist, after all. “Kind of.”

“Hoh, I see… Lady Scientist grows ever more impressive!”

“The most impressive part is that she’s still able to put up a fight against Guide in the bedroom.”

Ninja nodded. “Very impressive! I know that I will never reach that height.”

“So you believe you can get good at making me cum quickly, but you don’t believe you’ll ever be able to out-do Ninja in a one-on-one?”

Ninja looked at me as if I just asked an extremely obvious question. “Well, of course. Lady Guide is undefeatable.”

“I think my ego would feel a little bruised if it wasn’t for the fact that I can’t deny Guide is… well, Guide. There really isn’t any defeating her.”

Ninja nodded along. “She is like a goddess of bedroom domination. She may allow us to feel as if we win at times, but it is only because she lets us.”

“Just wait until I can actually penetrate her. Maybe… maybe then I’ll be able to truly be in charge once.”

Ninja brought her elbows against her breasts to push them harder against my cock, creating an even more pleasurable tightness around it. “Am I doing this correctly, my lord?”

“If you mean are you changing the topic because you don’t believe I’ll be able to conquer Guide even then, then yes. And if you mean are you making my cock feel even better, then also yes.”

“Good!”

She didn’t comment on the first option which was all that I needed to hear from her.

To be fair, I agreed with the doubt.

It was pure coping to hope that simply being able to penetrate Guide would conquer her. If anything, she would just pin me down and ride me until my brain went stupid.

“Oho… Lord Player, you are throbbing even more now!” Ninja said.

I felt bad hearing that. Was I supposed to admit that I felt that way because I was thinking of Guide doing that to me? Not lie, but say something like how I was thinking about the future without naming Guide specifically? I didn’t want to hurt Ninja’s feelings considering what she was doing for me, but I felt bad about—

“You must have thought of Guide!” Ninja said.

“Wait… how could you tell?” I asked.

“When you think of her, your face makes this… hmm… expression? It is hard to explain. You make the expression of a… hmm… like the expression of a submissive guard who is eager to protect his lady from assassins at night!”

“So, what you’re saying is that when I think of Guide, I look submissive.”

Ninja gave up on trying to make it sound cooler than it did and nodded.

“Great. I didn’t know I was so obvious. Do… do I make any expression when I think of Scientist?”

Ninja nodded again. “You often look confused when you think of her.”

“Makes sense. What about when I think of you?”

“You have a very mature, determined expression when you think of me! I like it very much! You remind me of a brave warrior!”

“I—I do?”

“Yes! I can only imagine what thoughts cross your mind as you think of me. I imagine that you must be thinking of us going on quests together to slay evil demons and defeat corrupt emperors!”

Most of the time when I thought about Ninja, I was just thinking about how cute she was and how much I wanted to pet her head, fluff her tail, and rub under her chin. I literally never once imagined us doing any of what she said.

Did I really make such a cool face while thinking of those things?

“I’m about to say something else stupid, Ninja,” I said. “Are you ready?”

“I am ready, my lord, for I know you could never say such a thing!” Ninja was the one who looked determined again, and I was pretty sure she forgot that my cock was still under her and between her breasts.

“Then…” I took another deep breath. “Your quest is to exorcise the evil spirit inside of my… spear, and the only way—the… the only way for you to do it… is by making me cum.”

…

I couldn’t believe I actually said something that cheesy.

There was no way she actually didn’t find that stupid, right?

Wrong.

“Ooh!” Ninja’s eyes were wide with awe. “Such a grand quest! I will do my best to cleanse your spear of the evil spirit so that it may once again return to being a weapon of divine righteousness!”

I was starting to think she would play along with anything.

If that was true… it gave me some dangerous ideas. Well, they were only dangerous to myself, because I knew I would be judging myself if I ever roleplayed like she was apparently willing to.

Then again, was it even really roleplay? She didn’t… actually believe that, right?

No, there was no way she believed me. She had to know that I was just joking around and being stupid by saying that.

…

Right?

“Fortunately,” Ninja said, “I have learned many methods of demon extraction from Lady Guide and Lady Scientist! The foul spirit stands no chance against my purification techniques!”

She was… getting into it?

She pressed her breasts even harder around my cock before placing her lips around the underside of the tip, licking the frenulum as she shifted her breasts up and down along the sides of my shaft.

“My lord’s spear is a divine relic that must not be allowed to suffer such possession!” Ninja continued.

She was… really getting into it.

Was Ninja actually into roleplay sex? Did I discover a new fetish of hers?

Then again…

She was very into all that sort of stuff in the first place. She loved to play the role of a guardian charged to protect me. She referred to all of us as lord and ladies. She spoke in archaic ways and treated everything like a quest or adventure. Treating her like an actual ninja servant who had to follow our orders made her happier than just treating her like a normal person and equal to us.

Wait.

Was…

Was Ninja one of those people?

Those nerds who were delusional about life? The ones who acted like they were dark warriors or like they had arms possessed by demons? The kind of people who would wear eyepatches and then talk about having secret powers locked away in their covered eye?

Was she a professional LARPer?

Except, an actual, legitimate ninja, too?

Could somebody be a legitimate ninja and also be a LARPer ninja at the same time?

Or were others from her world the same way, and the way she was acting was normal?

I… had so many questions that I was probably never going to get the answers to.

Ninja gave her breasts a couple of quick, extra tight squeezes around my length. “Take that, evil spirit!” She reached a hand down to my sack, fondling it with her fingers against her palm. “Perhaps you seek to hide in here? No matter where you may be, you will not escape punishment for seeking to corrupt my lord’s spear!” Then she placed her lips around my entire tip, sucking on it with as much force as she could. When she pulled her lips off, she said, “And if I must, then I will manually pull you out using my own body!” And then she got back to sucking.

Titfucking me, sucking me, and fondling my nuts all at once.

Ninja really improved.

Between all of that, it wasn’t going to take much longer for me to cum. Not much time at all. My endurance might have improved due to living with three women who were… always more than eager to spend hours in bed making each other, and myself, cum, but I still wasn’t going to last long if it meant trying to last against somebody like Ninja doing all three of those things at once. Especially given the fact that I just discovered how busty she was which was exciting all on its own. Ninja was doing new things both by revealing more of her body and her actual actions, and my endurance was trained for the things I was already used to, not anything new.

And despite the fact that Ninja was playing along with trying to get an evil spirit out of my dick… she looked like she was having an awful lot of fun and smiling the whole time while doing it. “Begone, spirit,” she mumbled from around my tip. “If you must, then enter my own body!”

Seeing as how she began to do everything with a bit more intensity after that, I was pretty sure that she was telling me to cum.

And that worked.

“Ninja, I’m—”

I didn’t even get to finish my sentence. As soon as she heard those first two words, she squeezed my sack, but not too hard, while forming a tighter suction around my tip with her lips, all while using her arms to press her breasts even harder together around my shaft as her other hand now slipped between our bodies to pump my shaft below her breasts as hard as she could.

She was absolutely determined to milk me as hard as she could with that orgasm. Or rather, she was determined to extract that demon from me.

But it felt more like she was going to suck my soul out at that point.

My seed flooded into her mouth, and due to the position that she was in… well, she couldn’t exactly aim it for her throat. That would require too long of a neck and bending it to a pretty uncomfortable degree.

That meant it was way more difficult than usual for her to try and keep it all in her mouth, unfortunately causing her to lift her head up and swallow what was already in there before she could try and get the rest.

But it was too late for that. The second and third ropes of my cum that shot out were even greater in volume than the first, and they shot straight toward me.

Now, due to my years of jacking off, I got pretty good at dodging my own cumshots, so I managed to angle my head away to avoid getting splashed for the most part. Some still landed on my cheek, but that was an acceptable casualty.

The rest shot off to whatever was behind me, likely the dirt or maybe a wall depending on just how far it went.

Ninja managed to get her mouth back around it in time for the rest of the cum, and at that point she was able to keep it there until I ran out.

I let out a long, relaxed sigh after that.

“That was the hardest you’ve made me cum, Ninja,” I said, lazily reaching a hand over to the top of her head. “Thanks.”

Ninja swallowed and then said, “You are most welcome, my lord! Ah, though it appears that I have missed some of the… evil spirit.” She slid herself back up my body until her head was over mine, allowing her to reach my cheek with her tongue to clean up the cum that splashed on it. “There, my lord! Is your spear now free from that evil spirit?”

“Yeah, it’s definitely—”

“A-ah… my… my lord?”

Something sounded wrong. “What?”

Ninja looked down at me with a guilty expression before holding a hand up to point at something behind me.

I had to lean up a little, bringing Ninja with me, so that I could properly look there.

That was when I saw it.

…

I saw Mimic.

With my loose cumshots painting the front of it.

“I—I am sorry!” Ninja said, sounding panicked at that point. “Because of my failure, I have allowed our precious Mimic to be tainted in such a perverse way! Not that it is bad to be covered in your seed, my lord! But… Mimic is Mimic! It is not supposed to be involved in such perverse—”

Ninja stopped as we both watched Mimic’s tongue slip out from its body to lap up all the seed that splashed onto it.

There was something… wrong about watching that. After all, Mimic was kind of like… a pet. Not an animal, and also intelligent enough to understand human speech, and intelligent enough to try and watch our lewd times together, and intelligent enough to lick that cum up on its own, but still. Mimic was Mimic. It felt wrong for it to be involved in any sort of lewd acts.

Yet, it just licked up all the cum that I shot onto it by mistake.

“Mimic, you should—you should spit that out,” I said.

Mimic made a loud gulping sound instead as if to brag as blatantly as possible that it swallowed it all.

“Ninja,” I said. “Never let Guide find out about this or else she’ll probably want to include Mimic and use its tongue on me.”

“I want to believe Lady Guide would never dare include Mimic in such acts… but you are right, my lord,” Ninja said.

Guide needed to believe that Mimic was still pure and innocent or else there’d be no going back and we’d all probably end up doing things that we’d judge ourselves for. Well, except for Guide. It probably wasn’t possible for her to judge or us on any lewd matters.

So, with an agreement to keep our first secret from Guide, I sighed and kissed Ninja. “Thank you for the service,” I said. “I’ll make it up to you once we’re back… and once we can make sure Mimic is stuck in another room.”

“I am glad to be of service, my lord! And that is—ah… Mimic is opening up? Is something the matter?”

Looking at Mimic again, it usually only opened up wide like it did whenever I wanted to store something inside of it.

But that wasn’t what was happening.

A large, fleshy mound rose up from inside of Mimic’s chest. I wasn’t sure how Mimic had so much flesh hidden inside of itself to create such a mass, but it did, and it kept on growing.

And then it started to take on a more developed shape.

The lower half of the fleshy mound split into what looked like two legs, and they stepped out from the chest one at a time. They just sort of looked like slimy pillars rather than legs at first, but they were quick to take on a more specific and leg-like shape… that happened to have thin calves and incredibly thick thighs.

Then as the rest of the mass began to take shape, it became obvious what was happening.

Thick thighs.

Wide hips.

A squishy waist.

… massive breasts.

Proportionate arms.

And then a head.

There were no features on the body yet, but they came soon after, and so did a more natural skin color that wasn’t so… red and fleshy.

And the body developed all of the normal features one would expect… well, for the most part. Her feet didn’t develop separate toes nor toenails, and her crotch remained looking like a smooth doll’s without any sort of entrances, but her upper body was fully developed. She had five fingers on each hand with nails to go with them, nipples on her breasts, and then everything that a face required.

She had a cute face, too. Kind of… insane looking, if that made any sense, but also cute? Or maybe hot. I wasn’t really sure. It just sort of felt like she wasn’t really all there when I looked at her.

“My—my lord?” Ninja said. “Is… that our Mimic?”

“I’m assuming so,” I answered.

Aside from the humanoid body, the chest was still there on the ground behind her, and it was connected to right above her rear by a red, fleshy tendril. It was like she had a tail connecting her to the chest still. Or, in a way, she reminded me of an angler fish. The chest was her true body while the humanoid body was the little glowing light part that attracted fish to their doom.

But then the “tail” lifted up and took the chest with it… and wagged in the air behind her.

That tendril wagged just like Ninja’s tail could even though there was a chest attached to the end of it.

Maybe… the chest got lighter due to creating an entirely new body? Either that, or her “tail” was incredibly strong.

“This… is still you, right, Mimic?” I asked.

Mimic smiled with a wide, toothy smile… and her smile showed off just how sharp her teeth were. It was more like a shark smiling than a human smiling.

“So, if you made this body… you’re a girl?”

Mimic closed her mouth and looked confused for a moment before shrugging.

Mimic probably just… didn’t even care about what her gender could be, but she looked extremely feminine now, so I was just going to refer to her as a she. Referring to her as an “it” still just didn’t feel appropriate anymore. Well, not that it was ever really appropriate in the first place, probably.

“So, you uh… have decided on a new look?” I asked. I wasn’t really sure what else to say nor how to act. I really wasn’t expecting Mimic to suddenly give herself such a feminine body, especially not one that looked like it was taken right out of a hentai. The body she had was something that only hentai characters or expensive sex dolls had, not real women.

Mimic grinned with a smile that was rapidly becoming endearing as she nodded.

And then.

“Mas…ter!”

She spoke.

Her voice was deep and not at all feminine at first. It wasn’t masculine, either. It just sounded more like a monster trying and failing to imitate human speech.

But then she spoke again.

“Ma…Master?”

And it got more feminine.

She waited a few moments before repeating herself.

“Mast…er!”

Each time, it began to sound more like a normal voice, growing more feminine as well.

Then, with a nod and a smile, she said, “Master!”

At that point, her voice could be compared to a normal woman’s, though there was still a sort of… uncanny feeling to it. It sounded like a human’s voice, but there was just something off about it that was impossible for me to explain.

But it didn’t matter.

Mimic looked incredibly happy with herself.

Next, she took a step forward. It was a shaky, wobbly step that somehow reminded me more of a newborn deer or giraffe rather than a human. Then she took another step, this one less shaky. And another, almost perfect step.

She was rapidly improving.

“Ooh! Excellent improvement, Lady… Mimic?” Ninja cheered, unsure of how to refer to Mimic now.

Ninja’s praise made Mimic smile again.

Honestly, Mimic’s smile was kind of scary at first with just how wide and full of razor-sharp teeth it was.

But it became cute extremely fast.

And then she locked her eyes onto me.

“Master!” she shouted, throwing herself through the air at me… and tackling me down to the ground.

“My lord!” Ninja sounded panicked, probably because she was worried about me hitting my head on the ground, but Mimic didn’t allow that.

Mimic’s right arm that was behind my back deformed to create a sort of large, fleshy shield to protect my back and head with, cushioning the blow and making it feel like I landed on a soft bed instead.

And so, now I had Mimic on top of me, her arms wrapped around me, with her grinning face right above mine. “Master, Master!” she repeated. “Master, Master, Master!” She then lowered her head closer to mine in an awkward, too-fast way that sort of butted her face against mine. That didn’t stop her from then rubbing her face all over mine, though.

And this was all while the two biggest breasts I had ever seen in real life were pressing down against my still-bare chest.

It was then that I felt… something touching my cock. “Something” because her arms were behind me, yet… it felt like hands were wrapping all around my cock.

And that took a lot of hands.

“My—my lord,” Ninja said. “She… has created a dozen new hands from her stomach…”

Alright.

That was weird.

Yes, it felt good to have a bunch of soft, warm hands completely covering my cock and balls.

But it still felt weird and I wasn’t even entirely sure that Mimic understood how consent really worked, so I reached up to grab her by the sides of her head, pulled her away from my face, and looked right into her eyes. “Mimic, stop.”

Mimic wore a blank expression on her face as the feeling of all those extra hands disappeared.

“Thank you. Let’s… let’s go back and figure things out before we… do that, alright?”

There were a few different things I wanted to absolutely confirm before I did anything perverted with Mimic.

Fortunately, Mimic was alright with that seeing as how she gave me one of her usual salutes to show she understood.

Except… she didn’t salute with her arm like a normal person would.

Instead, she saluted with her tongue just like she always did before she got her new body.

And that meant she stuck her extremely long, thick, drooling tongue out from her mouth to salute me with it. Her tongue was as long as my forearm and half as wide as it.

…

I had to investigate Mimic with Scientist while Ninja kept Guide locked in a different room. Guide wasn’t allowed to see the new Mimic until we made sure everything was alright.


Chapter 9

Me, Ninja, and Mimic went back to the house after finishing up getting everything that we needed in the cave to build the ship’s escape pods. Or lifeboats. Whatever I was going to make with them. Same purpose, different forms.

As for Mimic… she happily walked at my side the entire time, clinging to my arm while her tongue kept on poking various parts of my body. And whenever she wasn’t poking my body with her tongue, she was repeating, “Master, Master!” over and over again. It almost sounded as if she was singing it at times.

And once we made it back, I had Mimic sit outside the wall while me and Ninja went inside.

But something… weird happened.

When I looked back just to make sure Mimic wasn’t watching us, I… saw one of her eyes sticking out from a long tendril poking up over the wall to watch us from the other side.

Yep.

That was definitely weird.

So, ignoring that, we opened the door to the house and—

“See? You know how to be a good little piggy after all,” Guide said, standing over a clothed but bound-by-rope Scientist who was tied up on the ground underneath her, one of Guide’s feet pressing down against Scientist’s head.

“Piggy?” I asked.

Guide froze perfectly still.

Then she began to turn red.

That was when Scientist said, “Surprised embarrassment. Guide has been helping me explore fetishes. This is a combination of degradation and bondage. Guide receives high marks in rope play, but I have come to the conclusion that she is too nice to use harsh degradation methods.”

Guide took a deep breath to calm herself down. “I… don’t like insulting any of you or being mean.”

“Appreciative nod. To elaborate on my previous conclusion, while Guide is not good at being mean, her trying her best to despite feeling apprehensive about it has a charm to it that is equally as good as what I suspect true degradation may be like.”

Guide looked away with a hint of red coloring her cheeks. “Well… I’m glad that you still enjoy it.” Then she cleared her throat. “Anyways! Welcome back!” She tried to look behind me and Ninja. “Where’s Mimic?” The worry in her voice was immediately obvious.

I liked that. Guide really did see Mimic as just another one of us whose life was worth no less. “Mimic is fine,” I said. “Just chilling outside. Anyways,” I looked at Ninja.

Ninja nodded at me and then ran up to Guide. “Lady Guide! I finally… did what you told me to do! And showed him the truth!”

Guide’s worry was replaced by lewd interest in an instant. “Oh? How’d it go? You have to tell me all the details.”

Ninja grabbed Guide’s hand and tried her best to subtly lead Guide towards the bedroom to separate her from me and Scientist.

But… Guide didn’t fall for it.

She noticed she was being led away and shot a knowing glance at me.

She knew something was up.

But while she didn’t fall for it, she did play along with it and let Ninja lead her away.

To be fair, Ninja made it pretty obvious she was purposely trying to pull Guide away from the rest of us.

And just as I thought Guide was dealt with… she leaned back through the doorway to poke her head out through it, looked straight at me, and asked, “Promise Mimic is fine?”

“I guess it makes sense that nothing gets by the guide,” I replied. “I promise Mimic is healthy, happy, and fine.”

“I’m curious, but… I suppose I have a story to hear first.” She disappeared back into the bedroom after that, even closing the door behind her.

I wasn’t sure if she closed the door to play along some more or if because she just really liked to open and close doors.

Probably the latter.

Anyways, I looked down at Scientist who was still bound on the floor, unable to move on her own.

“So,” I said. “How’s the weather down there?”

“Amused giggle,” Scientist replied.

“Need some help?”

“Confirming nod.”

“I would offer to just pick you up and carry you outside, but I feel like you’re going to want free hands for what you’re going to see.”

“Inquisitive eyebrow raise.”

“You’re a dork, Scientist.”

“Happy smile.”

After untying Scientist from the elaborate rope bondage that Guide somehow seemingly perfected while we were gone, I led her outside to the other side of the wall where we saw Mimic.

Just… normal Mimic.

Normal, chest-y Mimic.

“Mimic?” I asked. “What happened to your—”

Mimic’s lid flew open and out popped her new body, flying straight toward me in a surprise attack that once again knocked me over onto the ground. “Master!”

“Understanding nod,” Scientist said. “I see why you obviously had Ninja separate Guide from us.”

“Was… it really that obvious?” I asked.

“Nod.”

Mimic ignored our conversation to do the now-very-Mimic thing of repeating, “Master, Master!” while rubbing her face down against mine.

“Curious. Has Mimic had this transforming capability the entire time?”

“No idea,” I answered.

I let Mimic have her way nuzzling against me while me and Scientist talked.

“Excitement. What prompted the transformation?” Scientist asked.

As much as I felt guilty about admitting it, I told her the truth. “She transformed… right after uh… I accidentally came on her and she licked up and swallowed my cum.”

“Interesting. Potentially criminal, but interesting.”

“Please help me confirm there’s nothing criminal about it.”

“Understood. I already theorized that is why you brought me out here to see her before Guide sees her.”

Scientist already knew me and Guide so well. “Thank you,” I said.

“You are welcome. First question, to discover the cause before we investigate the legal factors. Mimic?”

Mimic tilted her head to face Mimic while still keeping herself pressed against me.

“Are you capable of transforming into other forms, or are you only able to transform into this form?”

Mimic got off me, stood up, and then transformed… into a zombie. Then she transformed into a slime. And then an ant. Every time, the chest remained connected to her via the “tail.”

“I see,” Scientist said. “Can you transform into a chair?”

Mimic returned to her humanoid form and shook her head.

“What about me?”

Mimic nodded and turned into a near-perfect replica of Scientist, at least as far as overall shape went.

“Interesting. Can you turn into a bird?”

Mimic returned to her original humanoid form before shaking her head again.

“Have you ever eaten a bird?”

Another shake.

“Have you eaten slimes and zombies?”

A nod.

“I see. I believe I understand now.”

“That was fast,” I said.

“The most common explanation is that she can mimic the appearance of anything she has eaten. As for why she can mimic humanoid appearances such as ours now, that is due to consuming your semen. Semen may not be the same as a body, but it does create the code for creating one, so she has gained the ability to create humanoid bodies for herself by consuming your sperm.”

Mimic nodded before looking at me again. “Master!”

“I guess that makes sense,” I said. “And it’s kind of obvious now that you’ve pointed it out.”

Scientist then said, “There are five hundred and thirty-seven questions I wish to ask and nearly two thousand and three experiments I want to run with Mimic, but I will skip to the legal questions now.”

I gulped. I wasn’t sure I’d be alright with the answers, but they needed to be known. “Alright. How do we do this?”

“First, we must test her intelligence. It is considered unethical to mate with animals not because they are different species, but because of their intelligence. A non-human animal does not have the same level of intelligence nor the understanding that a human has to give true consent. Before anything else, we must confirm Mimic’s intelligence.”

“Alright.” I looked at Mimic. “Try your best to answer all of Scientist’s questions, alright?”

Mimic nodded and showed off her sharp grin.

“First question,” Scientist said. “What is two plus two?”

“Master!” Mimic answered.

