

Dungeons & Wives

Volume 1

Ace Arriande

Disclaimer

Copyright © 2026 by Ace Arriande

All rights reserved. No content here may be reproduced without consent from the author. Please contact the author at ace@arriande.com for any inquiries.

Author Links:

X: https://x.com/ace_arriande

Mailing List: https://acearriande.ck.page




Other Series by Ace Arriande

The Ascension Game

The True Endgame

Lord of Infinity

Lazy Dragon Queen

To Freely Fly




Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Afterword

Sev’s Status


Chapter One

Favorite Game

Most people would have said, “It’s just a game.” They might have played it, enjoyed it, and then moved on with their lives. Even the biggest fans would eventually quit and then fondly look back at it after a decade or so.

But it was always more than that to me.

It was a game that saved my life and, no matter how lame it might have sounded to some, gave me a purpose to keep on living.

Custom Dungeon World was the greatest game of all time as far as I was concerned. I wasn’t the only one who felt that way, either.

It was the kind of game that so many gamers dreamt about yet obviously would never become real due to logistical reasons. Whether those reasons were because of feature creep, lack of budget and assets, not having enough time in the world to produce it with an indie team—honestly, the fact that the game ever got made was a miracle.

Even if the richest, most powerful person in the world promised to make a game like Custom Dungeon World, nobody would believe it. Everyone would think it was a scam or a false promise for the sake of attention. At best, maybe some game with barely a tenth of the content would come out a few years later.

Then Custom Dungeon World dropped out of nowhere on a Tuesday for a fraction of the price that AAA games were sold at.

Some of its more ridiculous accomplishments included:

Over two hundred classes, each one with multiple specializations and ways to play. Someone could do three runs with the same class and it would feel different every time. Players also got to choose a secondary class to mix-and-match classes for even greater variety.

Over ten thousand pieces of equipment between armor, weapons, and accessories, many of which came with unique effects that could evolve a run’s gameplay even more. Then there was the entire reforging and alchemy systems to improve stats on them or to combine the effects from different equipment pieces together.

Over a hundred unique dungeons on launch evenly spread throughout the game so that players never had to take the same path through. Most of these dungeons, excluding the starting ones, were also the size of at least five dungeons you might find in any other game, with branching routes, optional bosses, and tons of secrets to discover. Even the earlier dungeons in the game had special routes only accessible using items acquired later on, so there was always a reason to go back and explore some more. Oh, and there was a “Dungeon Builder” mode for players to create and share their custom-made dungeons with others to go through.

Nearly a hundred likable NPC companions who could join the party if not playing with friends, and you could customize the NPCs’ classes, gear, and fighting styles. Each one even had an entire questline with meaningful character growth that showed off their personalities and just how much love the creator put into them, too. And if someone didn’t feel like playing with friends or scripted NPCs, they could create their own NPCs to party up with.

Those were just some of the more unbelievable elements of the game that were included on release. I could also ramble about the insane number of quality-of-life features, the endless quests, the romance system, the implementation of new game plus, the way that every dungeon and boss had unique theme songs, how nothing was an asset flip and enemies that were simply reskinned variants of others were pretty rare, how incredibly optimized the game was while barely taking up any space, how the developers allowed broken builds to exist and never nerfed the fun exploits players discovered, and so on.

It was a dream game beyond expectations on release, and then the post-launch support came that basically doubled the game’s content with post-endgame content.

Then the most popular dungeons created by players got officially added to the game with their creators being financially compensated for them.

Every update brought more content on top of a game that already had far too much of it, not that anyone complained, and all the updates were free. No battle passes. No microtransactions. You bought the game once and then had access to everything it had to offer and continued to release.

But of course, anyone who knows how humanity is understands that we can’t have nice things.

Custom Dungeon World was such an insane game that it was impossible for everyone not to take notice of it, and there was just as much jealousy and spite as there was admiration and love.

Journalists and content creators hated being treated like equals to average players, never once receiving special treatment of any kind, and the game didn’t hold their hands, either.

Other developers claimed the game was “impossible” and that the only way it was possible was with exploiting cheap labor, theft, or heavily using AI-generated assets.

Certain groups of people tried to get the game banned and shamed people who played it because, admittedly, the developers did absolutely cater toward men, especially with how not a single unattractive girl existed in it and many of them had body proportions and outfits that were unrealistically sexual.

The developers refused to censor the game in any way, so it got banned in a few countries for its depictions of mature topics and some of its characters as well.

And despite everything, the developers remained totally anonymous. Following legal documents led people to some elderly woman who clearly knew nothing about video games. She was obviously used to hide the identity of the developers. She was happy to help with hiding their identity, too, seeing as how she never once exposed who they were despite everything offered to her.

Some of the criticisms of the game were fair, though, especially when it came to the lack of a solid, overarching story to really tie everything together.

But that wasn’t what me and so many others played it for.

Custom Dungeon World was not meant to be a game for people who wanted to immerse themselves in a deep, epic story. It was a game that put gameplay first, had no filler that wasn’t purely optional, and made sure that players didn’t have any of their time wasted on tutorials and worldbuilding. Sure, there was worldbuilding there if people went looking for it, but nobody had to sit through ten minutes of cutscenes and then thirty minutes of dialogue before even getting to play the game.

The game started with fighting in a dungeon and ended with fighting in a dungeon. Gameplay was the most important part of the game, which was a shock to many AAA developers.

It was the greatest game ever made as far as I was concerned. That was why I felt no shame in admitting I had over 50,000 hours in it with every single second of them being genuine. I loved the game so much that I refused to taint my playtime with it by leaving it open whenever I wasn’t actively playing it. Even on those days where I was exhausted and passing out, I always made sure to properly close the game before going to sleep.

Did my social life absolutely suffer as a result? Yes. Though, it wasn’t like I had much of one in the first place, and I couldn’t have had one even if I wanted one. It was only possible for me to make friends over the internet in the first place.

But I was so damn happy playing the game that I didn’t care. It was like a game personally made for me that did everything I loved.

Not only that, but it was a game that made my life worth living.

And I was about to get right back into playing it.

“There you go,” the nurse said as she helped me back into bed. “What’s your plan for today?”

“Same old, same old,” I answered.

“That dungeon game?”

“Yep.”

“Oh, right. I asked my boyfriend if he heard of it the other day.”

“Yeah? Does he play it?”

“He said he tried it and thought it was fun, but said the graphics were too… what was it? Oh, right. He said the graphics were too ‘anime’ for him, whatever that means.”

“Ah.”

“To be fair, it’s hard to imagine him playing any game that isn’t about sports or shooting people. You play any of those?”

“I used to, but I’m too hooked on dungeons now.”

“Nothing wrong with that! As long as you’re having fun, that’s all that matters, right?”

“Right.”

The nurse brought my laptop over from the counter, plugged it in, and prepared to leave. “Have fun! Don’t forget to buzz if you need anything.”

“Will do.” It’d be impossible to forget that after being stuck in a nursing home for most of my life.

And it was where I’d spend the rest of my life.

No amount of physical therapy, surgeries, or medications would fix what happened to me, so all I could do was have fun playing my favorite game every day.

I already had enough medical issues before losing control of the lower half of my body.

But, like they said, it is what it is.

I booted up my laptop, waited for it to load, and wasted no time opening up Custom Dungeon World. I had just finished a Geomancer/Duelist run the night before, so it was time to get a new run started. I wasn’t sure what kind of run to go with this time around, though. There were a few different ones I theorycrafted and felt like trying.

Well, first, it was time to create a new character.

The power went out as soon as I clicked “Create Character.”

That was my immediate assumption, at least, but I realized it had to be wrong considering that I never heard of a power outage that also turned the sun outside off.

Everything was dark.

Then there was light.

And the light took the shape of the character creation screen from Custom Dungeon World.

I found myself standing in the rented room of a tavern in front of a tall mirror with all of the usual character creation options floating in the air next to it. As for the person I saw in the mirror, they looked… well, like me. Except I was standing.

For the first time in over a decade, I could move my legs and walk around.

“Did I pass out? No, I just woke up,” I said to myself. “Maybe that new painkiller they have me on is messing with my head? Or I could be suddenly dying and my brain is coping with it by showing me this.”

I had no idea what was going on.

But I knew that there was only one thing to do when faced with Custom Dungeon World’s character creation menu, and that was to create a character.

So, why not?

I got to customizing myself.

When it came to my characters—the serious ones, not the joke ones, I typically went one of two routes. If I knew exactly what I wanted to do, then I designed the character to look like someone fitting the job. For example, for my Viking/Berserker run, I made sure that my character was tall, muscular, and bearded with red hair. For my Dancer/Bard run, I made a cute cat girl with a sort of Arabian aesthetic going on.

But if I wasn’t entirely sure what I was going to do, I went with a more general appearance that I thought just looked cool. The kind of appearance I would have liked to have in real life.

That meant tall, about 6’2”, and fit, but not too muscular and more on the thin side. Light skin, almost pale since I found that more relatable, blue eyes, sharp but masculine facial features that made the character look like he was a handsome guy in his twenties, and then medium-length, white hair. I always thought white hair looked cool.

And that was that!

The character I created dozens of times before became me, and I got to move around the room while trying out the new body I was in. It felt natural, like I had already spent every day of my life in that body.

All that was left was to name him—well, me. And in that case, I went with the usual.

Sev.

I’d been known by that name online and used it for my characters for most of my adult life, and I wasn’t about to stop.

“Oh? So that’s the appearance you’re going with?” what sounded like an old, feminine voice asked me from behind, causing me to jump from how sudden it was.

I spun around to see who it was and saw none other than the very same woman who was legally the owner of Custom Dungeon World. A woman who looked like she was in her eighties who couldn’t even stand up straight anymore, using a cane to support herself. Admittedly, even if she wasn’t the true developer, I was still a little starstruck in her presence. “You—you’re—”

“Oh, dearie me. Hang on one moment, dear.” The elderly woman showed me a pretty damn youthful smile before being obscured by a puff of smoke. And once the smoke cleared, she was gone, replaced by a much younger and more stylishly dressed man who looked around my age. “Guess I don’t need that disguise anymore, yeah?” He even looked a bit like some stereotypical playboy kind of guy. An open shirt, tanned skin, slicked hair—he looked like the kind of guy I would expect to find at the beach hitting on random girls.

“Well, seeing an old woman transform into a young guy definitely confirms I’m dreaming, unfortunately.”

“Hah, no worries, bro. This ain’t a dream.”

“I’ve heard that line before.”

“Want me to pinch you?”

I shrugged and held my arm out toward him. “Go for it.”

Surely enough, he pinched me.

And holy shit it hurt. “What kind of insane pinching strength is that?!” I shouted.

He stopped pinching and let out a pretty loud laugh. “Haha! My bad, bro. Just wanted to convince ya this ain’t a dream. Anyways, my world—what’d ya think?”

I rubbed my arm where he pinched me, which still stung despite there not even being a mark left, while putting two and two together pretty easily. “Given the circumstances and that question… are you the creator of Custom Dungeon World?”

“The one and only.”

“Now it makes sense why there wasn’t just one, but two different guy-who-looks-like-a-sleazy-playboy-but-is-actually-a good-person companions.”

“Heh, you’re gonna make me blush. What, you already think I’m a good person?”

I took a step forward, probably a bit more dramatically than I needed to. “Of course! There’s no way someone would create a game so full of love and passion for the genre without being a good person!”

“I think that’s a little biased. Plenty of creative minds out there who ain’t as nice as their works might make them feel.”

“This is different! I could feel your love for the game in every single second of gameplay! Nobody can express such genuine love without being a good person!”

“Hah. I really did make the right choice, didn’t I?”

“Oh, by the way, what even are you?”

He let out a chuckle and shook his head. “Yeah, that’s a fair question to ask. It’s pretty obvious I’m not human, huh?”

“I mean, yeah. I’m assuming you’re a god or something, right?”

“Ehh, something like that? Anyways, I don’t actually have much time. I’m in a bit of trouble, you see, so I’ve got to go away for a while.”

“I guess even gods have their problems.”

“We’re really not that different from you guys. Well, aside from the immortality and being able to create entire universes and stuff part.”

“Eh, not that different. Dying from a random trip and landing the wrong way versus being immortal. Being able to create an entire universe versus burning microwavable ramen. Same thing, really.”

“Hah, right? Anyways, the world that we both love—I’ve never used up my chance to make a universe, you see. Nothin’ ever felt right. Not until I saw how much you love my game. Honestly, it’s kind of shocking, but I think you might even love it more than I do.”

“There’s no question that I love it more than anyone else, even its creator.”

“Pretty cocky, huh?”

“Don’t mistake confidence in the objective truth for cockiness… alright, that made me sound a bit too cringe. I was trying to be dramatic for comedic effect, but—”

The god before me let out another laugh. “Don’t worry. I’ve been watching you for a long time. I know what kind of guy you are. A little awkward sometimes with your humor, but a good guy. And a guy who cherishes my creation even more than I do and wishes it was real.”

“If it wasn’t for the fact that this still kind of feels like a dream giving me more confidence than I normally have, I’d feel a little embarrassed, but… thanks.”

“I’m the one who should be thanking you.”

“What have I done besides sink what others would consider an insanely unhealthy number of hours into a game?”

“I think it’s pretty fair for a creator to feel thankful toward people who love their work. That’s why I’ll express my gratitude to my number one fan while breaking one last divine rule.”

“Hey.” I stopped taking things so lightly and switched to a more serious voice. “I’ve read every single line of dialogue you’ve written dozens of times over now, at least. You sound exactly like Richter at the end of the ‘A Drink to Tomorrow’ quest. That means this is a goodbye.”

“See? You even remember a random, skippable NPC’s quest added in an update that almost nobody even noticed was there. That quest didn’t even offer good rewards, you know. There was no reason to do it. All I wanted was to try my hand at a bit more story writing since the reviews complained about the story.”

“And that hasn’t stopped me from completing the quest every single playthrough since it was added. There’s no way I would skip even a single second of content from my favorite game. Now then, for the first of my endless interview questions, what was your inspiration for—”

The god smiled and, once more, shook his head. “One question is all I’ll answer, alright? Look, I wish I could talk to you for weeks straight about the game as much as you do—”

“Months straight at the minimum.”

“Yeah, that. But seriously, I’ll answer one question, then I’ve got to finish this.”

I could only ask the most interesting person in all of existence a single question. That was, to put it frankly, absolute bullshit and unfair.

There were a few questions that came to mind, but they were too cheesy or sentimental to waste on the only question I could ask.

There was only one question that really mattered.

That was why I asked, “Did I miss anything?”

The god chuckled and said, “Not a single damn thing. You even put the dataminers to shame. That’s why I’ve made sure to include some surprises for you this next time.”

I cracked a smile in response. “Guess I’ll have to put another few thousand hours in.”

“More than that, but there’s a condition. You only get one try this time, so make your choices matter.”

“Wait, wait! Hang on, only one?!”

“You’re going to a real world, not a game. There’s no new game plus this time.”

A real world.

I looked down at my legs.

I was able to stand on my own two legs for the first time in nearly twenty years.

Seeing as how I was familiar with isekai stories and enjoyed them myself, it was pretty obvious that was where the conversation was leading, but… still.

“Is… it really alright if it’s just me?” I asked. Even if it felt like a dream scenario come true to me, part of me felt guilty that I was the only one going forward. What about everyone else who was in a position like me who wouldn’t get to start over with a body that actually worked?

“You’re a good guy,” the god said. “But you need to learn to be a little selfish every now and then. Besides, look at it this way. I’m a selfish god forcin’ some random human to go be an adventurer in a fantasy world without his consent.” He shot me a wink. “You don’t need to worry about bein’ selfish when you look at it that way, right?”

I raised my hand in objection. “But there isn’t a single bone in my body that doesn’t consent.”

“Yeah, well, I already signed you up for it without getting your consent beforehand.”

“You knew I would consent.”

“That ain’t the same. Ah, shit. Alright. Time’s up. Seriously this time. Gotta go, bro.”

“Hang on! Can’t we—”

He placed his hand on my shoulder. “Enjoy the world we both love so much for the two of us, alright? It’s out of my control now, so they’ll be depending on you.”

Even if I only knew him for a few minutes, I wanted to—no, I did cry. Just a little, but still. He was the one who created the world who brought me so much joy and made my miserable life worthwhile. As silly as it sounded, he gave me a reason to live, and now he was giving me something beyond even my wildest dreams.

I owed him everything.

“The name’s Seth, by the way,” the god, Seth, told me.

“That’s surprisingly human,” I replied.

“I told ya, we’re not that different.” He held his fist out toward me.

That was something the male characters in Custom Dungeon World all seemed to love. Fist bumps.

So, I gave him a fist bump.

Seth showed me a wide grin before fading away. I had no idea what was happening, but I knew our time together was up.

Then I looked down and saw myself fading away. Maybe it was just a dream after all and I was finally starting to wake up.

I closed my eyes, not knowing what to expect.

And the next time I opened them, I found myself in a familiar place. It wasn’t the hospital-like room I spent most of my life in, though. Instead, that brown, rocky cave entrance before me surrounded by trees was the start of one of Custom Dungeon World’s starter dungeons. I was in the starting position that every new character found themselves in after character creation.

For a game all about clearing dungeons, it was only natural to throw the player against a dungeon at the very start of the game. No build-up. No tutorial. No cutscene.

In my left hand was a burning torch for light, and in my right hand was the starter sword that every new character had. An old, rusty but reliable sword that was more than enough to last until a weapon dropped in the dungeon. “I’m in your care once again, Rusty,” I said to the sword.

Why would I not name the starter sword after playing with it so many hundreds of times before?

This time, though, I’d make sure to give it a nice little shrine to rest on after replacing it. Rusty deserved that much.

Now then.

It was time to get started.

[Entering Dungeon]

[Cave of New Beginnings]

[Recommended Levels: 1 – 5]


Chapter Two

New Experiences

To deny that I was in a real, living, breathing world was to deny common sense despite how illogical it seemed. Every single one of my senses was firing with new sensations. The damp musk of the cave filled my nostrils, the sound of dripping water and birds chirping outside reached my ears, the flickering flame of my torch felt warm against my exposed skin, and the sword in my right hand felt heavy but familiar. I never experienced anything even a quarter as realistic in a dream before.

That meant something a little concerning.

I was in danger. Real, actual danger. It wasn’t like a game where I could simply respawn… not that I ever relied on respawning since I preferred playing with the optional permadeath setting, but still. Without that setting on, dead characters respawned back in town.

There was no telling which “setting” the real world had. One small mistake and I could die. Or maybe, I could make as many mistakes as I wanted to and respawn countless times. I didn’t know. Seth said I'd only get one try and to make my choices matter, but I had no idea if that only applied to my class selection or everything, death included. For all I knew, just because I was locked into my choices didn't mean that I couldn't respawn.

Even so.

I was excited.

So damn excited that I couldn’t stop my hands from shaking.

I was walking! Walking! And I was in the world I spent so many years in love with!

Sure, I felt a little bad about whatever was going on with Seth since he sounded like he was in trouble, but he gave me this gift. Not only that, but—

You need to learn to be a little selfish.

If the person responsible for saving my life thought so and even created an entire universe based on the world we loved for me to start over in, then alright.

I’d do my best to be selfish.

That meant surviving and clearing every single last dungeon that the world had to offer me. Even within the game’s lore, it was said that there were hundreds of other dungeons waiting to be discovered, so I was going to discover them all in the real world.

First, I had to defeat the opponent who just showed up in front of me.

My first battle.

[Falling Cave Snail]

[Level 1]

It was one of the first enemies that I defeated so many times before. A large, dog-sized snail with a sturdy shell that fell from the ceiling onto unsuspecting adventurers when in the dark. Thanks to the torch lighting up the cave passage, though, the snail dropped down ahead of me rather than wait for me to pass beneath it.

I always loved seeing people complain about getting the snail as their first enemy. After all, it was resistant to piercing and slashing damage types, and most people figured they had to use the starting sword to win against it. Some people even quit the game, suspecting the rest of the game would be unfairly designed against them.

Those people were too stupid to realize the game started them off with two weapons.

I swapped my torch with my sword since I was better with my right hand. The snail moved cautiously but still approached me.

If this world was just like the game, then dungeon monsters were more or less objectively evil. Cruel, semi-immortal, respawning spirits given physical form whose only purpose was to try and kill adventurers within the dungeon. They couldn’t be reasoned with. They could be forcibly controlled by a few classes, such as Beast Masters, Necromancers, Card Collectors, and more, but even then, they were forcibly controlled rather than domesticated.

There was no reason to feel any guilt about killing an evil monster who would happily kill everyone.

“Alright,” I said to myself. “Time to earn my first experience points.”

I wasn’t sure what to expect. While yeah, I played Custom Dungeon World more than anyone else did, I had a useless body up to just a little bit ago. A body that couldn’t even get out of bed unassisted. I was only ever in one “fight” and that fight was what ruined my body. Not only that, but I didn’t even land a single blow back then.

And now, I was going up against a monster with killing intent.

Yet, I felt confident. Confident in myself. Confident in my experience with the game. Confident in my ability to defeat the foe in front of me.

No, it was more than that.

I felt the combined confidence of every single dungeon-clearing character I ever played combined.

Every character who met their end trying their best. Every character who cleared the hardest content in the game. Every joke character I made just for fun.

They were all mine, and now they were all part of my experience.

I charged forward, unable to hold back the smile curling my lips.

The snail lashed out at me with a tendril that extended out from within its shell, but I was easily able to parry it using Rusty for defense as I closed the distance to strike at the snail’s shell with my torch.

Realistically, a torch probably wouldn’t make a great weapon. In this world, it was the starting blunt weapon that might have dealt only half the damage of the sword but came with a bonus effect.

[Burning]

The status effect popped up over the snail’s body alongside its usual icon of a person covered in flames. The snail mimicked the icon pretty quickly as flames rapidly covered its body, causing its health bar to deplete at a rapid rate since it was only a starter mob. The actual number for its health would show up after I killed enough of them, but I knew it only had fifteen health, and the Burning debuff was doing three damage a tick, so it wouldn’t be alive for long.

In the meantime, it tried attacking me again, but its movements were far too slow to catch me.

And while watching its health bar deplete, I remembered something pretty important.

I needed to focus on getting class prerequisites.

Classes were locked behind clearing certain prerequisites and I had no idea which ones would carry over from my time in the game, if any.

For example.

The Hero class, which was pretty overpowered in every way, required beating the game’s hardest dungeon (on release) before it was available on all characters afterward. Then there were classes like: Barbarian, unlocked by defeating multiple enemies without bothering to avoid taking any damage in any way; Witch, which required gathering and consuming mana-infused mushrooms as well as finding a broom to equip; and Thief, which required successfully stealing from NPCs. Those were the main requirements for each one, at least. They had more. And there were tons of other classes with their own sets of requirements, too.

And it just so happened that one of my favorite classes had a prerequisite for defeating enemies while letting damage-over-time effects deal at least 60% of the damage. That was why, rather than attack again to finish the snail off sooner, I let the fire do its job. The debuff lasted for fifteen seconds and DoT effects ticked every three seconds, then there was the damage dealt from hitting the snail in the first place, so it went down pretty quickly.

The flaming snail lashed out in one final attempt to strike me before falling dead before it could reach me.

A couple seconds later and its corpse turned into fading particles that only left behind its drop. All I had to do was walk up to it and grab the item left behind for it to teleport straight into my inventory.

[Snail Shell Fragment added to inventory.]

The popup for this text showed up at the bottom right of my vision. That aside, there was something immensely satisfying about looting my first real drop, even if it was just a piece of a broken snail shell.

I also figured I should find out how to access my inventory and whatnot, so I experimented for a few moments before discovering that I simply had to think, “Info,” to open it.

What looked like a holographic tablet appeared in front of me that I could manipulate with my hands to scroll through all my information as well as select different tabs and items.

[Information]

//Name: Sev

//Race: Human

//Level: 1 (17%)

//Class: None

//Subclass: None

//Dungeons Cleared: 0

[Status]

//Health: 50/50

//Mana: 10/10

//Defense: 5

//Vitality: 0

//Intelligence: 0

//Strength: 0

//Wisdom: 0

//Dexterity: 0

//Charisma: 0

//Luck: 0

Everything looked normal there.

Then there was my equipment, though only my weapons mattered since everything else was just basic starter clothes that only offered a point of defense each.

[Equipment]

//Rusty Sword

//Type: Weapon [1-Handed Sword] (Common)

//Requirements: Level 1

//5 – 7 Damage (Slashing)

//An old sword that still has enough of an edge to perform its purpose.

//Torch

//Type: Weapon [1-Handed Club] (Common)

//Requirements: Level 1

//1 – 3 Damage (Blunt)

//50% chance to inflict Burning (Deals 3 Fire Damage every 3 seconds for 15 seconds)

//A light in the dark.

Everything looked good still, just as I hoped.

Now then.

It was time to go hunt some more snails. I needed to kill five more still if I wanted to level up, and I really wanted the satisfaction of leveling up for the first time.

It took about ten minutes of walking around, but I managed to find the rest of my prey and took them out, letting each one not-so-slowly burn to death with the last one currently burning. I was actually accomplishing the prerequisites for a few different classes by doing this, but the two I had the most fun with back in the game were Pyromaniac and Afflictionist. Pyromaniac was a class all about fire damage, obviously, while Afflictionist specialized in damage-over-time effects.

My Afflictionist run was easily some of the most fun I ever had in the game. I once had an especially broken build with Afflictionist as my main class and Hexer, a debuff specialist, as my subclass. Afflictionist stacked tons of DoTs onto my targets while my Hexer spells stacked other debuffs, including a debuff that caused enemies to take more damage from all sources the more DoTs they had on them. All I needed was a tank to keep aggro and a healer to keep the tank alive, and then my DoTs would make quick work of even the game’s hardest post-endgame boss.

Just the fact that bosses weren’t outright immune to all status effects made the game so much better than most of its competition on its own.

If I was going to be stuck with my choices for life this time around, then I definitely wanted to do something debuff or DoT-focused again, but I wasn’t sure what.

Maybe a hybrid build?

Hybrid builds were typically weaker than pure builds, but they were also more fun and—in my opinion, at least—had more flavor to them. More style.

Like the Pirate class. Sure, to be a meta min-maxer, you could go with Pirate/Thief for a build that capitalized on the strengths of both for insane DPS based on the value of loot held in the inventory and total amount of money stored, or you could go Pirate/Musketeer to become an agile, long-range sniper who was almost impossible to pin down.

But a stylistic hybrid would be Pirate/Necromancer. Two classes that didn’t synergize at all but just felt and looked cool together. It was such a popular combination for pure aesthetic reasons that people even nicknamed it the Davy Jones build.

Maybe I’d do something like that. Considering that I could fully clear the game even with total meme builds that were objectively garbage, I wasn’t worried about not being strong enough at all.

Oh, hey, the last snail just finished roasting.

[Congratulations, you have leveled up!]

[Level 1 -> 2]

[Health: 50 -> 60]

[Mana: 10 -> 12]

[3 Attribute Points Gained]

I went over to pick up the dropped loot while thinking about how to invest those attribute points. It didn’t matter much at my current level, but every point would have a serious impact on whatever class I chose once I hit level fifteen.

If it was like one of the countless stories I read exactly like the situation I was currently in, then I would dump everything into luck for the sake of getting lucky.

But luck in this game—in this world, just influenced critical chance and some skills. It didn’t do anything like increase drop rates or special encounter chances.

The luck-maxed Assassin/Samurai build that I ran once was really fun, though. I was able to get my critical chance up to almost a hundred percent and my critical hits were insanely strong.

But that build was laughably weak the very few times it failed to crit. On a crit, it was a hydrogen bomb. On a non-crit, it was a coughing baby.

Well, for the time being, I figured I’d hold onto those attribute points rather than spend them. It wasn’t like they needed spent right away. There was no downside to saving them aside from temporarily being a little weaker than I could be.

Anyways.

Time for more grinding!

An hour later of roaming around the first floor of the dungeon, killing every snail I saw, and I was feeling pretty great. I leveled up again, collected more drops, and was getting more and more comfortable in my new body. I didn’t feel tired at all!

Now, sure, I could have proceeded deeper into the dungeon to encounter new enemies or rush for the boss, but I was more than happy to take my time enjoying the start of my new life with some classic grinding even if that meant I’d be setting myself up for being over-leveled relative to the rest of the dungeon.

I also switched to killing snails without relying mostly on fire damage ticks once I killed ten of them that way, letting me kill ten mostly via blunt damage from the torch.

That meant I unlocked three different skills in the general tree.

//Lesser Enchantment: Poison

//Type: Magic (General | Active | Scaling)

//Stat: Wisdom

//Cost: 3 MP

//Cooldown: 5 seconds

//Causes the next Damage-dealing attack, skill, or spell used to inflict Poisoned that deals 2 Poison Damage every 3 seconds for 15 seconds.

//Spark

//Type: Magic (General | Active | Scaling)

//Stat: Wisdom

//Cost: 4 MP

//Cooldown: 2 seconds

//Shoots a spark of flame toward the enemy to deal 6 Fire Damage.

//Power Bash

//Type: Martial (General | Active | Scaling)

//Stat: Strength

//Cooldown: 10 seconds

//Puts extra strength into your attack, dealing 8 additional Blunt Damage.

Those were my rewards for finishing off enemies in specific ways. They were meant to give players some simple, low-level variety before getting to pick a class. General skills were never that strong, but every class had access to every general skill, so even purely martial classes could still cast some magic if they wanted to.

I was happiest about the enchantment spell. With that, then assuming I got to inflict Burning with my first attack with the torch, I’d be dealing five points of damage per tick which meant I reached a new breakpoint for most early mobs. A snail, relying purely on Burning damage, took fifteen seconds to kill. With the enchantment inflicting Poisoned on top of that, the time-to-kill was brought down to nine seconds.

Yeah.

I knew it.

I loved DoT builds too much.

Sure, they were almost always weaker than builds that dealt all their damage upfront, but I didn’t care. They were fun. If I was going to spend the rest of my life with only a single build, then I wanted it to be one that revolved around DoTs in one way or another. It still had to be something new, though. Even with all my hours, there were still class combinations I never got around to trying since I loved to do as much content as possible every single run. That meant a single playthrough typically lasted around two hundred hours for me when excluding all the earlier ones I did to try out all the classes. With how many classes there were, that meant it’d probably take me until beyond the grave to do a full run of every combination… and that wasn’t even taking into consideration different ways to build each combination.

It was no good. I already felt myself getting way too excited just from thinking about all the possibilities I could try out. Theorycrafting new builds was one of my favorite parts of the game, and now I got to do it in a real world! Of course, that did mean if I messed up, I was stuck with it, but that was alright.

All that meant was that I couldn’t mess up.

And if I did mess up, I just had to deal with it and win anyways.

Alright! Time to—

The sound of battle reached my ears.

It sounded like two blunt objects being swung into each other, so I already knew what to expect.

The starter dungeon always had a chance for one NPC out of the “starting companion pool” to spawn. The rest could be found in the city, but a random one always spawned at the start.

And she was always a girl, of course. The developer—Seth, was just like that.

As for the girl who spawned for me this time around, I already knew who she was. Only one of the starting girls used a blunt weapon that would make the sort of sounds I heard coming from deeper into the cave.

“So… stubborn!” she shouted, confirming she was exactly who I suspected.

There was no way I would forget the voice of my favorite starting companion who I made sure to romance in every single playthrough.

I picked up my pace once I heard her voice.

A couple of snails almost got to drop on me from how quick I was running, but I inflicted Burning and Poisoned on the first one which let me run past it before it even died and the second one was dealt with using Power Bash and inflicting Burning.

Activating skills was also pretty easy. Or at least, natural. In the game, it meant clicking the right key. Here, whenever I wanted to use a skill, I felt this sort of… instinctual knowledge on how to do it. I didn’t have to shout the name out or anything like that, but—for example, with Power Bash, I had to raise my torch above me and wait for a moment as if charging it up before striking. That activated it.

And it was thanks to those skills that I quickly made it to a more open room of the cave where I saw a familiar sight. It was scripted to always happen in the game if she was chosen to be the starting companion, but now it was happening in real life right before my eyes.

On one side of the room, a Blind Cave Scorpion, the elite enemy of the dungeon the size of a horse that had two oversized pincers covered in hard rock used to pummel foes rather than pinch them.

And on the other side of the room… Rosie. The spunky holstaur who was as cute as she was monstrously strong. Though she could be built for any role, she was most commonly used as a frontline brawler or tank, and she herself even preferred being a tank going by her dialogue.

With a metal mace in her right hand and a shield in her left, she blocked one claw from the scorpion before swinging her mace into its other claw, sending the monster reeling back.

As for me… it was hard to tell where to look.

I spent most of my life in monitored environments. Most of the women I was around were old, fully clothed, and not exactly pleasant when it came to personality.

Now, I saw an attractive girl younger than myself who had the horns, ears, tail, and size of a cow. The plaid skirt she wore barely covered her thighs and the front of her top was left open to show off the immense valley of cleavage all members of her race had. Back on Earth, women didn’t get breasts like that without being morbidly obese and typically had plenty of back pain to go with them. Here, girls could have chests like that while still being in good shape and without any back pain.

I knew that because Seth specifically mentioned it in in a post on social media once. It was canon that all the women of Custom Dungeon World had incredibly strong spines so that no boobs could ever be large enough to cause them pain.

Anyways.

No matter how jiggly she might have been, and no matter how much I could just stand there watching from the back, she was still a girl I was meant to save.

Because just like in the game, the scorpion took advantage of her overconfidence to thrust its tail’s stinger at her.

Rosie noticed it too late. She was able to avoid getting pierced by the stinger, but the last-second dodge put her in the perfect position for the monster to slam its claw into her, sending her flying into the wall where she dropped both her mace and shield.

I felt unbelievably happy when I saw her. The Rosie who only ever existed in a game was now real and in front of me. With how many times I romanced her, it was only natural for me to default to thinking of her as my wife.

So, when I saw some monster hurt my wife, that joy I felt was immediately replaced by rage.

I had no idea what Rosie would be like now that she was real. She might not even like me.

But I wasn’t going to tolerate anyone hurting her.

I cast Spark by snapping my fingers toward the monster to grab its attention once it began to approach her again. The small flame wasn’t much, but still did some damage and forced the monster to turn and face me.

“You’re awfully full of yourself, thinking you can hurt my wife like that just because I’m on a new playthrough,” I told it.

I could tell that Rosie lifted her head to look at me, but I didn’t get to see what expression she had.

Giving her attention would come after killing the bastard who hurt her.


Chapter Three

The Party’s Beginning

Blind Cave Scorpions might have been elite spawns, but they still only belonged to one of the weakest dungeons of the game, and I could defeat them with my hands tied behind my back and eyes closed.

But I would be lying if I said that I didn’t feel any fear whatsoever. Slow-moving snails were one thing. They were the sizes of dogs, but like, medium dogs, not huge dogs.

The Blind Cave Scorpion in front of me was as big as a horse. That made it bigger than me. Each one of its claws was the size of my body, and the stinger at the tip of its tail was as large as a sword with a far sharper point.

Still.

It hurt Rosie.

My mana hadn’t fully regenerated yet, but I had enough to cast Lesser Enchantment: Poison before sending another Spark flying at the scorpion. The scorpion raised its claw to defend against the magic, but that didn’t matter. The fire still did its full damage and inflicted the scorpion with Poisoned.

It was quick to retaliate by rushing toward me with a claw ready to swipe.

Had it not been for inheriting the reflexes and experience of my former characters, I probably would have been crushed and killed then and there. Instead, I managed to jump backward and away from the incoming claw. I rushed forward as soon as I landed to retaliate by striking the torch into its claw, but didn’t get a Burning proc, so I had to dodge as the next attack came my way.

There was no Burning proc on the second hit either, but my third attack finally procced it just as Poisoned was about to wear off.

Now, being an elite enemy, it worked similarly to bosses in the sense that it had weak points and breakable body parts that offered bonus loot. My torch wouldn’t be able to deal enough blunt damage to its claws to break them, but its tail was breakable—or rather, severable.

Going for the tail was high risk, high reward, but I wanted to put it in its place for hurting Rosie.

And I wanted that reward.

I swapped what I held in my hands so my sword was in my right hand and baited an attack, giving me the chance to run around the side of the scorpion to go for its tail.

“Watch out!” Rosie shouted as the tail twisted to prepare for a strike, but I knew that it would do that already. I memorized its attack patterns long ago.

The scorpion thrust its tail straight at me.

I sidestepped, let the tail go under my left arm, and then wrapped that same arm around it to grapple it as I swung down between its solid tail segments with my sword. The section between joints was considered a weak point even if, realistically, they wouldn’t have been that much weaker. That meant a strike from Rusty that would normally only deal between five to seven damage did ten instead without being a critical.

The scorpion pulled its tail back, but I went with it since I was still grappling it, swinging my sword into the same opening as quickly as I could without sacrificing strength.

It was still weird. My real-life combat experience was effectively nothing, and I couldn’t even move my upper body without getting exhausted.

But now, I fought like a seasoned adventurer who did this every day for a living.

I wasn’t sure I deserved the ability to move with such skill, but I was told to be selfish, so I accepted it as I swung my sword into the weak spot for the third time.

The top half of tail flew off in a dramatic fashion after that, its deadly stinger landing tip first in the ground.

My mana regenerated enough at that point to infuse my sword with poison. So, while staying grappled, I ran my left hand over the sword’s flat before stabbing it into the now-exposed interior of the scorpion’s tail.

The scorpion got staggered to the side and I finally let go of its remaining tail. It killed me the first time I played the game since I wasn’t expecting there to be such a sudden jump in difficulty after the snails, but that was the only time I ever let it kill me.

In one final attempt at turning me into its food, the scorpion turned to face me again and began its charge.

I remained perfectly still.

“Move!” Rosie shouted.

“There’s no need,” I said.

I had been calculating its health the entire time.

Three.

It almost reached me.

Two.

It raised its right claw.

One.

It swung its claw at me.

Zero.

The claw stopped right in front of my face.

[Congratulations, you have leveled up!]

[Level 3 -> 4]

[Health: 70 -> 80]

[Mana: 14 -> 16]

[3 Attribute Points Gained]

“See?” I said, looking toward Rosie with a smile. “No problem.” I was calculating its health the entire time and knew the poison effect would finish it off. There was technically a risk of mistiming it since I wasn’t sure how much damage Rosie inflicted before I arrived, but I made a guess based on how much health the monster started with in the game.

Since the scorpion was an elite enemy, its body would stay in place until I went to loot it, but checking on Rosie was more important.

“You alright, Rosie?” I asked once I reached her, holding my hand out to her to help her up.

Rosie accepted my hand and stood up as I struggled with only looking at her eyes. “I am, thanks to you. That was… really impressive fighting. What are you doing in a dungeon like this?”

“Well, I’m only level three—no, four now, so this is where I belong right now.”

“You’re only level four?! But that—I’ve seen pros in their thirties and forties who couldn’t fight like that!”

“Well, thirties and forties are pretty low, but still, I’m sure what I did wasn’t that special.”

“Thirties and forties… are low?”

“Yeah? That’s not even a fourth of the level cap.”

“You—what… wait. Before anything else, how do you know my name? And also… what was that about calling me your wife back there?”

“Ah.” I froze. I made a couple of big mistakes there, didn’t I? “Well, uh. You see. About that. How should I put this…”

Rosie narrowed her eyes at me. She was obviously suspicious.

What was I supposed to do? Tell her that this world was originally a video game and that, not only was it made real, but that I got transported to it by a god just because I played tens of thousands of hours of it when it was only a game?

That would make me sound like an insane person.

… but I hated liars and didn’t want to lie to someone who I cared about. Even if I only ever got a chance to care about the game her rather than the real her, she was still important to me, and I wouldn’t be able to respect myself if I lied to her.

Not only that, but I always hated when protagonists in isekai stories never told their trusted and beloved companions about the truth.

“This is going to sound crazy,” I told Rosie.

And then I told her everything.

I explained the game. I explained spending so many hours in it. I explained Seth. I even explained how she was one of my favorite companions who I always romanced, and how that was why I still thought of her as my wife even now despite only just meeting for real.

Part of me was worried I would stutter and sound like some suspicious, creepy guy while saying all of that, but I didn’t.

Telling the truth, especially to someone who I felt so close to, made me feel better and more confident if anything. It made me happy.

Even if she thought I was crazy for it, I was a little proud of myself and knew that I did the right thing.

“So,” Rosie said, causing me to jump since that was the first she talked since I finished explaining everything. “You know that sounds totally insane, right?”

“If it makes you feel any better, I’m not entirely convinced I haven’t gone insane and am locked up in a mental asylum right now banging my head against padded walls,” I replied. “… nah, I know this is real despite how insane it is. I’m lying if I say that I’m not convinced.”

“Hmm… oh well.” Rosie shrugged before holding her hand out to me. “Sorry if I don’t live up to your expectations, but it’s nice to meet you! And thanks again for saving me!”

I blinked a couple of times. “You don’t think I’m lying or some creepy stalker making up a story just to get close to you?”

Rosie narrowed her eyes again. “Should I?”

“No! It’s just—I wouldn’t judge you at all if you didn’t believe a single word I said. If someone said anything like this back on Earth—where I’m from, then nobody would believe them. Not even myself. I’d probably think, ‘Wow, look at this guy who thinks he’s the main character. He needs some serious psychiatric help before he hurts someone or himself. He’s either got serious issues with his brain or is lying for attention. Probably both.’”

“Do you want me to believe you or not?”

“I do.”

“Then don’t be so hard on yourself. I like to think I’m a pretty good judge of character. Besides, when you were talking about the ‘game,’ you got totally lost in the details and couldn’t stop smiling the whole time. That kind of love for something is really nice, and I don’t think someone who can so genuinely love something could ever be a bad guy.”

I should have known better.

Of course Rosie would feel that way if she was anything like she was as a game character.

She was the kind of girl who always stood up for what was right, wanted to protect others, and accepted everyone for who they were as long as they didn’t hurt others. The world would have been a far better place if everyone was like her.

Of course she believed me.

“Hey, don’t start crying on me over something as simple as that,” Rosie said, her eyes betraying her words to show genuine worry over me.

“Hah, sorry, my bad,” I replied. “I’m just—so happy. You really are the Rosie I know.”

“Except I’m real, alright?”

“Right. And uh, sorry in advance if I get flirty or anything with you, and I’ll try not to call you my wife again.”

A hint of red colored Rosie’s cheeks as she turned her head away. “It… wasn’t that bad, so don’t worry about it.”

Was I a virgin in real life who never even dated a girl before? Yes. Being stuck in bed most of my life had that effect on me.

But I wasn’t some kind of dense idiot who didn’t understand girls’ feelings. Or maybe I was, but definitely not for anyone who was a character in Custom Dungeon World.

“Isn’t it… kind of weird knowing that I romanced you and know everything about you?” I asked. “It’s kind of unfair, isn’t it?”

“You said I was just some game character, right?” Rosie asked me, now looking me in the eyes again.

“I wouldn’t say ‘just’ some game character. You were one of the best characters from the greatest game of all time.”

“Mhm. So, what’s my favorite color?”

“Red.”

“Tch. Favorite food?”

“Any kind of pasta.”

“… where’s my mole—”

“The inner side of your right thigh.”

Rosie started turning red again. “Then—then what about… what’s my big sister’s name?!”

“She’s—”

Wait.

What was her big sister’s name?

The Rosie of the game mentioned having a big sister who she looked up to, but she never said her name.

“… does she have a name?” I asked.

“Of course she does!” Rosie shouted. “Everyone has a name!”

“Is it ‘Big Sister’ or something like that?”

“No! It’s a normal name just like mine!”

“Huh. I have no idea then.”

That building redness, probably from a combination of both being flustered and frustrated, disappeared in an instant as Rosie looked at me with a smug smile. “Heh. See? You don’t know everything about me. Yeah, you might know a lot, but I’m not some game character anymore. I’m a real girl, alright? So, don’t get full of yourself and think you know everything about me just because of that game. My sis’s name is Sophie, by the way.”

Rosie… had a point. A pretty good one.

No matter how much I might have known about all the different characters, that was when they were only characters. Something like Rosie having a big sister didn’t really matter. All it did was serve as background inspiration for why she wanted to become an adventurer, since she looked up to her big sister. The sister was never mentioned any other time.

But here, the sister was a real person with her own life, and she mattered to Rosie beyond being a throwaway dialogue line.

There was probably a ton more I didn’t know about her, either. Sure, I knew more than a random nobody would, but I didn’t know everything.

I knew the Rosie of the game. I didn’t know the real Rosie.

So, I held my hand out to her since we never got to shake hands when she offered. “The name’s Sev. I’m looking forward to getting to know you, Rosie.”

“Heh, Sev… so that’s your name.” Rosie nodded and looked at me with a smile before taking my hand for a firm shake. “The name’s Rosie! I’m looking forward to getting to know you, too, Sev!”

That was something that never happened in the game. The player character was a blank slate, after all. No personality. No history. No interests nor hobbies. No beliefs nor morals.