I felt a sinking feeling in my gut.

“Are you incapable of saying anything other than ‘Master?’” Scientist asked.

“Master,” Mimic replied.

“Understood.” Scientist looked at me. “Do you understand that if she is not intelligent nor mature, that it will look bad that you have groomed her into calling you ‘Master’ and only being able to say that?”

“It’s not my fault!” I answered. “I—she must have… picked it up from when I asked Ninja to call me that…”

“I do not believe that excuse will hold up in court seeing as how she should potentially not have been permitted to watch nor hear that engagement in the first place.”

I looked at Mimic with desperation and asked, “Use your fingers. What’s two plus two?”

Mimic held up four fingers.

I felt like dropping to my knees and praying. “Thank you, Mimic. Thank you.”

“Understanding basic math in a spoken format, and following your instructions to use her hands, is promising for her intelligence. Next question. What are you?”

Mimic tilted her head before stepping aside and pointing at her chest.

“Next question.”

And so, Scientist’s long series of questions began, all to answer whether or not Mimic had human-comparable intelligence.

It took an hour before she was finally satisfied.

“Conclusion reached,” Scientist said.

At that point, I was sitting cross-legged on the grass with Mimic sitting on my lap, rocking from side to side with her tail and chest curving around me.

“What’s the verdict?” I asked.

“While Mimic seems incapable of saying anything other than ‘Master,’ there is no reason to believe she is any less intelligent than the average adult human. She understands what she is, who we are, basic math, is capable of critical thinking, understands our questions and is able to communicate with us even when we use advanced language, and also understands and is able to create art.”

Mimic drew a picture of us in the dirt next to us. It looked like a children’s picture, which made it adorable and endearing, but it was still a picture.

“This confirms that any perverse acts with her are not bestiality,” Scientist said. “She has human-comparable intelligence and understands everything that she needs to understand in order to give proper consent. However, we must now ascertain whether or not it is pedophilia. She may understand, but that does not mean she is of sexual maturity for her species.”

I gulped again. Her only calling me one word and not saying anything else, and the childish picture she drew in the dirt next to us, weren’t making me feel good about the odds.

“Mimic, are you sexually mature? Would you be considered a legal adult among your species, such as being at least eighteen years or older?” Scientist asked.

Mimic nodded.

“Alright. She is sexually mature.”

I did a double take. “Is—is it that easy?”

“Unless you plan on acquiring a copy of her birth certificate to confirm this yourself, her word is all we have to take for it. She is as intelligent as an adult. She understands consent and other mature concepts. She is deliberately using a sexually mature body as an appearance, one that would never be possible on somebody who is underage. Her facial features are also those of an adult woman, and she herself claims to be mature. There is no reason to believe she is not sexually mature and legal. Therefore, as she is both intelligent and mature, she is officially safe to introduce to Guide with her new body.”

“Master!” Mimic cheered, turning her head around to look at me with a smile.

But…

She turned her head around too much.

If a human turned their head around like that, they’d break their neck or sever their spine or something. She completely turned it around in the same way that an owl could.

I had to grab her head and turn it back around the right way. “Humans can’t twist their necks like that, Mimic. Don’t do that while using this body, alright?”

“Master.”

“Thank you.”

Scientist blinked. “Did you already understand the intent behind her various ‘Masters?’”

“Yeah, it’s pretty easy. She might only say Master, but she can still use different tones. Besides, I’m used to having to interpret her body language and random gurgling noises.”

“Impressive. Not only are you able to understand me, but you understand Mimic as well.”

“You’re both important to me, so of course I can.”

Scientist’s emotions were subtle—almost so subtle that they were impossible to notice, but I still picked them up. Even if it was just the slightest upward twice of her lips, I saw Scientist smile.

Mimic smiled, too, with a grin that was a billion times more obvious than Scientist’s smile.

“Question,” Scientist then said, looking at Mimic.

Mimic tilted her head.

“Since you are seemingly capable of freely manipulating your body, are you able to open your body up without harming yourself?”

Mimic nodded… and then… well… I couldn’t really see it since I was technically behind her due to her sitting on my lap and facing Scientist, but… the front of her torso opened up with two different flips sticking out to the sides, exposing whatever was inside of her to Scientist.

I never saw Scientist look so excited before.

“Extreme excitement and scientific curiosity,” Scientist said, her voice just slightly faster than usual. “It is possible to perform an autopsy on you while you are still alive to discover how your body functions.”

Mimic closed herself up and nodded at Scientist.

We went from confirming that Mimic was legal to talking about performing live autopsies on her.

The whiplash was enough to just… leave me silent.


Chapter 10

Mimic didn’t want to leave my side, but she also wanted to play along with all of Scientist’s questions and experiments, so… I stayed outside and just sort of looked away while Scientist explored Mimic’s body.

The noises I could hear during it were more than I was already comfortable with.

Once they were done, Scientist said, “Satisfied sigh,” and Mimic returned to my side to cling to my arm.

“Do I even want to ask what you’ve discovered?” I asked.

“It is very interesting.”

I sighed. “Alright. Shoot.”

“Happy smile. To start, it would appear that her attached chest is still her true body. It has everything that could be considered organs inside of it. The human body, and the other bodies she is capable of using, have bones to support their structures when necessary but no organs. She is capable of creating organs but seems to not require them. For example, her human body’s mouth leads to her tail which leads into her true body. Anything she consumes with her human mouth still ends up in her chest and is digested normally there. It would also appear that she has created vocal cords inside of her chest which explains why her voice sounds slightly strange. A human’s vocal cords are part of the larynx in their neck. Her organ equivalent to a human’s larynx is inside of her chest, meaning that her voice is transmitted through her tail up through her human body until it reaches her mouth. She is also capable of creating any number of limbs belonging to anything that she has consumed before, and may also mix-and-match different body parts from different species. She has proven herself capable of taking the form of an ant with human arms instead of ant legs. She also covered her body in eyes and mouths. It is even possible for her to turn her body into one giant limb, and so on. It is fascinating how many combinations are possible, all with the chest remaining as her true body that is seemingly incapable of changing.”

“Are there any downsides to any of this?”

“Yes. It appears that her tail is the vital organ used to manage whatever body she creates with her mass. It is like the hand that controls the puppet. If her tail is severed, then I suspect she would lose control over whatever body she has created with her mass, and I am not sure she would be able to recover that. Perhaps if she consumes her own mass, she would be able to use it again. As for what these transformed bodies are, that is all they appear to be: biological mass. Most likely gathered overtime from consuming other forms of mass. Rather than have to excrete the leftover mass in some form, not that any of us need to in this world, she appears to have an actual reason for why she does not have to. She does not have organs for that purpose, but she does have ‘tanks’ inside of her chest used to condense and store leftover mass. This mass is what she uses to grant herself this puppetry ability.”

“So, rather than… be like a classic mimic that can just transform into whatever she wants, it’s more like she’s always stuck as a chest for her true body, but she can create and control puppets using her stored flesh—mass?”

“Nod. But I wish to assert that they are not true puppets. A puppet is something independent from one’s body. These creations of hers may be comparable to puppets, but they are still a part of her. Her tail is essentially her spine and brain that she is connecting to them. They may not be her ‘true’ body, but I believe they can still be referred to as ‘her.’”

“Sounds good to me. Are there any other positives that you might’ve figured out?”

“Inconclusive. You monitored her health and it did not change regardless of the form she took, and with the slime tests, she performed the same amount of damage to them regardless of her form or what part of her transformed body she used to attack them with. It appears that any change is purely cosmetic. Though, in a hypothetical situation where perhaps somebody is out of regular reach, she could potentially create an extremely long arm to grab them. Or in the case of fighting enemies, she could use extended limbs to grapple onto them during a situation where she would not normally be able to reach them.”

So, it sounded like Mimic’s new body and potential other bodies weren’t purely cosmetic. They might not have changed her health nor damage, but they could still potentially be used in helpful ways. Heck, she already proved that just by shielding me during the fall earlier.

“Master!” Mimic said, slipping out her long-as-ever tongue to lap at the side of my face.

“Oh, and her tongue extends through her tail,” Scientist added on. “That tongue is the same one we have always seen. It is simply long enough to reach from her true body, through her tail, and out through her mouth. It appears to be more of a tongue-shaped tentacle than a tongue.”

“Master, Master!”

“As for why she seems only capable of saying that one word… I have no idea, and she refuses to use it when speaking to me. Slight disappointment.”

Mimic looked at Scientist and petted the top of her head.

“Pleased smile.”

Mimic looked at me again. “Master!”

“Slight, but non serious, jealousy.”

I petted Mimic in the same way that she petted Scientist, causing her to grin with closed eyes. “If it makes you jealous, then I can’t wait to see how jealous it makes Guide,” I said.

“It will likely induce intense feelings of playful jealousy as she tries to get Mimic to call her anything. I also theorize that she will try to ‘win’ Mimic from you by spoiling her as one might when trying to make a child or pet like them more than their competition.”

Mimic shook her head and tightly hugged my arm. “Master!”

“I expect that Guide will not be having her way regardless of what she attempts.”

Mimic nodded, looking up at me still. “Master.”

I sighed and smiled at Mimic. “I bet you never expected this sort of outcome when you first tried killing me in the cave.”

Mimic smiled some more and rubbed her face against my neck. “Master, Master!”

“Question,” Scientist said.

“Answer,” I replied.

“Amused giggle. Is it safe to assume that Mimic is part of our relationship now?”

Mimic looked at Scientist with an expression that almost looked… insulted.

“I see, my apologies.”

I blinked a couple of times. “What?”

“She feels offended that I have asked such an obvious question.”

“You can tell that just from her face?”

“Nod. During the interview process with her, I have realized just how expressive she is. I like that. I often struggle to understand the expressions of others, especially those who are as unexpressive as me, but Mimic is very… animated in her expressions and tone of voice. After realizing this and studying her expressions earlier, I believe I can safely estimate whatever she is feeling or thinking with ninety-seven percent accuracy.”

Mimic nodded and let go of my arm to hop over to Scientist… and hugged her. And then licked her face.

Though, Scientist seemed more interested in the fact that Mimic’s breasts were even bigger than her own. “I see. So this is what it is like to be hugged by a woman with even larger breasts. I never expected to experience such a sensation. Though, I am curious regarding why she gave herself such a body in the first place.” Scientist looked at me. “What were you and Ninja doing when you accidentally fed Mimic your semen?”

“A-ah… well, she was… using her breasts on me, mainly,” I answered.

“I see. Because Mimic is so close to you, and she watched how much you enjoyed Ninja’s breasts, then perhaps that is why she gave herself such an excessive size.”

Mimic nodded and licked Scientist’s face again.

“In that case, it appears that she desires to model her body after whatever she believes you want.”

And another lick.

“So,” I said, “then… just to experiment here… for the sake of… you know… science… Mimic, can you—can you… for science, make your breasts even bigger?”

Mimic stepped away from Scientist and nodded.

And then she grew her breasts.

Though, I noticed that as she increased the size of her breasts, the rest of her body grew slightly smaller. She must have been at her limit of available mass already to have the body that she did. So, to make her breasts even bigger, she had to steal some mass from the rest of her body.

Also… her breasts became ridiculously massive.

“Let’s—let’s go back to how they were before,” I said. “I don’t think any one woman needs that much boob.”

Scientist raised her hand.

“Yeah?” I asked.

“I believe such breasts would be even more efficient in pleasuring your penis,” Scientist explained. “At the size they have grown to, they would be able to completely bury it between them, which none of us are currently able to do even when working together.”

“You’re… not wrong… but… I can’t just… shamelessly ask Mimic to actually keep her boobs that big… right? That—that would be wrong and selfish and… I’d definitely deserve to be judged as a degenerate pervert taking advantage of Mimic for doing that. Right?”

“I believe that both me and Guide would have her do it for us if we could. Ninja is too innocent to make that request, but we would without hesitation.”

Mimic hopped over to me, grabbed my hands, and placed them on her now massive breasts while smiling up at me. “Master?”

I took a deep breath, sighed, and then brought one hand up to rest on Mimic’s shoulder. “Mimic… I feel like a horrible pervert, and I really shouldn’t be asking you something like this when there are so many more important things to worry about, but… please keep your boobs this way.”

Mimic smiled and let out a happy, “Master!” before hugging herself against me.

Scientist raised her hand again. “I call being next to be hugged with her new size.”

Somehow, it felt like my life just got even more ridiculous than it already was despite the fact that I was living and fighting for my life in some sort of weird game-like world.

…

But I wasn’t complaining.


Chapter 11

“Ooh! Mimic! You’re so… hot!” Guide cheered, eyes full of excitement as she looked over the smiling Mimic. “But come on! Call me Master, too!”

Mimic pointed at me and said, “Master.”

“But—but me! Call me that!”

Mimic pointed at Guide… and said nothing.

“C-come on… at least—what about Mistress?”

Mimic remained silent.

“Please?”

Mimic then grabbed my left arm to hug it against the side of her breasts. “Master!”

With a defeated sigh, Guide sat down on the chair in the main room and sighed. “This isn’t fair. I want a shapeshifting pet that calls me Master. One day. One day I’ll get you to call me Master.”

Mimic rested the side of her head against my shoulder. “Master.”

Guide sighed again. “By the way, since you’re… new to having this sort of body, you might want to reduce the size of those weapons when you’re not hanging out around us. I mean, please, by all means, keep them that massive when we’re just hanging out or sharing a bed, but if you fight with that body… they’ll be flopping everywhere, you know?”

Mimic looked down at her chest as they decreased to a much more manageable size, adding height back to the rest of her body in the process.

That prompted Guide to look at me and ask, “Why do you look so surprised?”

“I… didn’t consider that,” I answered. “I… felt guilty for asking her to make them that big… for some reason, I think I felt like they were going to be permanently that size and didn’t consider that she could just make them smaller again whenever she needs to.”

“Even though you literally watched her change in front of you?”

“Look, I’m new to this. I’m not used to being able to tell somebody to just increase or decrease their bust size.”

Guide chuckled. “Fair enough. Anyways, how’d your trip go aside from all the fun you’ve had with chests?”

I looked at Ninja’s chest as soon as Guide said that, and I probably got a bit red remembering what happened. So, I shook my head to take my mind off those thoughts and gave Guide a serious answer. “Got everything I need to make emergency lifeboats for our ship, and I also picked up this.” I went into my inventory to pull out the [False Diamond] and hold it in my palm. “Almost forgot it and actually started to leave with it since my mind was preoccupied by Mimic’s transformation, but I ran back and grabbed it. With this, getting the [Deceiver’s Ego] won’t be too hard.”

“And what else do you need for that?”

“It’s an ego that mostly uses modded items, this diamond being the exception. First, I need to craft a basic shirt, hood, and pants. That’s easy. Then one of the mods allows for crafting those into ‘Thief Armor’ set by combining with [Black Dye]. Once that’s done, all I have to do is look around for some normal chests to find a [Thief’s Dagger], which isn’t too rare, and find a [False Flower]. That has a chance of randomly dropping whenever I harvest any flowers, so I’ll have to run around the forest a bit until I find one. I can already make the clothes from all the silk we’ve got, so that’s taken care of, but I still need to find some dye. [Black Dye] is usually kind of complicated to get, but if all my mods are active, then there should be blackberries that I can get and craft into it. And if I go around looking for those, then… I might as well go for another fun ego.”

“Well, do go on.”

“I needed to give my mouth a break.”

“That’s what she said.” Guide wiggled her eyebrows and shot a pair of finger guns at me.

I could only smile when I saw that. “Good one. Anyways, there’s another ego. It’s kind of useless, but I might as well gather it, especially since it’ll have to combine with others later. The [Very Berry] ego. Basically, it’s just an ego that is made by combining all the basic berries.”

“Ooh. What’s that one do?”

“It makes it look like berries are exploding around the weapon whenever you attack with it. That’s it.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah. It’s purely cosmetic fun.”

“What about the deceiver one?”

“Also mostly just for fun, but also a bit useful. Every attack… wait. In this world, where I’ve got something broken like a chainsaw that ignores normal attack speed limitations and deals damage as long as it’s in contact with its target… [Deceiver’s Ego] might be broken.”

“Sounds fun. Don’t leave us hanging.”

“Alright. So, basically, what it did in vanilla is every time you deal damage, you spawn a [Fake Diamond]. Not a real [Fake Diamond], but a fake [Fake Diamond], meaning one you can’t actually pick up or anything. It looks pretty cool when it happens. Very flashy. With fast attack rates and hitting multiple enemies at a time, you can cause like, waves of diamonds to just explode in the air all around them. Anyways, what these diamonds do is—each one has a small chance, I think it was like a one percent chance of distracting nearby enemies and causing them to focus on it instead for a couple of seconds. Doesn’t work on bosses. It might not sound that impressive, but it would draw the attention of everything that can see it. That’s two seconds worth of crowd controlling potentially dozens or hundreds of enemies. Combine that with being able to attack as fast as I can with my chainsaw, and setting enemies on fire with my flamethrower, then potentially hundreds of those diamonds could spawn and keep anything that I’m not currently attacking CC’ed. Not to mention that the [Deceiver’s Ego] is one of the egos that combines with the [Shinobi Ego]. I’ve got the full set of shinobi armor from killing the Slime Monarch all those times, so all I need now is a… I’m stupid.”

“Hi, Stupid. I’m Guide.”

“Of course you would.”

I looked at Ninja.

There she was, listening to our conversation with twitching ears and a swishing tail, looking perfectly like a normal person. Not like an NPC.

But, technically, she was one.

What could the Ninja NPC do in the game thanks to the power of mods?

Be a merchant.

What did the Ninja NPC sell as a merchant?

Everything else needed for the [Shinobi Ego].

I just… in the same way that I didn’t look at Guide and immediately think of having her write things down in her book, and in the same way that I didn’t look at Scientist and jump straight to thinking of opening up a research menu, I didn’t look at Ninja and think of buying anything from her. Besides, in our world, where would she get it from? She wasn’t carrying around a backpack full of wares or anything, and I personally confirmed she wasn’t hiding a whole shop’s worth of items under her clothes… though, maybe if her breasts managed to evade me for that long, some items did.

“Hey, Ninja,” I said. “Got anything for sale?”

Ninja’s ears shot straight up. “I do, my lord! A-ah… I… I do?”

A window showed up between the two of us after that. Surely enough, it had everything there. I could buy a replica of her sword, cosmetic clothes that looked like hers, and there were some other random cosmetic items that could be placed around for decoration. And kunai. Can never forget about ninjas and kunai.

All I needed was the sword and kunai, and then those could be combined with the shinobi armor to create the ego… well, it wasn’t that easy. I still needed an ego altar, and those could only be found in biome temples. They were like a halfway point between mini-dungeons and full dungeons, and our current biome didn’t have one.

So, since I didn’t have access to an altar yet, I closed the window and said, “Thanks for confirming that, Ninja.”

“You are welcome, my lord?” Ninja replied, still sounding confused about how she had things to sell in the first place.

There were few things cuter in the world than a confused Ninja.

That aside, it was about time to turn in for the day. Or at least, it was time to be lazy for the rest of the day.

“I feel like having a fire outside tonight. I’ll go put down a campfire and some chairs,” I said.

“Oh? Any special reason why?” Guide asked.

“Nope. Just feel like it.”

“Well, it sounds nice, so count me in.”

“Me as well, my lord!” Ninja joined in.

“Nod,” Scientist said.

Mimic, however, decided to flex on the others by just sitting down on top of her original chest.

Mimic’s body just got more and more useful.


Chapter 12

The five of us had a pretty nice night. We ended up sitting around the campfire outside in our own chairs until I just… fell asleep in it. It was nice. It wasn’t exactly comfy, but we were outside at night around a campfire enjoying each other’s company. It was peaceful, and peaceful was tiring.

When I woke up, I found myself in the bedroom. Ninja probably carried me in there, I figured.

Everybody else was sound asleep, too. It seemed like I was the only one awake and I was wide awake. Falling back asleep was going to be impossible, and it… was kind of hot in there with so many bodies on one bed. It didn’t help that Mimic joined in by sleeping at the foot of the mattress, too.

That meant I needed some space if I didn’t want to start off the day being all sweaty.

I carefully got out of bed without bothering anybody and went outside to… I wasn’t sure what to do, so I just sort of walked around outside in the grass and did some random stretches. I probably looked pretty silly, but nobody was around to judge me. More importantly, it was nice and cool outside. That was so refreshing after waking up inside of a small bedroom with four other people on the bed.

However, after stretching down to touch my toes, I stood back up straight and noticed somebody standing right in front of me wondering what I was doing.

Mimic.

Admittedly, I jumped a bit when I saw her standing there.

“You scared me, Mimic,” I said.

Mimic smiled with her toothy grin.

“Sorry, did I wake you up when I got up?”

She shook her head.

“Guess we’re both early risers today then. Well, if you’re up… want to head to the cave? Might as well get a bit more mining and exploring done. I feel like that cave is reaching its limit, so might as well finish it up.”

Mimic was quick to shake her head.

“Alright. Just let me go let Guide know. I don’t want them waking up later and wondering where we are and worrying.”

Mimic gave me a little salute, and then I went inside back to the bedroom.

Guide, Ninja, and Scientist were all still on the bed sprawled out in various positions. They were all over each other now that me and Mimic weren’t there taking up any space. Guide and Scientist occupied most of the bed with their limbs randomly crossing over each other while Ninja took up residence at the foot of the bed where Mimic previously was.

I carefully walked up next to where Guide was and poked her cheek.

“Nn… Player… just stick it in… don’t poke me with it…”

Of course that’s what she’d think I was doing.

I poked her cheek some more until she swatted her hand at me, and it was only then that she slowly opened up her eyes to look at me. “Player? Something wrong?”

I shook my head and said, “Me and Mimic are awake, so we’re going to go get a bit more mining done. I just wanted to let you know so you don’t wonder where we are later.”

“Nn… be safe, okay?”

“Of course.”

“Kiss me before you leave…”

Of course.

I kissed her, prompting her to smile against my lips, and she went back to sleep basically right after.

I just had to hope that she would actually remember being woken up to told where I was going.

But, since I gave Guide a warning, I went back outside to where Mimic was waiting, and the two of us went back to the usual cave.

It was nice walking in the quiet, morning air with Mimic. Sure, she occasionally made some strange stomach sounds that could come from any part of her body instead of only her stomach, but it was mostly pretty quiet aside from some birds chirping. But nobody was going to complain about chirping birds ruining the silence.

Once we made it into the cave, it felt even quieter than usual. It probably wasn’t, really, but after walking through the quiet morning, it just felt like it was. Then again, it might have also had to do with not going with anybody who could talk. Sure, Mimic could technically talk, but we weren’t having conversations. The most she’d do is say “Master” every now and then whenever I asked her something or told her to keep an eye out.

It was actually a pretty efficient mining trip. As much as I enjoyed Ninja’s company, I frequently got distracted wanting to pet her, tease her, or do lewd things with her. Sure, I wanted to basically do all of that with Mimic, too, but it still kind of felt… a bit wrong, at least for now, to think of Mimic that way.