It wasn’t just the first time anyone from Custom Dungeon World wanted to get to know the player character, but the first time anyone wanted to get to know me. The real me.

“You cry a lot, don’t ya?” Rosie asked me with a little smirk.

“Sorry, sorry,” I said. “I—”

“Hey, don’t apologize for crying. It’s good to be open with your feelings. Anyways, since we’re here—”

Let’s team up! The rest of the dungeon will be easy if we’re together!

That was her line from the game.

Instead.

“—how about clearing this dungeon together? I’ve got to show you I’m actually pretty strong after that embarrassing defeat earlier.”

Even if it was the same result, that was just because of the kind of girl she was. The difference in dialogue was enough to remind me, once again, that this was no longer just a game where everyone followed the script to the letter.

Some things might have been destined, like my encounter with her in the first place, but I was sure the script would continue to veer away from the original to make place for a new story.

Maybe that was part of the surprises Seth mentioned.

“Yeah,” I replied. “Let’s do it.”

I noticed the option for it earlier when looking through the information screen, so I opened it up and sent her an invite to a party.

[Rosie Littleear has joined the party!]

Her name and status appeared at the top left of my vision once she accepted.

“Awesome!” Rosie said. “Oh, and… one more question.”

“Yeah?” I asked.

“That uh—back in the game. I know you said we’ve… gotten married and stuff, but, uh… was—was it the kind of game that showed… everything?”

“Everything?”

“You—you know! Like… s-sex.” She gulped before shouting at me, “Did you see us have sex?! Have you seen me naked?!”

“Where’s that coming from all of a sudden?!”

“Because it’d be embarrassing to walk around with a guy who has seen me naked before we’re in that kind of relationship!”

“I haven’t! The game implied sex a few times, but it was always fade-to-black, so nothing like that ever got shown!”

Rosie let out a relieved sigh. “Good. I would have made you strip here and now to make it even if you saw that.”

“That’s sexual harassment.”

“You wouldn’t willingly strip for your wife?”

“Only if you become my wife here, too.”

“Heh. Well, sorry, but you’ll have to build up the real Rosie’s affection level if you want that.”

“Just so you know, your romance was one of the easiest to unlock in the entire game.”

“You calling me easy?!”

“Your romance route was easy mode, yeah.”

“It’s not like I’d fall for any random guy who saves me in a dungeon, you know!”

I narrowed my eyes at her for a change. “Oh? Because the way you were blushing earlier—”

“Blushing—blushing doesn’t mean anything!”

With an angry huff, she turned away from me and stomped toward the other side of the room where the dungeon continued.

Rosie was as easy to read as ever.

She was also as fun to tease as ever.

“By the way,” I said. “After the first night together, the player would get a special consumable named ‘Rosie’s Milk’ added to their inventory.”

Rosie ran away at full speed after that.


Chapter Four

The Right Choice

Rest assured, I did make sure to loot the scorpion’s corpse and its tail before catching up with Rosie.

From the main body, I got:

//Blind Cave Scorpion Claw

//Type: Ingredient (Uncommon)

//The exterior might be covered in stone, but the interior is packed full of meat.

Some pretty decent early-game food could be made using the claw, but that wasn’t what I was looking forward to.

Some NPCs mentioned how the meat in the claw tasted like crab. I only ever got to eat real crab once before and I loved it, so I was really looked forward to seeing how the claw meat tasted now that it was real. Really, I was looking forward to how everything from the game tasted. Including a certain type of milk.

As for the drop from the tail:

//Blind Cave Scorpion Stinger

//Type: Material (Rare)

//The stinger of a Blind Cave Scorpion is loaded with potent venom.

The stinger was great to have since it could be used for a few different crafts. The most common option was to turn it into a special dagger, but I was never the dagger type, so that didn’t interest me for this run—this life. Making some high-quality antivenom potions was more appealing to me.

Selling it for an early boost of money was also an option.

That aside.

Rosie and I made our way through the dungeon after I caught up with her, and I made sure to interview her whenever we weren’t bullying some monsters together.

I wanted to know just how much of the world I could expect to be like it was in the game.

And, from what I gathered, most of it was the same.

The world of Custom Dungeon World was one that threw most people off if they didn’t know about it beforehand. It was mostly a fantasy world in terms of aesthetics and abilities, but also pretty modern. It was a hybrid that didn’t really care about committing to one or the other and instead just had whatever elements of both the developer liked. That meant some things were fantasy, some things were modern.

Cellphones, video games, the internet, streaming, modern bathrooms and kitchens, and bikes all existed.

But horses and wagons still existed in place of cars, airships dominated the skies rather than planes, and ships still looked like they were from the 1800s at best rather than resemble anything modern.

Cities also looked more classical fantasy instead of modern, there were adventurer guilds, doctors didn’t exist since there were healers, very little labor was automated, and there weren’t any grocery stores. That also meant there wasn’t anything like microwavable dinners or premade meals in general. If someone wanted food that was already prepared, they had to go to a restaurant.

There were, however, outdoor markets, blacksmiths, magic academies, alchemist shops, and so on.

Fashion was also a pretty strong hybrid of fantasy and modern, and fashion prioritized aesthetics rather than function. This meant lots of characters and armor sets were dressed up in ways that didn’t really make any sense… but looked cool.

Some people thought it was the developer’s excuse for being bad at designing characters, but I saw the vision.

Aesthetics were more important than functionality.

Rosie’s outfit didn’t really make much sense, especially for being an adventurer putting her life in danger, but she looked great. That was how most people operated.

By the way, RPGs also existed in this world and were incredibly popular. Some of the most popular adventurers were even sponsored by such games.

As for adventurers… there was one notable thing not adding up.

“Nobody has even cleared The Sunken Temple of Lehyr yet?” I asked.

Rosie sighed since that was at least the tenth dungeon I asked about. “No way.”

“But that’s only a lower-mid-tier dungeon! Sure, it’s full of level sixty monsters, but you could clear it with a party of level forties if you have the right build! I mean, everything in there is weak to electric damage! And as long as you take some accessories or have someone with magic to help with resisting mental debuffs, even the bosses are easy!”

“I don’t see what’s so surprising about the fact that nobody is suicidal enough to tackle those crazy dangerous dungeons.”

“Oh, right. I can’t believe I haven’t asked this yet, but respawning—if someone dies, are they dead dead or do they respawn?”

“Dead dead. This isn’t a game, remember?”

“Alright, so permadeath is enabled. I’m fine with that. Anyways, those dungeons aren’t crazy dangerous at all. It’s not like I’m surprised people haven’t tackled The Fortress of Undying Flame or anything like that.”

“… The Fortress of Undying Flame?”

“It’s one of the coolest dungeons, in my opinion, plus I love the boss fight at the end. The boss is Azala the Dread Dragon of Corrupted Flames, by the way. Dragons are already cool, but demonic dragons with black fire are even cooler.”

“Azala?!” Rosie shouted, spinning around to grab me by my shoulders. “That dragon?! The one that burned down an entire continent?!”

“That’s part of her lore, yeah.”

“That isn’t just lore here! Parents still tell their children stories about her! But she’s supposed to be dead!”

“Oh, you must be referencing the part of her lore where the Goddess of Justice struck Azala down. That was a lie from the goddess, by the way.”

“The Goddess of Justice would never lie and I don’t even like the gods!”

“Well, she did, but it’s fine. Once I go kill Azala, she’ll become a respawning spirit bound to the dungeon and stop being a risk to the world.”

Rosie’s eyes twitched. “You—you just said you’re going to go kill Azala. The demon dragon who committed genocide against an entire continent. Who wiped out an entire empire and killing millions of people in a single day with her flames.”

“Well, yeah. Defeating her is the start of endgame content. Honestly, no matter how cool she is, she’s the easiest of all the endgame bosses.”

“There… are even stronger monsters than her?”

“Oh, way stronger. She’s like an ant compared to—”

“Stop! I don’t want to hear it! Everything you’re saying breaks my entire worldview! What’s next, you’re going to say we’re all just NPCs in some video game?!”

“…”

“…”

“You’re real to me, Rosie.”

“I hate this.”

I gave her shoulder a friendly pat. “Seriously though, we’re real. Everything here is real. I just have a bit of unfair knowledge, and that’s not even a guarantee. Maybe things are different now.”

Rosie let out a long, exasperated sigh. “Let’s just—ooh! Treasure room!” And just like that, she was off running toward a room in the distance with a glittering treasure chest inside of it.

There weren’t any traps to worry about this early on, and mimics were only in some later dungeons, but—

Yep.

Just as Rosie ran into the room, a snail dropped from the ceiling and hit her right on her head, knocking her over and inflicting the Stunned debuff.

Teaching her to be more careful was an entire part of her questline in the game, so I wasn’t surprised.

“My head hurts,” Rosie said with a pout while I looted the dead snail.

“I’m surprised your horns didn’t crack its shell,” I replied.

“Holstaur horns aren’t weapons.”

“You’re right. They’re handlebars.”

“Handle…bars? What do you mean by that? Handles for what?”

She could be adorably innocent at times. “You’ll understand when you’re older.”

“I’m eighteen!”

“You’re basically a child still.”

“Then what’s that make you for flirting with me and calling me your wife?”

“You got me there. Alright, you’re not basically a child.”

“Hehe. I win. By the way, how old are you?”

“I stopped paying attention years ago, but… at least twenty-five?”

Rosie tilted her head. “You stopped paying attention to your age?”

“That was the last time anyone celebrated my birthday, and I didn’t care about it myself, so.”

“I’m sorry.”

I did a doubletake when I heard the sudden apology. “What’s that for?”

“You look sad. I didn’t mean to bring up something painful.”

“Sad? Nah, I’m fine. It is what it is. Don’t worry about—”

“You’re really bad at lying. I guess that makes it even easier to believe your story about coming here.”

I was lying?

No, I wasn’t.

I wasn’t sad about anything like that. There was no point in getting upset over it. It was just a birthday, after all. It was no different from any other day of the year.

“I’m surprised you haven’t opened that chest yet,” I said.

Rosie watched me for another moment before turning to face the chest. “I call dibs if it’s cool.”

“Be my guest.” Even if it was something I wanted and would use, there was nothing stopping me from grinding the dungeon over and over again on my own until I got it myself.

Rosie opened up the glistening chest and… didn’t seem too impressed. “There’re some healing potions, silver coins, and some weird-looking weapon.”

“A weird-looking weapon? What’s it called?”

“An Iron Sickle.”

Oh, an Iron Sickle. That was one of the basic, random weapon drops obtainable in the dungeon to give players an early opportunity to switch off using a sword or torch. There wasn’t anything special about it and it could be bought for cheap at any weapon merchant. I used it a couple of times before, but—

Wait.

A sickle.

Sickles were basically smaller scythes.

Scythes.

A scythe.

That was it.

Was it edgy? Yes. Was it cool? Absolutely.

I didn’t want to be a Knight or Hero. I didn’t want to be a Priest or Magician. I had no interest in using my real life to be a Thief or Assassin.

But there was one exotic class that required annoying unlock conditions that made it one of the rarest used, that primarily used scythes as weapons, that was also just really fucking cool.

I knew what class I wanted to choose for my primary class.

The Reaper.

Clad in black, dancing across the field of death with scythe in hand, a graceful envoy of death—so, so cool!

I was going to need to work on my personality if I wanted to pull a class like that off, though. I’d be bringing shame to it otherwise.

But still.

People back on Earth often criticized scythes for being unrealistic weapons. Of course, those same people were typically spear simps who couldn’t shut the fuck up for the love of god about how superior their pointy sticks were. But here? A scythe was just as legitimate as any other weapon.

I could take a scythe and kick the ass of anyone who dared point a spear at me.

The only problem with that was—

“Hey, you alive in there?” Rosie asked, waving her hand in front of my face.

“Sorry, was thinking about the future,” I replied. “I realized what class I want to go for.”

“Considering your past and knowledge… I’m curious what you’re picking.”

“Reaper.”

“… Reaper? Is that even a class?”

“Well, there’s only one canon Reaper aside from the player character potentially becoming one, and he was a Reaper/Assassin serial killer… huh, I guess I should probably defeat him. And a bunch of other villains.”

“I’m once again being assaulted with knowledge that feels like it should be forbidden.”

“Anyways, it’s a class that most people don’t even know exists since it has an unlock condition related to a level fifty dungeon, so anyone who actually learns about it typically only gets it as a sub-class long after they’ve picked a primary class. Since you can’t go past level fifteen without having a primary class, that means I’ll have to enter a level fifty dungeon while only level fifteen at the most to get it.”

“So, you want to commit suicide.”

“It’s not suicide if I win. Besides, even if I lose, it’s still not suicide. It’s being violently murdered.”

“I thought I was the one who got hit in the head, but did a snail drop on you when I wasn’t looking?”

“Don’t worry. For better or for worse, I’ve always been this way.”

“Wouldn’t it be better to get another class first?”

“No way. Besides, I already know what sub-class I want to go for.”

“Do I even want to know?”

“Chronomancer. I’m going to go Reaper/Chronomancer since I’ve theorized about a fun DoT build using them before.”

“Okay, at least I’ve heard about Chronomancers before, but isn’t that another class that requires a strong dungeon to get?”

I gave Rosie a wink and a thumbs up. “You’ve got it. So, if I want that combination, the only way I’m getting it is to go get one of them while being severely under-leveled. Then the other will be easy.”

“I’m guessing that this ‘Reaper’ class must be a pretty strong DoT class if you’re taking Chronomancer with it. I mean, you said a DoT build, and Chronomancer isn’t known for its DoTs.”

“Chronomancer has a bunch of skills I would love to use, but you’re right. Only two of its abilities are useful for a DoT build. Everything else is filler.”

“Picking a class just for two skills is a bit…”

“It’s going to be so cool.”

“If you say so.”

With the explanation over, I walked up to the chest, reached in to activate its menu, and moved my new weapon into my inventory.

//Iron Sickle

//Type: Weapon [Sickle] (Common)

//Requirements: Level 1

//6 – 8 Damage (Slashing)

//Even the smallest of farmers’ tools can be used as weapons.

It was already time to retire Rusty.

Thank you for your service, Rusty.

The sword held in my right hand disappeared and was replaced by the sickle. It really was a tool meant for farmers rather than battle, but that didn’t mean it couldn’t still be deadly in the right hands.

And it was, in fact, held in my right hand.

“You want some of these healing potions?” Rosie asked me.

“You can hold onto them,” I answered. “You’re the tank right now anyways, so you need them more than me.”

“You sure you don’t even want one?”

“If I end up needing one, it means I’m not doing a good enough job of showing off.”

“Said the old man to the ‘basically a child.’”

“One, I’m not that old. Two, I already took back what I said.”

“Don’t worry.” Rosie winked. “I won’t forget what you said.”

“You said that with far too evil of a smirk.”

She showed me another smug smile before turning away. “Ready to go to the next floor? Actually… if you’re as much of a gaming addict as you claim, you probably have this place memorized, don’t you?”

“That’s right, and that includes having all the secret passages memorized.”

“Secret passages?”

“We won’t be worrying about those yet since they’re full of mid-difficulty monsters. But, if you’re feeling up to challenging some level forties, we can—”

“I take back what I asked.”

“Let the forbidden knowledge flow into you, Rosie.” I wiggled my fingers toward her in a manner most menacing. “Think of all the spoilers I could tell you.”

“Gah!” Rosie brought her hands up to her fluffy, elongated ears and smooshed them against her head to try and block out my voice. “I don’t want to hear any spoilers! It’s going to take the fun of exploring dungeons on my own away!”

“Don’t worry. I—” I stopped when I saw that her eyes were shut and her ears were still covered. I poked her nose to get her attention, causing her to jump and let go of her ears. “Don’t worry. I won’t spoil anything. Honestly, I love the spirit of preferring to find things out on your own. I always discouraged people from following guides to discover things on their own, and I’ll be happy to take a backseat and let you lead so that you still get to figure things out yourself.”

Rosie let out another one of her sighs. “You know, you’re making it sound like we’re going to be sticking together from now on.”

“Only if you’ll have me.”

“Do you think I’m stupid enough to not stick by a literal isekai protagonist? Only idiots leave those protagonists… well, unless it’s one of those dark stories where everyone suffers the whole time.”

“I guess this world has got its own share of isekai stories.”

“I mean, it is the most popular genre.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. Is that surprising?”

“Isekai was a niche genre only for nerdy guys back on Earth, basically. The most popular genre was romance.”

“I see, that’s pretty crazy. I mean, what is there not to love about isekai? Anyways, we can talk more about that later—wait.” Rosie looked deep into my eyes. “If you’re from a whole other world… then you could steal all the popular stories you read and publish them here as your own, and then we can make a ton of money from that, right?”

“And here I thought your character was all about being kind and always doing the right thing.”

“You can’t commit intellectual property theft against people from another universe!”

“You’ve got a point there. Unfortunately for you, I used all my braincells on memorizing this game inside and out, so I won’t be able to steal any stories I read.”

“Guh… so much for that plan. Oh well.” Rosie perked right up. “Let’s keep going!”

“Right behind you.”

Rosie had no control back in the game. Ultimately, she was only a companion to the player under their full control. So, for the first time, I got to really see how she was as a leader choosing where to go and which enemies to engage.

She turned out to be a grinder at heart. All the more reason to like her.

We fought every single monster we came across. The more we fought, the more experience we gained, the more we leveled up. Though, we barely got experience from the snails now. Enemies gave drastically less experience once they were three levels beneath the character’s level. Both of us were level four, so combine that with the exponential increase in experience needed to level up, and a single snail only gave us about 2% experience when they used to give around 20%.

But we still killed enough of them, and a couple more scorpions, to reach level five after another hour of exploring. I also killed enough of them while using the sickle, even with its ineffective damage type, to get the Strong Slash skill, which was just the slashing equivalent of Power Bash that scaled with dexterity instead of strength.

“That’s… the boss, right?” Rosie asked.

“Bosses are always behind white fog,” I answered.

Rosie gulped. “Even though I’m confident we can win… I still feel a little nervous.”

“There’s nothing wrong with that. There’d probably be something wrong with you if you didn’t feel nervous.”

“What about you? Are you nervous?”

“My existence is something wrong, so no.”

“Heh. That makes me feel a little better. Just so you know, I have no idea what to expect. I purposely shut my ears every time I heard people talk about the monsters here. Even when my big sis tried giving me advice, I covered my ears and ran away.”

“Then I won’t say a single thing. Want me to hold back until you figure things out?”

“Give me… thirty seconds. Then you can join in.”

“Got it. But just so you know, when it comes to any dangerous monsters or bosses later on that have a serious potential of killing you, I’m going to spoil them for you whether you like it or not. Avoiding spoilers isn’t worth dying to avoidable mistakes.”

“I can accept that.”

“Of course, you could still die even in this fight, but you’d have to suffer from serious skill issue to die here.”

“You know, lots of people have died in here.”

I almost said, “Skill issue,” right away, but I resisted.

It wasn’t right to talk of real people like that.

No matter how much the world felt like a game, it wasn’t one.

“Be careful and you’ll be fine,” I said.

“I will be,” Rosie said. “You ready?”

“Ready.”

She took a deep breath and readied her mace and shield. “Okay, let’s go.”

So, we traversed the fog.

A somber melody began to play as soon as we did. It was the start of the boss’s theme song.

Oh, right. Music had been playing the entire time, but it was the kind of ambient music specifically designed to be background noise that was easy to ignore, so I completely forgot it was there. It felt so natural that I didn’t even notice how strange it was to passively hear background music playing without any instruments or speakers nearby.

Seth must not have wanted his music to go to waste.

[Scarred Olm]

[Level 5 | Boss]

The boss’s information popped up just as we exited the fog. On the other side was a large, rocky room with a pond of water in the middle of it that the boss was resting in. The boss itself was, as the name said, an olm, but a giant one that really emphasized its almost draconic appearance.

An incredibly long body covered in scars, four short legs, no eyes, with red frills on the back of its head. It didn’t look too different from a real olm aside from the scars and the fact that its body was as long as a bus. Its legs were short, but only relative to the rest of its body. Each of its legs were still the size of me.

Well, there was one other part of its body that looked different from reality.

Its mouth.

As soon as it detected us, it rose out of the water and opened its mouth to reveal its two rows of sharp, jagged fangs, each one the size of a blade and ready to tear apart any flesh they could sink into.

It was the apex predator of the dungeon when not counting the secret paths that led to higher-level sections. Considering the main monsters around were stone-covered snails and scorpions, that meant those teeth were capable of biting through stone.

“I thought it looked kind of cute until I saw those teeth,” Rosie said. “I won’t feel so guilty about killing it now.”

“Remember, it’ll happily kill and devour you the second you let it,” I said.

“Right.” Rosie brought her shield in front of her and watched the boss, waiting to see what it would do.

I caught her paying attention to more than just the boss, too.

She observed the room to the best of her ability while never taking her eyes off the boss for too long. In particular, she was checking out the water while inching closer to it, making sure to stop before actually stepping into the pond.

Did she figure it out already?

The Scarred Olm preferred to stay in the water to find enemies since the water ripples made by movement gave away their position. As long as she stayed outside of the water, the boss would have a significantly harder time pinpointing—

Rosie stepped into the water.

She was probably just checking to see how deep it was. And now, she got to deal with the boss swinging its tail toward her.

Rosie positioned her shield to block the tail, but there was enough force in the attack to still hurt her and knock her away. A fifth of her health vanished from her bar in an instant, and that was with blocking.

She made sure to chug a health potion to top her health off as soon as she was safe to.

“It’s been thirty seconds, by the way,” I said.

“Give me—give me another thirty,” Rosie replied. “I’ve barely done anything yet.”

“I can see that.”

“I’m trying not to rush in and get myself killed, alright?!”

“I’m itching to fight, too, but I’ll give you another thirty. Don’t waste them.”

“I won’t.”

Rosie walked up to the edge of the pond again, almost looking like she was about to confidently make the same mistake as before, only to stop in front of it. Then, rather than step into it, she kicked a pebble on the ground into the water.

That was… it made perfect sense, but it was kind of shocking to see.

I never even thought of that.

Kicking a random rock wasn’t an option in a programmed game with limited possibilities.

Rosie just did it, though, and the boss lashed out by trying to bite the air above where the rock splashed.

Seeing Rosie do something as simple as kick a rock made me realize just how reliant I had been on game knowledge. I was still treating the dungeon like it was just a game instead of a real place with more options that were possible now.

I felt stupid.

But I also felt motivated.

I might have inherited the experience and reflexes of my characters, but I didn’t inherit any sort of… to put it simply, common sense. I was probably better than everyone else in the world at the game elements of the world, but I was likely worse than everyone else at having common sense and thinking outside of the system’s mechanics.

Knowing there was still so much I could improve at made me excited to learn.

Rosie kicked another pebble into the pond, baiting another attack from the olm. And this time, it was close enough for her to jump forward and slam her mace down against the top of its head.

The boss let out a cry of pain, and then it proved itself as the boss of the dungeon. With a rapid motion that put previous enemies to shame, the olm flipped around and swung its tail into Rosie again. But this time, rather than knock her away, it partially curled its tail around her waist to grab onto her and slam her into the pond.

The thirty seconds were close enough to being up.

As the boss prepared to lift Rosie up and toss her away with its tail, I jumped in and sliced its tail with my sickle, leaving a gorier cut than I expected.

Bosses in the game always showed the damage they suffered more than other monsters, but this went beyond that.

“You good?” I asked.

Rosie struggled to stand up, but she nodded and readied her shield in front of her. “I—I can handle this.” She didn’t sound so confident.

“The pebble kicking was smart. I wouldn’t have thought of that.”

Her ears fluffy ears flapped and her tail did a little swish. Those were signs of her being happy in the game, and her expression confirmed they were still signs of her happiness. “I guess I’m not totally useless compared to you.”

“I’d never dream of calling you useless. Keep it busy for me, alright?”

“I can do that. I’ll tank it.”

“I know you can. If there’s anyone I’ll trust to pull through no matter what, it’s you.”

I gave her a nod and jumped out of the pond after that. The ripples caused by my jump were enough to prompt an attack, and Rosie dodged it, but the dodge itself gave away her new position which allowed a follow-up attack from the olm with its tail.

But she anticipated that.

Bracing for the attack, she took it with her shield but resisted getting knocked back and even retaliated by crushing the tail with her mace.

And while the boss was distracted by her, I jumped from the edge of the pond toward its head to slice it open along its side with my sickle after making sure to enchant it with poison.

The torch was useless here since the boss was in water which would prevent it from getting set on fire, but it was still vulnerable to poison. And, given that it had a soft hide with thin skin, that meant slashing was an effective damage type against it.

I was careful not to land in the water after my attack. Instead, I dug my sickle into the side of its head at the end of my attack and used it as a support to swing myself up onto its back.

The boss had no real way of attacking me while I was on its back, so—in a panic—it flipped over onto its back to knock me off it.

That was exactly what I knew it would do.

I had to jump into the water before I lost my balance, but flipping onto its back gave Rosie the opportunity to get close to the head and smash her mace into the underside of it. Then, as soon as it flipped itself upright, I got another attack in on its tail.

Rule number three of Custom Dungeon World: if an enemy has a long tail, it can be cut off.

I activated Strong Slash and aimed for the tail, striking it with enough power to finish the job and sever it. The tail squirmed on its own like a worm for a few seconds after landing in the water before falling still, leaving the boss in a significantly weakened state.

“Nice!” Rosie shouted.

“Not as nice as your tanking,” I said back. “Keep it up!”

Rosie nodded and prepared herself for the next attack. Her health was around seventy percent, so she could take another couple of hits before needing a potion. The boss, meanwhile, was down to 40% already.

My tank got into a good pattern quickly. She could dodge one attack but then knew she would be forced to block the follow up, and she had an opportunity to attack after that. Dodge, block, attack, repeat. That was the pattern I would use as well if I was in her position.

And it was thanks to her figuring out the pattern already that I could focus entirely on offense.

I reapplied the poison each time it wore off, left cuts all over the boss’s body with my sickle, and never spent long in the water so that it wouldn’t take its attention off Rosie. Rosie got taken down to under half her health after another block, but a potion took her back to almost full, so we were fine.

Though, admittedly, part of me felt less like a man because I was letting the woman I loved take all the hits.

But I was going to have to get used to that since I didn’t want to be the tank. And it wasn’t because I was afraid of pain. I was more than used to being in pain. I just didn’t think tanking was that fun and already had a build in mind.

Besides, if I complained about her being the tank, I knew she was the type of girl who would be upset about that. Her sex didn’t matter; her tanking spirit mattered.

And the smile on her face every time she blocked an attack without getting budged was addictive to look at. No matter how cute and feminine she might have been outside of combat, she had the burning spirit of a tank within her.

“I’m going to bash it your way! Are you ready to finish it?” Rosie shouted at me.

I was happy to let us both do our own thing, but if she was ready to try cooperating and combo’ing moves, I was happy to play along. “Ready!”

Rosie used Shield Bash a few times during our grinding session, plus I knew she had it from the game, so I figured that was what she was about to use. Shield Bash was a general skill meant for tanks that allowed them to interrupt an enemy and knock them back. It didn’t do much damage on its own, but it increased the damage the target took from the next attack when perfectly timed.

This time, as the boss lunged at her with its open mouth ready to tear her apart, Rosie stood her ground rather than dodge. She waited until it was just about to reach her before thrusting forward with her shield arm, bashing her shield right into its head to interrupt its attack and send it swinging toward me.

[Vulnerable]

The debuff for perfectly timing her skill showed up beneath the boss’s health bar. That meant the next attack would deal 50% more damage, so I activated Strong Slash and sliced my sickle straight through its neck, cutting to the bone.

27 popped up over the boss to show how much damage I dealt, and it was the single largest chunk of damage I dealt at once so far. The boss was vulnerable to slashing damage and, thanks to martial skills combining the damage of the skill with the damage of the weapon, the attack did 18 damage on its own. Then the additional 50% on top of that took it up to 27.

The boss’s health bar emptied out and it fell lifeless to the ground, causing a splash around where it fell, as the victory tune played in the background.

[Dungeon Cleared]

[Congratulations, you have leveled up!]

[Level 5 -> 6]

[Health: 90 -> 100]

[Mana: 18 -> 20]

[3 Attribute Points Gained]

Just as I thought, even if it was only the first boss of the game, clearing a dungeon really was the best feeling.

And I wasn’t the only one who felt that way.

“We did it!” Rosie shouted, practically tackling me as she jumped to hug me. “I thought I’d only get to kill some weak monsters and level up once or twice, but I got to clear the dungeon on my first try!”

She was too cute. I couldn’t resist reaching up to pet the top of her head with one hand while my other hand rested against the small of her back. And in response, she nuzzled her head up against my hand… but I had to be careful not to let her horns poke me. She was shorter than me, the top of her head only reaching up to my shoulders, so that meant the tips of her horns were at the perfect height to stab me in the jugular.

Unfortunately for Rosie… I loved choosing every teasing option in the game, and I wasn’t able to resist teasing her even now. That was why I said, “Easiest route.”

Rosie stopped hugging me and stepped away with an annoyed huff. “Are you trying to drop my affection level instead of raise it?!”

“Unfortunately for you, I know that a mix of heartfelt moments and teasing banter is what you love.”

“It’s kind of creepy if you admit you’re manipulating me to my face.”

“It’s better than manipulating you without you knowing about it, right?”

Rosie wasn’t a character who sighed a lot in the game, but I sure got her sighing frequently. “But seriously… thanks. I only made it this far today because of you. And if you hadn’t shown up when you did… I might not be making it out of here at all.”

“And thank you for helping me out this far.”

“We both know you could have done all this on your own. I didn’t help at all.”

“Hey, just because I could have done it myself doesn’t mean that you didn’t make it way easier and more fun. I’d rather clear a dungeon with you than on my own any day. And if that’s not a good enough reason to thank you, then thank you for trusting me.”

“I guess that was a pretty insane story of yours to trust.”

“See? All the more reason to be thankful for you.”

“Heh. Alright, time to see what we got! The tail’s loot is all yours since you severed it.”

“Sounds good. But if you ever need the drop from a broken part, I’ll let you have it.”

Rosie nodded before going to check the main body for loot. Meanwhile, I went over to the tail to loot it.

//Scarred Olm Tail Hide

//Type: Material (Rare)

//The hide of a Scarred Olm’s tail is extra durable and flexible, hence why the tail gets used as both an extra limb and a hammer to swing around.

I knew what to expect which was why I made sure to sever the tail.

It was an optional material for one of the best early-game armor sets, so that was one material to check off the list for that set.

“How’s it looking over there?” I asked.

“Umm… there’s a bunch of meat, some coins—I’ll take half of both and leave the rest for you, and a fang material. What’s the fang make?”

“Want the spoiler?”

“It’s probably not something I would use, plus it’s not really different if a smith tells me instead of you, so…”

“It can be used to craft a few different piercing weapons that negate resistances to piercing.”

“Ooh, since the olm probably eats the other monsters in here, so it’d need fangs that can pierce through their shells and stuff.”

“Exactly.”

“I like blunt weapons, so I’ll pass. You want it?”

“I’m good. Take it and sell it.”

“Alright, and I’ll split the money I get from selling it with you.”

“Don’t worry about it. Keep the money and buy yourself some upgrades or more potions.”

“Are—are you sure?”

“There’s nothing stopping me from coming here and killing it ten more times on my own if I feel like earning some money by selling it, so yeah, I’m sure.”

“You really are from another world.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Most people treat dungeon diving as a job, yeah, but they definitely don’t farm bosses, and they only really spend a few hours in a dungeon at a time. And most of the time, they’re doing it after accepting quests for specific materials.”

“Isn’t there anyone who dives full-time for the love of the game and to see how far they can go?”

“Those people are usually considered crazy or suicidal. And they don’t live long.”

“And which group would you say you belong to?”

“Well…maybe the crazy group, aha…”

“Then let’s get along as members of the crazy club.”

“I feel like I’m signing myself up for an insane future, but I might as well commit to it at this point.”

“Glad to hear it.”

With the looting done, we looked at the far end of the room where a glowing, circular portal appeared.

It was the same portal that showed up at the end of every dungeon after defeating the boss. It took players to the Victory Plaza of the main city where everyone gathered to see who victoriously returned from dungeons, especially merchants ready to buy fresh goods before anyone else could.

“Ready to leave?” Rosie asked me.

“I’d say so,” I answered.

“Alright! See you on the other side, Mister Isekai Protagonist.”

“See you over there.”

Rosie walked up the portal, looked back at me with a smile, and then stepped through.

I was about to follow her through when I stopped and looked at the wall behind it.

Curiosity got the best of me.

Going around the portal instead, I walked up to the wall and placed my hand against it. Surely enough, the wall disappeared and revealed a room packed full of gold, treasure chests, and loot.

It was the trove that players on new game plus had access to. It carried over all their items and money.

If I wanted to, all I had to do was accept the loot and I would instantly become the richest, most powerful man in the world. All the game-breaking items I had, the legendary drops, the mountain of coins I had no use for—all of it could be mine.

[Do you accept the treasures of your ancestors?]

[Yes] [No]

Some of those items were even just cosmetic rewards I earned from community events. They had no impact on the game and were only good for decorating with.

But still.

I tapped my finger against the “No” option.

I already had an unfair advantage when it came to my knowledge. I didn’t want anything else that made it unfair.

Success was to be earned, not given.

The mountain of loot in front of me disappeared and was replaced by a piece of paper that floated into my hands.

‘Hey there, bro.

If you’re reading this, then I know I made the right choice, and I know that you’re going to read this.

I’m sure you’ve still got a lot of questions, and I wish I could talk with you more, but my girlfriends found out about each other, so now I’ve got to deal with that. Must be nice to live in a world where girls don’t mind that sort of thing.

I mean, come on. Girls are great. How’s a man supposed to choose just one?

Anyways, treat this world right and show everyone how to have fun exploring dungeons. That’s all I’ll ask of you.

I want my creations to love this world as much as you do.

That’s all I wanted to say. Good luck, bro.

Oh, one last thing.

It wasn’t part of character creation, but I gave you a buff as thanks for loving my game.

Consider it a gift from god. I know the ladies will think of it as one.’

The letter vanished as soon as I was done reading it.

There was only one thing that Seth could have been talking about in regard to that “gift from god.”

I looked down and pulled my pants away enough to see underneath them.

I returned my pants to normal, looked up at the ceiling, and clapped my hands together in prayer. “Thank you, God.”

It wasn’t like I was disappointed with my original size down there, I just never got to use it due to the whole bedridden thing. Still, from all my time playing RPGs, I knew how to recognize a legendary-rarity staff, so he deserved my thanks.

That was the one unfair advantage I was happy to selfishly accept.


Chapter Five

Half the Size, Twice the Personality

I stepped into the portal of the boss room to begin the next step of my adventure.

[Exiting Dungeon]

[You have successfully completed Cave of New Beginnings]

[Rewards received for completion: New Adventure’s Ring | Completion Badge (Cave of New Beginnings)]

The ring was nice to have since it gave a stat boost to basically everything, and the completion badge was purely for show and only showed up on the shareable status card to show off progress.

I still made sure to check the ring, though.

//New Adventure’s Ring

//Type: Accessory [Ring] (Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 1

//5 Vitality | 5 Intelligence | 5 Strength | 5 Wisdom | 5 Dexterity | 5 Charisma | 5 Luck

//Proof that you have taken the first step as an adventurer.

They were rewards I received over two hundred times before.

But I still couldn’t stop smiling from getting them.

Then, after just a few seconds of standing in the portal, the scenery of the cave was replaced by the sight of a bustling city of fantasy filled with people, a bright blue sky overhead, and the sun’s warmth that felt better than I knew was possible to bask in.

[Hero’s Legacy]

The name of the city popped up in my vision. It was a fitting name for a city founded in honor of legendary heroes from centuries ago.

There was a time when I had something that I could call a home, but I had no good memories of it. Then all I had after my childhood was the hospital and nursing home.

That was a prison, not a home.

But now, for the first time that I could remember, I truly felt home.

“Hey!” Rosie shouted, running up to me. “People are going to get the wrong idea if you start crying right after getting back!”

“Sorry, sorry,” I said, wiping the back of my right hand over my eyes. “I’m just… unbelievably happy.”

“Well… I won’t stop you from crying. Heh. You look like someone who just made it home after a long journey.”

“That’s exactly how it feels. I have to wonder if it’s even alright for me to feel this happy.”

“There’s no laws against happiness. And if there are, we’ll go punish whoever made them and make them change the laws.” Rosie stood at my side and gave me a pat on my back.

“Sounds good to—”

“Rosie!” shouted an unfamiliar voice coming from an older man who was running straight for Rosie.

My first thought was to get in the way, but Rosie left my side to charge toward him with equal speed. “Dad!” she shouted.

The commotion attracted plenty of eyes toward them, and the attention on the duo only grew once Rosie crashed into the guy who was even shorter than her, knocking him over and landing on top of him for a hug.

Fortunately, her plaid skirt was just long enough to stop her from flashing everyone.

“I’ve been waiting this whole time! Are you alright? Did you get hurt? If you’re here, that means you cleared the dungeon, right? Did you beat it on your first try?!”

“Hehe, I did! And I’m fine, I’m fine!”

“Oh, thank the goddess!”

The two of them were clearly having a happy moment together that I didn’t want to interrupt, so I figured I’d leave and find Rosie later or—

“Oh! I want you to meet my new partner!” Rosie shouted, dragging her dad up off the ground to bring him over to me.

Now that he was closer, I could see just how short her dad was. Rosie was probably around 5’2” which meant her dad must have been around… 4’7”? Maybe less? His ears were also slightly elongated to set him apart from a human.

He must have been a halfling. He was tall for a halfling, but still a halfling. If it wasn’t for the mustache hanging over his upper lip, I could have mistaken him for someone even younger than Rosie.

Huh, thinking about it… aside from Rosie, every single other holstaur in the game was at least six feet tall.

If Rosie’s dad was a halfling, then her mom had to be the holstaur, which meant…

The older, short man in front of me was a true mountain climber.

“Dad, this is Sev,” Rosie said. “We met in the dungeon. He saved me and then we beat the boss together!”

Her dad let go of her to quickly grab onto my hand with both of his for an excited shake. “Thank you for taking care of my daughter!”

Even with both of his hands, he wasn’t close to covering my one hand. Still, I did my best to shake back, though I felt like I was shaking a little kid’s hand instead of an older man’s. “She helped me out, too, so thanks for raising her to be so cool.” I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to say, so I went with the first thing that came to mind.

“My Rosie really is the coolest, isn’t she?! Ah, of course, Sophie—my other daughter—is just as incredible!” He was clearly a man who didn’t want to put one daughter above the other. I respected that.

I really, really did.

“Geez, c’mon,” Rosie told him. “You look like you’re about to cry, Dad.”

“Of course I am!” her dad shouted. “My little Rosie is all grown up! And now she’s finished her first dungeon and already brought home a potential husband!”

“Hu-husband?! This isn’t one of your romance novels!”

“But you said it yourself that he saved you! It’s a classic girl-meets-boy setup in a dungeon! I don’t want to live in a reality where a handsome man can save a cute girl and not end up married to her!”

Rosie, rather than try to talk any sense into her dad, shoved her hand against his mouth to shut him up before bowing her head to me. “Please forget everything you heard this romance-addicted old man say.”

“There are worse things to be addicted to,” I said. “Besides.” It was time to tease. “After that dip in the water we shared while in the dungeon…”

Rosie went pure red and reflexively let go of her dad’s mouth to try and cover up mine instead, but it was harder for her to silence me given our height difference.

“You two shared a bath in the dungeon?!” her dad shouted while pulling out a notepad and pencil from his pockets. “I need the details! I can put this in my next novel!”

“It’s not like that!” Rosie whined. “He’s making it sound weird! All we did was fight the boss in a puddle! It was barely ankle deep!”

My turn. “It’s not about how deep it went,” I said. “It’s about how our bodies connected during it.”

Her dad must have taken some emotional damage from that one as he stumbled backward. “My—my youngest daughter… to think that she has already matured so much as a woman… that she would even engage in such an advanced scene during her first dungeon dive… as a father, I feel the need to protect her, but as a romance novelist… I feel so unbelievably inspired!”

“I’m so done with both of you!” Rosie shouted before storming off, pure red as she did so.

Her dad let out a soft, satisfied sigh. “There’s nothing quite as fulfilling as messing with your daughter. By the way, Sev, was it? If you lay a hand on my daughter without the intent to marry her, I’ll call up my old colleagues and make sure that you never touch a girl again.” He went from acting like an overly dramatic and excited child to glaring at me with murderous intent. Even his voice dropped to come off as more intimidating, and I would be lying if I said I wasn’t intimidated.

“Don’t—don’t worry, I’m working on that,” I replied.

He went back to normal. “Good! Ah, right. My manners. Please, call me Frolin.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Frolin.”

“If you don’t have any plans, would you like to come over for dinner with us? I’m sure my wife is just as eager as I am to hear all about how the dungeon went.”

“A-ah, I… wouldn’t want to impose. I—”

Frolin tilted his head to the side and looked at me with eyes of genuine confusion. “You’re not imposing if I’m the one inviting you? Besides, if you’re going to marry my daughter someday, you need to learn how to make her favorite pasta. The sooner the better.”

It was starting to make sense how Rosie was one of the easiest girls in the game to romance.

Her entire family loved to speedrun romance.

“Then I’ll take you up on that,” I said. “But I want to do some things around town first, if that’s alright.”

“Of course!” Frolin replied. “I’m sure you’ve got business to take care of. Here,” he paused to pull out his cellphone, “what’s your number? I’ll text you our address.”

“I—uh, I don’t have a phone yet.”

Frolin looked at me like I was some sort of impossible existence. “Someone doesn’t have a phone in this day and age? Even kids have phones now!”

“I’ll… explain that later.”

“Well… how’s your memory? Will you remember the address if—”

“I’ve got every single street, alley, and underground tunnel in this city memorized!”

“Ri-right. Well, our place is 4022 Knight Street, alright?”

“Got it! When should I be there by?”

“As long as you’re there by four, you’ll be able to help me in the kitchen.”

“Sounds good. I’ll make sure to drop over by then.”

Frolin nodded and offered me his hand for another shake. “You seem like a good lad, but until you prove yourself in the kitchen, I can’t hand my Rosie over to you. That girl is a big eater who needs a man who’ll keep her properly fed.”

“I’ll do my best.” I accepted his hand for another shake, and then the two of us went our ways.

I had no idea where Rosie went off to, but I was sure I’d see her later.

Also, as soon as I was left alone, some of the merchants who were waiting in the plaza rushed over to pester me for my loot from the dungeon.

I had to apologize and break out from the encirclement of merchants, though, since there was somebody I already planned on being the number one customer of.

She was my favorite merchant from the game and it was clear from how much more writing she had put into her that she was Seth’s favorite, too.

And now, I found myself standing in front of her shop after a decent walk.

“Strism’s Workshop” was etched into the wooden plaque above the door to the shop. The shop itself was in one of the rougher parts of the city that suffered from increased crime of all sorts, and one would probably judge the shop by its entrance as a shady place with poor work quality.

But I knew better than that.

I stepped inside and called out, “Anyone here?” Almost right away, I stepped on some unknown contraption on the floor, but I narrowly avoided that… only to step on something else I couldn’t recognize instead.

The inside of the place was even messier than the outside.

“A customer?!” shouted an excited, deep but feminine voice. A second later and the best smith of the game came rushing out from the backroom wearing overalls and dirty, soot-covered clothes.

There she was.

Tabitha Strism, the halfling girl whose orange hair was as big as she was tall with a personality that was even larger. One of the only girls in the game who was not romanceable at all, and it wasn’t even for the obvious reasons. Instead, it was because she loved her work far too much to ever think about romance.

Or rather, it would be better to say she was already married, and her partner was her work.

Still, despite being only half my height, she had a pretty deep voice for a girl.

“You must have a good eye to come here,” Tabitha said, already showing off her lovable narcissism. Did she think she was better than everyone else? No, she knew she was better than everyone else, but she knew in such a way that made her a fan favorite character. “So! What can I do for ya?”

“I just got out of a dungeon and thought I’d drop by to sell loot and buy some upgrades,” I explained.

“Really?! I—I mean, ahem. Of course. There’s no better shop around to drop off your dungeon loot than Strism’s Workshop! So, what kinda loot we talkin’?”

“Sorry, it’s only a starter dungeon for now, but I promise that I’ll bring you materials nobody has ever seen before someday.”

Tabitha raised her eyebrows and looked me over. “Hmm. What level are you?”

“Only six right now, but it’s my first day.”

“Reachin’ level six on your first day, huh? You’re either a great liar or a legend in the makin’.”

“It only took a couple of hours. Honestly, I’m surprised that isn’t the norm.”

“A couple hours of non-stop fighting ain’t somethin’ to encourage. Rookies go in, kill one or two monsters, then call it a day typically. Better to get some experience, rest, review how it went, then go back in another day. Preferably with some higher-level backup in case things go wrong.”

“Even for a starter dungeon?”