That didn’t stop me from thinking of her that way, but it did stop me from acting that way with her.

That aside, in what was probably only two hours, we managed to accomplish what felt like a full day of mining already. We were quiet and efficient. Mimic killed everything and I mined everything.

We even found another chest, but… well, as fun as the item inside of it was, it wasn’t exactly useful.

Why?

Because it was just a cosmetic dress.

A [Maid Uniform].

Its only purpose was to make the wearer look like a cute maid. That was it.

Maybe I’d give it to one of the girls.

After finding that chest, I figured it was time for us to take a break.

It was especially obvious that it was time to take a break when Mimic kept on looking at me and mumbling “Master.” Then after a while of that, she started grabbing my hand and placing it on her head.

So, break time it was.

“Let’s rest here for now,” I said since we found a nice, empty room with only one way in that could easily be blocked off.

Mimic dropped to the ground almost immediately when I said that. That made me wonder if she got more tired out than I was aware. If she did before, it was hard to tell since she just looked like a chest. Now that she had a humanoid form to be expressive was, it was far easier to read her mood and get an idea for how she felt.

And then I noticed something when I looked at her to see what she was doing.

She was playing with a familiar item.

A medal.

The accessory that I used to tame her with.

“You still have that?” I asked.

Mimic looked at me with a tilted head. “Master?” Then she held the medal out toward me as if offering me a closer look at it.

I went to grab it, and she let me, but when I tried to pull it away, she came with it and never let go of it for even a second. When I tried to lift it up, I pulled her with it. “Can you let go of it?”

Mimic shook her head. The next thing I saw was her absorbing it back into her body… as if it was just another fleshy imitation.

“I think I get it. That’s not the original, it’s you.”

Mimic nodded with a wide smile. She even reached up to pet the top of my head.

She must have learned that from seeing me and Guide pet Ninja all the time as praise. So, when it came to me being right about something… Mimic figured petting me was the appropriate thing to do.

That was cute.

“So, you can recreate anything you’ve eaten. I guess that means if I feed you a weapon, you could recreate it and use it, but it probably won’t be functional if it’s special, and it probably won’t boost your damage or anything. Could make giving you some clothes easy, though, so that you’re not walking around naked all the—wait…”

Mimic tilted her head again as I opened up my inventory.

Was I really going to do what I was thinking of?

Would I actually subject Mimic to that?

Sure, Mimic would probably be happy to do it, I’d be happy to see it, and the others would all love it as well probably, but… part of me still felt guilty for even thinking about doing it.

But at the same time, the item had no other purpose outside of cosmetics, and I couldn’t really imagine the others wearing it…

Well, to be fair, I couldn’t imagine Mimic wearing it, either. That sort of thing didn’t feel fitting for any of them.

But I couldn’t resist after all.

I took the [Maid Uniform] out of my inventory and held it in my hands. “Mimic… would you eat this and wear it? Think of it as… science, to, you know, see if it would work how I think it would.”

Mimic gave me another smile before lashing her excessively long tongue out toward the dress, wrapping around it, and pulling the entire dress into her mouth. She then swallowed it with one dramatic gulp that bulged her throat out.

Considering that Mimic was still naked, incredibly attractive, and making such blatant swallowing noises—it was impossible for that to not have a certain impact on me.

“Alright, Mimic, can you wear that now?” I asked.

Mimic looked herself over for a moment before nodding. The same dress that she just ate then appeared on her body bit by bit, coming out through her skin with a fleshy color before matching the original color of it once it was fully formed on her.

And she looked…

Adorable. Really, really adorable.

Mimic went from being almost entirely sex appeal to being just… so cute. The dress was pretty conservative and didn’t show off any more skin than it needed to, and she just looked so happy to be wearing it.

Though… the sex appeal was still there. Due to the size of her breasts, even though the dress didn’t show off any cleavage or anything, it still formed around her breasts and tightly hugged them. It showed off basically their exact size even while fully covering them.

But her chest aside, she looked adorable.

Mimic then stood up, did a little twirl which almost sent the chest at the end of her tail flying into me, and then looked at me with a polite curtsy and gentle smile. “Master?”

“Where’d you learn how to do all that?” I asked, seeing as how she seemed to have the maid behavior down without ever seeing a maid in action.

“Master!”

“I guess it’ll be a mystery.”

“Master?”

“Yeah?”

Mimic looked herself over and then looked at me again.

It was hard to tell what she was trying to say, but… I had an idea. “Do you want to know what I think?”

She excitedly nodded.

“I think you look great. You look really cute. And,” my eyes were still drawn toward her chest, “still kind of sexy, too.”

Mimic practically purred with happiness before throwing herself at me, pressing her chest against my abdomen as she looped her arms around my neck to nuzzle her face against the top of my chest. “Master, Master!”

She must have been really happy. She made noises that could be… kind of compared to purring before, but she was really doing it now.

“You look really cute, Mimic,” I said.

Mimic purred even louder and rubbed her face against my neck.

“Super adorable. The cutest mimic to ever live.”

She hugged me even harder.

“You’re the best mimic in the entire universe, Mimic.”

Her tail wagged behind her.

Seriously, just how much cuter could she get?

Mimic then slipped down my body a bit to spread out across my lower half, on her side, with her breasts pressed against the top of my lap and crotch while she curled up as much as she could against me. Then, in perhaps one of the cutest moments she ever had, she grabbed my hand and brought it to the top of her head while looking up at me with a smile.

And once my hand was back on her head, she rested her arm atop the side of her chest and closed her eyes.

I felt like I had a curled-up kitten resting on my lap.

How was our break supposed to end?

“Master,” Mimic said, her eyes now open and looking up into mine.

“Yeah?” I asked.

“Master.”

“I’m not sure what you’re trying to say.”

Mimic looked a bit frustrated, which was also adorable, before… part of her cheek facing upward turned into another mouth. This mouth then opened and closed as if it were talking while she pointed a single finger up at my own mouth.

I had to watch for a few moments before I could come up with a theory about what she wanted. “Do you… want me to talk?”

Mimic’s cheek returned to normal as she smiled and nodded.

“Alright. Well, now I just have to find out what to talk about.”

Mimic held an upturned hand in front of me and created a miniature replica of me standing on top of it, my copy’s feet connected to her via her palm. She then shrunk down the copy of me until it was only half the size before looking at me and nodding again.

Me… and she made me smaller…

“Do you want me to talk about when I was a kid?” I asked.

Another nod from her.

“You do a pretty good job of getting your point across without having to say anything.”

Mimic smiled when she heard that.

“But, well, there’s not much for me to talk about as far as my childhood goes. Most of it is pretty boring and depressing. I’ll try to think of some happy or fun things to say about it, but… most of it was me being pulled around by my parents forcing me to do everything and anything. I had private tutors for school, instruments, they made me play sports, I had to take these special classes for how to socialize properly, and just… lots of random bullshit to try and shape me into the perfect son that they wanted. Little did they know I’d turn out to be anything other than perfect, and they basically disowned me once they realized their failure. Man, the more I think about it… the more I realize I seriously don’t have any positive memories from my childhood.”

Mimic frowned a little and shrunk the copy of me in her hand until it was even smaller.

“I don’t remember anything from even younger than that.”

Then she made it larger again, though not as large as it originally was.

“Hmm. My teenage years? That was when they made the mistake of trusting that I wouldn’t get around their parental controls on the computer they bought me. We had a dedicated IT guy who was supposed to check it and make sure that I wasn’t hiding anything on it, but he was pretty cool and lied about it to them for me. Still not sure why. I know that he knew, but I never found out why he lied to them about it. But yeah, I was more than happy to let the internet ‘corrupt’ me and teach me things like, ‘hey, you don’t have to be a slave to your parents.’ I didn’t do a good job of hiding my ‘corruption’, though, because I was basically disowned as soon as I was eighteen when they legally didn’t have to care about me anymore. They knew they failed and cut their losses, and did a bunch of legal stuff to make sure I’d never see a single cent of their wealth when they die. I know because they told me about it. They didn’t want me to look forward to their deaths or anything like that. Little did they know that I already was and hearing that only made me look forward to it even more.”

I noticed a look of surprise on Mimic’s face as she listened to me ranting.

“Ah… sorry. I—I guess I probably shouldn’t openly admit something like that. It makes me a pretty bad person. Even if they were horrible parents, I still shouldn’t want them to die… probably. Well, in my defense, I’m not actively hoping they die or anything. It’s just, you know, I won’t be sad at all when they do.”

Mimic shook her head before creating two more copies of people on her hand, though they both just looked like featureless humanoids. One had a woman’s curves, though.

Then she made my copy, standing between them, stab both of them in their hearts.

“Mimic… I’m not going to kill them,” I said.

Mimic looked at me with determined eyes and stabbed the copies again.

“Do you want me to kill them?”

She nodded.

“No.”

She frowned.

“I would question your morals, but… well, you are a mimic, you tried to eat me when you first encountered me, and you have no problem killing and eating everything else in this world, so… I guess I shouldn’t be surprised you don’t exactly have a human’s sense of morality.”

Mimic replaced the copy of me on her hand with a copy of herself that she used to devour the other two people on her hand.

“I don’t want you to kill or eat them, either.”

She pouted.

“No. No matter how cute you look when you’re angry, it’s a no.”

Mimic pouted even more before absorbing her miniature copy of herself back into her hand.

“Here, look at it this way. I assume you’re upset with them because of how they treated me, right?”

She nodded.

“So, you want to punish them in some way, right?”

Another nod.

“Well, the best way to punish people like them is to completely ignore their existence. Acting like they don’t exist is a way stronger insult to them than hating them or wanting to kill them. They’re the kind of people who see any attention given to them as a victory over others. If you think about them, then they’re winning over you. If you feel even the slightest bit of distaste toward them, then they’ll view it as them getting to live in your head rent free. They’re narcissistic enough to turn anything into a victory in their minds—well, almost anything. I’m an exception. Getting the wrong food is another exception. Funnily enough, serving them the wrong food at a restaurant would probably piss them off more than killing them.”

Mimic showed me her palm again to create two copies of people sitting at a table, and then she created a copy of herself again. Her own copy placed a couple plates of food down on the table for the others, and then they both raged and pounded against the table before she looked up at me with expectant eyes.

That made me laugh, honestly. “Alright, fine. If you ever see them and are in a position where you get to serve them food, then you can give them the wrong food. Deal?”

Mimic showed me a wide, toothy grin as she nodded.

“You’re adorable, Mimic. But thanks. I’ve never met anybody who wanted to serve my parents bad food on my behalf before—well, the others probably would. Guide would probably spit in it, too. And Ninja… I mean… she is a Ninja, so she might poison it if it’s for me. And Scientist… I can imagine her purposely asking them a bunch of questions to piss them off until they leave. Huh. I never really thought about it before, but Ninja is on the same level of deadliness as you.”

This time, Mimic created a copy of herself, Ninja, and of my parents, and both her and Ninja stabbed my parents.

“No. You’re not allowed to work with Ninja to kill them.”

Mimic made a stomach grumbling noise that… somehow sounded sad. Was sad stomach grumbling a thing? Apparently, it was.

“No killing them. Only giving them the wrong food and then forgetting that they exist. Deal?”

She finally gave up and nodded.

“Good. Though, all of this depends on whether or not—”

I wanted to say whether or not I returned to Earth.

It was something I didn’t think much about, honestly. I was brought to a world, dimension, whatever, that was just like the one in my favorite game. I obviously wasn’t on Earth, and I was pretty confident that returning wasn’t going to be any easy thing to do. The only way for me to return, as far as I knew, was to win whatever game my mysterious summoners had subjected me to.

But even if I did win—even if I got to go back to Earth and return to my little apartment… what then?

What would happen to Guide? Ninja? Scientist? Mimic? Guide and Mimic were NPCs turned into people. Ninja was from another world entirely. Scientist was from Earth, but from its past, or maybe an alternate reality altogether.

If I did return to Earth, what was going to happen to them? Would they get to come with me? Even if I hadn’t been with them for long, after what we did go through together—after how attached we got to each other… there was no way I could accept returning to a life without them.

I wanted to spend the rest of my life with them. As stupid as it might have sounded, they were my new family. My blood relatives couldn’t be called my family, but these four all accepted me for who I was.

“Hey, Mimic,” I said. “I’ve got a question for you.

Mimic tilted her head at me. “Master?”

“This might sound like a stupid thing to ask, but… you want to stay together, right? I mean, like… the closer I get to asking it, the dumber I feel for asking, and it’s probably too soon to be asking something like this in the first place, but uh… what I mean is stay together for the rest of our lives? Do you want to—”

Mimic was fast to nod with a wide smile.

“I figured you’d react like that. But still, thanks.”

She tilted her head in the opposite direction, a look of curiosity in her eyes.

“If you’re curious why I asked—well, I was just thinking, I have no idea what’s going to happen once we’re done with this world, if it’s even possible to truly be done. But I want to stay with all of you. And if you all want to stay with me, then… I’ll do my best to make sure that happens no matter what it takes. Now that I’ve got to experience life with you all, I don’t want to go back to a life without any of you. I’ve got absolutely no idea what’s going to happen, but—”

I noticed Mimic froze. Froze as in completely froze. She wasn’t blinking, breathing—nothing.

“Dungeon Master?” I asked.

“Already used to me, huh?” Dungeon Master asked, their voice a bit more feminine this time than the last.

“When everything freezes every time one of you show up, and you’re the one who keeps coming by, it was an easy guess.”

Dungeon Master appeared out of thin air standing in front of me. They looked down at Mimic and pouted before saying, “I’m jealous. She looks so comfy.”

“I’m assuming you didn’t come here just to be jealous of Mimic.”

“Of course not, but I can still feel jealous, can’t I?”

“Well, I won’t stop you.”

“How mean. A true hero should want to make it so nobody is jealous, right? You should be offering me a place on your lap instead of just letting me wallow in envy.”

“That’d involve moving Mimic off my lap, and that’s not happening.”

“Ugh, hearing that makes me even more jealous. You’re the worst, Player. Anyways… I came to answer a question for you. Can you guess which question?”

“Well, considering that I was just talking about whether or not I’ll get to stay with everybody… will I?”

Dungeon Master’s lips curled into a sly smile. “Yep. Assuming you survive, anyways. Because Player… if you survive—if you conquer this game, then you win, and the definition of ‘win’ can be whatever you want it to be. Unfortunately, I can’t say anything more than that without breaking the rules, but I think knowing that alone should be enough to make things a bit more interesting. And also, we wouldn’t want you to sit around and procrastinate because you think you’ll be taken away from everybody once this is over. The only way that happens is if you lose. So, don’t lose, ‘kay?”

“And how do I win?”

“Isn’t that obvious by now? Beat the game.”

“The game this world is mimicking or the game that you and the others are playing using this world?”

Dungeon Master’s eyes glistened as another smile curled their lips. “I like that question. That kind of cool comeback question really makes me want to tell you everything you want to know, but unfortunately, I’ll be in trouble if I try that.”

“I won’t tell anybody if you don’t.”

“Heh. Unfortunately, it doesn’t matter if neither of us tells the others. They know everything. They know every single thing we’re both saying, and even thinking, right now. Anyways, I just felt like dropping by, saying hi, being jealous, reminding you that I exist, and giving you a bit of exposition to alleviate some of your worries.”

“You mean you wanted to come and give me just enough information to keep me from stagnating and entertaining the idea of a peaceful life in a safe area with everybody.”

“I’m never going to get to join the harem when you doubt me so much.”

“Am I wrong?”

“No, but still.” Dungeon Master puffed their cheeks out to pout even more. They then looked down at Mimic again… and their teasing attitude vanished as they looked at Mimic with eyes that just felt hateful.

Something felt off about that—threatening.

As soon as they saw me wrap an arm around Mimic to pull her up closer to me, and to partially shield her from Dungeon Master, they realized how they looked and stepped back.

“I really am jealous, you know?” Dungeon Master asked, looking at the ground rather than at me. “No wonder so many people hate DMing. They want to be players, too, not forced to just sit back and watch everybody else have all the fun…”

Dungeon Master vanished before I could say anything else, allowing Mimic to move again as she looked up at me with a confused expression, probably regarding how she was moved a bit without knowing how.

“Dungeon Master showed up again,” I explained.

Mimic was quick to turn her head around to look for them.

“They already left. I also got some good news from them, I think. They confirmed that as long as I ‘win’ this game, then I’ll get to stay with all of you. But given that they let me know because they don’t want me to be lazy and staying in peaceful areas with you all, not to mention that they’ve already added new ‘features’ that weren’t in the original game or its mods… then I doubt I’d really get to enjoy that sort of peaceful retirement even if I tried.” I sighed. “I kind of feel like if I don’t keep up a good pace of progression, then they’ll force it onto me regardless of whether or not I’m ready, so we should end our break here.”

I tried to get up after saying that.

But Mimic refused.

Mimic repositioned herself on me, wrapping her arms and legs around me, and pushed me down against the ground. She forced me onto my back with her limbs around me, her chest against my chest, and looked into my eyes with determination.

She was intent on making sure that we rested a bit more no matter what.

Right.

I was about to get absorbed into that mindset from before—the one where I felt like I had to progress as quickly as I can for all of our sakes.

That wasn’t necessarily a bad way to feel, but… it was undeniably a stressful one that would possibly push me into making bad decisions.

I didn’t know when it was time for me to rest. I felt like I had to keep on working no matter what. Any moments of rest were moments I could be gathering resources, crafting, or hunting monsters.

That was why I needed to rely on the others to let me know when to rest since I couldn’t see when to myself.

“I’m in your care, Mimic. Let me know when I’m allowed to get up,” I said.

Mimic smiled and nodded before resting her face against my neck.

It was kind of strange when she did. Why? Because of her breasts. They were—well, massive, so since she was on top of me with our chests pressing together, her breasts couldn’t compress enough between our bodies and resulted in keeping her lifted up a bit. Her head should have been too high up for her to press her face against my neck.

But she did.

Her hair blocked the sight, but… I figured she must have used her shifting ability to stretch her neck out long enough to reach my neck.

That was kind of weird, but as long as I couldn’t see the elongated neck, it was alright.

Well, it would have been alright even if I could see it. It just would have been distractingly weird.


Chapter 13

I was still worried that Mimic might keep me on the ground with her for longer than was alright, but I was right to have faith in her. We only rested—well, cuddled, for about another fifteen minutes before she decided that it was time we should get up and get back to work, and so we did.

And after exploring the cave a bit more, we came across something that would offer higher rewards for slightly higher risks.

A giant hole.

The in-the-ground kind of hole. As in, while going lower into the cave system, we came across a massive pit in the ground that reached so far down that the bottom of it wasn’t visible until I tried throwing a torch down there. The torch fell for a good while, too, before hitting the ground and breaking since that could apparently happen when throwing torches in this half-game half-realistic world.

“It’d take too long to try and mine a way down, and building our way down would be tricky, but… I do have a decent amount of rope in my inventory.” I looked down at the bottom and then at Mimic. “Let’s try something first.”

With a curious tilt of her head, Mimic followed me as we went back into the previous room with a decent rate of monster spawns.

I created a little platform up on the wall high enough that I couldn’t reach it from the ground by building some stairs up to it, and then I placed rope hanging down from it.

“Mimic, can you hang from this rope?” I asked.

Mimic looked the rope over before walking up to it and climbing onto it just as anybody could.

A giant ant started approaching us, which Mimic wanted to go and kill going by the look on her face, but I said, “Wait. Stay there. Now, is it possible for you to reach a limb out to go attack that ant from where you are? Without getting off the rope?”

And now she looked like a lightbulb just appeared over her head before creating a long, thin tentacle that shot out from her left shoulder with a sharpened fang at the end of it. The tentacle flew through the air and went straight into the ant’s head, instantly killing it.

“I think you just got even more OP, Mimic. Stay there.”

With that, I went and ran around a bit until I attracted a few different monsters onto me. Two slimes and another ant. I brought them all back to where Mimic was and shouted, “Try making three tentacles to hit them all at once!”

Mimic’s body shrunk due to having to split up her available mass enough to do that, but she created three tentacles that all shot toward their targets simultaneously.

Not only could Mimic attack from a distance, but she could attack multiple targets at once seeing as how they all died at the same time.

That sounded insanely OP, and it was. The only real drawback was that they weren’t really ranged attacks. Those tentacles were all still part of Mimic. If they were attacked, then those were attacks on her. If she could attack three targets at once using three tentacles, then it was also likely possible that those three tentacles could each be attacked at the same time, resulting in her taking three attacks at once. I wasn’t absolutely sure if it worked that way, but I already confirmed what I needed to.

There was only one more thing I wanted to test out.

“So if you can climb a rope, can you hold this?” I asked as I held a torch out to her.

She reached a hand toward it.

“With a tentacle?”

She pulled her hand back and wrapped a tentacle around the bottom of the torch instead.

It worked.

Or so I thought.

The torch ended up slipping out from her tentacle, fell to the floor, and broke.

“Alright, so I guess I can’t abuse your tentacles to make this even easier for us,” I said. “But that’s alright. If that would have worked—if you could hold items… I was going to be tempted to see if you could hold multiple weapons at a time, if you could build things faster than me by placing down dozens of blocks at a time—but it’s alright. You’re already overpowered enough. So, you can get off the rope now. What I want to do now is go back to that pit, and I’ll place torches while we climb down it, and I want you on defense with your tentacles in case anything tries attacking us while we descend. Got it?”

Mimic hopped off the rope and gave me an excited nod.

So, we went and put my latest plan into action. She defended me while I put down enough rope to reach the bottom of the pit, and then we started our descent of the rope. I stopped every few blocks—whenever it started getting dark again—to place a new torch on the wall next to the rope. Well, not right next to it. I wasn’t sure if the torch could light the rope on fire and didn’t want to risk it. That was something else I’d have to test out. But regardless, Mimic protected us from monsters trying to fall down into the pit from above with her tentacles while I lit the pit up with torches.

We safely made it to the bottom before long.

From the bottom, I looked up toward the top and whistled. “This is even lower than I realized. But..” I looked around and saw that the stones around us were darker in color now. Up above, the rocks were sort of light gray. Down here, though, they were all dark gray—almost navy blue—in color. “We’re officially in the deep underground, Mimic.”

There were multiple layers to the world. All of our time so far was spent in the first two layers—well, there were layers above them technically, but they were the first two layers in progression. The surface layer and the underground layer. Now, for the first time, we entered the proper “deep underground” layer.

It was like the underground layer, but deeper.

Well, there was more to it than that. There were also new monsters, increased chances of rarer ores and gems, some unique mini-biomes, and so on. There was also an increased chance of finding special chests, hearts, and all that good stuff.

I felt a bit uneasy about being down there as the enemies there started to reach one-shot territory to players with as low health as what I still had, but I had Mimic at my side, and it was a good chance to find more hearts to boost my health even more.

As long as we were careful, we’d be fine.

“But maybe it’d be better to go back and get Ninja,” I said. “I wasn’t planning on us going and exploring new depths during this trip. Then again… we’re already down here, and if we go back now, then that’s going to be a lot of time wasted heading back and then coming back here with Ninja. It’d be night by the time we get back here. So, let’s explore a bit, but we’ll be careful. Keep a few tentacles out and be ready to intercept any threats.”