“Especially for a starter dungeon! Ya think folk are desperate to die or somethin’?”

I was apparently going to have to get used to how cautious people of this world were. Not grinding for hours in a dungeon, especially one so easy, sounded insane to me, but… well, I didn’t grow up in this world. I grew up in a world where this one was only a game. These people grew up in this real world where most of them possibly knew someone who died even in the starter dungeons.

It made sense for them to be so much more cautious than me. Especially since they didn’t have tens of thousands of hours of fighting experience inherited by their reflexes.

What was absolutely trivial to me was a serious life-or-death battle to them, even against the easiest foes.

“Fair enough,” I said. “I’m used to treating dungeons like games, so I’ll have to get used to the culture here.”

Tabitha shrugged. “I’m not goin’ to tell ya not to go crazy in the dungeons if it means bringin’ me loot, but I ain’t gonna encourage it, either. I just don’t want to see my first customer in weeks go and get ‘imself killed.”

Part of me felt a little guilty coming to Tabitha, but that was only because I knew the truth.

She was an underappreciated, in-debt smith who was on the verge of getting her shop shut down in the game. Her expertise was in crafting, not marketing. But by exchanging enough money at her place—both buying from her and selling to her—and going on some quests for her, she became the best smith you could hire in the game with exclusive recipes not available anywhere else.

I wasn’t sure how selling things to her and getting her to pay the player helped her get out of debt, but it did.

And that wasn’t even getting into the fun stuff involving her future, such as a good few dungeons only being available by helping her.

“I won’t get myself killed,” I said. “I can promise that much.”

“Ya better,” Tabitha replied. “Now, go on. Show me what you’ve got.”

I held my hand out toward her and opened my status and tabbed over to the inventory to show it to her.

“That’s a whole lot of shell fragments,” Tabitha said, holding her chin as she looked through my inventory. “Hm? Some rare drops? Was this really your first day?”

“The first of many,” I answered.

“You even got the badge for clearin’ the dungeon… well, the boss’s tail there makes it obvious ya did that much. Well, I’ll be. My first customer in a while might be a bigshot in the future.”

“You trying to butter me up?”

“If it means turnin’ ya into a return customer, you bet!”

“I’ll be happy to sell you all the shells, but I want to turn those stingers into potions, and I’m saving the tail hide for armor.”

“You don’t want to get out of that starter wear with some shell armor?”

“What I’ve got is good enough, so I’d rather save the money from selling the shells for other things, like upgrading my sickle.”

“I’ll buy the shells at thirty copper a piece, and enhancement material for the sickle will be five silver each. I can enhance the sickle once from the shells, or if you sell me one of those stingers, I’ll enhance it three times.”

I had three stingers, so selling one of them wouldn’t be too big of a deal. The alchemy recipe I wanted to use them for put out three potions per stinger, so I’d still get six pretty good potions with them. Enhancing the sickle three times would also effectively double its damage. “Deal.”

Tabitha smirked and prepared the offer.

In exchange for all the shells and one stinger, she’d enhance my sickle three times, and it’d be available to pick up the next day.

I clicked on the accept prompt and saw the items disappear from my inventory. The leftover money that didn’t go into upgrading my sickle got added to my currency counter.

That meant I was officially up to four silver and fifteen copper.

I had a long way to go before getting up to 999,999,999,999 platinum, 99 gold, 99 silver, and 99 copper again. Then again, I had no idea if that would even be possible in the real world without relying on the inherited items and money I already rejected. That was probably more money than existed by a hundred times. From what I knew of the worldbuilding, entire cities with elaborate castles and defenses and everything only cost a few hundred million platinum.

And yes, it was possible to oneshot every single boss in the game using that Pirate/Thief build that grew stronger the more money the character had in their inventory with that much money.

“Hey, crazy guy,” Tabitha said.

I got out of my thoughts and replied, “Yeah?”

“You’ve got potential.”

“I’ll be happy to prove you right.”

“Heh. So, I’m in a bit of a pinch, you see. How about this? Give me first dibs on anythin’ ya get from the dungeons, and I’ll make sure to always put your orders above everyone else’s. Be my supplier and I’ll be your smith.”

Tabitha had the confidence to make that sort of proposal despite there being no other customers to possibly get ahead of me in her work queue.

But I knew that would change in the future.

It sounded like a heavily one-sided deal in her favor, but I knew it’d be more in my favor down the line.

“Deal,” I said. It was what I was hoping for, anyways.

Tabitha thrust her hand toward me. “Let’s shake on it! Oh, hang on.” She took her dirty, leather glove off and then offered her hand again. “There we go.”

I took her hand and shook.

Tabitha, despite being a halfling who was even smaller than Frolin, had a way stronger grip. Seriously, Frolin’s shake was like shaking hands with a little kid while shaking hands with Tabitha reminded me of getting pinched by Seth.

“I’m lookin’ forward to our business partnership, partner!” Tabitha told me.

“Right back at you, partner,” I replied.

Now then, it was time to look around for a bit before heading over to Rosie’s.


Chapter Six

Warmth

I made my way over to Rosie’s place earlier than I needed to since I could just tell that I would get lost in exploring the city and lose track of time if I stayed out for much longer.

There was too much that I wanted to see with my own two eyes, no matter how many times I saw it through a screen before.

But what I did see was a beautiful world.

There dozens of different races of people walking around, knights on patrol who wore stylish hybrid uniforms mixing classic knight armor with modern aesthetics, taverns full of rowdy patrons sharing stories and singing songs, airships docking with warehouses, architecture out of a fairy tale—I could have gone on and on about the sights, but there was one sight more recognizable than anything else.

In the center of the city were the Heroes’ Towers. Three beautiful, marble towers reaching higher into the sky than any other building with banners flowing in the wind belonging to each of the original heroes’ families. The banners themselves were the impressive part because of just how unrealistically massive they were while still being able to flow with the wind.

I was so tempted to run over there and see if they offered tours, but I resisted. I also resisted interviewing every random person I saw to learn more about their lives and the world. There were so many people who I never saw in the game! I wanted to get to know every single one of them!

But that would probably make me look like a crazy person, unfortunately. Most people probably wouldn’t appreciate some random guy running up to them asking them all about their lives.

Anyways, what mattered was that I was standing in front of Rosie’s place unsure of how to proceed.

The normal thing was to knock on the door, right?

I never knocked on someone’s door before and there was no point in the game that featured having to knock on a door. It had been years since I last watched anything that showed someone knocking on a door, too.

Somehow, knocking on the door felt like a bigger leap in difficulty than going from an early-game dungeon to a mid-game dungeon.

Still, it was a challenge that needed defeated, so I lifted my hand up and knocked on the door to the best of my ability, trying not to be too quiet but also not too loud.

My social skills were going to need a lot of help. Sure, I could talk to random people since I was used to nurses always getting hired and replaced at my nursing home, plus I sometimes had to share a room with chatty roommates with even chattier families who would visit, so I got used to talking to people.

It was everything else that I had no idea about.

Thankfully, the door opened so that I wouldn’t need to knock again… and standing in front of me was a woman who proved my theory about Frolin’s mountain climbing.

The woman who I could only assume was Rosie’s mom and Frolin’s wife was massive. Even taller than me, having to bend over just to get her head under the doorframe, with breasts so large that they completely covered her torso and hung to her hips. It wasn’t like they were all stretched out and saggy, either. Sure, there was some sagging going on, but they still looked full and youthful. They were just that big.

The way that she bent over to see me also meant that she was basically hanging an endless expanse of cleavage in front of my face.

Sorry, Frolin, I thought.

It wasn’t like I was looking into his wife’s cleavage out of perverse intent. It was simply impossible to not look. Still, I felt guilty.

“Mm? Moh, are you the boy Frofro told me about?” the woman asked me.

Frofro. “Unless there’s multiple guys worth mentioning today, then probably,” I answered. “I’m Sev.”

I finally took my eyes away from her chest and looked up at her face. She was the stereotype of motherly. Long, braided hair. A single mole under her eye. Beautiful, mature features. She was the kind of woman who existed in games and stories only for everyone to curse the fact that she wasn’t romanceable.

“Sev! What a cute name. I’m Ailsa. Please, come in,” she said, her voice naturally sultry as she stepped back to make way for me.

Damn.

That was all I could think.

Damn.

“There he is!” And there was Frolin. Seeing him next to his wife was… something. He was small enough and she was big enough that he could probably fit most of his body inside of that forbidden valley. His head only reached up to her waist, too, and just one of her thighs was thicker than his entire body.

You’re the man, Frofro, I thought.

And just to make sure that I understood who Ailsa belonged to, he rather obviously placed his hand on the back of her ass while looking me in the eyes. “We’re happy to have you!” he told me.

“Mmmoh, dear, not in front of company,” Ailsa whimpered to him.

There were so many questions I had about the two of them that I would probably never get the answers to.

But there was one thing that became incredibly obvious.

Frolin’s blood nerfed Rosie in more ways than just her height when comparing her to her mother.

That aside, Frolin gave his wife’s rear a squeeze before letting go with a hearty laugh. “Alright! C’mon, boy. It’s our turn to make the ladies happy, and there’s nothing like some fresh, homemade pasta to make a girl raise her heels over her head for ya.”

Ailsa covered up her blushing cheeks and looked away, totally confirming what her husband said.

Pasta must have been more powerful than I thought.

“You’ll have to wear one of my wife’s aprons since I don’t think mine will fit ya,” Frolin continued. “Oh, and I’ll have her grab you one of her hair ties. Don’t want that hair of yours getting into the food.”

I hadn’t even considered something like that being a possibility, but my hair was longer than most for guys. By modern standards, at least. It wasn’t like I had hair going down my back or anything, but I did make it long enough to almost reach my shoulders. That meant there was enough to tie back to keep out of the way.

“I’ll be in your care,” I said. “Teach me the ways of pasta.”

Frolin nodded with a confident smile and led me into the kitchen.

“I—I’m sorry,” I said as I looked down at the monument to all my sins.

“I don’t even know how that’s possible,” Frolin said. “It’s impressive, just in all the wrong ways. I only looked away for a couple minutes…”

You see…

The noodles.

I somehow burned them.

While they were in a pot full of water.

That wasn’t even supposed to be possible, right? Was this world using some kind of weird logic to emphasize just how bad of a cook someone was? Seriously, how did that make any sense?!

“I’ve… never cooked before,” I said. “Sorry.”

“Never cooked before, huh? Well, it happens,” Frolin said.

“I thought you didn’t even know how it was possible.”

“Maybe this doesn’t happen, but making mistakes happens. But seriously, a man of your age has never cooked? You come from a rich family with maids who cook for ya every day or something? Or maybe you’ve got some moms and other wives who keep ya fed?”

“Nothing like that. I just uh… up until very recently, I spent most of my life in a hospital, basically.” I figured that would get the point across better than saying a nursing home, but…

“A hospital?”

Right. Those didn’t exist here. There was no need for them when there were healers who could instantly cure diseases and heal wounds. “A place for people who can’t take care of themselves. I was born pretty weak, then… some things happened that messed up my spine, and healers couldn’t fix it, so… there are probably a lot of basic things I have no idea how to do. Even when it came to knocking on the door, I felt nervous since I never had to do something like that before, aha…”

Crap.

I was oversharing.

I didn’t need to say all of that. Besides, wasn’t the story too suspicious? Without explaining that I was from another world, it made no sense. If what I said was true, how was I walking around and fighting in a dungeon?

“Sorry,” I said. “You probably don’t want to hear the grown man who likes your daughter saying that he gets nervous knocking on a door, plus you said I have to make sure I can cook properly for her, and—”

“Son,” Frolin said, gesturing for me to get closer to him. “Come here.”

He sounded pretty serious. I had no idea what was going to happen, but I crouched down to try and bring my eye level closer to his.

He must have been disappointed in me. I only knew about how to fight and mess around with builds, not how to do anything else. And my knowing how to fight didn’t even feel truly earned. Realistically, I should have been stumbling around like a newborn lamb who could barely walk. I really wasn’t—

Frolin placed his hand against the top of my head and gave it a gentle rub. “You’ve been through a lot, haven’t ya?”

“Not—not that much,” I said, trying to hold back the feelings I felt were about to burst out.

“There’s nothing wrong with not knowing how to do things, alright? The important thing is that you do your best. I don’t want a man who has given up around my daughter, but you haven’t given up, have you?”

“… no, in my past, I did. I resigned myself to my fate and—”

“But you’re trying your best now, aren’t you?”

“Sorry,” I said, my voice cracking. “I uh—” I tried to pull away, but I was stopped. Frolin reached forward to force me into a hug that he refused to let go of.

“My old man was a real piece of shit,” Frolin explained. “I told myself I wouldn’t be like him. If I saw someone who needed a hug, I’d give them a hug. If I saw someone who needed help, I’d help them.”

My emotions were all over the place ever since I came to this world.

I hadn’t cried in over a decade back on Earth. But, here, I was brough to tears multiple times in just a few hours.

I felt pathetic.

But… at the same time, I felt happy, and I felt like I could finally be honest about everything.

“I’ve never gotten to tell anyone the full story,” I said. “Is—is it alright if I tell you?”

“I’ll listen to anything you want to say,” Frolin answered.

“Then… I’ll tell you everything.”

Time flew by after that.

I ended up telling Frolin—and Ailsa since she overheard and saw the whole thing from the beginning—everything. I told them about my childhood which I hadn’t even told Rosie about yet. I told them about what happened to my spine. I told them about the world originally just being a game and getting brought to it by Seth. I was even honest and told them about how I always romanced their daughter in the game.

There wasn’t a single thing I kept secret from them, and the two of them earnestly listened to every last word, stopping to comfort me whenever they thought I needed it.

It was an experience unlike anything I ever felt before. But, thanks to it… I felt like I could really move on from the past and walk down the path of becoming a man I was proud of. Not just someone who knew how to build RPG classes, but someone who was a respectable person all around.

Eventually, after another hour, the front door opened up and I heard Rosie call out, “I’m home!” Then she noticed me since the open kitchen was visible from the entrance. “What—what’s he doing here?! And why is he dressed up so cutely?!” She must have been referring to how I was wearing her mom’s apron with my hair tied back.

Frolin, who was standing by me to guide me step-by-step without ever taking his eyes away, turned to look at her and said, “Rosie… don’t you dare mistreat my son.”

“What happened while I was gone?! Did he steal my parents from me or something?!”

Even Ailsa walked up to Rosie and said, with an almost scary voice, “We’re disowning you if you break his heart.”

“Seriously, what happened while I was gone?!”

Frolin gave me a pat on my lower back, since that was all he could reach, and said, “Go on, son. Show her the result of all your effort.”

I took a deep breath, grabbed the plate of pasta I prepared, and turned to face Rosie with it. It… didn’t look like anything special. It was nothing compared to the plating that Frolin did for his wife. While his plate looked like something out of a premium restaurant, mine looked like something that was microwaved and sloppily tossed together despite how hard I tried to make it perfect.

But at least it wasn’t burnt.

“This is the first time I’ve ever cooked, so… I hope it’s not too bad,” I said, presenting the dish to Rosie.

I had no idea what I expected. Rosie wasn’t the kind of girl to turn down free food, but she was also raised by a clearly incredible chef. To go from his cooking to mine must have been—

“Ooh! My favorite!” Rosie shouted out, drool running from her lip down to her chin. She was quick to take the plate from me and sat down at the table, wasting no time diving straight into it. “It’s delicious!” Her voice was muffled from having a full mouth.

“Dear,” Ailsa said, “don’t speak with food in your mouth.”

Rosie was happy to nod and focus on eating rather than talking.

“It’s all thanks to your dad helping me out,” I said. “The first attempt is in the trash, aha…”

Frolin gave my back a smack before nodding toward the table, telling me to go take a seat. Ailsa made sure to pull the chair next to Rosie out so I’d be sitting next to her.

Rosie was already half done with her plate when Frolin brought a plate over to me. One that looked just as good as the one prepared for Ailsa. “Here, son,” he told me. “Eat up. You’ve earned it.”

“Thanks,” I told him. “For uh… everything.”

He gave me a nod before pulling a chair out for his wife, then the two of them sat down opposite of us.

I waited until everyone was seated and ready before taking a bite of the food Frolin made.

And as soon as the first bite of food reached my tongue, I had to do my best to hold back my feelings so that I didn’t end up crying again.

I had no idea that food could taste so… warm. And not warm in terms of temperature.

The food I ate at the hospital and nursing home was always so… sterile. Safe, simple, and bland. It was meant to be nutritious, not taste good. Eating that food had the same feeling as taking medicine.

For the first time I could remember, I tasted food, not medicine.

It was incredibly warming.

Still, no matter how much I tried to hold back, it must have been obvious. Frolin and Ailsa, even Rosie, shot silent glances at me every now and then to check on me as I ate. That was almost as embarrassing as them calling out the kind of expression I must have been wearing.

“That was delicious,” I said after finishing my plate to a spotless degree. “Thank you. Can I help with the dishes?”

Ailsa shook her head. “You two did all the cooking, so I’ll handle the cleaning.” I wanted to help despite that, but she shot me a look that told me not to dare try offering again. Then she smiled once she knew I understood.

“You probably don’t have a place to stay, huh?” Frolin asked me. “What with being from another world and all.”

Rosie looked shocked when she heard that. “You told them?!”

“Yeah,” I answered. “Is that a—”

“My dad is the worst person you could have told! Do you have any idea how many ideas that’s going to put in his stupid writer brain?! This guy is a fiend! He wants to turn everyone’s life into a novel!”

Frolin looked smugly proud of every word Rosie said.

“It wouldn’t be right to hide the truth from someone helping me so much,” I said. “And uh… I don’t have anywhere to stay, but I think I’ve got enough money to afford a room for the night at a tavern. And if I don’t, then I’ve got more than enough energy now to go back into the dungeon to earn some more!”

“Absolutely not,” Frolin said. “We have a guest room you can use.”

“Then, let me pay—”

“No. What kind of host would I be if I made a guest pay for a room? As long as you don’t try sneaking into my daughter’s room without her consent—”

“Dad!” Rosie whined.

“—you can stay here for as long as you need.”

I knew there was no arguing back.

The Rosie from the game was an incredible woman worthy of respect for her kindness and how much she loved to help others. Now, I could see where the real Rosie learned it from. If her dad was anything like her, then he wouldn’t stop worrying about me until he knew I was safe and had somewhere to sleep, and I didn’t want to put him, Ailsa, nor Rosie through that.

“Thank you,” I said. For once, I wasn’t about to cry. Probably. “I’ll take you up on that, but I’m going to be selfish and demand that you let me pay you back someday.”

“A bit of selfishness every now and then is a good thing,” Frolin said. “But I’ll settle for paying me back by taking good care of my daughter.”

Rosie whined and grabbed onto her dad to shake him around, prompting both him and I to laugh.

Poor Rosie. Her dad was shipping her with me even harder than I was shipping her with me.

But, despite just how kind and eager to help she was, she was also the kind of girl who knew how to put her foot down and say no when it mattered. I had full confidence in her to shut me down and reject me if she wanted to.

“Let me show you to the guest room,” Frolin said. “Or rather, your room for the near future.”

“Thank you once again,” I said.

First Seth, then Rosie, Frolin, Ailsa—in just one day, I went from having nobody and being alone to feeling so blessed and full of warmth.

I had no idea how desperately I needed that.


Chapter Seven

Reversed Traditions

I slept better than I ever slept before.

My new room was pretty small and cramped, but the soft mattress, fluffy pillow, and unbelievable warmth of the household more than made up for it. I passed out almost as soon as I got into bed and soundly slept through the night, waking up feeling more refreshed than I knew was possible.

I almost cried again when I realized that it wasn’t a dream. I woke up in the same bed that I went to sleep in. Everyone was real. The world was real. I wasn’t going crazy and imagining things.

I knew I wasn’t, but still. There was that nagging feeling in the back of my mind that made me afraid everything would be torn away from me at any second.

But it wasn’t.

I had to make the most of my new life. Seth wanted me to teach the people of this world about how fun clearing dungeons was, and there was no better way than to lead by example. I also wanted to earn some money to pay back Frolin and Ailsa for their generosity. They didn’t want any kind of reward, but that made me all the more convinced that I needed to give them the best lives possible.

“Alright,” I said to myself. “Let’s get ready for the day.”

I washed up in the modern bathroom Frolin showed me the night before, got dressed in the same gear I had on the day before, and went out while everyone was still sleeping.

I’d make sure to head back to pick up Rosie before going to any dungeon, but there were some things I wanted to do still.

That was what I figured I would do, anyways.

“I knew it,” Rosie said, revealing that she was waiting outside for me the whole time.

I jumped when I heard her voice. “A-ah, morning. I thought you were still sleeping.”

“Normally, I would be, but I woke up a little early and realized a guy like you would probably head out to a dungeon as early as possible.”

“You know me so well. I actually wasn’t going to go right away, and I was even planning to come pick you up before going, so you can go back to bed for a couple hours if you want.”

Rosie let out a yawn and stood up. “It’s fine, it’s fine. But I know you didn’t get breakfast, so let’s go grab something to eat first. My treat.”

“I can pay for—”

“It’s. My. Treat. Okay?” Rosie looked at me with a smile that told me not to argue back. After that look I got from her mother the night before, I understood where Rosie got it from. “I’m only alive right now thanks to you, plus I’ve got more money to my name than I’ve ever had before thanks to the drops. Oh, right, here.” She opened up a trade menu with me. “Your share of money from what I sold.”

“It’s fine, keep it.” I closed the menu to reject the trade. “I’ve got enough, plus we’re going to make even more today.”

“You’re too stubborn.”

“You’re one to talk.”

Rosie rolled her eyes before grabbing my arm. “C’mon. Let me show you my favorite breakfast place.” She pulled me along before I could even say anything, her tail swishing around behind her the whole time.

The shop Rosie brought me to was a cute little patisserie. When she said, “breakfast place,” I was expecting a place selling bacon and eggs or something like that. Instead, she apparently meant muffins, donuts, and pancakes that looked like dessert.

Not that I was going to complain.

She ended up ordering a banana nut muffin, pancakes with blueberry syrup and whipped cream, and a couple of filled donuts.

I could only look at her chest as she ordered.

One of the criticisms that Custom Dungeon World got from certain groups of people was how basically no chubby women existed. There were chubby men, but no women. Women could be thick in some places, but they were never fat.

When asked why, the developers—Seth, answered, “I prefer skinny girls.”

That only made said groups of people even more upset, but he stuck by it. It was the same reason why there weren’t any female characters, no matter how strong they were, who were clearly muscular. Even the strongest berserker type girls of the game still had thin legs and arms with no visible abs or other muscle definition since Seth didn’t like girls with visible muscles. Instead, he just made their arms and legs a little thick. That was it.

Oh, right. And the reason I ended up looking at Rosie’s chest was because, in that same interview, Seth said, “For girls, any extra calories go to their tits.”

That made me wonder something.

With how much of an eager eater Rosie was, did that mean Frolin’s genes nerfed her even more than I thought? Because if she was even close to inheriting her mother’s chest, then I would have thought she’d be even bustier with how much she ate.

“Can you not stare at my chest so hard first thing in the morning?” Rosie asked while waiting for our food to arrive.

There was no point in denying it, and apologizing for something like that would be pointless since I didn’t regret it and planned on doing it more in the future, so instead, I said, “No.”

“You’re a real weirdo, staring at lumps of fat like that.”

Right.

That reminded me.

Rosie wasn’t embarrassed because I was sexualizing her by staring at her chest. If anything, she was embarrassed because, to her, I was just staring at her fat.

Seth was the kind of guy who made it so that, in this universe, there were some… to put it simply, “reverse chastity” rules at play. The game didn’t fully commit to it, but they were there.

For example.

Most men didn’t care about breasts. Women could walk around with excessive amounts of cleavage showing, but they did so for comfort rather than to show it off, because most men didn’t care about something like that. Instead, men were the ones who cared more about covering up since women were… well, very intense appreciators of male bodies of all types. It didn’t matter whether a guy was short, tall, ugly or handsome, skinny or fat or muscular, hung like a horse or a gorilla, and so on. Girls loved men of all types.

There were also way more women than men in the first place. About 95% of the population was female compared to only 5% being male. Thinking back to the day before, I didn’t see a single guy other than Frolin the entire day. I didn’t think much of it since I was used to it from the game, but now that I was actually thinking about it… it became extremely obvious just how skewed the gender ratio was.

But anyways, staring at Rosie’s chest in this world was equal to staring at a man’s stretched gut on Earth.

Now, one might ask a certain game developer, “Why did you make the setting like this?”

And in a certain interview, that game developer replied, “Because girls will feel special and happy to have something they view as useless fat regarded as sexy.”

That meant being a male pervert who loved boobs was extremely rare and something most woman considered a total unicorn in the same way that, on Earth, a woman who liked fat guys with small dicks who played video games all day was a legendary unicorn.

I was starting to really understand why so many people criticized those elements of Custom Dungeon World.

As for me, I clapped my hands together and looked up at the ceiling. “Thank you, God.”

“I didn’t know you’re religious,” Rosie said, raising an eyebrow at me.

“Ah, I’m not. Well, actually… maybe I am now? I mean, I met Seth and he’s the one who brought me here and created this place, so I think it’s only fair to worship him as my god in response.”

“Hmm. I wonder if the goddesses know about him.”

“Right. This world has its own canon goddesses.”

“But I guess they’re not really goddesses if some other guy is the one who actually created all of this.”

“I’d still call them goddesses, just not the god. There are plenty of settings that have things like heavenly pantheons with different ranks of gods, right? Seth is just so far above the others that they don’t even know he exists. Or maybe they do know he exists.”

“Maybe. Anyways… um. This is probably bad timing, but it’s going to bother me until I bring it up, plus the food will be a good way to lighten the mood and move on, so…”

“What’s up?”

“After you went to bed last night, my dad talked to me about you and brought up some things that you didn’t tell me. He thought you must have told me already if you told them, so…”

“Ah.”

“Sorry. I just wanted to let you know since he’s going to apologize for it later.”

“You’re probably curious too, right? I’m guessing he stopped as soon as he realized you didn’t hear it yet.”

Rosie looked away as if she was caught. “I—I wasn’t going to ask…”

“I don’t mind sharing if you want to know.”

“Then… if it’s okay…”

“Sure.”

I took a deep breath.

I ended up crying a lot while telling Frolin and Ailsa about what I had been through, but now, I felt good about it. The weight was already off my chest.

Moving on meant being at peace with what happened.

“Basically,” I said, “I was born with -99,999 in my luck stat. I was born with something called brittle bone disease. My bones were weak and couldn’t properly support my body, they broke easily, I was short and had a messed up spine so I couldn’t even stand up straight—I was a mess. My immune system was shot, too, so I was always getting sick. Earth didn’t have magic, so these were conditions you had for life.”

“I—I’m sorry. You don’t have to talk about this if you don’t want,” Rosie said.

“It’s fine, I promise. Besides, I guess there’s a selfish part of me that wants other people to know about this. Nobody cared back in my world, but here… people care.”

“Nobody cared? How? How could someone not care?”

“Aha, it gets even worse, just you wait. My parents hated me. My younger brother was born healthy, smart, athletic—he was everything a parent could ask for. They preferred acting like I didn’t exist once my mom gave birth to a healthy replacement.”

“How could they?!” Rosie shouted, causing everyone else to look at us.

“Shh, shh. It’s okay.”

“That’s not okay at all! How could a parent hate their child?!”

“The people in this world… are a lot nicer on average than the people from mine. Even in this world, rape doesn’t exist and murder is way rarer. The hardest criminals here are typically just thieves. You don’t have murderers and rapists breaking into homes to destroy lives. You don’t have drug addicts holding people at gun point for money to afford their next fix. You don’t have terrorists bombing civilians in the name of religion. With a few exceptions, the cruelest criminal in this world is equal to a petty thief in mine. Seth thought those things were too sad, but he did still add some messed up killers for quests, so…”

“And he didn’t think a dragon killing millions and razing a continent was too sad?”

“Well, I guess he thought that was good worldbuilding.”

“And this is why I don’t worship any god.”

“That’s fair. Even if he’s made a world I love, I won’t say he’s perfect and act like he hasn’t made the world in such a way that is unfair and cruel in its own ways.” Maybe I was a little wrong to immediately jump to the conclusion of him being a good person. He might have been my personal savior, but that didn’t stop him from creating a world where countless lives had suffered because of him.

“Anyways… your parents. Seriously, what was with them?”

“I don’t know. All I remember is their hate. It wasn’t like they abused me or anything, and they always took me to the hospital when I needed to, but… well, they just didn’t want to get into legal trouble over neglecting me.”

Rosie clicked her tongue and looked like she seriously wanted to punch them. “I wish I could punish them.”

“We’ll get to that part. Anyways, despite my issues, I did go to school, but that wasn’t much better than home. Kids thought I was gross and weird, teachers didn’t care since they were already underpaid and just wanted to go home without issue, and me being so weak meant that I was the perfect victim for bullies.”

Rosie’s rage only intensified as she angrily tapped her feet against the floor. “I’m telling your god to send me to Earth so I can deliver justice to them.”

“I tried fighting back myself once. I had this one bully—Keith. He was great at hurting me without breaking my bones. One day, I finally had enough. I was tired of the bullying. So, I tried to fight back even though it was impossible. Everyone thought it was hilarious to see the cripple kid want to fight. Anyways, that negative luck stat I mentioned—we were near the top of some stairs, I went to punch him, missed, lost my balance, and fell down the stairs. It’s kind of funny in a messed-up way.”

“There’s not a single damn thing funny about what you just said.”

“I guess that’s just a way of coping with it. But yeah. I broke a few dozen bones from that, but my spine got it the worst. I forget exactly how they explained it since it was so long ago but, basically, I became paralyzed from the waist down. I never walked again after that.”

“Those demon children got in trouble, right?”

“Nope. They all lied and said I tripped on my own, which wasn’t really that much of a lie. But nobody said anything about the bullying. The main bully, Keith, actually ended up becoming kind of famous. I saw an article once about him being the rising star of football. So, he ended up totally winning in life. Rich, famous, successful, and married with children to a model.”

“It’s not right. How could someone like that get rewarded?”

“Lots of people like to think that bullies and bad people in general will get what’s coming to them, but the truth is that most don’t. Some of the most successful, happiest people in existence are the most cruel and hateful. Oh, my parents kind of got punished, though. I didn’t really get that many details of it but, when I was fourteen, they were part of some car accident during a blizzard that killed all of them. So, there was that.” Even I had to admit that I probably said that too casually.

“I… is it alright if I say that’s good?” She was checking me for my reaction. Even if they hated me, she was still being cautious in case I liked them despite that.

So, I smiled and gave her a thumbs up and said, “Go for it. I was pretty happy about it myself, so you’re welcome to be happy about it.”

“A child should never have to be happy their family is dead…”

“It is what it is. After that, nothing much really happened. It was impossible for me to take care of myself and I no longer had any family the government could shove me onto, so the government put me in a nursing home mostly full of old people, and I spent the next fifteen years or so in a mostly empty room. I was forced to go outside with a wheelchair once a day with whichever nurse was on duty, but that was it for me ever going outside again. I eventually got a laptop, discovered gaming, then Custom Dungeon World came out, and you know the rest. All in all, I think I’m pretty well adjusted for being a total shut-in loser, right?”

Rosie got up, marched over to my side of the booth, and wrapped her arms around me for a tight hug that planted my face right into her cleavage. “Don’t you dare call yourself a loser ever again. No wonder my parents were acting like that when I got home yesterday…”

I couldn’t really say anything since my face was firmly planted into her cleavage, but that was alright. I wasn’t going to complain about not being able to speak for that reason.

“A-ah! Sorry,” Rosie said, backing away and letting go of me. “I didn’t mean to—that was probably gross, right? Sorry. I did something like that to you right after you told me about everything you’ve been through…”

“Feel free to do that anytime you want.” I gave her another thumbs up. “I’ll never complain.”

“You really are a weirdo. Anyways… sorry, I shouldn’t even call you that. I don’t want to be like the people who tormented you.”

“Seriously, don’t worry about it. It’d make me feel worse if I couldn’t banter with you and get teased back whenever I tease you. Just be yourself.”

“I’ll try… but still. If I ever get a chance to go to Earth, I’m punishing everyone who ever wronged you. I refuse to let a world go without justice like that.”

“If you think that’s bad, you really don’t want to hear about what all the elites and leaders were getting up to in private on their islands.”

“I want to know as much as I don’t.”

“I’m going to spare your sanity by dropping the topic there. The important thing is that I’m fine now. I’ve got an awesome body, I can fight, and I’ve found caring people who make me feel loved for the first time in my life.” I couldn’t help but smile. “I’m happier now than I’ve ever been before.”

Rosie sighed and hung her head but then smiled back at me. “You know, I really like people who are honest with their feelings. You’re seriously going to make me fall for you at this rate.”

“What, you haven’t already fallen for me? I mean, we’re even living under the same roof now.”

Rosie rolled her eyes. “Don’t blame me if I end up getting clingy and sticking to you. You know, as a man, you should be more aware of the kinds of things you say. Us girls can be beasts who take things the wrong way and get our hopes up.”

“Then I’ll just have to be as blunt as possible to make sure you don’t misunderstand me.”

“Right? That’s why you should stop all this playful flirting and—”

“You look cute today, by the way. Sorry for not saying so sooner.”

Rosie’s cheeks turned red and her ears flapped up and down. “What—what did I just tell you?!”

“You told me you like honest people, so I’m being honest. Your ears are especially adorable when they flap like that. It makes me want to touch them. Maybe bite them.”

Rosie’s cheeks turned the most red I ever saw them. “Wha-wh—what are you—we’re—we’re in public! Don’t—don’t say things like that when others can hear!”

“Ah, sorry.” I locked my eyes onto her neck. “I won’t bother saying what I think whenever I look at your neck, then.”

Rosie gulped as she reached up to touch her neck. “What—what were… you… thinking? If—if you say it quietly, then…”

I leaned forward over the table while wearing a smug grin, reaching underneath it with my leg to touch my foot against her leg, before saying, “I was thinking about how good it would look covered in bites.” Then I opened my mouth a little to show off my teeth. “I made my teeth a little extra sharp during creation. I’ve always thought sharp teeth look cool, you see.”

Rosie’s entire body trembled at that point as she stared at my teeth, unable to look away.

“Aren’t you curious about how they’d feel around your neck?” I whispered to her.

“I—I can’t… I won’t… lie…” she replied. Then I slid my foot up along her leg as I got ready for the next bit of teasing, but Rosie ended up banging her knees against the table as she shot up in a hurry. “Ba-bathroom! I—I need the bathroom! Be right back!”

Rosie ran away after that, but that gave me a chance to see just how frantically her tail was swinging around.

She was too cute.

However.

That whole sequence made me realize something.

In a world with some reverse chastity tropes, I was the mysterious boy from another world who was teasing the kind, honest girl both romantically and sexually. I showed off my body (my teeth) to her, I blatantly checked her out, I had a traumatic backstory, I wanted to teach her about how fun dangerous things (dungeons) were, I teased her while fully knowing it would send her into a flustered panic—

…

Was I a manic pixie dream boy?

I was also crossing into that smug, bratty, teasing type of character territory.

Neither of those personality types were fitting for a Reaper.

Hmm.

I reached up to hold my chin as I thought about what kind of person to act like.

It was a fresh start, so that meant I got to make my personality however I wanted, right? But changing my personality to act differently from what I was used to was difficult.

Maybe smug, teasing, manic pixie dream Reapers were in? No, that sounded ridiculous.

But it sounded kind of fun at the same time.

“Do I embrace the path of the smug brat?” I whispered to myself.

That did sound fun.

Really fun.

Plus, back on Earth, those types of girls were pretty popular for male audiences, and the reverse would be true here. Those types of boys were definitely popular among the girls here.

Getting to tease a bunch of girls, in ways that I knew I would enjoy getting teased, sounded really fun.

…

I decided to walk down a pretty weird path, didn’t I?

“I—I’m back,” Rosie said, sitting down across from me while looking almost as embarrassed as she was before she left.

I couldn’t resist smugly smiling as soon as she was back. “Welcome back, Rosie.”

“How—you… you sure are a cheeky flirt for someone with that kind of backstory. Did you flirt with all your nurses or something?”

“Those women? I never flirted with them even once. But you—I flirted with you every single day in our past life together. I guess I’m just so comfortable being around you that I can be like this. Doesn’t that make you happy?”

“It… it does.”

Hearing her honest answer served as a powerful counterattack that caused me to lean back and blush a bit myself. I wasn’t even sure what to say in response.

“O-oh?” And Rosie noticed. “Heh. What’s that? You’re all attack and no defense, huh?”

“I… wouldn’t say that. More importantly, I wonder why you ran away so—”

“You know, you look really handsome today, too.” Rosie leaned forward, resting her chin on her hands as her elbows rested against the table. “And you looked really cute in that apron with your hair tied back last night.”

I was forced into retreat as I covered my face up with my hand and looked away. “I—I get it. I’ll tone down teasing you.”

Rosie went quiet after that, and I noticed it was because she was totally blushing again.

She had no defense either, so she decided to take me down with her.

All I got was a chocolate chip muffin. It tasted good, but it was hard to focus on it when I was still thinking about the compliments Rosie gave me.

As for Rosie, as soon as her order was put in front of her, every last ounce of embarrassment left her body as her mind was consumed by food.

That wasn’t all I noticed.

Given that I was the only guy in there, every girl who entered the shop looked at me, and a bunch of them also shot pretty jealous expressions toward Rosie. They were the kinds of expressions that looked like they were thinking, “What’s that guy doing with a girl like her?” Like none of them could believe I was with her.

At first, I thought that she was so busy eating her food that she had no idea what kinds of looks we were getting.

I hoped she didn’t hear when a girl leaving the shop whispered to her friend a bit too loudly, “She must have something on him. He’s way too hot for her.”

The friend whispered back, “Right? A plain fatty like her couldn’t get a guy if we can’t.”

Elementary level insults.

But I knew that was the kind of world Seth created. Even a girl who, by Earth’s standards, could be considered extremely cute with an absolute dream-like body, was considered “plain” in this world. Having thick thighs, big tits, or even just a nice ass was enough to get a girl labeled as fat no matter how petite the rest of her body was.

It was never officially confirmed, but the reason was obvious. It was so that girls were easier to romance. The fantasy allowed for players to go after girls who had the confidence of “ugly” girls while being objectively attractive.

Something like that didn’t really bother me back when it was just a game. Even now, I knew I would benefit from it, but it felt wrong.

And I noticed that Rosie paused in taking a bite of her food when I heard those girls whisper. It was only for a quick moment, but I noticed it. She heard them.

“I—I think I’m full,” Rosie said, forcing herself to stop before finishing her pancakes.

“You shouldn’t waste your food,” I told her.

“… I’m… really not hungry. B-besides, I should put more effort into watching my weight if I’m going dungeon diving!” She poked at her breasts. “I don’t need slowed down by all this useless fat…. Then again… maybe—maybe you should find a girl who…”

“Who is what, Rosie?”

“You—you know. Not so… fat. And… plain. It’ll hurt your reputation if you hang around a girl like me, so…”

“Is it because of what those girls whispered?”

Rosie looked down and away. “I’m sorry. I knew that I was being selfish by hanging around you, but… it was fun being around you. I’ve never had a guy give me attention before, but… I know it’s unrealistic to stay together. I—mmpfh?!”

I shut her up by taking her fork and shoving a bite of pancake into her mouth. “Talk about hypocrisy,” I said. “You wanted to go after the trash from my past because of what they did to me, but then you’re going to let some random bitches get you feeling down like this? And aren’t you being unfair to me? What about how I feel, dumbass?”

Rosie tried saying something, but she couldn’t with the food in her mouth, so she quickly chewed, swallowed, opened her mouth to speak… and then got shut up again since I shoved more pancake into her mouth.

I raised my voice to make sure everyone could hear what I was about to say. “One, you’re insanely, ridiculously adorable and I could watch you every single second of the day. Two, you have an incredible body that I can’t get enough of watching every time you move. Three, I’m a lover of tits who doesn’t believe such weak-willed thinking such as, ‘Those are too big.’ And four—most importantly, you’re the Rosie I’ve fallen in love with again, and again, and again because of how sweet, kind, and genuine you are. And I’ll tell you this every single day for the rest of our lives if I need to.” Rosie was covering up her face with her hands at that point. “Do you get it?”

“I—I get it,” she nodded without removing her hands.

“Good. Then eat. We’re not leaving until that plate is spotless.”

Even though she kept her head low, she picked up her fork and continued eating, leaving one hand over her eyes so that I couldn’t see her expression.

Those flapping ears made it obvious how she felt, though.

As for me…

Holy fuck that was embarrassing, I thought to myself.

I figured I got way too dramatic there and everyone was probably cringing at the display. I was terrified to see how people reacted.

Even if I meant every single word that I said, I was still a total amateur when it came to… well, anything and everything outside of dungeon diving, and that especially extended to social interactions that would make me the center of attention.

But… I should have known.

Every girl in the shop was swooning.

Seth, I thought. You really made romance too easy in this world.

Rosie finished her breakfast which meant we got to leave and go do the chores I had in mind. She was red right up until she finished, though, and only stopped being red recently as we walked through the city toward my destination.

“Sorry about… getting all melodramatic back there,” Rosie said, not dropping her pace at my side.

“Don’t call it melodramatic,” I replied. “I won’t have you diminish your feelings like that. Besides, you’d be pissed at me if I did that, wouldn’t you?”

“Heh… you’re just like my dad. You even have the same weird preferences in women as him.”

“If anything, I think your dad has incredible taste in women.”

“… are you going to go after my mom?”

“No. I’m not into married women. Besides… I can’t see her like that now.” I already saw her more like my own mom, but I wasn’t ready to admit that out loud yet. “Anyways, don’t tell a guy you like that he’s like your dad. It’ll make him think you’ve got daddy issues.”

“Oh, oops. Don’t worry, I don’t.”

“I know. By the way, you didn’t deny that you like me.”

“As—as if that isn’t beyond obvious by now…”

“So much progress in less than twenty-four hours. See? Easiest route.”

Rosie gently kicked the back of my leg.

“I deserved that. Hey, show me your hand for a second.”

“What for?” Rosie asked, holding her hand out to me.

I answered by taking her hand and interlocking my fingers with hers. “For this. Wow, congratulations, Rosie. You’re such a smooth girl that you’ve gotten to take my handholding virginity.”

Rosie turned red as soon as I mentioned that. “Wha-wh—what are you saying?!” She tried to pull away, but I didn’t let her.

“You know, this is a pretty rare catch, right? I mean, I’m an older guy who is—I won’t deny it—pretty hot,” since I did design myself that way, after all, “plus I’m still a total virgin. Aren’t you lucky?”

“I don’t know if I should feel more annoyed at your narcissistic confidence or the fact that I do feel unbelievably lucky right now. I figured, at best, I’d end up as a guy’s fifth wife at least…”

“Nope. You’re number one, Rosie.”

“It’s—it’s not like I’m some shallow girl who cares about her guy’s body count!”

“But it still makes you happy to know you’re my first, doesn’t it?”

“I’d… be lying if I said it didn’t…”

“Wow, how shallow. Well, luckily for you, I’m not used goods. You must be elated.”

“You weren’t this bratty yesterday!”

“New day, new me.”

“Go back to being a dungeon fanatic! You were way easier to be around when all you talked about was dungeons!”

“In that case,” I paused and cleared my throat. “Did you know that, originally, there was a bug in the dungeon we went in that caused it so you would fall through the floor if you dodge rolled into any of the walls?”

I started rambling.

“The bug was actually used for some speedrun strats before it got patched.”

And I kept going.

“You could actually glitch into the boss room from the first room if you did it properly.”

And on.

“Then when it got patched.”

And on.

“Which reminds me of another glitch.”

And on.

“And that’s how the ‘Droopy Balls’ strat come to be. I actually talked to DroopyBalls69x once on a forum for the game. He was pretty cool, but he couldn’t stop making jokes about balls every 5 minutes, so I stopped talking to him since it got too repetitive.”

“That’s—that’s enough!” Rosie whined. “The knowledge gets more and more cursed the more you talk! I don’t want to think that we used to just be some game where guys named DroopyBalls69x made the deadliest dungeons look like playgrounds for children!”

“But wait, there’s more.”

“I don’t want there to be more! Go back to teasing me! I’d rather almost cu—I… I mean… I’d… rather need an… emergency bathroom break… again.”

I blinked a couple of times from the shocking truth that she just tried to cover up.

I knew that I was teasing her and getting her all worked up earlier, but did she almost climax in the middle of a restaurant just from such light teasing?

It was impossible not to feel incredibly smug after hearing that.

That was why I leaned closer to whisper into her ear, “It’s alright if you’re a quickshot. If anything, I think that’s cute.” I was getting way too addicted to the conveniently gender-swapped roles.

I hit the bullseye, too. Rosie lit up like a tomato. “I—I’m not—!” The noises that then escaped her mouth could best be described as the verbal equivalent of keyboard smashing.