Mimic gave me a serious nod before splitting her arms into two tentacles each, giving her four tentacles rather than two arms.

“Alright, let’s—”

A sound interrupted me.

It was the sound of laughing.

“Seriously?” I asked, looking around as I backed up toward the wall behind me.

There were three branching tunnels connected to the bottom of the pit, and the sound of laughter growing closer and closer was coming from one of them.

“Eyes open, Mimic,” I said. “You’re not the only monster spawning into this world before you’re supposed to.”

I looked up toward the top of the pit.

It was too far.

Climbing the rope was too dangerous now even with Mimic’s tentacles. If the enemy I was confident the laughing was coming from was really there, then it’d have no problem jumping up and attacking us while we climb, and I’d have no way to dodge other than let go of the rope to drop and risk dying from fall damage.

Trying to build a bunker to hide in was worthless, too, because it was an enemy that would happily tear through the blocks I had available to me.

That mocking laughter grew louder and louder.

And it was the way the laughter was that confirmed my fears.

“Hoohoohoo… heeheehee… haahaahaa…”

That confirmed it. Nothing else laughed in such a high-pitched, annoying, mocking way.

“There’s a cannibal gnome coming,” I told Mimic.

A fucking cannibal gnome.

One of the most annoying enemies in hard mode, especially to people who just entered it.

Mimics weren’t that bad. They were easy to spot, moved in predictable ways, and offered guaranteed, good rewards.

But not the cannibal gnome.

The cannibal gnome was a tiny, fast enemy who moved in erratic patterns, was often basically invisible until it was right on top of the player, really fucking creepy in general, and didn’t offer any good drops… when not modded.

As soon as I remembered I had a mod that made killing them more worthwhile since they were basically pointless outside of existing to unfairly kill the player in vanilla, I stopped thinking about an escape route.

Instead, I had a different idea.

I needed to prioritize my survival first. One hit from the gnome would kill me no problem, and it was getting closer and closer going by its laughter.

“Mimic, drop the human form for now. I want you to wrap around me like a suit of armor instead. Can you do that?” I asked.

Mimic opened up via a vertical split running along the center of her humanoid extension before wrapping around me with her flesh.

“Leave an opening for my eyes.”

A second later and I was completely wrapped around by Mimic, leaving only my eyes exposed via a small slit in the flesh.

It was weird basically wearing a suit of flesh. Not only was it a suit of flesh, but it was a suit of Mimic.

I was technically inside of Mimic.

Did that count as vore?

No, that was a stupid think to question at the moment. That could wait to be discussed later with Scientist. For now, dealing with the gnome was more important.

“The gnome will deal good damage even to you, but I’m going to have to rely on you for this,” I told Mimic. “But wait for the signal. When you hear me shout ‘now,’ let me out as fast as you can. Other than that, once it shows up, do your best and deal as much damage as—”

A knife appeared in front of my eyes.

Behind it was a gnome with glowing, red eyes wearing a red cap staring directly into my own eyes with murderous intent.

I thought I was done for before Mimic jumped out of the way using the fleshy suit of armor she made me as her active body, just barely dodging the knife in time.

I felt something poke into my back right after that. Something tiny and sharp.

It was the knife.

The knife failed to pierce Mimic’s flesh, which was great for me since it meant I was safe within her, but I noticed Mimic lost a tenth of her health from that. It might not have been a one-shot like it would have been to me, but that was still more damage done to her than the bosses were ever able to do to her.

And the gnome followed up with another attack to chunk away even more of her health before she could get in even one of her own attacks.

“Mimic, new plan. It’s too fast for you while you’re protecting me like this,” I said. “So let it stab you. Harden your flesh around its knife and try to hold it in place once you’ve got it. Let me go right after.”

Mimic, with her flesh around my right hand, gave me a thumbs-up to confirm the plan.

The next time that I felt the gnome’s knife stab into her flesh, I assumed she must have succeeded in securing the knife because she ejected me from her body right after.

I took out my chainsaw and turned toward where I felt the knife as fast as I could, revving the chainsaw to thrust it right into my target.

The gnome stared at me with surprised eyes as it failed to pull the knife out from Mimic’s body, not even trying to dodge as I thrust the chainsaw directly into its miniature body that wasn’t even tall enough to reach my knee.

It took a while, resulting in an extremely gory mess of blood spraying at me for a few seconds as the chainsaw tore through the gnome’s body, but it eventually managed to slice the gnome open and kill it while it was powerless to do anything without its knife that it refused to let go of.

What remained of the gnome’s body burst into the usual gory aftermath of killing a monster, and the loot from its death got sucked into my inventory right away since I was right next to it when it died.

//[Red Cap] added to inventory!

But confirming that item was what I thought it was could wait. Mimic came first. She lost over half her health and had multiple stab wounds across her body that were actually bleeding. I never saw her look so injured before no matter how much damage she took.

This was the first time she was actually forced to bleed.

I took one of the potions out of my inventory, pried open the original chest part of her body, and poured the red liquid right into her. It didn’t restore as much health as I would have liked it to, but it did help her stop bleeding.

The rest of her health would have to come back by natural regeneration.

“You’re amazing, Mimic,” I said. “You did great. Good job.”

Mimic… wrapped herself around me again, this time even blocking off my vision.

I was completely surrounded by her—inside of her.

“Mimic, I love you, but please, let’s… not make vore hugs our new thing,” I said.

Mimic let me out of her a moment later, and I felt… a lot wetter than the first time. I kind of felt like she covered me in drool.

Or at least, I hoped it was just drool.

If it was something else, then that might be taking it even closer to vore territory than it already was.

I shook my arms to get some of the clinging “drool,” if it was that, off of me before opening up my inventory to check out the new item from the gnome.

//[Cannibal Cap]

//Damage: 49

//Summons a cannibalistic gnome to fight for you! Just don’t let it around any other gnomes.

“Mimic, I’m starting to feel like I’m too lucky,” I said. “Either that, or letting mods stay active was a huge mistake. Probably both.”

Mimic, who was now back to using her humanoid form, tilted her head again.

She was always so cute when she did that.

But aside from Mimic being cute like usual, I took the cap out from my inventory and held it in my hand just like weapon. Sure, it was… technically a hat instead of a traditional weapon, but it counted as a weapon since it was used to summon something.

And summoning it was as easy as giving it a shake.

After shaking the cap, a gnome just like the one we killed a minute earlier dropped out from the bottom of it and landed on the ground in front of me.

Mimic jumped when she saw the gnome, and I almost did too when I saw it—no… her.

Why did I expect anything else?

The gnome was not only—well, a gnome, but… a woman.

She was short, only reaching about halfway up my knee, but had very mature curves, and she wore nothing but a couple of green sashes tied around her chest and hips. Well, she also had her own red, pointy hat sitting on top of her head that looked oversized on her.

The curviness of her body combined with her tiny overall size made me think of one of those mini sex dolls people bought.

But that aside, she counted as being a party member now since we had an open slot still, meaning that the party officially consisted of me, my pet mimic, and now my summoned gnome.

“Welcome… to the group?” I said, unsure of whether the gnome could actually understand me and communicate like Mimic could.

The gnome looked up at me with cruel, red eyes full of hate.

And those eyes turned into… eyes of admiration once they looked into mine.

She went from looking like she was about to stab the shit out of me with the knife I didn’t realize she was holding to looking like she—well, she looked like she wanted to do something to me that Guide always wanted to do.

“Can… you understand me?” I asked her.

The gnome nodded before jumping up into the air and landing on my shoulder. She refused to let go of her knife with both hands at once, but that didn’t stop her from resting one of her hands against my neck in an almost loving way.

I was sure that she was a… very nice and friendly gnome.

But.

She was technically a murderous cannibal gnome full of hate who had no problem eating other gnomes, and humans like me, wielding a giant knife, who could easily kill me in one hit if she wanted to.

And she was sitting on my shoulder rubbing her free hand against my neck while… creepily giggling to herself under her breath.

When I looked at Mimic again, I saw her staring at me with something other than her usual smile. She had the expression of a woman thinking, “Really?”

The gnome stared into Mimic’s eyes and lost the smile she just had, switching back to looking full-on murderous.

Mimic didn’t appreciate that and glared right back into the gnome’s eyes with her own intent to kill.

“Alright, get along,” I said. “Don’t… stare at each other like you want to kill each other.”

Mimic and the gnome—who I figured I should just call Gnome—looked at me with obedient smiles before looking at each other again with slightly less murderous eyes.

I had no idea what to expect, but I didn’t want to turn down having a hard mode pet and a hard mode summon while still basically in the early game. Mimic alone was incredibly overpowered for what we were going up against and now she’d have a partner to fight with who was, honestly, probably even stronger than her.

The only issue was making sure that they got along.


Chapter 14

I was worried about Mimic and Gnome not getting along, and that worry was—well, not entirely unfounded. As we explored the caves connected to the bottom of the pit, they confirmed that they weren’t a big fan of each other in the slightest.

But… honestly, that kind of worked out in my favor.

Why?

Because they were desperate to one-up each other.

And as two monsters who loved to fight, they figured the best way to compete with each other was to go and kill everything.

Every monster that showed up was subjected to sharpened tentacles by Mimic and an extremely fast knife via Gnome. Gnome was faster overall, so she usually managed to reach enemies before Mimic could, but Gnome wasn’t able to split herself up into multiple tentacles to attack multiple targets at once. Mimic won in that regard. If there was just one enemy, Gnome got to it first. If there were multiple enemies, Mimic could kill several of them in the time it took Gnome to kill one.

Mimic showed off a new, smug side of her as her kill count increased far faster than Gnome’s did, but Gnome didn’t give up, resulting in an absolute bloodbath in the caves.

Honestly, I started to feel bad for the other monsters. They were getting absolutely destroyed. There they were, normal, vanilla monsters meant to be killed by new players, getting absolutely destroyed as soon as they showed up by two murderous women who had more than ten times their health while killing them all in one hit.

Giant ants, slimes, spiders—they were mercilessly exterminated.

I really did feel bad for them.

But.

At the same time.

It was… kind of hot.

Did I have a thing for murderous women who could easily kill anything in their path? It started to feel like I did. Ninja was somebody who I could call cute rather than hot, but when she was fighting? That was hot. Mimic was also cute, but seeing her kill everything was hot.

As for Gnome… well, she was actually a bit more sultry looking than the others. She wasn’t really the “cute” kind of girl despite being so tiny. If she were a human, then going by her face and hair, I thought seeing her dressed up like a punk rocker would make sense for her. So, she was already leaning more into hot territory, and seeing her kill enemies made her even hotter. It helped that her eyes were so insane looking. They were like twisting, crimson spirals of hatred.

Yeah.

I was pretty sure I discovered I had a fetish for murderous women.

Did that say something about me? I wasn’t sure. I just wanted to watch them fight more.

At the same time, only getting to watch them fight made me feel pretty useless. It was great having a couple of powerful escorts who didn’t let anything come even close to hurting me, but I still wanted to contribute to something other than mining any ores we came across.

But that wasn’t going to happen while they were being so competitive with each other.

So, I focused on mining instead.

That was the real beast master and summoner style of gameplay. Have a few minions who go and do all the fighting for you while you either just go AFK, alt-tab to watch videos, or go to sleep and wake up in the morning to a mountain of loot. They were a couple of living mob grinders for me.

Though, before much longer, I found something that they wouldn’t be able to do for me.

We came across a chamber that had a huge pond in the middle of it.

That was something I completely forgot to consider before since we never came across a big enough body of water for it.

Fishing.

I could go fishing.

The girls could focus on killing everything while I fished.

And what true gamer didn’t love obligatory fishing minigames?

Though… how would it work? In the original game, fishing basically working like a sort of miniature rhythm game. A special song played and everything whenever a fish was hooked, and you needed to hit all the right keys in order to reel the fish in. The better you did, the higher quality the fish, the more materials you’d get from it.

Would it just be like real life fishing?

Or would it still be like the game somehow?

I wasn’t sure.

But I wanted to find out.

I went into my inventory and used some of the spare wood there to create a workbench, and from there I was able to make a [Wooden Fishing Rod]. It was a pretty simple crafting recipe that only called for some [Wood] and [Spider Silk]. As for bait, thanks to Mimic’s and Gnome’s rampage, I had plenty that I could make. [Slime] and [Baby Spider Eye] could be crafted together to create [Slimy Spider Eye] which worked as a pretty weak, but still usable, bait item for fishing rods. It was possible to upgrade that into even more effective bait, but that required materials I didn’t have yet, so I’d just have to use it as it was.

And I didn’t waste any time getting to it.

“Mimic, Gnome, keep watch for me,” I said. “It’s time to fish.”

Not only was fishing just—well, fun and a nice change of pace, but it could also be extremely useful. Not only were fish required for food and potion recipes, but there were some types of fish that could be used in special crafting recipes and—wait.

That was right.

I could upgrade my flamethrower with a fish.

The only problem was that I’d need to go even deeper underground to catch a fish that could be caught in magma for that. So, that was still a bit out of our reach, but… well, maybe it wasn’t. With Mimic and Gnome, I’d probably have no problem down there.

Maybe later.

For now, I looked out over the pond, equipped my new fishing rod, and cast the line. The bait was automatically applied without me having to do anything, and the line flew out toward the middle of the pond before landing with a satisfying plop at the center.

I never went fishing before, but using the rod seemed to come naturally to me just like fighting did.

All I had to do then was wait.

Mimic ended up waiting with me since she was able to sit down next to me, watching the water with me, while also creating another eye on the back of her head to watch for more enemies to kill with her tentacles. Gnome wasn’t able to join us as she still had to actually run and jump to enemies to kill them.

Then, after a few more moments, I had a bite.

I pulled up on the rod and managed to, I assumed, successfully hook whatever took the bait… and I assumed I managed to since a familiar sight popped up in front of me.

The fishing minigame.

Four transparent columns showed up in front of me that looked just like the rhythm game. A left-pointing arrow was to the left, then there was a downward arrow next to it, then an upward arrow, and finally a right-pointing arrow was all the way to the right.

There wasn’t any music or anything like in the game… but that didn’t matter. A series of arrows showed up at the bottom of the columns which traveled up toward the top.

It felt kind of ridiculous to be playing a rhythm game with my real body to catch fish in a real world, but it was kind of exciting, too.

A right arrow showed up first.

Now, unlike the game, I didn’t have a keyboard to hit the arrows with, but I did have my fishing rod. As soon as the right arrow overlapped the matching symbol at the top of the column, I pulled the fishing rod toward the right which created a satisfying “ding” sound effect that let me know I nailed it.

And at that point, the game was on. The fish officially looked like it was fighting back in the water while I moved the fishing rod to match the pattern in the columns.

Eventually, an elongated arrow showed up which I never saw in the original game, but I had a feeling that I knew what to do seeing as how I never actually tried reeling the fish in yet. As soon as the long arrow showed up, I moved the rod to line up with it and started to reel in throughout the duration of the arrow.

The fish was almost fully reeled in by the end of that arrow.

All I had to do then was play the game a bit more until another one of those long arrows showed up, and the next long arrow lasted long enough to finish reeling the fish in!

I pulled a striped, yellow fish into the air that was way larger than I thought it would be!

//Fish Caught!

//Yellowback Caver

//Score: 100%

//Quality: S

I didn’t realize it until I saw the score pop up, but I managed to get a perfect score on the minigame.

The fish was pulled into my inventory a second later.

//[Yellowback Caver] x5 added to inventory!

//New Achievement!

//[Obligatory Fisher]

//Awarded for catching your first fish! Every game needs an obligatory fishing minigame, right?

//Reward: [Fishing License]

//New Achievement!

//[Perfect Catch]

//Awarded for landing your first perfect catch! Do your arms feel tired yet?

//Reward: [Crowned Fish]

The description of the second achievement made me realize that… yeah, my arms actually were kind of tired. I had to move them around in a way that I wasn’t used to during the minigame. Sure, my arms were getting stronger at an improved rate, but something that worked muscles in a new way was still going to be tiring.

Moving on, I wasn’t sure what those rewards were, so I checked them out.

//[Fishing License]

//Accessory

//Allows you to use fishing rods as weapons when equipped.

//[Crowned Fish]

//Cosmetic Accessory

Huh. I wondered how the fishing rod could be used as a weapon. If it was anything like that other famous game with the mining and the crafting, then maybe it’d just hook enemies rather than deal actual damage to them.

I’d have to experiment with that later.

As for the second item there, I moved it into one of the cosmetic accessory slots… and it showed up as a keychain on whatever I was holding. Whether I held my flamethrower, chainsaw, fishing rod, pickaxe, or anything else—any weapon or tool showed up with a little keychain that appeared as a blue fish with a golden crown on top of its head dangling from the bottom of the handle.

I kind of liked it.

It could stay for now.

I might have just been a little bit biased since I always thought collector keychains were pretty cool despite always feeling too embarrassed to go out into public with them.

That aside, I went into my inventory and took out one of the [Yellowback Caver] fish. Even though I only reeled in one, thanks to doing it perfectly, it created five copies of it in my inventory.

“Open up, Mimic,” I said.

When I said that, I was foolish enough to think she would open up her original chest.

Instead, she opened up her mouth far wider than anything humanoid was supposed to be able to.

I still put the fish in her mouth anyways.

It was only after she closed her mouth and bit into the fish that I realized I just fed her a whole fish that still had its scales, organs, fins—everything. I was pretty sure all of that was supposed to be removed prior to eating.

But Mimic had no problem crunching through everything before swallowing it all in a single go.

Mimic repaid me for the fish by showing me another one of her big smiles before leaning forward and wrapping her arms around me for a hug.

That was when I felt somebody else tug on my leg.

It was Gnome.

She pointed at her mouth.

“Do you want a fish, too?” I asked her. “They’re… bigger than you.”

Gnome nodded regardless of that.

So, I took a fish out from my inventory and handed it down to her.

Despite how tiny her body was… she managed to eat the whole thing almost as quickly as Mimic did… and she ate it with everything attached, too.

Gnome eating the fish whole made me cringe even more than seeing Mimic do it. But, at the same time, it was fascinating how she managed to fit the entire thing into her.

Maybe gnomes were bigger on the inside.


Chapter 15

I probably spent more time fishing than I should have, but I managed to catch some more [Yellowback Caver]s as well as some [Rocky Catfish] and [Stone Flounder]s. I also caught some junk items like socks and bottles that existed only to clog up the inventory, so those got trashed in my inventory as soon as I was done fishing.

Unfortunately, I didn’t fish up any chests. I was hoping I might fish one up to get unique items from one, but I wasn’t that lucky.

However.

I did remember something before we left the pond.

More often than not, large, underground bodies of water had chests hiding at the bottom of them. The water was pretty clear, too, so all I had to do was walk around the pond and I could basically check the whole thing out. The only part I couldn’t see was under the center of the pond, but I had Mimic send some feeler tentacles out for me to check for chests.

There wasn’t anything under the center, but there was a chest near the back of the pond opposite of where I had been fishing from.

The only problem was that it was about twice as deep as I was tall. I knew how to swim, but I had no idea how to dive nor how to stay underwater, not to mention that I didn’t know if I would be able to hold my breath long enough to loot the chest.

But I had another idea, and it was also another one that would take advantage of just how OP Mimic was.

“Mimic, I need your help again,” I said.

Gnome pouted when she heard me ask for Mimic, but she wasn’t going to try and stop Mimic from helping me.

Mimic stood ready to help however she could.

“Alright. Mimic, I’m… going to use you as one of those scuba devices,” I said. “I need you to make a tentacle that goes around the lower half of my face and gives me oxygen to breathe. Or think of it like a straw. Make a tentacle that connects to the lower half of my face, and the other end of it is just connected to the air above the water. So, it will be a really long straw. And I also want you to wrap another tentacle around my waist to help me stay underwater long enough to reach the chest and loot it. If I point down, take me lower. If I point up, help me reach the surface. Got it?”

After taking mental notes of everything I said, Mimic nodded and formed a tentacle that latched onto the lower half of my face. It was like a big mouth that completely covered up my mouth and nose, which was kind of weird, but breathing into it was easy. Then she wrapped another tentacle around my waist.

Once she was ready, I stepped into the water and just sort of walked forward until it was deep enough that I couldn’t stand anymore.

What happened next was… probably me looking really stupid.

I only knew the basics of how to swim. I knew how to move forward and how to doggy paddle. That was it. So, I tried to turn myself upside down in the water only to flail around and make a fool of myself.

I ended up just pointing down for Mimic which prompted her to drag me underwater with her tentacle.

Thanks to her tentacle, I was able to more or less walk along the bottom of the pond until I reached the chest, allowing me to easily loot it without having to worry about staying submerged or holding my breath. The air-straw-tentacle-thing worked really well, too.

As for the chest…

I opened it up and was immediately met with another achievement.

//New Achievement!

//[Submerged Booty]

//Awarded for looting your first underwater chest! Maybe you’ll find a game controller down there, too.

//Reward: [Collectable Titanic Figurine]

I wasn’t sure I understood the game controller reference, but the Titanic one was easy to get.

That aside, I got some more potions and coins from the chest as well as some more bombs.

But the biggest prize was…

Well, maybe it wasn’t actually much of a prize, but…

//[Pool Noodle]

//Damage: 11

//Deals double damage when in the water.

I broke the chest with my pickaxe to get it in my inventory before walking back to the surface. Then, after taking Mimic’s tentacle away from my face, I went into my inventory and equipped my new weapon.

The [Pool Noodle].

It was a long, flexible… well, pool noodle, and it was pink in color.

Mimic looked at it with wide eyes.

I… I couldn’t resist.

Maybe it was mean. Uncalled for. Cruel and unusual. Abusive.

But I couldn’t resist.

I lightly smacked the noodle against her head.

The intrusive thoughts won.

And when I pulled the noodle away from her, Mimic reached up with both of her hands to hold them over her forehead as she looked at me with eyes that looked like she was on the verge of tears.

I immediately regretted my entire existence.

After shoving the noodle back into my inventory, I wrapped my arms around Mimic for a tight hug. “I’m sorry, that was—I’m a horrible master. I promise to never smack you again. I don’t expect you to believe me or to forgive me, but—”

Mimic gently pushed me away, making me think she was so upset with me that she couldn’t even bear to be touched by me… but then I saw her smiling with a pretty mischievous smile.

She was just acting.

Well, I couldn’t hold it against her. I did hit her with the noodle without her consent, so she had every right to get me back by acting hurt.

I was almost tempted to call her mean, but that would just make me feel like a hypocrite.

I got what I deserved.

“Alright. Now that we’re done bullying each other,” I paused and looked around to see what Gnome had gotten up to while I was underwater. Surely enough, there were a bunch more monster drops scattered across all around the room basically, and she was at full health despite the near non-stop killing. “Let’s see if we can make even more progress. I don’t want this noodle being the biggest prize of our trip down here, and Gnome is a tiny prize,” Gnome shot a glare at me when she heard that, “literally, and we’re basically unstoppable right now, so let’s go deeper. We’ll see if we can find another pit going down. If we can, then if I can find magma… I can get the fish I need. Well, I’m going to have to get lucky and find some chests down there that have what I need, but I’ve been lucky enough so far that I’m willing to take a chance.”