“Don’t worry. A little bit of endurance training is all you need,” I whispered. “We’ll see how long I can train you to last.”

More verbal keyboard smashing ensued.

It was time to pause the flirting, though.

We reached my destination: my favorite alchemy shop, Little Witch’s Brew.

The fact that the owner was another halfling girl had absolutely nothing to do with why she was my favorite. She wasn’t romanceable, either, just like Tabitha. It just so happened that she also had a questline that would unlock new dungeons later on, plus there was one thing that I found extremely endearing about her character.

“Welcome, welcome,” said the slow, lazy voice of a girl sitting behind the counter wearing a witch’s hat that was far, far too large for her head. The hat probably had more mass to it than her body did. “Mmm…? A guy? That’s rare.” The shop was a pretty cozy one. Just as messy as Tabitha’s, but not nearly as dangerous to walk around in. Probably. There were tons of random alchemical ingredients and books scattered around, though.

As for why the best shopkeepers who all had questlines that led to unlocking new dungeons were all halfling girls, that was a question to take up with Seth, not me.

“Sooooo…” the owner, Marissa, yawned before continuing, “you need something?”

“I wanted to get some potions for the dungeon,” I answered.

Marissa looked at Rosie and then me. “Not birth control?”

I looked at Rosie. “You think we need that?”

Rosie reddened up. “Not yet!”

Marissa let out a little chuckle. “Heh… youth. Must be niiiice. Anyyywaysss… what kind of potions do you need?”

I opened up my inventory to show her and explained, “I want to use the stingers I’ve got to brew them with some Potent Healing Potions.”

“Mm… soo… that’ll make Potent Healing Cures. Thaaat what you want?”

“Sounds right.” The alchemy system was fun because, with few limitations, almost all potions could be combined. Combine a health potion with a poison cure and it became a potion that cursed poison while restoring health. Enhancements could also be added to increase their usefulness, too.

“Got iiiiit,” Marissa replied. “That’ll be… since you’ve got the stiiingers, seven and a half silver.”

That was actually about twice as much silver as I had.

I miscalculated.

Though, in this world… Marissa looked at Rosie for the pay rather than me.

“I can get it!” Rosie announced.

“Sorry, I’ll pay you back,” I said.

“Don’t worry about it! Hehe, this lets me feel extra useful. Besides… you probably plan on giving me most of these, don’t you?”

“Guity as charged.”

“I figured.”

The transaction was finalized. The stingers disappeared from my inventory and appeared on the counter in front of the witch. She took them into her own inventory, went and grabbed some healing potions off a shelf, then went over to her cauldron that was already filled with a swirling, green liquid.

It didn’t matter that I saw the—admittedly simple—alchemy animation hundreds of times before. I was still excited to see it in person for the first time!

Marissa tossed the healing potions into the cauldron, then the stingers, and then grabbed her brewing stick to mix them all up. Her mixing grew faster and faster as the cauldron began to glow with energy before finally getting so fast that she lost her stick in it and almost tripped into the cauldron trying to get it back. Fortunately, she did get it back without adding herself as one of the ingredients, and then she looked at us with a smirk as if to tell us that it was all part of her plan.

I couldn’t resist clapping while Rosie looked on with a far less amused expression.

“Ta-daaaa,” Marissa said, sounding even more monotone and sleepier than before. “Heeeere y’go.”

[Potent Healing Cure x6 added to inventory.]

“Annnything else? If not, I’m ready for a nap.”

“That’s everything,” I said. “Thanks for the help. I’ll be sure to come back.”

“Mmk. Bye-bye.” Marissa hopped back up onto her stool behind the counter, pulled her oversized hat down over her face, and quickly fell asleep.

I grabbed Rosie’s hand again and led her out of the shop now that we were done there.

“She was… an interesting girl,” Rosie said.

“Want some forbidden knowledge?” I asked.

“No! No spoilers!”

“You got it. Alright, I’ve just got to pick up my sickle and then we can hit up the dungeon. Here, take some of these pots.” I transferred four of the six to Rosie. Seeing as how she was more or less the tank right now for our party, she would most likely be taking most of the hits, so she was more likely to get poisoned than me.

Really, I probably didn’t need any of them, but having one wouldn’t hurt just to be safe… and having two was a good emergency fund.

We went over to Tabitha’s place after that.

“Here ya go!” Tabitha shouted, just as energetic in the morning as she was the day before. “I treated her real good, so make sure ya take care of her!”

Tabitha made sure to show me the sickle before properly transferring it to my inventory.

//Iron Sickle (+3)

//Type: Weapon [Sickle] (Common)

//Requirements: Level 1

//12 – 14 Damage (Slashing)

//Even the smallest of farmers’ tools can be used as weapons.

Looked right to me. Each enhancement increased the weapon’s potential by 33% of the base, minimum damage. So, it started off dealing six to eight damage, and three enhancements being slapped on top meant it now did twelve to fourteen damage.

Tabitha transferred the sickle to my inventory once I nodded. Then she said, “Now, enhancin’ it further won’t be so cheap since it’ll need its limit broken, and I can’t say I’d recommend the effort and money on a common weapon.”

Gear was limited to three enhancements per rarity tier. So, a common could be enhanced three times, an uncommon could be enhanced six times, and so on. If I wanted to enhance the sickle even more, I’d need to limit break it to basically evolve it into an uncommon weapon, but Tabitha was right. It wasn’t worth it for a starting, common weapon. Especially since limit breaking it required sacrificing a weapon of the same type of the next rarity up. “Yeah, I’ll pass on that for now,” I said.

“I’m lookin’ forward to what ya bring me worth limit breakin’! By the way.” Tabitha looked Rosie over before looking back at me with a devilish grin. “Nice taste, partner.”

Rosie was already turning red.

“Right?” I replied. Then I grabbed Rosie by her hip to pull her against my side.

Tabitha might have been married to her craft, but that never stopped her from appreciating the ladies and giving the player character praise for his choices in women.

That didn’t change about her.

“So, ya headin’ off to a dungeon now?” Tabitha asked.

“That’s the plan,” I answered.

“Hmm. If ya don’t mind, I’ve got a quest I need doin’.”

“I’ll be happy to accept it, but I’ve got a specific dungeon planned for today.”

“Maybe it’s the same one?” I knew it wouldn’t be. “It’s over in Twisting Woods.”

“I can head there tomorrow, but we’re going to Forgotten Cemetery today.”

“Gotcha. Well, if ya head over tomorrow, I commissioned this girl the other day to go and get me some wood I can use for handles, but she ended up gettin’ scared and comin’ back here without any wood, so—”

“Supply the axe and I’ll be happy to get some wood for you.”

“Heh, of course. Drop by when you’re ready to go and I’ll have an axe for ya.”

It was one of the few different introduction quests to gathering in dungeons. Forgotten Cemetery didn’t have any gathering nodes that required tools, though, so I didn’t care about doing the quest first.

But that aside, my chores were done, so it was time to go dungeon diving.

“Ready to go?” I asked Rosie.

“The—the Forgotten Cemetery… is that—is that really where we’re going?”

“I know you’re not good with horror, but I need to run it for my plan, and I know you’re not going to let me go by myself.”

Rosie sighed. “It’s annoying how well you know me.”

“Hey, you know as much about my life as I know about yours. If anything, you probably know more about me than I know about you, so it’s your turn to tell me stories about your past next time we go on a date.”

“That—that wasn’t a date…”

“Don’t you think it’d be better if it was one?”

“… maybe it was a date…”

“Ea-sy.”

Rosie stomped on my foot which was absolutely deserved.

There were two plazas more important than any others to adventurers in the city.

Victory Plaza, which was where all dungeons led to after their successful completion, and Dungeon Plaza, which offered portals to all known, cleared dungeons. Dungeons that nobody ever completed before required actually traveling to them on foot, but we weren’t ready for those yet.

Dungeon Plaza was full of adventurers getting ready to head out for the day, merchants trying to sell last-minute supplies, and families who came to see their loved ones off.

“It feels like the start of a new adventure every time I come over here,” Rosie said.

I nodded in total agreement. “Right? You get it.” Then I noticed something that caught my attention. There was a woman missing an arm wishing some younger kids well before they left for a dungeon.

“You know,” I said, “I’ve seen characters in the game before who had missing limbs and scars, but I have no idea how that actually happens in a world with health as a stat.”

Rosie looked confused for a moment before saying, “Sometimes I forget you’re not from here.”

“You’ve played games, right? Think of all the little things that get glossed over since it’s not important to gameplay, and those are the things I don’t know.”

Rosie looked me straight in the eyes. “You… you know how to use a bathroom, right? Your world had toilets, right?”

“Of course I do. You stand on your hands and spin around while—”

“What kind of bathrooms did your world have?! What state did you leave my family’s bathroom in?!”

“I’m joking, I’m joking. Our bathrooms are the same.”

Rosie let out a relieved sigh. “Good, I was starting to worry I’d have to teach you how to use the bathroom.”

“My pride would insist on figuring that out myself, so don’t worry.”

“Anyways… uhh, the easiest way to put it is… so, as long as your HP is 50% or higher, you can kind of consider that a buffer. You’ll feel pain from getting hurt, but you won’t be in serious danger of anything. Even having a sword stabbed into you won’t leave anything other than a cut that quickly heals. Once you’re below 50% HP, things start leaving scars. It’s usually the sign of a great tank or a great healer to see parties where nobody has scars. But once you go below 20%, you’re in serious danger. That’s how you see people lose their limbs.”

“So, the lower your health, the more you’re at risk of actually suffering long-term consequences from taking damage.”

“Right.”

“Simple enough. Thanks for the explanation.”

“You don’t need to thank me for something like that.”

“If I’m thankful for something, it’s only right that I say thanks for it. You’ve been teaching me, so I’m thankful for you. Deal with it.”

Rosie’s ears twitched and her tail swished. She really was so easy to read. “You’re—you’re welcome.” Then she sighed. “No wonder you were always able to romance me.”

“Like I said, you had one of the easiest romance routes.”

“Did your world also have the saying about dead horses?”

“Yep. You can lead a dead horse to water, but you can’t beat it.”

“That—wh… wha…?”

I grabbed Rosie by her hand and led her over to the nearest available portal. Once there, a menu popped up to choose our destination. I realized I could scroll through it to figure out just how many dungeons had been cleared, but I could do that later. For now, I chose our destination.

The portal shifted in color and shape before settling down to reveal our chosen dungeon on the other side of it.

“Let’s get to it,” I said and stepped through.

[Entering Dungeon]

[Forgotten Cemetery]

[Recommended Levels: 4 – 9]


Chapter Eight

Learning Fear

Even though Rosie was the tank, she hid behind me as soon as we made it to the dungeon.

Forgotten Cemetery.

It was, as one might assume by the name, a cemetery. It looked like a pretty typical graveyard-type dungeon that one would frequently see in games. We stood before a large, metal gate that served as the entrance, and the entire cemetery was surrounded by dead, twisted trees.

The whole place was dark, too. An unnatural darkness surrounded this dungeon to make it look like it was night even during day. The moon hung in the sky rather than the sun, there were dark clouds covering up that beautiful blue visible from the city, and there was a sort of purple haze that filled the air.

Still, I couldn’t help what I was about to do.

“Did… did you just sniff the air?” Rosie asked me.

“What? This is one of my favorite early-game dungeons,” I answered. “Isn’t it natural to want to smell it?”

“We’re at a graveyard full of rotting corpses and undead!”

“And I’m going to appreciate every last thing there is about a dungeon!”

“There’s nothing to appreciate! It stinks!”

“You just don’t understand, Rosie.” I turned to face her and placed my hand on her shoulder while looking her in her eyes. “But don’t worry. I’ll teach you how to appreciate everything that dungeons have to offer.”

“I don’t want to learn to appreciate this!”

“Walk the path of dungeons with me, Rosie. Together, we’ll sniff every dungeon there is.”

“I don’t want to walk down such a weird path!”

I was going to say something, but I heard the sound of combat coming from up ahead.

It wasn’t anyone who needed help this time. Instead, it was a party of five women working together to beat up some poor skeletons.

“That’s going to take getting used to,” I said.

“What is?” Rosie asked.

“Seeing other people in dungeons. I mean, it makes sense. It’s not like the dungeon opens a separate instance for everyone, right? If it did, I wouldn’t have been able to meet you. It’s just… you know, in the game, it was only ever the player’s party in a dungeon at any given time even if it was canon that multiple parties explored them.”

“Oh. Yeah, here, lots of people adventurers make their living in the dungeons, and there are lots of shops and restaurants that depend on buying drops from dungeons to stay running, so. It’s the worst on the weekends.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because that’s when most people are going out to get shopping done or to go out and eat. All the merchants put out bigger orders for materials on the weekends, so the dungeons get packed full of parties fighting over spawns.”

“Makes sense. Dungeoneering is a whole business in this world. Though, I would think that it would encourage more of them to get stronger and to tackle higher-level dungeons for less competition and more exotic loot.”

“Risk versus reward, I guess.” Rosie shrugged. “It’s easier, safer, and you make more money faster farming lower-level dungeons.”

“Not even the ones in their twenties and thirties?”

“The more people farm those, the less merchants are willing to pay. Supply and demand, I guess.”

“Huh. Yeah, that also makes sense. Back in the game… it was the kind of game where you could sell a single merchant thousands of one item they have no use for and they would have infinite money to buy it with.”

“Life here isn’t that convenient.”

“That’s alright. It makes things more exciting. Plus it means we’ll really strike it rich once we get into the dungeons nobody else has cleared yet.”

“I’m still terrified of that… but I’m excited, too.”

“Then let’s get stronger together. Look, a nice skeleton just respawned for us.”

And by that, I meant a skeleton just climbed out of the ground ahead of us.

Rosie was already trembling with fear.

“Rosie,” I said. “You’re afraid of horror, not fighting, right?”

“Ri-right,” Rosie said. “I know I’m not in danger… especially with you, but… I—I hate horror.”

I gave Rosie a pat on her back and stepped forward. “You came here without hesitation, so I’m already proud of you. Now, I’ll show you just how weak their bones are. Take it from the expert on weak bones.”

I also wanted to test out my improved sickle even if it wasn’t that effective against skeletons. After all, skeletons had no flesh to cut. They were another enemy where blunt damage was most effective.

But that didn’t stop me from charging forward.

The skeleton, which was just a simple skeleton without any kind of armor or weapon, turned to shamble toward me once it noticed me.

I drew my sickle and went straight for its neck. Even if there wasn’t flesh to cut, I could still go for a decapitation, and I activated Strong Slash for increased damage.

The skeleton, officially referred to as a Living Bones, was only level four and the weakest trash mob of the dungeon. My enhanced sickle combined with Strong Slash was enough to take it out in one attack, sending its head flying off before landing on the ground and disappearing into dust.

And to my surprise, a piece of loot was left behind.

These skeletons were going to spawn in such huge numbers that they weren’t worth giving drops to since any drops from them would become annoying, useless garbage flooding a player’s inventory. So, why did a single skeleton just drop something?

I went to check out what it was.

//Bone

//Type: Commodity

//A bone that can be ground up and used to create fertilizer for fields.

… huh.

“Two things,” I said. “One, see? That was easy. Two… what’s a ‘Commodity’ type item?”

“You don’t know?” Rosie asked, her eyes still looking around to make sure no more skeletons were in the immediate area.

“They weren’t in the game. Neither was a simple ‘Bone’ item.”

“Huh. Well… those items are worthless to us adventurers. They can’t be used for crafting anything we’d care about. But, they’re important to civilians.”

“So, they’re helpful for keeping the world running, but their only use to us is selling them to merchants.”

“Basically! Or like, you know that food we ordered for breakfast?”

“On our date? Yeah.”

Rosie cleared her throat before going on. “A-anyways. Umm… it’s actually kind of hard to explain. Okay, I know an easy example, I think. Let’s say you find a commodity item in a dungeon that’s a cabbage.”

“Alright.”

“You go and sell that to a merchant.”

“Mhm.”

“The commodity item then stops being an item registered by the system and becomes… well, a non-system item. It becomes the same kind of cabbage a farmer would pull from their field. If we tried to pick it up again, nothing would happen. It’d just be a cabbage. We wouldn’t be able to put it back in our inventory, either. Oh, and it’s not just limited to items of the commodity type. You can convert any item into a non-system item, it’s just that commodity items are only good for that. System items can also only be made with other system items.”

“I think I get it. Unless something has a special use within the system, its only value is being sold to a merchant who’ll make something the old-fashioned way out of it. Then if, say, I go to a crafter to get a weapon made, they would have to make the handle out of wood gathered from a dungeon instead of wood gathered from a random tree outside the city. And even if the wood was gathered in the dungeon, if it was already converted into a non-system item, it wouldn’t work.”

“Right!”

“And I’m going to guess that even if you make something out of the exact same materials, making it with non-system materials will never make an item as strong as something made with system materials.”

“You’ve got it!”

“In that case… I can’t say I don’t understand why a full party would be farming here. If every single skeleton killed helps out farmers with producing enough food for an entire city of people, I’m guessing some parties would be willing to spend years farming the same dungeon every day for a living.”

“Basically, yeah. There really, really aren’t that many adventurers who adventure for the sole sake of… well, adventure. It’s just another job to most people. The people who want to adventure for adventure’s sake mostly just stick to video games. We’re the weird ones for wanting to adventure in real life.”

I couldn’t help but to chuckle from hearing that. “Reminds me of people who love truck driving simulators but who had no interest in actually driving trucks. Then the people who did drive them just did it for the money. I never would have imagined that adventuring in this world would be the equivalent of truck driving, but… yeah, it makes sense. Though, there were also the guys who would have crazy truck-sim-driving setups inside their actual trucks, so they could drive trucks when taking a break from driving trucks.”

“I—I still play RPGs sometimes…”

“We’ll have to play them together sometime. I’m looking forward to seeing what games this world has released. But for now, we’ve got some monsters to grind. The next skeleton is all yours.”

“Ugh… but, fine. I—I have to prove that I’m the woman of the relationship anyways. No guy wants a girl who he always has to protect…”

“This world’s standards.” I shook my head. “Don’t worry. Being the protector sounds great to me. That being said, I won’t say no to watching a beautiful girl protect me.” I shot her a wink.

Rosie’s ears flapped and her tail swished. “You—I’m… going to start believing I’m not an ugly cow if you keep saying things like that… and I’m going to get super clingy if I get that confident, so you better be care—”

“Oh no, a beautiful girl is going to cling to me and rub her amazing chest all over me that I constantly wish I could be touching at any given moment. Whatever shall I do.”

“I—I said be careful! You don’t know what you’re signing up for! I bet if some girl was always touching your dick and wanting to grope and play with it all the time, you would hate that!”

“Rosie.” I grabbed her by her shoulders and looked straight into her eyes. “Most men from my world would absolutely kill for that.”

“Wh—what about… what about you? Would—would you… kill for that? O-or—”

“You’ll just have to find out, won’t you?” I slipped one of my hands off her shoulder to hold her by her chin. “What do you think? Will I be upset and tell you to stop? Or will I become addicted to your touch and desire it every waking moment?”

“D—du—dungeon! Dungeon. Right, dungeon. Aha. Yes. Dungeon. Right. Yep. Skeletons. Not so scary now. Nope. Grinding time. Yep.” Rosie ran away from me.

Teasing her was addictively fun.

But I wasn’t sure how much longer I would be able to hold back.

Sure, technically, I was a grown adult almost thirty years old, but I stopped having experiences when I was a little kid. There was still so much new to me that, even if I didn’t show it much, I felt like someone going through puberty who desperately wanted to try out all sorts of new things.

It just so happened that I loved dungeons even more than that. Even so, being around Rosie, knowing that our feelings were mutual—I really wanted to take the next step. But at the same time… was it too soon? I had no idea. I felt like, by most people’s standards back on Earth, I was probably trying to rush things, but was that a problem if we both wanted it? Romance progressed extremely fast in the game, so that was probably normal to people in this world.

Well, fortunately, there was an extremely easy way for me to take my mind off that.

And that was by killing every single monster I saw.

“You know,” Rosie said, right after pulling her mace back after just slamming it into another skeleton’s head to kill it. “These guys really aren’t that scary. “But I’m kind of annoyed at what got me over my fear of them.”

“Teehee,” I said.

“Don’t you teehee me.”

“Hey, the important thing is that you’re not afraid anymore. That means we can finally go deeper in and fight more than the skeletons around the starting area.”

Really, I wanted to be fighting more than skeletons already, but… the other group we saw took the more straightforward path that led to stronger enemies and thus the boss sooner. I didn’t want to deal with them, both in the sense of them freaking out over me being a guy and in the sense of competing for monster spawns.

So, we took the longer “noob” route full of weak skeletons to kill and get easy experience from.

But we were just about to reach the end of that. The cemetery we had been fighting in, with paths dictated by fences and ruins, just led us to the entrance of a forest. A stone sign reading, “Grove of the Lost,” was next to its entrance.

“This looks kind of scary,” Rosie said.

“We won’t just be fighting skeletons in there,” I said.

Rosie gulped. “That’s… that’s okay. Even if they’re scarier than skeletons, I need to face them.”

“I know you can do it. Ready to go ahead, tank?”

“I think so—no, I am. I am. A tank can’t be so unsure.”

“That’s right. Tanks are usually the leaders who choose the path, forge the way, and protect everyone else. A tank without confidence is a party without confidence.”

“I know. I’ve got this.” Following a deep breath, Rosie stepped forward onto the dirt path between arching, dead trees.

Crows who had been waiting in the trees took off flying as soon as we entered the new area. Their calls made Rosie jump a little, but she didn’t stop moving forward.

Rosie was a girl who was shorter than me with a smaller frame than me, but it was impossible for me to see her as small as she led the way. Her back, occasionally trembling from fear, was far larger than she looked. A safe, protective back entrusted to me as she faced her fear.

A back I wanted to support and would be glad to give a push to when needed.

[Shambling Corpse]

[Level 6]

Three zombies with rotten skin and tattered clothes stepped out from behind the trees on the sides of the path. Even though they were only two levels higher than the skeletons, they were notably stronger thanks to just how much health they had, plus their appearances were far more grotesque. Even compared to the game, it was hard to look at them. One of them had blackened intestines hanging out of its gut while another had a broken arm with exposed bone alongside only half a face with an eye hanging out of its socket.

Even I felt a little afraid seeing them.

As for Rosie, she stopped in her tracks, totally still.

I tried to say, “You—”

But Rosie raised her shield and readied her mace in her other hand. “I’ve—I’ve got the two on the left. The… the right is yours.” She sounded terrified. Far more scared than she ever was when it came to the skeletons.

“Got it,” I replied.