Mimic and Gnome looked more excited about the idea of going deeper into the caves than me, so I took that as agreement from them.

It was time to go even deeper.

And deeper we went.

The farther down we went, the more ores and gems lined the walls for me to mine, and I was getting a pretty decent collection going in my inventory.

There was only one problem.

My inventory was getting full.

And the deeper we went, the more unique monsters we found, the more unique drops we I got, the fuller my inventory became. For example, there were cave gremlins which were short, ugly, fur-covered things that threw rocks at us. They dropped [Gremlin Fur]. Then there were the giant rats which dropped [Rat Tooth]s. And then there were the bony slimes, which were just normal slimes with a bunch of bones inside their bodies, that dropped more [Slime] as well as [Slimy Bone]s.

It wasn’t looking like there was an easy way down to save time like with the previous pit, but… we did find something else that would be useful, and probably better than getting to upgrade my flamethrower.

And that was another heart.

Just like before, there was a chamber with a heart surrounded by crystallized blood on the ground around it. I still had no idea what that blood was for, but I’d make sure to collect it alongside the heart.

But the heart came first.

“Guess it’s time for another vision, and to probably have another voice join me in my head,” I said. It was already crowded up there with just two voices aside from my own, and if it continued going on like it had been, then it was about to get even more crowded. “I’m pretty sure time is going to freeze when I use it, but if it doesn’t, then I’ll be expecting you two to watch my back.”

Mimic and Gnome both nodded and took up positions on opposing sides of me.

So, with that, I collected the heart and allowed myself to get lost in another vision of a former hero’s past.

“Why? I did everything right! Everything!” the voice shouted, this time belonging to a man wearing a black robe that extended down to his ankles. “What more was there to do?! What could I have done differently?! Answer me!”

Similar to when I saw the king’s ending, this man was surrounded by the corpses of those who he fought alongside with a ruined city behind him as meteors fell from the sky to wipe out what remained of his civilization.

But, strangely enough, unlike the other two times, I didn’t get to see his past. There was no slideshow or anything of everything that led up to his current situation. All I saw was him, blooded and broken, on his knees surrounded by death and destruction.

And this time, there was a familiar face with him.

Dungeon Master.

They looked taller and more masculine in this memory, but they were clearly still the Dungeon Master I knew.

“You’re right,” Dungeon Master said. “You did everything right. You could not have done a better job than you did. Your performance was so perfect—so logical and consistent at every step, that we doubted you were even human. Yet, it is because of this perfection that you are flawed. A human is not supposed to be perfect. To reach for perfection is an exercise in hubris, and somebody who is so determined to behave as rationally as possible is not fit for—well, I should hold my tongue. After all,” Dungeon Master paused and looked… at me, “there is no telling who may be watching this in the future.”

“How… how could anybody be left?” the man asked before looking around. The world around him was only growing more and more destroyed. “What world will be left? Who could survive this?”

“Humans, of course. Who else? You lot are resilient creatures. Yes, most existing life will go extinct. Yes, only tiny pockets of humans spread across the world will survive this. But if there is one thing for certain, it is that you humans always survive.”

“That is… impossible. This level of destruction will—”

“Your failure was also impossible, was it not? And yet, here you are.”

“I didn’t fail! I won! You changed the rules!”

“I have done no such thing. The rules are as they have always been. You simply failed to expose their truth.”

“Their… truth? But—”

“Perhaps if you had not sacrificed so many of your memories, you would understand what I am saying. But alas, you are as foolish as you are perfect.”

The man, wearing an expression of defeat across his face, looked down at the ground beneath him. “Please… just tell me what I could have done differently.”

“What do you think you could have done differently?” Dungeon Master asked, unimpressed by the question. They almost sounded annoyed by it. It was kind of strange seeing Dungeon Master act so… serious and proper.

“I—I don’t know.”

“I wonder why.”

“I just—ah… is that how it is?”

“Oh? It looks like you figured it out.”

The man smiled and raised his head to look into Dungeon Master’s eyes. “Sorry. I failed you.”

“Do you not think you should be apologizing to the millions of dead because of your failure instead of me?”

“What can I say? I’m too perfect.”

Dungeon Master finally smiled. “Looks like you figured it out after all. Shame you failed to do so sooner. You have come further than all humans before you. If only you had remained human.”

The man looked up toward the sky just in time to see a meteor coming straight for him.

I found myself back in the chamber with time frozen around me and the man whose past I just saw standing before me.

“We survived after all,” he said, looking into my eyes. “Though, are humans shorter now?”

I felt a bit annoyed when I heard that. To be fair, though, from what I could see, him and the dead humans around him were all pretty tall in the past. Maybe we did shrink down over the years. “Maybe,” I answered.

“Hah. I see. And I suppose that I will now give you my wisdom just as I was given the wisdom of those who came before me. First, if you would, please answer but one question for me.”

“Yeah?”

“Tell me, at what cost does one surrender the pursuit of victory?”

I had to think about it for a moment, but I had confidence in my answer. “When you sacrifice who you are and what you believe to achieve it.”

“Good, good. That is… a good answer. You must be a greater man than who I suspect I once was.”

Before I could say anything else, he vanished from my sight, presumably to join the others in my head, and time unfroze around me.

“I’m kind of confused, but I’m back,” I said.

I wasn’t sure what to think about what I saw, and I had a feeling that my new assistant wasn’t going to be able to help me understand it, either.

But I did know that I saw another path connected to the chamber we were in.

“Let’s keep moving. We can explore for a bit longer before heading back.”


Chapter 16

The path ended up leading us to a dead end, and the other branches connected to the bottom of the pit were the same. With that, as far as I could tell, we finished fully exploring the first cave I kept on going back to.

It was a little disappointing that it wasn’t connected to any rare mini-biomes or anything, and it was pretty devoid of chests overall, but it wasn’t a total waste. After all, in total, I got both Mimic and Gnome from the cave, found all the ores I needed so far, and it was connected to the mini dungeon where we found Scientist.

Sure, the overall loot wasn’t the greatest, but it was enough.

I also got three hearts out of that and had three more voices in my head. That was… probably a good thing. Well, the extra health and everything from the hearts was definitely good. I wasn’t too sure if the extra voices in my head were good or not. Sure, they were friendly, but was that actually healthy? It was generally considered a pretty bad thing to have extra voices in one’s head, and I had three of them in addition to my own.

I had no idea how any of that worked. Were they in my head? My soul? What?

Thinking about it was probably pointless as there was no way that I’d be getting any sort of concrete answer from anybody anytime soon. Even with somebody as smart as Scientist was, she had zero idea how to explain it. All she told me before when we talked about it was that the beings studied by the organization she worked for were capable of things that should have been impossible. “Magic,” basically. They were convinced that there was an actual explanation behind their powers, but it was never discovered.

And it was due to those powers, I assumed, that I had three more voices in my head.

“Actually… hey, new guy, you’re up there, right?” I asked, thinking my question to him so that I wouldn’t sound like I was crazily talking to myself as me, Mimic, and Gnome walked back toward the base.

“That I am,” he replied.

“I need a name for you. We’ve got Warrior King and Explorer up there, so how about you? We’re all going by our roles. What was yours?”

“Hmm. I see. Allow me to offer a counter proposal. Rather than the role I once held, how about the role I have now? Perhaps… Guide?”

“We’ve already got Guide.”

“Ah, I see. Then perhaps… Failure?”

“That sounds… harsh.”

“It is a name I deserve, harsh as it may be.”

“I’d rather not refer to you, or anybody, as a failure.”

“Very well. Then, as I am the third of the pasts you have uncovered, how about Third?”

“I feel like that doesn’t really fit in with the theme, but I honestly can’t think of anything better and this is already better than calling you a failure, so I guess we’ll have to stick with that for now.”

“Good. Then, Third I am. Is there something you wished to discuss seeing as how you  called out to me?”

“Yeah. It seems like you have the most experience with actually getting to talk to the people in charge of all this. Is there anything that stands out to you that you remember? About dealing with them?”

“I wish there was, but as I am sure you have figured out by now, I lack my memories. I remember that I… sacrificed them, but I cannot even remember why.”

“Well, it sounded like you remembered doing everything ‘right’ and perfectly and all that. Can you tell me about that?”

“No. I remember that I did everything I needed to do, and that I did it all perfectly. That much I know. However, I must have retained knowledge of having accomplished that without remembering the specific details. I likely decided that remembering I did everything was more important than remembering what I did.”

“That’s…”

“I know. It is frustrating, honestly. I know that I did so much, yet I cannot remember what it is that I did. Rather contradicting, isn’t it? All I can do is believe in my own faith in myself.”

“Well, that’s not necessarily a bad trait to have.”

“There is something else I remember, though.” He sounded more serious now.

That got me curious. “Yeah?”

“I remember what I realized. An answer to the question of what they sought with the trials they subjected me to.”

“And that would be?”

“Humanity. A prime example of it, and everything that makes a human… human. Humans are flawed, irrational beings who make countless mistakes only to somehow stumble their way through existence. We are social creatures who value the bonds we form and cherish… the memories we make. To disregard any of that is to disregard what it is to be human. It is only human to seek perfection, but to obtain it as I did—reaching perfection was the least human thing I could do.”

“What’s your idea of human? Of being a good one, then?”

“This may be a rather ironic answer, but to pursue one’s goals regardless of what they may be, even if their goal is perfection. It is perfectly human to seek perfection and to fight for it, yet it is inhuman to achieve it. Are we doomed to yearn for that which will deprive us of who we are if we achieve it?”

“I think you’d get along with Scientist. Then again, I’m sure Explorer up there is happy to have your compa—”

Explorer cut in with a voice full of annoyed sass. “You are joking, right? This man is insufferable. He’s been wallowing in self-pity ever since he got in here! I thought I was depressing, but he’s depressing on a whole new level. Every other sentence was him talking about how much of a failure he was despite how perfect he was. How can somebody be so narcissistic and depressive at the same time?”

Third answered her by saying, “Well, I was perfect, and I failed even so. I am only stating a fact, and those two events do not contradict one another as history has proven.”

Explorer and Third began bickering—or well, it was more like a one-sided argument with Research on the attack as Third barely defended himself. So, I called out to the first of their group. “How are you holding out up there, Warrior King?”

“It is entertaining watching them fight,” Warrior King replied. “The woman has more spirit than I believed. The boy could use some training. He claims to be perfect, yet his arms are thinner than a goat’s neck.”

“Is that a… saying you guys used back then?”

“No, but it is the first comparison that came to mind. You should exercise more as well, Player. It is a human’s duty to see their body rise to the peak of physical strength! Allow your muscles to cut through your flesh to grant you armor as hard as a rock!”

“I don’t think muscles are supposed to cut through flesh.”

“The muscles do not literally cut through the flesh, Player.”

“I know.”

“Then why did you state that?”

Warrior King didn’t understand banter, apparently. “I’m just messing around,” I explained. “Anyways, Third.”

“Yes?” Third answered.

“You said they want humanity, and you didn’t count because you were too perfect, right?”

“Essentially, yes.”

“Then do you think you would have… succeeded or whatever if you made mistakes?”

“There is no way for me to know. I achieved a perfect victory, yet that was not enough. However, by being so perfect, I made a mistake—a flaw. Yet, if being flawed was what they sought in humanity, shouldn’t my flaw have counted? What is the mistake they are looking for, and why was mine not good enough? Even when it came to making a mistake, I failed. I am a failure beyond all measure.”

“I’m tempted to say we need to work on your self-confidence, but you also keep talking about how perfect you were, so I’m not sure about that. Anyways, so… you think they want the best of humanity. That means a human with all their flaws and issues. Striving to be perfect is human, but actually achieving it is not, and being too perfect is a flaw but not the kind they want.”

“It is rather contradictory.”

“Yeah, I can see that. Do you have any idea what would have happened if you won?”

“No. That is not something that was ever discussed to the best of my knowledge.”

“Figured as much. But, I mean, at least I know they don’t want me to be perfect, I guess.”

“I will also say this, though I feel it should be obvious. Whatever rules they have created for you, do not take them so literally. I believe that may be where I failed aside from my perfection. After all, when a being akin to a god approaches you and gives you a task, would you not assume they are telling the truth?”

“I don’t know. We have lots of ancient myths and stories about gods being huge assholes who lie to people and give them tests designed to fail and all that.”

“Oh? How interesting. I cannot recall if we had such gods of our own, but I feel I can remember that gods were meant to be trustworthy, benevolent beings.”

“Some of the gods we’ve invented can be pretty nice. The others… well…”

I told him about Zeus and all the problematic things associated with him.

“Oh,” Third said once the lesson about Zeus was over. “That is… horrible. The humans who came after us… genuinely created such a god? Why would they desire to be ruled over someone so horrible?”

“I don’t know how all that works,” I answered. “I just know that Zeus is messed up and we’ve got—”

“Sorry to interrupt,” Explorer said, “but I noticed something while listening to the story about Zeus. He sounds… remarkably similar to one of our gods. The base foundation is still there, but the specific stories seem to have changed. And rather than live at the deepest depths of the world, he lived atop a mountain. This has me thinking… this is just a theory, mind you, but humanity has survived after each of our respective failures, and I’m going to go ahead and assume that some of the survivors knew about the events we went through. Is it possible that our interactions with these beings have shaped the myths of humanity? Rather than view gods as benevolent creators, we started to view them as cruel tricksters with selfish desires. Do you think it is possible we might have had such a shift in order to warn future generations against those we perceived as gods?”

Despite not being able to see them, I still had a sort of feeling about what they were doing, and I could just tell that Third was tapping on his chin with a single finger. “I see,” he said. “That is possible, yes. Dare I say, it may even be likely. It is also possible that these are nothing but coincidences.”

“Yeah,” I joined in. “Lots of people looked at gods to explain anything they didn’t understand, and that included the bad. If some farmers’ crops failed, then that got blamed on a god. If a cow gave birth to a deformed cow that looked half human—well, that probably got blamed on Zeus or some other perverted god. Blaming everything on them made it easier to cope with the world that they didn’t understand. So, it might just be coincidence, or maybe the shift really did happen as a sort of warning.”

“I may not remember much of my memories, but I know my people achieved enlightenment while still revering gods as just beings. We managed to dispel much of the world’s mysteries, and it was thanks to our methods that I achieved such perfection, surely. And if we were able to do it, then I have no doubt that future humans would be able to as well.”

“Sounds like we agree it can go either way then. Either it’s just coincidence, or maybe starting with the survivors of your time, we started telling people gods are assholes.”

Warrior King spoke up and said, “Never trust a god. Anything that claims to be one seeks to deceive and control. The only good ‘god’ is a dead one.”

…

Warrior King was—well, an ancient warrior king who was thousands of years old.

And yet what he said made me think of those hardcore internet atheists who spouted all sorts of anti-god one-liners that they thought sounded cooler than they actually were.

He probably would have fit right in with them.

The base came into sight a few moments later, and that was some great timing since I started getting a headache from having a four-way conversation in my head.

“Thanks for the talk. You’ve given me some more things to think about,” I said. “Try to get along up there, alright?”

“No promises,” Explorer said.

“Of course!” Warrior King, much more enthusiastically, said.

“I will do my best, but as I have already failed once, do not be surprised should I fail again,” Third, in his overly wordy way, said.

Making a mistake must have seriously bruised his ego. Then again, it was a mistake that apparently led to the downfall of his civilization.

But if Warrior King and Explorer were able to wear the same shoes as him without constantly referencing their failures, then he could do it, too.


Chapter 17

“Player,” Guide said, standing before me as she looked at my left shoulder.

“I know how it looks,” I replied. “It looks like I brought back another woman.”

“We haven’t even done anything with Mimic yet! But, I’m a great girlfriend, so I’m not going to complain about that. After all, the more lovers you have, the more fun we all get to have together. My problem lies somewhere else.”

“Yeah?”

Guide nodded before dramatically pointing a finger at Gnome. “She looks like she wants to murder all of us, and that sort of jealousy is not acceptable in our relationship.”

“Well, she’s kind of uh… very murderous, but she has no problem cooperating. Her and Mimic got along together down there… I think.”

Mimic jumped away from my side to go grab onto Guide’s arm, hugging it between her breasts, as she rapidly shook her head from side to side to disagree with me.

Unfortunately for Mimic, she wasn’t going to get the help from Guide that she wanted, because Guide was too distracted by something else.

One, Mimic’s breasts were wrapped around her arm.

Two, it was the first time Guide got to see Mimic wearing her new maid uniform.

“Mi—Mimic… you… are so cute!” Guide practically squealed. “When did you get this?! Where?! Do we have a tailor making cute clothes for you that I don’t know about?! I want one! I want to wear a matching maid uniform with you! Well, it might not fit me, but I still want to try! Oh! And we need one for Ninja! And Scientist! They would look so good in maid uniforms! And we can get one for Player, too!”

“I’ll have to pass on that,” I said.

“Player.”

“Y-yeah?”

“I would do literally anything you want for the rest of our lives if you let me put you in a maid costume, even if it’s just for a few minutes.”

“Wouldn’t you already do anything I want for the rest of our lives?”

“Spiritually, yes. Literally, no. I’m not that mindlessly obedient… but I will be if you let me put you in a maid costume.”

“Well, unfortunately for both of us then, I found it from a chest and fed it to Mimic. She can make herself look like she’s wearing anything I’ve fed her, apparently. Oh, we also found this out.” I looked at Mimic. “Do the tentacle thing.”

Mimic nodded and split her arms into tentacles.

“Ooohhh… that’s… that’s nice,” Guide said. “Real nice. To think you discovered such a powerful ability while you were down there. I already knew you had that tongue to look forward to… but now tentacles, too? Just think of all the possibilities…”

I started thinking of the perverted possibilities that involved Guide and Mimic’s tentacles, such as Mimic wrapping Guide up and—

“You could give Player as many simultaneous handjobs as you could make tentacles! Each tentacle would be its own handjob! And you could use tentacles to play with his balls, too, and to push your boobs around his—”

“Wai-wait!” I interrupted. “Hang on, shouldn’t you be thinking about your pleasure?”

“I am? Why do you think I’m talking about how I can use her to make you cum harder than ever before? The more I get to make you cum, the more pleasure I feel.”

“Guide… you’re too selfless.”

“I am extremely selfish. You don’t think I’d make you cum all the time if I didn’t benefit from it, do you? Ah… Mimic… so many new doors have opened up for us. Wait, can you make a tentacle that has a mouth at the end? Or something else to suck with?”

Mimic turned one of her tentacles into a tentacle with a literal mouth at the end.

“Can you vibrate it?”

The tentacle’s shaft and mouth began to vibrate.

“Mimic, you’ve officially earned the title of the ultimate sex toy.”

Mimic probably looked a lot prouder about that than she should have.

“Guide, you’re corrupting her,” I said.

Guide winked at me. “Good. Anyways, what’s the story with the new girl?”

“Oh, right.”

I explained everything that happened down in the cave. Halfway through the explanation, Scientist and Ninja came out from the bedroom, and Ninja looked… very, very messy. Messy in the kind of way that made me think Scientist was running “experiments” on her the entire time, and seeing how wobbly Ninja was when she walked confirmed my theory.

“What happens if you remove her from the party?” Scientist asked. “If she was summoned by the weapon as well, what if you remove the weapon from your inventory?”

“Good questions,” I replied. “Ready for some quick experimenting?” I asked Gnome.

Gnome shrugged.

So, I removed her from the party. Doing so caused her to vanish from my shoulder without a trace. There wasn’t even a little puff of smoke or anything. She just… disappeared.

I went into my inventory and took her summoning item out. Upon using it, Gnome fell out from the hat again and was automatically placed back into the party.

“Nod,” Scientist said. “What if you try to summon her while your party is full?”

I removed Gnome from the party again and brought Scientist into it.

The next time I tried to summon Gnome… she didn’t fall out from the hat.

Scientist, however, grabbed my wrist and turned it so that the bottom of the hat was facing upward, and that was when we saw Gnome just sort of… waiting inside of it. She also looked a bit confused and dizzy seeing as how we were holding her upside down.

“A lack of underwear has been confirmed,” Scientist said.

“Where are you looking?” I asked her.

“I am looking at where scientific curiosity demands answers.”

“What does seeing if somebody is wearing underwear have to do with science?”

“Science knows no borders.”

“I think sexual harassment counts as a pretty strong border that science shouldn’t cross.”

“Ah. When phrased that way, I see the problem.” Scientist looked at Gnome again. “Sorry.”

Gnome just shrugged it off, clearly not caring about the fact that we could see underneath her lower sash.

I flipped the hat upright and—

“I… I can’t resist saying it,” Guide said. “I’m sorry, I know you just scolded Scientist for this, but…”

“I have a bad feeling about this,” I said.

“She… pocket…”

“Guide.”

“Pocket… pocket pussy…”

Scientist subtly tilted her head. “Pocket pussy?”

“Yes! Imagine! She’s always in that hat, right?! And Player can just store the hat in his inventory! That means he could take the hat out and stick his dick into it whenever he wants! She’s a literal pocket pussy!”

“Guide… don’t refer to another woman as a pocket pussy.”

“But that’s what she is! And I don’t mean it as a degrading insult or anything! That’s a compliment! I’m jealous! Do you have any idea how much I wish I could be in her shoes—in her hat?! That’s like a dream come true!”

I… I wasn’t sure I ever saw Guide get so excited over something before. Her voice was full of excitement like a little kid who just woke up on Christmas morning to a ton of presents. Or maybe a better comparison would be like a kid who learned some cool dinosaur facts and was excitedly reciting them to their parent. Whichever comparison was more appropriate, she was pretty cute despite the extremely sexual and vulgar topic.

“Scientist!” Guide shouted, grabbing onto Scientist’s shoulders to turn her and look her straight in the eyes. “You’re really smart, right? You invent stuff and create things, right?”

“No,” Scientist answered. “I studied phenome—”

“You need to invent a shrink ray to shrink me down so that I can fit inside of a hat inside of Player’s inventory! Or actually… if you shrink me down… I could just live in his underwear instead… and… what would that be like? Getting to live in his underwear? I’d want to use his balls as my bed, but… if he’s standing up, wouldn’t I slide off and get crushed by them? Wait, that might not be so bad… being smothered by them all the—”

I placed my hand over Guide’s mouth to silence her. Of course, she immediately retaliated by lewdly licking at my palm and fingers.

But it had to be done.

When I looked at Ninja, her face was pure red and she looked even dizzier than Gnome did as a result of all the lewd talk.

“You okay, Ninja?” I asked.

“Y-yes, my lord,” Ninja answered. “It was… overwhelming, but I am fine!”

I sighed and took my hand away from Guide’s mouth. “What’s gotten into you? You seem extra perverted.”

Guide looked confused that I even had to ask. “What do you think? I just discovered that it’s theoretically possible for me to turn into a pocket pussy.”

“Guide… you’re weird.”

Guide smiled and pressed her lips against mine for a kiss before saying, “I know, but you like it, don’t you?”

“Well, you’re not wrong.”

“Also, you were gone for longer than I thought you’d be, so I was worried and missed you.”

“Don’t you always worry and always miss me?”

“True.”

“I think you’re just extra horny.”

“Probably.”

I sighed and set Gnome’s hat down on the table. “I don’t know how to feel about her life basically being tied to me summoning her as a weapon. She basically doesn’t get to exist outside the hat unless I summon her, and that takes up a party slot. It doesn’t look like she can leave the hat to do what she wants outside of it on her own, either.”

Guide looked like she was thinking some more perverted thoughts, but she kept quiet.

“With Mimic and Gnome now… both of them are way stronger than any of us. More health, more defense, they do more damage—none of us can compete. It would probably be the smartest choice to keep using Mimic and Gnome in the party, but… then I can’t invite any of you to the party.” I looked at Ninja. “Mainly you, since you like to go out with me.”

I caught Ninja looking a bit sad with her ears drooping down, but she shook her head and forced herself to smile when she saw me look at her. “That—that is alright, Lord Player! Your safety is the most important! If the others are more capable, then you should take them with you! I will stay here to protect Lady Guide and Lady Scientist!”

That was the smartest, most logical thing to do. Mimic and Gnome could easily kill anything available to me at the moment, except maybe bosses.

It was the most logical choice—the most correct choice.

Nobody would argue against that.

When one’s life was on the line, was it not obvious to use the strongest possible help? If somebody was being attacked by a bear and they had the choice between a pistol and a shotgun, they were going to reach for the shotgun every time.

Sure, there were people in games who would go to fight the final, hardest boss with the basic starting weapon—I did that before myself—but those people’s real lives weren’t at risk. If they were in danger of actually dying, they would always pick the toughest armor and strongest weapons.

But… maybe not always.

Most people probably would. However, there were plenty of daredevils out there who would purposely put themselves in extreme danger just for fun. There were probably some humans out there who would unironically try to fight a gorilla while naked and drunk just for fun.

The thrill of a challenge, even if it meant their probable death, fueled them.

Being as safe as possible was smart, but was that what was expected of me?

Doing everything right did not guarantee success. If anything, doing everything perfectly was proven to still result in failure.

Purposely choosing to be inefficient didn’t sound like the right thing to do, either. I doubted that purposely being stupid was the right choice.

So, going out of my way to make the most logical choices probably wasn’t a good idea, and doing the same with bad choices wasn’t going to be any good, either.

Then what was I supposed to do?

Purposely perfect was wrong. Purposely flawed was wrong.

I looked the others over again and found my eyes drawn to Ninja who still looked a bit disappointed despite what she said.

I didn’t want to try and be perfect, nor did I want to be wrong, but… I did want to cheer Ninja up and make sure that she still felt included and useful.

It might not have been the most logical choice, but it wasn’t a horrible one, and it was one that would make the woman I cared about happy.

“I’ll miss watching you be a badass,” I told Ninja, causing her to smile but also making her ears droop even more. “That’s why you’ve still got to come with me every now and then.”

Her ears perked up despite shaking her head at first. “But—but my lord! I am not as capable as them! I may have more experience, but… in this world, experience is not as important as ‘stats.’ For your own safety… you should make use of Lady Mimic and Lady Gnome.”

“One, if experience wasn’t just as if not even more important than stats, then I wouldn’t be here right now because Mimic would have eaten me when I first met her. I also would have failed against the bosses. Two, it doesn’t matter. Even if you were less experienced with worse stats than them, the important thing is that you want to help me, right?”

“That—that is true…”

“Also, as far as I know, I can’t equip Mimic and Gnome with anything. But I will be able to equip you with items, if I’m not already able to, and that will give you even stronger stats than them.”

“I—I see. But, until you are able to increase my stats beyond theirs, then—”

“Then I’m going to have you help me anyways.”

Ninja’s wagging tail gave her true reaction away.

“I think the best thing I can do right now is to just do whatever I feel is… honest? Instead of worry about what’s technically the best option, or purposely trying to not do that, then I just have to do what feels right even if it might not be the smartest. And making sure that you don’t feel left out feels like the right thing to do.”

Ninja’s tail wagged even more as I talked, and she eventually smiled and nodded. “Thank you for your consideration, Lord Player. If that is the decision you have made, then I will gladly serve at your side as your retainer.”

“Already give up on trying to change my mind?”

“It—it is obvious you refuse to…”

“Good.” I looked at Guide and Scientist who had been listening the whole time still. “If either of you have any thoughts about that, I’d be happy to hear them.”

Guide showed me a relaxed smile and said, “I think that’s the right choice. As long as you are doing what you believe is right, then nobody can blame you if you make the wrong choice, and you won’t have any regrets.”

“Disagree,” Scientist said. “It is still possible for others to blame your decision making when you make the wrong choice, and people have regrets after following through on their genuine feelings all the time. However, this applies to all possible decision-making methods.”

“You could have just told him to follow his heart, you know.”

“I implied that he may as well.”

“If you’re just going to tell him to do it anyways, you don’t have to make it sound bad first.”

“I am giving him more information to work with. The more information one has, the more informed of a decision they can make, even if it is the same decision they were already planning on making.”

I kind of agreed with Guide, but I couldn’t blame Scientist for being a scientist. “Thanks anyways,” I said. “Both of you. Now, to move to a bit of a lighter topic… how do you feel about fish?”

“Fish?” Guide asked. “Did you bring back a fish girl, too? Is she hiding in your pockets somewhere?”

“Alright. That’s it.”

There was only one way to react to Guide continuing to be Guide, and that was to take out my latest weapon, equip it, and smack it against her head.

“Get bonked, Guide,” I said as my [Pool Noodle] rested against her face.

“Oh my, Player, don’t you already smack my face with enough big, long, hard noodles?” Guide teased in response. Then, to take things to the next level, she grabbed the sides of the noodle and seductively traced her hands up and down it almost as if she were jacking it off.

“You should have expected that,” Scientist said. “If you hit her with something that is even ten percent phallic, such a reaction is to be expected.”

“Is a pool noodle really ten percent phallic?” I asked.

“To the average person, it will probably fail to appear even one percent phallic. To Guide, it may as well be five hundred percent phallic.”

I took the noodle away from Guide once she started licking it. “Guide, I think you need a break from sex. You’re becoming a succubus.”

Guide shrugged and smiled. “Alright. If you think so, then I’ll have faith in you. No more sex!”

“W-wait, that easily?”

“Hmm? Is something wrong? That wasn’t supposed to be a bluff or anything, right? If you think I’m getting too lewd, then obviously I would be happy to tone it down and give you a break until you’re ready for more.”

“I…”

“Don’t worry, Player. I’m perfectly capable of being wholesome and innocent.”

“Lord—Lord Player,” Ninja said, holding onto my arm as she nervously looked toward Guide. “Something feels wrong…”

“Nod,” Scientist said before grabbing onto my other arm. It felt like she just wanted to join in on the arm holding for the heck of it since she saw Ninja do it. “I do not detect even one percent of lustfulness in her eyes.”

Guide dismissively waved her hands at us. “Oh, stop it. You’re silly. I like non-lewd things too, you know. Besides, we really have been nothing but horndogs lately. It might be a nice change of pace to embrace our more innocent desires!”

Mimic then wrapped her arms around me from behind, resting her chin down against my shoulder as she whimpered, “Master…”

Even Mimic was scared of a potentially non-lewd Guide.

And at that point, Guide’s act dropped. “Wait… if even Mimic is joining in… do you seriously all think I’m just a permanently perverted woman or something?! I was just joking and thought it would be funny to see how long it takes for Player to break… but… if Mimic is scared… maybe I seriously do need to tone it down…”

I reached forward with my right hand, which was attached to the arm Scientist refused to let go of, and gave the top of Guide’s head a couple of pats. “Just follow your heart. Do whatever you want as long as you believe that it’s genuinely the right thing to do.”

“That’s nice and all, Player, but I’m noticing that you’re not admitting to just playing along at thinking me being innocent is creepy.”

“I’m… I’m following my heart.”

“Alright. That’s it. Sex and degeneracy are officially banned until everybody’s perception of me changes. As fun as it is being a pervert, I don’t want everybody to think I’m just a pervert. Oh, that gives me an idea.”

“You don’t have to worry so much about it.”

“Too bad. Anyways, my idea.” Guide then pointed a dramatic finger at me. “Let’s go exploring together! Me and you. Tomorrow. I’ll show you just how cool and non-lewd I can be.”

“Are you sure that you wouldn’t rather stay here and pass the time—…”

“Pass the time doing what, Player?”

“You… you know. Pass the time, uh…”

“Please, Player, tell me what you think I would pass the time by doing.”

“Uh…”

“Go on. I’m waiting. I’m sure you can think of me doing something other than being a degenerate.”

“W-well…”

Guide narrowed her eyes at me. “I’m going with you tomorrow.”

I was forced to admit defeat and sighed. “Alright.”


Chapter 18

To my genuine surprise, Guide was serious about dialing back on the lewdness. We didn’t do anything even slightly sexual despite sharing the bed like usual.

It was then that I realized why she wanted to try waiting until I broke. Being in a bed with Guide, Ninja, Scientist, and now also Mimic, without doing anything even slightly lewd with them, was painful. Especially after doing things with them multiple times a day every single day lately. I wanted nothing more than to partake in my carnal desires with them, but… I felt like doing that would be an insult to Guide after she insisted on asserting her innocent side.

So I resisted.

And it hurt.

But I managed.

That being said, once it was morning, I remembered to actually cook the fish for us that I forgot to do the night before. I… also remembered that Gnome was in my inventory that entire time. I felt pretty bad about that since I had no idea what existence was like for her when she was just living inside of a hat inside of my inventory that might as well have existed in a pocket dimension as far as I was concerned, but she didn’t seem bothered at all. She just acted like normal once I took her out of the inventory and summoned her to check on her.

But aside from that, once we all enjoyed some roasted fish, we went through with Guide’s determination from the night before.

The two of us went out exploring together.

Mimic was pretty disappointed that she wasn’t going out with me, but Ninja was insistent on keeping Mimic company and training with her. That helped Mimic cheer up a bit.

As for Gnome—well, she just remained in my inventory since she didn’t seem to care and I wanted to have some one-on-one time with an innocent Guide.

“So! What’s the plan?” Guide asked. “Got any more dungeons to clear? Any monsters to hunt? Stuff to mine? Forests to deforest?”

“Uhh, not really. But I figure we can just… go walk in a different direction than where I’ve gone before.”

“Hmm… is that it? Come on, let me show off. I’m sure we can find some dangerous trouble to get into.”

“I thought you wanted me to avoid unnecessary danger?”

“It’s alright since I’m here.” Guide looked into my eyes and winked. “I’ll keep you safe, my princess.”

I gave her a mocking swoon in return. “Oh, my brave knight, thank you.”

“Anything for you, m’lady.”

“I know we’re being stupid, but that was still too cringe.”

“Heh. Alright, but seriously. What’s the plan? I’m sure there’s something you’ve got to do still while we wait for the other NPCs to show up.”

“Speaking of which… that’s taking longer than I thought it would. They should have shown up and moved in by now.”

“Well, maybe they’ll have moved in by the time we get back from our duo adventure. Oh, I know. Why don’t we try getting you some upgrades?”

“Actually, if either of us are going to get upgrades, it should be you. Let me try something.” I took my flamethrower out of my inventory and handed it over to Guide. “Can you equip this?”

Guide took the flamethrower, pointed it in the air, and pulled the trigger.

She managed to actually shoot it. Flames came out and everything.

“Alright. In that case, it seems like you can already equip weapons and armor. Normally that would include accessories, too, but Dungeon Master said he’d nerf NPCs by only letting them equip weapons and armor. I just didn’t think you’d be able to already. It took some quest progress to unlock that in the game.”

“Hmm, I see,” Guide replied.

“That means I should get you some new gear. You like using a bow, right?”

“Yep!”

“Alright, then let’s get you a bow and armor. I can just go back to the house real quick and get those crafted for you.”

Guide shook her head. “I appreciate it, but let me earn it. I don’t want to just… benefit from everybody else’s hard work. Is that alright?”

It’d be a bit of a waste of time, honestly, because she wanted to go and farm materials for upgrades that we already had. Honestly, I could make her the best basic metal armor and a great bow to go with it within a few minutes thanks to all the mining I accomplished.

But Guide wanted to earn it herself.

That was inefficient, but if it was what her heart wanted, then I wanted to make her happy.

“Alright,” I said. “Then I have an idea. You were always the guide to my player, so now I’ll be the guide to your player. For the rest of today, you get to be the player, and I’ll be your helper. So, in that case.” I cleared my throat before putting on my best instructor voice. “You should chop down some trees to gather resources. Dangerous enemies come out at night, and you will want shelter to keep yourself safe.”

Guide’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “Thank you, my kind guide! I’ll make sure to go do that right away! Though… I don’t have an axe.”

“Oh. Right. Here, give me the flamethrower back.”

Guide handed the flamethrower over, causing her default bow to reappear only to disappear again once I handed her my axe.

“There,” I said. “Now you can go and begin your journey!”

“Got it!” Guide replied.

And so, Guide began her journey as the player for once.

It didn’t take long for Guide to develop a new sense of respect for me.

“My—my arms… they’re so tired,” Guide groaned after chopping down her second tree. “You… you’ve cut down dozens of trees… how?”

“You get used to it,” I answered. “I felt exhausted the first day here, too. Don’t forget that.”

“I remember you being tired… but you were this tired? And you kept pushing yourself despite that… I should have made you rest even more than I did.”

“But I couldn’t, remember? I had to make sure we were prepared for the bosses.”

“Ugh… you’re right. But to think you went and kept pushing yourself despite feeling this way. You’re even cooler than I already knew, Player.”

“I had you to protect, so there was plenty of motivation to keep me going. Now you get to be the one motivated by me. Go on, Guide. Go chop down some more trees, build a house, and protect me.”

“You know, if we’re really switching roles for the day, you should be encouraging me to rest already.”

“Unfortunately for you, I’m a harsh guide. I expect the entire world to be conquered within the next few hours. The fact that you’re not already digging straight down to the bottom of the world isn’t good, either.”

“You’re evil.”

“I believe in you, Guide.”

Guide stuck her tongue out at me. “Unfortunately, I can’t store things in my inventory or craft like you can, so you’ll have to handle that part for me. Can you make a bench and some wooden armor for me?”

“Sure.”

One [Wooden Workbench] and set of wooden armor later, and Guide was decked out from head to toe in wood just like I was.

“Congratulations, you get an achievement for equipping your first full set of armor,” I teased.

“Oh? Sweet,” Guide replied. “Though… it’s not very flattering. It kind of looked cool on you, but…. I feel lame wearing this.”

“You feeling lame wearing it makes me feel like you thought I was lame while wearing it.”

“You’re too cool to be lame.”

“Then I feel the same way about you.”

“Aww. Well, then I guess I feel less lame. Alright! So, I need a better bow now, which means I need some silk and ore. I already have the basic bow, so it’s time to move up to the next tier.”

“Sounds like a plan. Want to go to the usual cave, or want to find your own?”

“Haven’t you already picked your cave dry at this point?”

“… right. New cave it is then. Well, pick a direction you want to walk in and let’s hope we find one.”

Guide gave me a little salute before randomly walking off… not realizing that she was walking toward the usual cave.

“You might want to pick a different direction,” I said.

“This way goes to your cave, doesn’t it?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Oh. Alright, then let’s go… this way!”

And so, we had a new direction to walk in.

It took a while, but we eventually found another cave entrance that I hadn’t plundered.

Guide was overflowing with excitement when she saw some unbroken pots sitting at the entrance.

“Player! Pots! Do I get to break them?!” Guide asked like an excited child.

“Yep,” I answered. “You’re the player today. That means you get to break the pots.”

“I’ve always wanted to try breaking them! Okay, okay. Calm down, Guide. You’ve got this. But… how should I do it? Should I shoot an arrow at them? Or try hitting them with my bow? Maybe push them over?”

“Just break it however you want.”

“Player! This is my first time ever getting to break a pot! This is a huge event! I have to put more thought into it!”

“Fair enough. Alright, what about… oh. I think I know the perfect way to break a pot for you.”

There was really only one way to handle Guide’s first pot breaking.

A door.

I crafted a door and placed it right next to the pot. That way, when she opened the door, it would swing into the pot and break it.

“How’s this?” I asked.

Guide… almost looked ready to cry when she saw it. “It’s—it’s perfect, Player. You’re too good for me…”

“Thank you for having such low standards.”

“My standards are higher than you know.”

It was finally time for her to break the pot, so she opened the door.

The door swung into the pot and knocked it over!

…

But it didn’t break.

At least, it didn’t break until Guide shot an arrow at it and then quickly put her bow away to pretend like she didn’t just do that.

“Wow, what a perfect first time,” I praised. “Congrats on breaking your first pot, Guide.”

Guide looked at me with a triumphant smile. “Now I’m a real pro.”

“It’s true. Every pro gamer has broken a pot at one point or another.”

“Heh. Now, if you wouldn’t mind, could you… keep the cave lit up for me since I can’t place my own torches?”

“You’ve got it.”

Guide proved to be even more capable than I had assumed. I knew she knew how to use her bow, but she was pretty good at dodging enemy attacks, too. In the original… that wasn’t the case at all and she—well, he, would often die to simple monsters. But here, with just a bit of a sweat, Guide managed to avoid most attacks while killing any potential enemies that came at her.

All I did was place down torches while following her and collecting the loot from her kills.

Before long, there was enough [Spider Silk] to turn into [String] for a bow, but she still needed some ores.

She got pretty lucky by finding a decent vein of gold, too. She’d get to skip the earlier bows to go straight to having a golden one.

But there was a problem for her.

All that gold needed mined out still.

“H-hey, Player, that’s a lot of ore I need to mine,” Guide said. “Maybe… we could take turns? My arms are still pretty—”

I took my pickaxe out to hand it over to her. “Here you go.”

“Pl-Player?”

“You know how many times I had to do all the woodcutting and mining all on my own?”

“B-but… I would have helped if I could!”

“And I’d help you if I could, but… you know, somebody has to protect you while you mine.”

“Player… my arms…”

I placed one of my hands on her left arm. “Good luck.”

“I’ll remember this, Player. Me and my arms won’t be forgetting this anytime soon.”

“What a shame.”

Little did Guide know that her torture wasn’t even close to over.

“I… I can’t… my arms… they’re going to fall off,” Guide whined after mining the last of the gold out from the wall. “Please… please tell me that’s enough…”

“It’s actually more than you need,” I answered. “Good job.”

“Then why didn’t you stop me?!”

“Well, it’s good to have an excess of ore.”

“I’m going to die.”

“Hi going to die, I’m Player.”

“You’re so lucky you’re cute.”

“I know.”

“Hmph… hurry up and make my new bow for me.”

“But how am I supposed to do that?”

Guide blinked. “What—what do you… oh. Oh no. I… I forgot.”

“Come on, Guide. You still need a furnace to melt all the ore into bars, and we need an anvil to make a metal weapon.”

“Player… maybe—maybe we should head back to the house. The others probably… uh… really miss us.”

“I wouldn’t want to interrupt their bonding and training. Anyways, go and mine some stone while you’ve got the pickaxe so that we can make the furnace.”

“Player… please…”

“I would, Guide, but I know you’ll be upset with me later if I give in and let you take the easy way out.”

“Ugh, you’re right, dang it.”

“Good luck.”

Guide sounded like she was about to cry when she said, “Thank you.”

Guide’s progress slowed down the more she strained her arms. Honestly, I felt pretty bad for her at a few points, but she was insistent on accomplishing her goal. All she needed to do was make the bow, too, and then we could go back.

But in order to do that, she had to mine enough stone to make a furnace, and then she had to go mine more metal ore to make an anvil. It was only after she did both of those that I was finally able to make her new weapon for her, a [Golden Bow]. I still only had a [Wooden Bow] for myself.

“Here you go, Guide,” I said, handing the bow over to her. “Good job. You did great.”

Guide, who now had bags under her eyes as she struggled to lift her arms up to grab the bow, could barely even smile. “Th-thanks…”

“How are you feeling?”

“Like death. I can barely even enjoy this… but I am happy.”

“Good. Ready to head back now?”

“Yeah… I think so. I’m ready to not move my arms for the next few days. You’ll feed me, right?”

I was tempted to make a perverted joke about “feeding” her, but I resisted out of respect for her behaving the entire day. “You’ve got it. You’re going to get spoiled just like how you spoiled me during my rests. That means lots of massages and pampering.”

“I’m happy to hear that, but I’m even more tired than I am happy. Just… let me shoot something with my bow… then we can go back.”

“I’ll give you a special treat on the way back.”

It looked like my words gave her a bit of energy back as she readied her bow and looked toward a giant ant on the other side of the cave. Then, even though she was as tired as she was, she drew her bow and loosed her arrow at the ant, nailing it right in the side of its head. She then followed up with a couple more quick arrows to finish it off. “That… literally took the rest of my energy.” Her arms fell to her sides. “I’m ready for my treat now.”

“Did you even enjoy getting to use your new bow?”

“Honestly, no. I’m too tired.”

“That’s alright.” I crouched down in front of her with my back to her. “Here, hop on. This is your treat. I’ll carry you back so that you can rest.”

“But… it’s so far. And I’m not… heavy, but that would still be a long way to go with me on you.”

“I’ll be fine.”

“Well, I feel a little guilty, but I’m too tired to refuse. Should I… ride on your back or your shoulders?”

I patted my shoulders.

“You better not drop me.”

“I won’t.”

With that, Guide climbed up onto my shoulders and hung her legs down over my chest.

I was actually kind of surprised by my own ability to stand up without any issue. Sure, she wasn’t heavy, but I never carried somebody around on my shoulders before.

I also made sure to place my hands on her thighs to press them a bit tighter around my head, to… keep her steady.

“I would complain since I’m sure you have some lewd intent with my thighs,” Guide said, “but I’m too tired to care. Enjoy my thighs while you can. I don’t want anybody touching me once we’re back.”

“You’ve got it, Guide. Good work today,” I said.

“Thanks.”

“Have fun?”

“Before my arms felt like they were being dipped into magma as a sacrifice, yes.”

“Want to do this again sometime?”

“I’ll stick to escorting you next time.”

“Weak.”

“I know.”

“I’m just kidding. You did way more than I did on my first day. I probably pushed you a bit too far.”

Guide shook her head. “You’re always fighting and gathering for our sake. One day of killing my arms is nothing compared to that. Then again… you did have me, your nice, caring Guide, who encouraged you to take breaks instead of giving you task after task… and you also spread all this work out over the course of a couple days instead of doing it all in half of one…”

“Look at it this way. You have every right to get revenge on me however you want now, whenever you want.”

“I’ll be remembering that. That’s for sure.”

Since she already sounded like she was about to fall asleep, I focused on walking us back to the base.

It was a pretty fun mini adventure with her. Not only that, but… it gave me a new perspective. Having her do all the work of gathering, I felt kind of… useless. I felt like all I got to do was stand around while she did all the work even if I did contribute by guarding her as she mined.

Was that how the others felt?

I never thought they were useless for even a second. I was extremely appreciative of them guarding me to the point where I didn’t get to kill anything myself, even if they ended up making me feel kind of useless.

So, I felt useless whether I was the one killing or gathering.

Were they the same?

I’d have to start making my appreciation more obvious in case they also felt that way, and giving myself some more credit would probably be good, too.

But for the walk back, I focused on enjoying Guide’s thighs around my head.


Chapter 19

Me and Guide were probably about halfway back to the base when I noticed something was off.

“Hey, Guide, how you doing?” I asked, giving her thighs a squeeze.

“Still tired… why?” Guide asked in response. “Something up?”

“We’re being watched.”

Guide looked around. “How can you tell?”

“I saw something sparkle for a moment in the distance. Like how in some games, enemy snipers—you can see their scopes sparkle to give you an idea of where they are to help counter camping.”

“I’m not sure I get the reference, but if you think we’re being watched by a sniper… are we in danger?”

“I don’t think so. They would have taken a shot by now, I think. I’m pretty sure I know what it means, though.”

“Yeah?”

“We finally found another NPC. Or well, the NPC found us.”

“And which NPC would that be?”

“The gunsmith. Their weapon is a sniper, and the sparkle I saw in the distance makes me think of a sniper, so.”

“Oh. Makes sense.”

“You really sound tired.”

“Player, I can barely stay awake right now.”

“Alright, well, I was going to ask if I could set you down to go check on the potential gunsmith, but if you’re this tired, I don’t want to leave you alone. I just don’t know why they’d be looking at us through their scope, and hiding, instead of—wait. The gunsmith. I’ve forgotten most of the NPC personalities because, after the first few runs, I just skipped all the dialogue… but… if I’m remembering right, then… shit. How did I forget that?”

“Hmm? Forget what?”

“The latest update to the game made NPC intros a bit more… interesting for the most part. Instead of just randomly moving in when there’s an empty house, they’ve got specific conditions to trigger to make their entries a bit more dynamic. It was a pretty controversial update since some of the conditions had to basically be purposely triggered, like the gunsmith’s, because they were totally avoidable if you were any good at the game. I thought they were a bit distracting, and there was an option to toggle dynamic entries off, so I turned it off and forgot that was even a feature after going through all of them once. If that feature is toggled on, then the reason NPCs haven’t moved in yet is because I haven’t triggered their spawning conditions beyond the basic requirements.”

“Ooh… I see.”

“And if I’m remembering the gunsmith’s entry right… alright. Guide, I’m going to take you back to the house and get you some rest. Then I have to go be a masochist and let myself almost die, alright?”

“You what?” Guide suddenly sounded far more awake. “Player.”

“I have to. I promise I’ll be safe, alright? I’m just going to let a slime hit me a few times until I almost die.”

“Player…”

“Trust me, I don’t want to get beat up by a slime, but I have to let it happen.”

Guide grumbled and gently kicked her feet against my abdomen. “You better be safe. Take healing potions and be ready to heal as soon as you’re done getting beat up.”

“I will. Alright, let’s get you back to the base. I could go for an upgrade of my own.”

Alright.

After dropping Guide off at the base, leaving her in the arms of a concerned Ninja, I explained what was going on and went back out in search of a slime. I had Mimic come with me, too, since she looked like she was going to cry if I didn’t let her after already spending most of the day away from her.

Mimic then looked like she was about to cry again after I explained to her that she wasn’t allowed to kill a slime. Once we found one, she looked like it was taking every ounce of her willpower to resist sending a tentacle out to kill it.

But when I saw the glistening of a potential sniper scope in the distance again, I knew what I needed to do.

Well, I was pretty sure that I knew.

“Stay there, Mimic,” I said, causing Mimic to grit her teeth and nod.

I’d have to let her go on a killing spree later to get that out of her system.

Anyways, once the slime saw me, it hopped straight toward me and eventually crashed into my chest with a bounce attack.

Thanks to my armor and increased health, that was nowhere near as dangerous as it used to be. It was going to take a good few more hits before I almost died.

It still hurt a surprising amount, though. It felt like I was getting punched hard in the chest every single time it bounced into me. Even though I had armor on, and even though it was just a slime made out of—well, slime, it still hurt.

It also took a while. Maybe it was because I was at actual risk of dying to a slime at first, but when I first arrived to this world and fought my first slime, it felt way faster. Now? The slime felt so… slow. There were a few seconds before its attacks that felt like waiting an eternity.

Eventually, though, the slime did take my health down to about thirty percent.

One more attack would be enough if I was right.

The slime bounced up, throwing itself toward my chest, and knocked me down to only about twenty percent health left.

Nothing happened, though.

I thought the intro event triggered at twenty-five percent health, but maybe I had to be attacked again while at twenty-five percent or lower?

One more. After that I would down a quick potion and kill the slime.

I just had to wait for the slime to actually attack me with its annoyingly slow animation.

Any time now…

There.

The slime hopped up, ready to try and kill me while having no idea that I would just down a health potion before it could kill me.

But it exploded before it could reach me.

A bullet. A very large bullet. It tore straight through the slime’s body and flew past my side between my arm and my torso.

It was extreme overkill, but it confirmed what I believed.

After the gunsmith’s conditions were met, like owning a gun and having an available room to move into, he would wait until the player character was about to die by an enemy and make his introduction by killing any non-boss enemy attacking the player with a single bullet.

The gunsmith was supposed to be a he, anyways. But, because of the mod I had…

The person who came out from the distance with a massive sniper rifle resting up against their shoulder pointing into the air was a woman. A pretty small woman, too. Actually, she was smaller than I thought she’d be. Was she supposed to be that small? The rifle was bigger than she was!

“Better be careful, kid,” the girl said, retaining her old, gruff personality despite looking like a young girl. Well, not too young, thankfully. There were some mods that… made NPCs look questionably young. This girl was almost there, but could still pass as an adult, fortunately. And as far as her personality went, she sure talked like an older man. “It’s dangerous out in these parts.”

I wanted to tell her that I was well aware of that, but I resisted. I’d let her have her cool little intro. “Wow, thanks for saving me. I almost died.”

The girl stopped in her tracks and stared me straight in the eyes. Each of her pupils looked like crosshairs, she was dressed like a sort of steampunk cowboy, and she looked… extremely unimpressed with me. “Was that supposed to be acting? You don’t look grateful at all! What the heck?! Come on! Do you have any idea how long I’ve been waiting for that moment?! I’ve been watching you for over a day now! And you made me save you from a slime? A slime?! That wasn’t cool at all!”

I was wrong.

She didn’t have the personality of an older man at all. If she did, then that must have been a really whiny older guy.

“S-sorry?” I said. “I’ll be honest, I was just trying to get you out of hiding.”

The girl slouched forward and sighed. “I’ve been watching you through my scope… for over a day… waiting for the perfect time to be cool and save you… and I ended up saving you from a slime… I was wondering what the heck you were doing letting it hit you over and over like that, and I started worrying that you fell asleep standing up somehow… but you were just… purposely letting it happen to trick me.” She looked up at me with tears in her eyes. “How could you?!”

“I’d apologize, but I already did.”

“I’d make you apologize, but you already did! I can’t even stay mad at you because you apologized so quickly! At least make me threaten it out of you! Give me my chance to have a cool intro back!”

“I regret to inform you that I’m not able to give you the impossible, but if you want, we could go find something bigger to kill so you can show off.”

Her crosshair eyes sparkled just like her sniper scope did. “Really? Something big? Can I shoot it?”

“Yes.”

The excited squeal she made after hearing my answer was pretty adorable.

I didn’t waste any time and invited her to the party with me and Mimic. The girl seemed so focused on getting to kill something that she didn’t even realize Mimic was with us, and Mimic just spent the entire time checking out the new girl as we walked toward the boss summoner.

I ended up spawning The Watcher for us. I figured that would be a satisfying enemy for our new ally to use her gun on.

“Alright,” I said as the giant eye roared and flew toward us. “It’s all yours.”

The girl smiled and aimed her rifle at the approaching boss. “Don’t take your eyes off me, kid. I’ll show you what it means to be a—”

Mimic, stealing the spotlight, jumped up onto The Watcher. She then turned her legs into spikes, digging them into the top of its body to keep her in place as her arms turned into spiked tentacles that repeatedly stabbed the boss over, and over, and over again in rapid succession.

She must have really been waiting for a chance to kill something after having to wait and watch the slime almost kill me.

“Where—where did she come from?!” the new girl asked, her voice full of despair. “She’s stealing my kill!”

“She’s been with us the whole time, you know,” I said.

“She—she has?!”

“Shouldn’t a sniper have some more situational awareness?”

“I—I was so busy watching you that I didn’t look for anybody else…”

“I don’t know whether to feel flattered or to judge you for that.”

“What the heck?! Why would you judge me?! We just met!”

“Aren’t first meetings usually when people are most judgmental?”

“Well…”

“Also.”

“Also?”

“You seem easy to bully.”

“What the heck.”

The Watcher fell to the ground in front of us.

Ever since I encouraged Mimic to attack using tentacles, she got really creative with her body and killing enemies with it. Part of me felt like she was going to be getting nerfed somehow, because she was already overpowered before she started making tentacles left and right. Now that she was using tentacles and changing her body parts like this, she was several times more OP than before.

“Tch, impressive, I won’t lie,” the new girl said. “But you didn’t use a gun, and guns are cooler than spiky tentacles!”

Mimic shrugged before hugging my arm and resting her head on my shoulder.

“I think Mimic got her bloodlust out of her system, so if you want, I can summon the boss again and let you solo it,” I said.

The girl took a deep breath and looked at me with determined eyes. “Bring it on.”

“Just be warned that the boss gets faster and stronger each time we summon it like this.”

“It’ll be no match for me, kid.”

“You know, being called a kid by somebody who doesn’t even reach up to my shoulders feels pretty weird.”

“You discriminating against me just because I’m short?!”

“Yes.”

“Tch… you’ve got attitude, kid. That attitude might save you someday, but be careful it doesn’t land you on the wrong side of a barrel.”

“I’ll try.”

I summoned The Watcher again and stepped back with Mimic so that it would focus on the new girl.

Honestly, I had no idea what to expect. Was she going to actually be a badass? Were we going to have to save her? Maybe summoning a boss and letting her solo it right away wasn’t the smartest choice, but… it did feel like the right choice.

And it turned out that it really was the right choice.

The Watcher charged toward her at full speed.

Rather than shoot the boss… she aimed her barrel down against the ground, jumped up, and shot the ground. The blast was powerful enough to send her flying up into the air, allowing the boss to fly under her, and she was quick to chamber another round that she shot straight into the boss’s center mass from above.

It didn’t look like she did much damage, but she was definitely badass, and she still had more of those showy moves to let us watch.

Rather than ever go on the offensive, it felt more like the new girl was always defending herself. All of her attacks came as counterattacks that she launched while dodging the boss’s attacks. It was a very reactive fighting style rather than a proactive, which I didn’t expect from somebody using a sniper rifle, but it looked cool.

Really cool.

But even if she was fighting with a giant sniper rifle, she was still an NPC using her default weapon, meaning that she wasn’t able to deal enough damage on her own to kill the boss.

“Hey, Mimic,” I said. “Want to try a combo attack?”

“Master?” Mimic asked with a tilted head.

“I’ve got an idea for something pretty cool, I think. It’s inspired by what you did.” I brought out my chainsaw. “I need your help for it, though.”

Mimic nodded. “Master!”

“I need you to throw me.”

“Master?”

I revved up the chainsaw. “Hold me, jump up into the air, and throw me toward the top of the boss.”

Mimic looked back and forth between me and the boss before nodding and wrapping her arms around me.

The next thing I knew, we were in the air.

Mimic let go of me to grab my arm instead, spun around in the air, and threw me with all her strength straight toward the boss.

I… was going to be in trouble if we missed with just how hard she threw me, but Mimic had some pretty good aim and led the throw perfectly.

And it was thanks to her throw that I managed to hit the boss chainsaw first. From there, I dangled off the side of the boss as it thrashed around trying to shake me off, but that didn’t stop the chainsaw from tearing down the side of its body while spraying blood all over me.

I didn’t consider that part.

But the spray of blood aside, the boss died before I could finish cutting down through it.

“Hey! You stole my kill!” the new girl shouted. “I thought I’d get to solo it!”

“You took too long,” I replied. “But seriously, we were going to be here for a while. We have to get you a better gun.”

“Tch… that’s not fair. I mean, sure, I appreciate the help, because that was taking way longer than I thought it would, and what you did with that chainsaw was really epic, but still! Did you even watch me try to show off for you?!”

“Of course I did. You were awesome. The way you used your gun to shoot yourself up in the air was awesome.”

A light blush colored her cheeks. “He-heh. Good, so you were watching. Well, as long as you saw me show off, I guess that’s all that matters.”

“You’re really easy to please. You went from complaining about me stealing your kill to blushing and acting all shy.”

“Would you stop calling me out? Respect your elders, kid.”

“I look older than you.”

“And? Some dogs are still tiny even after a decade while others are massive within a year! Just because I’m a little breed and you’re a big breed doesn’t mean that you’re older than me! Look at my face!”

I looked at her face. It was petite and cute. “Am I supposed to see a sign of age or something?”

“Look at my beard!” She pointed at her hairless chin.

“What beard?”

“My beard! My awesome beard! And my twirly handlebar mustache! I—wait.” She felt her face. “Where’s my hair?”

“You… you realize you’re a girl, right?”

She blinked a couple times before dropping her rifle so that she could check out her face with both hands. “Hey, kid, where’d my hair go?”

“I might have modded it out to turn you into a girl.”

“Hold on. Hold on one minute. Hold on one gosh darn minute. I don’t think I’m supposed to be a boy, but I know I’m supposed to have a beard and mustache!”

“If I had to guess… the problem is that the mod that turned you into a girl didn’t change your dialogue at all, and your dialogue still referenced being proud of your hair. All the mod did was change your model. You would still be proud of your beard and all that even while looking like a girl without any facial hair.”

“See, I’m fine with the whole girl thing, because as far as I’m aware, I’ve always been a lady, but… my hair. I know I’m supposed to have a beard and ‘stache, but there’s nothing! What am I supposed to do?! I feel like my entire life is a lie! This body is all wrong!”

“Because there’s no mustache?”

“Exactly!”

“What if we draw one on for you?”

“Hmm… well, a drawn mustache is better than no mustache. Alright, kid. I’ll place my fate in your hands.”

“You’re a weird one.”

“H-hey, I don’t want to hear that from a kid who I only just met.”

I had no idea how she was going to interact with the others, but I was looking forward to finding out.


Chapter 20

Me, Mimic, and our new friend returned to the base.

The new girl was pretty impressed by the sight of the airship once it came into sight.

“Now that’s a beauty,” she said. “Bet it’d be nice to snipe from its deck while flying over some targets.”

“I’m sure you’ll get the chance to do that before much longer,” I said. “Now that I know NPCs won’t show up unless I trigger their events—well, the ones who have events to trigger and don’t get found out in specific places, we can start exploring with her. Also, your bedroom is on her.”

“Good to know, kid.”

“You can just call me Player.”

“Hmm. Kid Player.”

“That… sounds like a potentially really dangerous combo.”

“Player Kid?”

“It’s better than Kid Player at least.”

“Hmm. Player Boy. I think that one has a nice ring to it.”

“It’s close to playboy, but I’ll take it. I probably can’t deny being one given the situation anyways.”

“That so? You a playboy, Player Boy?”

“Well, I’ve got four girlfriends. Five if we count the pocket pu—I mean, Gnome, in my inventory.”

“You’ve got a girlfriend in your pocket?”

“Change of topic.”

“Hmm. Well, whether it’s four or five, that’s quite a few girlfriends there. I suspect you’ll be wanting me to be the fifth or sixth.”

“What makes you so sure of that?”

“I’m cute. A girl like me with a big ol’ gun who knows how to handle herself in a fight—what’s not to love about me? I bet you’ve already fallen for me. Little do you know that I’ve got some pretty high standards, Player Boy. I won’t fall for you so easily. You’ll have to try your hardest to win me ov—”

“Lord Player!” Ninja shouted once she saw us, running out to meet us outside the wall. She stopped right in front of me with closed eyes and a slightly lowered head, making it extremely obvious what she wanted.

Naturally, I pet her head.

“What… what the heck is—I mean, who the heck is this?” the new girl asked.

“This is Ninja,” I answered. “She’s one of my girlfriends.”

“You’ve got a cute, fluffy girl like this already?! What the heck! She’s way cuter than me! How am I supposed to compete with her?! Going for me would be a downright downgrade!”

Ninja opened her eyes when she heard the new girl on the verge of tears. “Is—is something the matter?”

“Yeah! You! You’re too cute! The heck!”

“I—I am… Lord Player and Lady Guide would be upset with me to refuse your claim, but I do not feel it is true even so…”

“Cute and modest! That’s even better than cute and proud like me! Ah… I’m doomed, aren’t I? I don’t have any fluff like you… I’m not as cute… I’m not as modest… you’re better than me in every way.”

Ninja shook her head. “I—I may not even know who you are, but I am sure you have many wonderful traits! You need to believe in yourself! And if you do not believe in yourself, then please allow Lord Player to help you discover what is so wonderful about you as he has helped me! Lord Player and Lady Guide will praise you for your qualities until you are forced to believe them!”

“Ugh… the positivity… it’s burning me. I already knew it was hopeless, but now it’s like I’ve been sentenced to rolling a boulder up a mountain for all of eternity…”

“A—a boulder?”

The new girl looked up at me and said, “I… I understand now. That’s the reason why you aren’t flustered around me despite how cute I am. You’re already used to such an adorable girl that having an old lady like me around is nothing… and I don’t even have my mustache. I bet if I had my mustache, I’d be irresistible to you…”

“I promise it’s not the lack of mustache,” I said.

“Nonsense, it has to be. Everybody loves a good mustache.”

“It’s really not the mustache.”

“Don’t bother. I know the truth. No matter how much you try to make me feel better, I’ll always know that it’s because I don’t have a mustache.”

“I—I apologize to interrupt, but,” Ninja’s tail wagged as she interjected herself into the conversation, “do you have a name I can call you? Or a title since we seem to be going by those instead?”

“You can call me No Mustache. Mustache-less. Zero Mustachio.”

I sighed and said, “Call her Gunsmith. That’s the NPC she is, so calling her that will fit in with everybody else.”

“Lady Gunsmith!” Ninja shouted. “Please, do not distress over the lack of a mustache! You are very… very cute even without one! You should be proud! I wish I could be as cute as you!”

I expected Gunsmith to talk more about how Ninja was cuter or something like that, but… instead, Gunsmith giggled and rubbed the back of her head. “Shucks, really? Heh… I guess I am pretty cute, especially if a cute girl like you thinks so.”

“Aren’t you too easy to please?” I asked.

“What the heck is there not to be pleased about? A super cute girl just called me cute! She obviously has to know what she’s talking about when she’s such a prime example of cuteness!”

“I can’t argue with you there. If Ninja says that something or somebody is cute, then she has to be right because of just how cute she is herself. She’s like the queen of cuteness.”

Ninja’s ears and tail shot straight up when she heard that. “The—the queen of cuteness?! My lord! I—I am no such figure! Please, do not say such embarrassing things!”

“See?”

Gunsmith nodded. “I couldn’t compete with this in a million years. Calling you Ninja Girl would match what I’m calling Player Boy, but Ninja Cute has to be it. There’s no other choice.”

Ninja whined as her tail happily wagged behind her. “I will never understand why you all enjoy teasing me in such a way…”

“That just makes it even better.”

It was my turn to nod. “Exactly.”

I might have been bullying Gunsmith a little before, but now that we were both faced with Ninja? It was impossible for us to not get along with just how cute Ninja was.

“How’s Guide doing?” I asked.

“Ah! Good! Her arms are very sore, but she is resting in bed now!” Ninja answered. “She fell asleep before I could even set her down.”

“I can’t blame her for that. What’s Scientist up to?”

To answer my question, Scientist poked her head out from behind the wall. “Listening to your conversation,” she answered.

“How long have you been there for?”

“Since you returned.” She then stepped out from behind the wall and said, “Will Gunsmith be joining our relation—”

“What… what the heck,” Gunsmith said. “Don’t—don’t tell me you’re dating this beautiful lady, too!”

“Yep,” I answered. “She’s Scientist. My other girlfriend.”

“A cute girl with animal ears and a tail… a smart-looking lady with a cool coat… a cute girl and a cool beauty… I really am doomed. What’s next? You’re going to tell me that you’re also dating this maid-dressing bombshell of a monster back here?!”

“Oh, yeah.” I pulled Mimic closer and wrapped an arm around her. “This is Mimic. She’s also my girlfriend.”

Mimic nodded. “Master!”

Gunsmith took a step back with a look of despair written on her face. “Doomed… I’m doomed. Not only did I totally fail at making a cool entrance… but you already have a bunch of beautiful and cute girls… and I don’t have my mustache…”

“I promise I don’t mind the mustache thing,” I said. “It really, seriously, genuinely has nothing to do with anything.”

“It has to do with my pride as a woman! What kind of cute girl can I be without a mustache?!”

“I’m pretty sure mustaches aren’t associated with girls being cute. Not even with men being cute.”

“Mustaches are the embodiment of everything that is aesthetically pleasing! They are cute! Cool! Hot! Sexy! Beautiful! Handsome! Adorable! A mustache is the greatest pleasing aesthetic! Nothing can compete with it!”

“Counterpoint.” I reached over to Ninja and groped her nearest ear. “Dog girl ears.”

“Darn… you may have a point. If I had ears like that, then I might not need a mustache.”

“You don’t need one even without dog ears.”

“But since I don’t have them, I’ll need my mustache.”

“Scientist, help.”

“Amused giggle,” Scientist said. “You two seem to get along very well.”

“Do we?”

“The energy of you two makes me think of her as your little sister.”

Gunsmith looked at Scientist with a pout. “Is that supposed to be a short joke? I’ll have you know I’m older than Player Boy. In spirit. And I’m bigger than him. In spirit. If anything, I’m the cool, beautiful, cute big sister.”

“Interesting theory, but the evidence contradicts it.”

“Tch… if that wasn’t enough to convince you, then I’m doomed. I have no idea how to outsmart a smart-looking lady like you.”

I sighed again. “You really give up easily with these things, don’t you?”

“I wouldn’t have to give up so easily if I had my mustache. A mustache not only makes somebody more aesthetically pleasing, but it makes them smarter, too.”

“I’m pretty sure it doesn’t work that way.”

“You know what they say. The bigger the mustache, the bigger the brain.”

“Literally nobody says that.”

“If I said it, then I’m sure others have said it!”

“Agreed,” Scientist said. “It is unlikely that she is the first person to ever utter those words in that order. Across all of humanity in all potential alternate realities, I theorize at least one other person has said that before.”

“Scientist,” I said, “you really don’t have to stretch that far to give her a point.”

“I must do my best to get along with her. That means helping her just as I help you.”

Gunsmith sniffled. “You’re so kind, Scientist Beauty…”

“Satisfied smile.”

Wait a second. “How come Ninja gets to be Ninja Cute and Scientist is Scientist Beauty, but I’m just Player Boy?” I asked.

“Because you’re just a boy,” Gunsmith answered. “Your name is Player and you’re a boy. Player Boy.”

“Alright, then what about Mimic?”

Gunsmith looked at Mimic. “Mimic Boobs.”

“Don’t just make the other half of your name for her boobs.”

“Mimic Maid.”

“That sounds like a popular lemonade and orange juice brand.”

“Well, that’s what I’ll be sticking with. Player Boy, Ninja Cute, Scientist Beauty, and Mimic Maid.”

Well, I actually kind of liked Mimic Maid, but… that was just because I also liked the brand of lemonade that it reminded me of.

I doubted Mimic would mind if her nickname from Gunsmith reminded me of lemonade, though.

“Anyways, Gunsmith, why do you keep saying you’re doomed? I know you feel that way because of the others, but doomed in what way?” I asked.

“Doomed from hooking up with you, obviously,” Gunsmith answered, sounding as if it was such an obvious answer that I shouldn’t have ever needed to ask. “If there are two things I know, they’re: one, mustaches are—”

“Next.”

“—the greatest physical appearance modifier in all of existence; and two, as an NPC, I’m supposed to fall for you and want to marry you.”

“Is that really programmed into you?”

“The mustache thing? Of course.”

“I promise I will never mean to ask you about mustaches.”

“Oh, then the marriage thing? Yeah. Well, I know I’m supposed to like you and want to marry you and all that. You’re the hero, right? The protagonist? The player? I know I’m supposed to only exist to support your story. That means being open to hooking up with you.”

“Well, don’t worry about that. You can do whatever you want, including having zero romantic interest in me.”

Gunsmith looked hurt I would even say that. “It’s—it’s because I don’t have my mustache, isn’t it?”

“Please.”

“I knew it…”

“Please, for the love of God, don’t—”

“What’s even the point of being a cute girl if I can’t have a mustache?”

I sighed and placed my hand on Ninja’s shoulder. “I’m going to go take a nap with Guide.”

“Is—is everything alright, Lord Player?” Ninja asked, resting her hand against my arm.

“Yeah. It’s just… if I hear this girl talk about mustaches for even ten more seconds, I’m afraid that I’m going to start dreaming about them. I don’t want to dream about all of you with mustaches.”

“Ah… very well! I will do my best to engage with her and her mustache obsession in your absence!”

“Feel free to change the subject every time she tries to talk about mustaches.”

“That would be rude, my lord!”

“Sometimes a bit of rudeness is necessary in life.”

“Only the pig who need rely on its grunts believes in necessary rudeness.”

“Explanation,” Scientist said. “I believe she means that being rude is never necessary. I agree with this theory.”

“I’m going to break,” I said. “The new girl is going to break me within an hour.”

I only had one hope left.

I looked at Mimic.

Surely, Mimic would be on my side and—

…

“Uuuuoooooogggghhhhh!” Gunsmith shouted. “What a magnificent mustache, Mimic Maid! Such length! Such thickness! It is even prehensile! A true mustache amongst all mustaches!”

Mimic… gave herself a tentacle mustache.

“I see,” I said. “It all makes sense. This is punishment. I’m being punished for being mean to Guide and encouraging her to work so hard. The more her arms hurt, the more I have to suffer mustache-induced pain.”

All I could do then was walk into the house to go take a nap with Guide.

Hopefully, by the time I woke up, I would discover that it was all just some weird dream.


Chapter 21

My day got even worse.

I… I dreamed about mustaches. I dreamed about being violated by Mimic’s tentacle mustache.

She slid her tentacle mustache all over my body and made me experience sensations I didn’t even know were possible.

I woke up in a cold sweat because of that.

“Thank—thank God it was just a dream,” I said. “So help me if that awakens anything in me…”

“Having fun dreams without me?” Guide asked.

When I turned my head to look toward where her voice came from, I noticed her on her side directly next to me, her eyes locked onto me. “Were you watching me sleep?”

“Of course. I woke up and noticed you sleeping next to me. Was I just not supposed to watch you sleep?”

“I feel like the normal person’s answer to that would be yes.”

“Oh, I wasn’t aware any of us are normal people.”

“That’s fair. Anyways, I wouldn’t say it was a fun dream. It was more like a terrifying nightmare. Have you seen the new girl yet?”

“I heard them talking out there, but I’ve been too lazy to get up. My arms are still killing me. They feel better than they did earlier, though.”

“The sped-up healing is pretty convenient, isn’t it?”

Guide nodded and sighed. “Unfortunately, it helps me understand why you’re willing to put yourself in danger so frequently. When it’s possible to heal this fast… well, you don’t exactly have to worry about long-term injuries, do you?”

“Not really. I still want to try being more careful, though.”

“Good. How about you? You had to let yourself get hurt earlier, didn’t you?”

“It was just a slime hitting me in the chest over and over.”

Guide lifted a couple of fingers up to her lips, kissed them, and then placed them against my chest. “I’m too lazy to move enough to actually kiss you, so you’ll have to accept this for now.”

“That’s already more than I could ask for.”

“So, what’s the plan now?”

“Well, I’m… not sure.”

There was a lot to think about and a ton of potential routes to take. “I wanted to try skipping progression. The airship was supposed to be used for that. But I don’t know what to do now. That was when I wanted to get stronger as fast as possible so that I could protect everybody better. It felt like the most logical, high-risk high-reward option. I also made that decision while I still felt guilty about Ninja getting so hurt during the last boss fight. But now that it’s been a few days, combined with what I learned from the last soul I learned from, then… maybe that’s not the best thing to do. Really, what I want to do is to retire from all of this and just hang out together until I die of old age. Have a little farm and peacefully build stuff until the end of time. But I can’t trust that Dungeon Master wouldn’t send new threats our way, and they also basically implied that the only way to really make sure that I stay with all of you is to ‘win’ this game. Neither of those options feel like… what I believe is the right thing to do according to my heart, but I have no idea what my heart believes.”

“Quite the conflict. I understand, though. After all, I’ve been feeling the same.”

“You have?”

Guide rolled onto her back and looked up at the ceiling. “What do I really want? What do I believe is right? I’m not like you, Player. I’m an NPC. I don’t have any real life or family or history or anything. I was created with, as far as I know, some vague sense of fake memories to make me feel enough like a real person without actually being one. I’m not real, but I want to be. How do I accomplish that? Should I act like I feel I’ve been programmed to? I feel like I should—like that would be the most natural thing for me to do, but… does anybody want to be what they were designed to be?”

“You know I won’t say to follow other’s expectations. If I believed in that, I’d be my parents’ slave.”

“But at the same time, I have no idea who I want to be then. Being the cool, collected guide who helps the player on their journey with random bits of advice is what I was designed to do. Doing that makes me feel like I don’t have the right to consider myself anything more special than a programmed script. So, I’ve been trying to embrace the horny degenerate role. Why? I don’t know. Maybe it just felt like acting like a pervert being as sexual as I can was the easiest way to set myself apart from what I’m supposed to be like. But… I leaned so hard into that because of how easy it is that it feels like it started to get annoying. And I didn’t like everybody thinking I’m just some pervert. Sure, being a pervert is fun and all, but… it doesn’t really feel like who I am.”

“You don’t want to be what everybody else expects you to be by default, but you also aren’t comfortable purposely acting in contradiction of that because it doesn’t feel natural.”

Guide nodded and sighed. “Yeah. Exactly. Who am I? Really?”

“You’re Guide,” I answered. “That’s all you need to be.”

“You know it’s not that simple.”

“Yeah, but it’s still true. All you need to be is yourself, whatever that is, and I’ll accept you no matter what you choose to do. If you want to be the traditional guide, I’ll accept you. If you want to be a super horny pervert, I’ll still accept you. Something in-between or something else entirely, I’ll accept you. What matters to me is that you’re happy with yourself. And you can take as long as you want to discover yourself.”

“Honestly… I hoped earlier would help me with that. Instead, the whole time, it felt like I was struggling against who I really am. I’m not supposed to be the player. You’re the hero of our story. Not me. It felt wrong to try and fill your shoes for a day.”

“It might not have worked out in the end, but it was still within your right to try.”

“I suppose. Part of me is tempted to ask you what you want me to be. I could always try to be who you want me to be instead. But… that wouldn’t be right. You shouldn’t model yourself based on what somebody else wants, I think.”

“Right. You shouldn’t. Even if you’re in love with the person and just want to make them happy, would you really be happy with yourself? And if anything happens to that person, then you’re screwed.”

Guide narrowed her eyes at me. “Don’t imply anything bad might happen to you.”

I narrowed my eyes back at her to tease her. “You know what I mean.”

“I know, but still.” She sighed. “I guess neither of us know what to do.”

“We sound perfect for each other. A couple of indecisive people who have no idea what to do, so they’re just being lazy in bed together.”

“Hey, I’m recovering. My arms are still killing me even if they’re recovering faster than they should be able to, mister. You’re the only one being lazy.”

“Hey, I’m recovering.” I made sure to copy her tone. “You don’t understand the mental exhaustion induced by mustaches I had to go through.”

“You poor thing.”

“I know. Thank you. Anyways, I think you should pay attention to right now.”

“What do you mean?”

“Listen to you. You’ve just been talking about your feelings. You’re not being the usual know-it-all guide. You’re not being a horny pervert. You’re just… talking openly and honestly about your feelings. Isn’t this a good show of who you really are?”

“I don’t know how to feel about you implying that me being confused and indecisive is who I really am.”

“The point is that you’re not simply following your original script, and you’re not trying too hard to be something that you’re not. You’re just being you. This feels natural. Normal.”

“When you put it that way… I guess you’re right. This is nice. Just… talking normally.”

“Sometimes it takes people their whole lives to figure out who they really are. Somebody might not realize what their sexuality is until they’re in their thirties or forties. Maybe they don’t find a belief system that really resonates with them until they’re fifty. Maybe they find it in their twenties. Maybe somebody discovers their passion when they’re eighty. Everybody moves at their own pace. Just keep trying out different things. Look for new experiences and try out anything that stands out to you. And if you ever feel like taking a break to be lazy, then do that. There’s no rush to self-discovery, and trying to rush it will probably just give you false-positives.”

“You’re too good for me, Player.”

“No, you.”

“No, really. You’re amazing. I think… that was exactly what I needed to hear. As long as I’m with you and the others, then I’m happy even if I don’t really understand myself, and I’ve got the whole rest of our lives to figure myself out.”

“And the best part is that you don’t have to be a burger-flipping or code-typing wage slave draining away all your energy from life while wanting to figure it out. Imagine having to work a full-time job while wanting to figure that out.”

“Worrying about you is already a full-time job.”

“As much as I don’t want you to worry about me, it always makes me happy knowing you do.”

Guide pouted before rolling back onto her side and leaning forward to kiss me. “Thank you, Player.”

“Glad to be of service,” I answered and then kissed her back.

“Now, allow me to ask you a question.”

“Go for it.”

“What do you want to do? Disregarding wanting a peaceful life with us, and disregarding trying to rush progression to better protect all of us—if this were the game as you normally play it, what would you want to do?”

“So, what would I want to do if I was just playing this like a normal game with no risks attached to it?”

“Right.”

“Well, I got all the mods I did because I wanted a harem by marrying everybody.”

“You’re already working on that. What else?”

“True… what else… uh… oh. I think… maybe not. I was going to say collect literally everything, but… I like the idea of that more than actually doing it, and I already did it once. Honestly, I wouldn’t really say there’s anything in particular that I’d want to do with the game. I’ve already done everything. The only thing I haven’t done… which I actually got to experience with you earlier today… I got to be the guide. I always played this game by myself, so acting like your guide earlier felt like I was playing multiplayer. It felt like I was helping out a noob learn how to play the game. That was actually really fun. I felt kind of useless, but I had fun. Watching you get excited was more fun than what I had with the game in years.”

“Oh? Then maybe that’s what you should do more. Instead of worrying so much about all this other stuff, just have fun teaching us how to be the player instead. Besides, you can view it as training us. The better trained we are, the more helpful we’ll be, the higher the odds of our survival, right? That way, you can indulge in having the fun mentor experience while also feeling like you’re doing something productive for all of us.”

“Yeah, I think that’s a good way to look at it that won’t let me feel too guilty. Besides, if we basically party up and go through normal progression with one of you acting like the player, then we’re going to naturally progress anyways. Huh. That feels like a really simple solution to all of this. Was it really that easy to figure out? All I have to do to be somebody’s mentor while they progress like normal?”

“Sometimes there are easy solutions staring us in the face that we’re too blind to see for silly reasons.”

“Apparently. So, you want to be my student?”

“No.”

I looked at her with a teasing smile and poked her arm. “Come on, you don’t want to work your arms out even more?”

“I will become the most annoying, degenerate pervert who has ever existed if you try to make me swing an axe one more time. I will act so perverted that you learn to hate sex and never want to cum again just because the idea of it will make you cringe too hard.”

“I—I was just joking.”

Guide flashed a teasing smile at me. “Good. Besides, you have three more girls out there who can take on the player role. I’m happy getting to sit at base worrying about everybody.”

“I think I know what to do then. We’ll find out who wants to be the new ‘player,’ or ‘players,’ and set sail with our ship. We’ll go find a new spot to settle down at that I haven’t already cleared out, and we’ll start their journeys there. Then we’ll let them go through normal progression until they’re caught up with me. That should only take a day or two, honestly.”

“Sounds fun. Are we finally moving then?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“I’ll kind of miss this little house of ours.”

“Same, but with how fast our group is growing, we need some more space anyways. Might as well officially move onto the ship.”

“Mhm, I agree. After my arms no longer hurt.”

“Yeah, and once I’m over my mustache PTSD.”

“Let’s continue being lazy in bed together for now.”

“Deal.”


Chapter 22

We followed through with what me and Guide decided after all.

We were, basically, going to start over. Once Guide felt good enough to move, we packed everything up, officially moved onto the Skywolf, and lifted off for the first time.

As for our chosen “players,” they turned out to be Ninja and Gunsmith. Scientist had zero interest in going out fighting and gathering. She was happy just to watch and study from a distance.

And as we soared just over the trees with the Skywolf, we realized just how massive the world apparently was. It took several hours of flying in a straight line just to finally find a new biome, and it was just the mountain biome. That was basically the same as the generic forest biome but with mountains. It was nothing special. It did look nice, though.

It was the second day of our voyage when we actually found a place that Ninja and Gunsmith wanted to start over at. Or well, it was more like Gunsmith decided on it. Ninja was basically just going along with whatever Gunsmith decided.

Gunsmith chose a pretty good spot, too.

She had been scanning the horizon with her scope while we flew, and, thanks to that, she led us toward a great three-in-one spot.

We stopped the Skywolf over a large hill surrounded by trees at the bottom of it. To the east and south was more forest. To the west, though, was a vast desert. And to the north… the ocean.

Three biomes in one area, and they were great for giving the girls a solid progression order.

And progress they did.

On the first day of our new start, they chopped down enough trees and collected enough stone to build a decent little fortress at the top of the hill, and they fought a respawned The Watcher at night.

On the second day, they discovered an entrance to a cave at the bottom of the hill and began a proper spelunking trip, resulting in them gathering enough ores to build an anvil and get some upgrades to their armor and weapons. They fought a respawned Slime Monarch at night.

On the third day, rather than continue linear progression, they decided to spend the day with a plan that Gunsmith came up with. She wanted a faster route to the cave than having to climb down the hill first, so the three of us spent the entire day building a shaft that led from their hilltop fortress down into the caves. There was enough rope from smashing pots to create a long rope that reached from the top of the shaft down to the lowest point they explored, too, so it was easy to ride the rope straight down to the bottom. There were also spiraling stairs, though, just so that we wouldn’t have to climb up the rope whenever we wanted to return. Climbing up that many stairs was difficult on its own, but not as bad as climbing rope.

Then, on the fourth day, they spent it gathering more resources on the surface to build more layers of defense for the fortress. This included several sniper towers for Gunsmith that had elevated walkways between them.

I was the one who had to build everything, by the way. They couldn’t build. I just had to follow their instructions and place things down where they wanted them.

They fought a respawned Zombie Goliath at night and managed to take him down with ease. Ninja seemed especially satisfied with getting revenge on it from the last time they fought.

Honestly, the two of them made a great team. Ninja was the close-range melee expert with her sword while Gunsmith focused on long-range attacks with her sniper. Unlike Mimic and Gnome who fought over the same enemies, Ninja and Gunsmith complimented each other by covering whatever the other lacked in.

As for Mimic and Gnome, during all of this—well, since Ninja and Gunsmith needed to be in my party to act like the players, Gnome was basically stuck in my inventory while Mimic stayed at the new base with Guide and Scientist. Scientist, meanwhile, continued with the research projects that gave us all boosts.

And Guide?

Guide was still trying to figure things out for herself whenever she wasn’t closing doors for fun. The new fortress gave her a lot of doors to open and close, too.

I also caught her drawing in her journal a few times, but I didn’t bring it up. She always closed her journal whenever she noticed one of us were around her, so I figured she wasn’t ready to show us what she was drawing yet.

And me… well, I wasn’t entirely convinced that we were doing the right thing as far as the “game” was concerned, but I was having fun. We were finally at the point of making new, normal progress since they got caught up to me in bosses, and we had a far better base to work out of now. Unlike me, who was satisfied with a square house and stone wall around it, Ninja and Gunsmith wanted a proper fortress.

It really did feel like I was playing with a couple of new players who still had high hopes and dreams and were full of ideas for what they wanted to do. I was a bit jaded and basic in that I knew how to minmax the game and lost interest in building fancy, elaborate bases like they wanted.

Now, on the sixth day of basically starting over, Ninja and Gunsmith were ready to explore new territory.

The desert.

“All I see is a bunch of sand and cacti,” Gunsmith said as we stood in the western tower with her. With her scope, she was easily able to scan the distant desert from her tower. “Wait… hold on. I think I see something.” She propped her sniper against the railing and then moved her head away from the scope. “Look. Just look straight through the scope. You should see it.”

I motioned for Ninja to go first since she was the other “player.”

“It looks… to be some manner of structure?” Ninja asked.

That piqued my interest.

If it really was a structure, then… it could be one of two things. It could be random ruins generated in the desert just for flavor… or it could be one of biome temples.

The desert temple.

And if it was the desert temple, then that sounded like a great next step in progression for all three of us.

“What do you think, Lord Player?” Ninja asked, stepping away from the scope.

I looked out toward the desert, but I couldn’t see anything of note from the tower. So, I leaned over and looked through the scope.

Surely enough, there was a structure. It looked like part of a tower sticking up through the sand with the rest of it buried below.

That confirmed it.

I didn’t spoil anything, though. A good mentor didn’t spoil new discoveries for new players.

“So, what do you want to do?” I asked them. I didn’t say anything about the tower nor what it was part of.

“You’re not as subtle as you think you are, Player Boy,” Gunsmith said as she looked me over. “I can tell you’re itching to go check it out.”

I shrugged. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Besides, I’m just here to help. You’re the players now. What do you want to do?”

Gunsmith narrowed her eyes at me before looking at Ninja. “What do you think, Ninja Cute? Want to check it out?”

Ninja’s tail was already wagging. “I do, but… perhaps we should take shovels?”

“Pickaxes double as shovels,” I explained. “Don’t question it.”

“Ah. Well, then we are already ready to go!”

“Sounds good. I’ll let the others know we’re going over to the desert.”

Gunsmith and Ninja both nodded before rushing down the tower’s stairs like a couple of excited kids.

I was really, really enjoying being their mentor. I still felt a bit useless at first since all I did was basically chaperone them, but once I got over that, I really started enjoying it. I felt like I was having more fun with the game than I had in years. Seeing them experience a bunch of firsts of their own let me live vicariously through them.

And now they were about to experience the desert temple for the first time, and if it was anything like my first time going in there… it was going to be an experience they wouldn’t forget.


Afterword

Here we are for the third time. Or maybe this is more than the third time if you’ve read any of my other series. Anyways, hello again, and thank you for reading the latest volume of TAG!

So, first things first.

I feel like the ending is a bit rushed, but that was how I wanted to end it, and the reason for that is… well, here’s my thought process. I want the next volume to be far more adventure and progression focused with a sort of fresh start of sorts. This volume clearly ended up being more slice of life focused. Now, I could have ended it with the decision that they were going to “start over” in a new place, but I was worried people would read that and then assume the next volume was going to be like a repeat of the first if it ended without further elaboration. I didn’t want people thinking they were going to have to sit through a whole volume of progressing from scratch again. So, I decided to sort of speedrun the “starting over” part in the last chapter. They moved. They started over. They progressed. They’re now caught up to where Player was and get to make new progress together.

So, as much as the last chapter might feel a bit rushed, I feel like it was a good way to alleviate some potential concerns regarding the next volume while also setting things up so we can get right into the adventure next time.

Anyways, you might notice that there won’t be a preorder up for the next volume yet! That’s because—well, honestly, my ADHD ass procrastinates too much. I’m the kind of guy who went through six years of college doing every single homework assignment literally on the last day of them being due, excluding group assignments which I always did asap so that any failures wouldn’t be my fault. This level of procrastination has always applied to everything for me. If I have a deadline, such as giving myself a preorder date, then I end up procrastinating until the last minute to get anything done. So, I’m going to stop doing preorders for my future volumes until after the volume has already been finished or is about to be finished. Typically, by not giving myself deadlines, I usually get things done sooner.

So yeah. I’ll probably put up a preorder for the next volume that’ll last anywhere from a week to a month depending on when it’s close to being completed. Giving myself hard deadlines to meet, no matter how many times I foolishly convince myself “this time will totally be different!” just ends up stressing myself out way too much resulting in a last-minute rush to get things done.

It's not fun having a brain like this, but it is what it is.

As for Gnome… I don’t really plan on her being like a full harem member. I think it’d be fun to have some characters like her who could arguably be considered part of the harem, but don’t really count as full, official members of it. After all, with the kind of mods that Player has installed, I won’t be surprised if there are other summoned creatures who look like cute girls, too. Maybe lewd things will happen with them, maybe not. I’m not sure yet.

Anyways, I think that’s all I have to say for now.

Thank you for your continued support, and I hope that you enjoyed this volume enough to look forward to the next one! It was definitely a slower volume with less things happening overall, but I was also using it to figure out better how I want to tell the story I want to tell. Now, with the setup for the next volume, I have a more concrete plan than before.

So! Thank you once again, I hope you enjoyed the volume, and I hope that you stay around to read more of my work! And whether you enjoyed the volume or not, please feel free to leave a review!

Now it’s time for all the usual links.

You can check out my other series, Lazy Dragon Queen, here!

And you can check out my latest series on Amazon, The True Endgame, 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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