She didn’t need words of encouragement. She didn’t need me to tell her that it would be alright—that there was nothing to be scared of.

The enemy was scary. I was scared.

But she needed to learn firsthand that keeping calm and coming up with a plan was the right approach. She didn’t rush in. She didn’t run away. She stood her ground, came up with a plan, and relayed it to me.

The best thing I could do to encourage her was to do my best carrying it out.

“Ready?” Rosie asked me.

“Ready,” I answered.

Rosie nodded without looking back and ran forward. I watched her as I charged at my respective target. She bashed the first zombie with her shield, stunning it and knocking it over, so that she could swing her mace at the second one.

That was all I got to watch as I had my own zombie to deal with.

The zombie in front of me lunged to try and intercept me, but I was able to dodge and—

Slip.

I just so happened to dodge onto a patch of mud that I didn’t notice and slipped, falling onto my side from it.

Terrain hazards in the game weren’t so simple. They existed, but they were only in more complex dungeons, and they were things like giant pits, rivers of lava, or electrified ground. They weren’t patches of mud.

“Sev!” Rosie shouted.

“I’m fine!” I shouted back as I just barely dodged the zombie’s follow-up attack. “Seriously, mud,” I said to myself. “Come on, Sev. You’re not cool at all slipping on mud.”

Once more, the zombie attacked me, but I was able to attack back this time. I parried the swing of its arm with my sickle before slicing into the side of its torso.

Poison was useless against undead, but I had something else pretty effective against them.

I took aim and snapped my snapped my fingers.

Spark sent a flame flying into the zombie right where I cut it, knocking it back a little while dealing critical damage.

Zombies were critically weak to fire, so every source of Fire damage had a dramatically increased critical chance while dealing improved critical damage.

Really, thanks to how much I enhanced my sickle, all that critical weakness did was bring Spark up to be as strong as a single attack from my weapon.

But using Spark like that felt cool.

Unfortunately, there wasn’t much point in using my torch. Even with the debuff it could inflict, it was way more effective to simply use my sickle more.

I got in one more attack, but the zombie recovered in the process and chunked my health by swiping its hand against my arm. Normally, getting basically slapped by a monster wouldn’t do that much damage, but the zombie had sharp, jagged nails with maggots and other insects living under them. Some of those maggots got onto where the zombie scratched me, so I was quick to smack them off of me even though I doubted they would actually do anything.

But that distraction was a problem.

The zombie grabbed onto me and had its face right in front of me, its mouth hanging open ready to bite me with those decayed teeth.

I knew I wasn’t in danger of dying. Even if it bit me, I’d still have at least 30% of my health, plus I had potions.

But I felt afraid.

Why was I so afraid? I didn’t feel any fear in the first dungeon. It wasn’t like I was afraid of horror, either.

So, why?

Why couldn’t I move?

Why—

A shield slammed into the zombie’s shoulder to knock it away.

In front of me was that same back I had been watching. The back of the party’s tank—the back of a brave fighter willing to protect her companion no matter what.

It was the back I relied on so many times back in the game. Now, it was right in front of me.

“I’ll cover you while you heal,” Rosie said.

I didn’t need to heal. Arguably, it’d be a waste of a potion to heal now.

But it was the tank’s order.

I opened my inventory, pulled out a potion while Rosie held off the zombies, and chugged it to restore my health to full.

“You’re too damn cool, Rosie,” I said, drawing my sickle again to go after the same bastard who was about to bite me while she held off the other two.

I was so focused that I didn’t get to see her reaction.

Now, though, that fear was gone.

I wasn’t sure where it came from in the first place. Maybe it was my mind catching up with the situation—catching up with not just being in a video game. It was a real, life-or-death battle. Or maybe I was just more afraid of rotting corpses than I knew. Whatever it was didn’t matter.

What mattered now was that I wanted to prove I wasn’t a coward who could only survive thanks to others taking care of me.

I wasn’t getting back in that damn bed.

One. Two. Three. That was how many cuts I could get in after dodging each attack from the zombie. Three slices from my sickle in quick succession, carving more and more of the zombie’s body open with each attack.

It lunged at me again.

I dodged, got behind it, and kicked. Kicking it sent it stumbling forward into the same mud that I tripped in. Only now, it was the one that tripped, and it was easy for me to swing my sickle down into the back of its skull to finish it off.

Zombies were weak—they barely dealt any damage, but they had annoying amounts of health for their level.

So, it was time to deal with the remaining annoyances Rosie had been keeping busy.

Rosie blocked one zombie’s attack, but that left her open to the next one.

She protected me, so it was my turn to protect her.

Using the inside of my sickle, I wrapped it around the zombie’s neck and pulled back, cutting into its skin while simultaneously yanking it away from her. Between the kick and this, I was starting to learn to fight like more than just a video game character. I needed to do things that weren’t possible in the game.

The zombie tried biting me as it stumbled backward, but I grabbed onto its hair to keep its head at a distance as it fell.

The good news was that it worked.

The bad news was that I pulled too hard and ended up peeling the scalp off the zombie’s head.

Well, being grossed out was better than being afraid.

I tossed the scalp away, activated Strong Slash, and brought my sickle down against the zombie’s neck. Rosie already got it low enough that I was able to finish it off with that.

Taking out the last zombie with a few more slashes was easy since it was busy with Rosie who got in a bash with her mace at the same time.

[Congratulations, you have leveled up!]

[Level 6 -> 7]

[Health: 100 -> 110]

[Mana: 20 -> 22]

[3 Attribute Points Gained]

I exhaled and raised my hand for a fist bump. “Nice job.”

Rosie, who was wearing a serious expression up until that point, relaxed with a smile and bumped her fist against mine. “You, too.”

“You definitely carried in that fight. You’re a great tank, Rosie.”

“Wh—what makes you say that?”

“During that fight, even though you were scared and going up against two zombies while I only dealt with one, you were still watching me to make sure I was alright. You wouldn’t have known I slipped and called out to me if you hadn’t been watching.”

“That’s… that’s just normal tank behavior.”

“Nah. Trust me, a lot of tanks tunnel vision and only focus on the enemy in front of them while having no awareness of the rest of their party. You’re already far better than them.”

The praise got to her and reddened her cheeks. “A-anyways. Are you alright? You… felt different during that.”

“I’m not sure what happened, but I got scared.”

“You got scared?”

“I… don’t really understand it myself. It—”

No.

I did understand it.

“… I guess I’ve got more issues than I thought,” I said before forcing myself to chuckle. “Anyways, let’s loot them and—”

Rosie grabbed my arm and forced me to stay with her. “Talk.”

“It’s not a big deal.”

“You said tanks have to look out for their party, and one of my party members is distracted by other things, so… talk. Besides… I—I want to be here for you no matter what, so… please, talk?”

The concerned way she looked at me was so... there was no judgement in her eyes, only worry.

“I’ve seen lots of people die,” I said. “Well, I didn’t watch them die, but I saw their bodies. In the place I stayed—I was almost never alone. I had a roommate most of the time. They were usually older people who couldn’t live on their own, like me. Even if their conditions weren’t bad enough to get them put into hospice, there were still a bunch of times they died in their sleep or just… suddenly during the day. One time, I woke up and my roommate at the time, Henry, was dead. His eyes were wide open staring at me, his mouth open, and… I remember having a panic attack when I saw him like that. Seeing that zombie up close staring at me like that reminded me of him. It reminded me of Henry… and, of that prison I was stuck in. I was afraid of ending up like him, or being sent back there. Sorry.”

Rosie reached up to place her hands on the back of my head so that she could pull me down against her for a hug. “It’s okay. You don’t have anything to apologize for. And thank you for telling me about it.”

“I just feel kind of lame. I had no idea something like that would bother me, and it made me mess up, so you had to protect me.”

“I’m a tank. It’s my job to protect you.”

“Still, I—”

“I know you’re afraid of being dependent on others again, but don’t overcorrect to the point where you feel shame or refuse to let others help you. I’ll get mad at you if you don’t let me help you, okay?”

I didn’t know what to say.

I knew she was right, but agreeing with her felt dangerous—like a slippery slope that would land me back in a bed forced to let others take care of me. It was an irrational fear, but still a very real fear.

“I’m… scared of not being able to protect myself,” I said.

“And I’m scared you won’t let me protect you,” Rosie replied.

“I’ll do my best to get over it. I’m just—I’m so used to having no choice but to rely on others that it’s hard to willingly do it now.”

Rosie stroked her fingers through my hair, comforting me in a way I never experienced before.

It was nice.

Addictively nice.

I wanted to stay like that forever.

“It’s okay,” Rosie whispered. “We’ll get over our fears together.”

“Yeah,” I whispered back. “Let’s do our best.”

“Mhm!” Then, without any warning, Rosie pulled me away from her in a hurry. “A-ah! I’m sorry! I—I didn’t realize I was—I—”

“You were holding my face against your boobs the whole time, yep.”

“I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to!”

“I feel like the luckiest man alive right now, so don’t worry about it. In fact, please feel free to hug me like that even more in the future.”

“You’re so weird! Guys aren’t supposed to enjoy being smothered by fat! You’re supposed to be grossed out!”

“Would you rather me grossed out?”

“N-no! But!”

“I’m seriously going to have to drill it into you just how much I love your body, but that’s after I convince you that I love you.”

Rosie looked so red that I was sure I’d see puffs of steam coming out of her ears soon. “You—… you’ve already convinced me of that,” she whispered under her breath.

“Hm? What was that?” I held my hand up to my ear. “I didn’t quite hear that.”

“No-nothing! Let’s—let’s loot the monsters!”

I wanted to tease her some more, but I froze.

Something was wrong.

The way the crows fled the trees, the eerie stillness of the air beyond what was normal, the total silence coming from everything that wasn’t Rosie walking toward the loot—something was wrong.

“Rosie,” I said. “Get ready.”

Rosie stopped and looked at me. “For what? Wait… what’s wrong?”

“I don’t know. Something is. Maybe this is another thing where the world is acting more real than I’m used to, but—no. We’re being watched.”

Rosie must have felt it too since her expression changed before I was even done talking. “This… is some serious killing intent.”

“Do you see anything?”

“I—I don’t. Do you?”

“No.”

We got closer until our backs were right next to each other. There, we checked every direction, but we couldn’t find whatever was watching us.

“Sev,” Rosie said. “I think—I think this can only be one thing.”

“What?” I asked.

“An invader.”

“That wasn’t in the game, so you’ll have to explain.”

“People—people aren’t the only ones who can enter dungeons. Sometimes, monsters from outside will enter them, whether it’s for food… or to grow stronger.”

“Yeah, that’s news to me.”

“Most monsters stay out of dungeons because of the danger, so… only the strongest in the area are brave enough to enter them.”

“Meaning whatever is stalking us is a serious threat.”

“Yeah. We should head back and—”

Laughter.

It came from four different directions around us. Loud, erratic laughter that was clearly not human but was somehow familiar.

“Hyenas,” Rosie said.

Yeah, that sounded right.

“They must be attracted to the skeletons? We used to deal with hyenas running off with bones back when I lived in the countryside.”

“Good theory,” I said.

“If they’re just hyenas, we can deal with them, but…”

“Yeah. A few stray hyenas probably wouldn’t risk their lives in a dungeon unless they’re really confident.”

The hyenas then proved just how confident they were as they came out from the shadows they were hiding in.

[Red-Spotted Hyena]

[Level 7]

Even though they weren’t dungeon monsters, they still had names and levels that showed up as they made themselves visible. Each one was about the size of a large dog with bared fangs ready to tear into us.

Yet, that imposing feeling that grabbed my attention in the first place didn’t come from any of them.

Instead, it came from the only monster—the only member of the pack that wasn’t laughing.

A hyena that was truly monstrous in size, standing almost as tall as Rosie, with missing patches of fur scattered across its hide and scars covering its face. A beast that survived countless battles before.

[Scavenger of the Cemetery]

[Level 14]

A monster with a unique name and the highest possible level that it could reach by killing monsters in the dungeon. Experience gain was increasingly diminished with each level over the target a player was, and then no experience was gained from killing monsters five levels below. With the toughest enemies and dungeon of the boss being level nine, that meant this monster mastered this dungeon already.

Its packmates were the same level as us, too.

Outnumbered, underleveled, and a monster I never encountered before.

I didn’t feel the usual excitement I felt in the dungeons. What I felt was probably closer to what most people of this world felt when going up against a monster.

Fear, and not the same kind of trauma-based fear from before.

“We—we messed up,” Rosie said. “We should have checked the guild before coming to see if there any reports of invaders…”

“We’ll worry about that later,” I said. Then I equipped my torch in my offhand and waved it around to see if that would have any effect.

The weaker hyenas backed off a little, but not their leader.

We were screwed if they all attacked at once. There was no way we would be able to defend against them all, and we had no form of AoE damage to hurt them all at the same time.

Rosie put away her mace, went into her inventory, and pulled out one of the bones dropped by the skeletons.

Then she tossed it.

The two hyenas closest to it ran off to chase it, snapped at each other for it, then ran off while carrying it between them. Then she threw a couple more bones for the others, and they did the same, running off content with the offered bones.

“They’re scavengers,” Rosie said. “They’d rather fight each other over scraps than fight for a fresh kills.” Unfortunately, the leader of the pack didn’t seem to care.

“Smart thinking,” I said.

“I wasn’t sure it would work… but thanks.”

“Better to act than to stand around and wait. I guess the big one won’t be happy with just a few small bones, though.”

“Probably not. I—I think it’d prefer a whole skeleton.”

“Yeah, probably.”

“We won’t be able to outrun it.” With that, Rosie took a deep breath and readied her mace. “It’ll run off after we prove we’re more trouble than we’re worth. It’s not a dungeon monster, so… it wants to survive.”

Rosie’s realistic approach was exactly what I needed to relax. She was right. This monster was basically just a wild animal. It wasn’t a respawning spirit in a dungeon who only existed for giving adventurers experience and loot. It was a real, living being with its own survival drive.

It didn’t want to die as much as we didn’t want to.

“I’ll pull it,” I said. “You ready to intercept it?”

“Ready,” Rosie answered.

I held my right hand toward the hyena, took a deep breath, and snapped my fingers.


Chapter Nine

A Knight’s Honor

Fire shot from my fingers to impact the pack leader which took that as a sign that the time to observe us was over. I also saw that Spark had almost no impact on its health bar.

And because I proved to be the first threat willing to act, it came straight at me to try and take me out of the picture first.

I waited until it lunged to jump back and wait.

Just as I knew she would, Rosie intercepted the hyena by bashing her shield into the side of its head as it passed her.

The hyena was probably used to fighting dungeon monsters with simple, predictable moves rather than coordinated adventurers. That was one point in our favor. Plus, it didn’t have its allies to back it up.

The problem was the difference in level.

While the hyena was stunned, I ran forward to slice it across its face with my sickle, but we still barely chipped its health after three attacks.

There was no way we were killing it with our current gear and abilities. Scaring it off, though, I believed was possible.

We already hurt it three times before it even got to hurt us once.

That was two points in our favor.

The hyena recovered from the stun just in time for Rosie to swing her mace from below straight up into its jaw.

Four attacks before it got one.

The streak ended there.

The hyena, with Rosie’s mace still beneath its jaw, thrust its body forward to try and bite Rosie’s neck.

Rosie dodged, but only enough to move the incoming injury from her neck to her left shoulder.

A pained cry was forced out of Rosie as the hyena sunk its fangs into her shoulder before shaking her around and tossing her aside.

Rosie’s health went from full to only 25% in a single attack while four of our attacks barely scratched the hyena.

It charged in to finish the job.

I barely reached it in time to hook my sickle around its back right leg, tripping it while cutting into its hide. And once it was on the ground, I pressed the torch against its fur and kept it there like I was trying to put out a cigarette on it.

“Hurry and heal!” I shouted.

Rosie was already on it since I saw her health bar fill back in just as I shouted that.

At the same time, what I was hoping for took effect. The torch lit the hyena on fire. The beast then turned to try and bite me, but I was able to just barely get out of the way of its fangs.

One attack would probably kill me.

Rosie was a tank. She had better armor and more health. I was a DPS who, up until this point, was insisting on saving my stat points and I didn’t even invest in proper armor yet because of my overconfidence.

Honestly, I was terrified.

I felt far more afraid than when I had my trauma triggered with the zombie.

So… why did I feel excited?

Why didn’t I want to run and hide?

The enemy in front of me could kill me with a single attack.

So, why was I smiling?

The hyena was still closer to Rosie, so it tried to attack her again, but she blocked it. It still did a third of her health even through her shield, but it being distracted by her meant I could go for it again.

I got in two more attacks before it spun around to snap at me again. It wasn’t satisfied with only one attack this time, either, and kept on pursuing me.

It tried to, at least.

“No… you don’t!” Rosie shouted.

The next thing I saw was the hyena getting lifted off the ground and swung into a nearby tree by its tail.

Just like before, it did almost no damage, but… I realized I was still not thinking strategically enough for it being a real world.

Rosie was a girl who did not look strong, but that was because of Seth’s aesthetic preferences when designing how people looked in this world. It had nothing to do with her true strength.

Canonically, Rosie was a very, very strong girl.

“Bash it and grapple it!” I shouted. “Hold it down!”

Rosie nodded and executed the plan.

The hyena stood up, but it got its head bashed in by her shield as soon as it was up on all fours again. Rosie then put her shield and mace away, got behind the hyena, looped her arms beneath its front legs and placed her hands on the back of its head, and slammed it against the ground where it would have trouble getting back up.

I got to work cutting it with my sickle.

The hyena’s health was down to 80% by the time the stun wore off, and it began a desperate attempt to break free by thrashing around.

But it wasn’t enough. Rosie held on which stopped it from being able to properly attack. All it could do was kick its back legs at me to try and scratch me. It couldn’t even bend its neck enough to bite Rosie.

Its struggle to break free grew more desperate with every attack I landed. I made sure to poison it and burn it some more, too, to make its health drop even faster.

The hyena was at about 60% health remaining when it thrashed in just the right way to bang Rosie’s head into the ground, causing her to lose her grip.

I tried grabbing its attention by swinging at its neck, but I didn’t need to.

It ran off.

While cackling and looking around for its allies, our biggest threat yet ran away, leaving me able to immediately tend to Rosie by placing my hand under her head to cushion her. “Hey, we did it,” I said. “You alright? How do you feel?”

Even though her health was only a little damaged at that point, Rosie seemed pretty out of it. She did hit her head pretty hard. “I’m… fine,” she mumbled. “It… ran? We won?”

“Yeah, we did, thanks to you being a total badass and keeping it pinned down.”

“It was… your idea. I didn’t even think of trying to grapple it.”

“And it was your idea to throw those bones. If you hadn’t done that, we would have been outnumbered and would probably be hyena food right now. We won that together.”

“You always know the right things to say to make me swoon somehow.”

“I try. And you’re sounding better now.”

“The guy I like is praising me and saying nice things… of course I’m feeling better.”

“I like when you’re this honest.”

“It’s only because my head is fuzzy, so don’t get used to it.”

“In that case.” I lifted Rosie up a little, moved her bangs away, and placed my lips against her forehead for a gentle kiss. “Did that help the pain go away?”

Rosie was, predictably, pure red after that. “I—I don—don’t… I don’t think I’ve ever even seen my dad kiss my mom’s forehead… tha—that… no guy is that romantic…”

“Lucky girl, you’ve got yourself a guy who’ll kiss your forehead as much as you want, whenever you want.” Also, Frolin probably couldn’t reach his wife’s forehead even if he wanted to. Maybe if he used a ladder…

“I feel… way too hot. I must be hallucinating.”

I kissed her forehead again. “Still think you’re imagining it?”

“You—you don’t know what you’re signing up for! You really need to be careful around girls! If—if you keep doing this, then you’re going to get—”

I kissed her forehead one more time while leaving one hand resting against her cheek. “Get what, Rosie?” I whispered afterward. “I wonder what—”

The next thing I knew, I was pinned on the ground underneath Rosie with her lips pressed against my own.

I knew she was strong, but she just so effortlessly pinned me down in an instant that it shocked me even more than the kiss did.

“This—this is the kind of thing you’re asking for when you keep teasing girls,” Rosie told me, her lips hanging over mine now. “See? Us—us girls are dangerous and greedy, so—you—you have to be careful, because we can’t control ourselves if—”

I lifted my head up to interrupt her with a kiss. “I think I might like girls who are a little forceful. Besides, you think I’d be teasing you this much if I didn’t know what I was asking for? I’m not riling you up because I don’t want you to do anything, Rosie.”

“This—I—I don’t know how to handle this bratty side of yours.”

“Isn’t it obvious? You’re already pinning me down and forcing yourself onto me. I think you know exactly how to handle it.”

“We—we should leave.”

“So we can go somewhere private?”

“No! In case that monster comes back! We—”

“Hey!” shouted a woman I didn’t recognize. “Get off him!”

Rosie looked like she just died inside as she jumped off me. “It’s—it’s not what it looks like! It’s his fault! He was tempting me! He—he even admitted to it! He—”

That other party we saw earlier now stood beside us, those with melee weapons pointing them straight at Rosie.

I might have gotten her in a little bit of trouble. Oops.

“You’re blaming it on him?” one of the woman asked. “Do you really expect us to believe that? Have you no shame as a woman to push a man down and force yourself onto him?”

Rosie looked like she was about to panic, so I got up and raised my arms up in surrender. “I’m the one who teased her too much,” I said. Each of the women looked surprised when they heard that. And despite them coming to my rescue, that didn’t stop them from checking me out once I was standing. Then, to try and prove it was all me, I wrapped a hand around Rosie’s waist and pulled her close against my side. “I just can’t get enough of teasing her with how cute she is.”

“Is… she coercing you to say this? Is she blackmailing you? Or—”

“Hey, you’re not implying that my Rosie isn’t so cute that she doesn’t deserve to get teased, are you? Because I don’t think I can respect anyone who doesn’t acknowledge how great she is.”

The women of the other party stepped back, looking ashamed of themselves.

“S-sorry,” the girl who was clearly their healer in the back said. “We—we came over here after a couple of hyenas ran from this direction, so we thought something was weird and came to check. Then we saw you pinned down and… we—we only wanted to help.”

“I’m sure you had good intentions, but I’m not the one you need to apologize to.” I gave Rosie a little push forward to put her in front of them. “Apologize to her.”

The girls didn’t waste any time and bowed their heads to her before saying individual apologies.

“I—it’s fine!” Rosie said. “I—I understand! I would have thought the same if I was in your shoes! This guy is just a serious weirdo who causes misunderstandings!”

“Still,” the party’s tank said, “a man in a dungeon… who acts so…” The girl looked at the others in her party and they all nodded to one another. “Wo-would you like to join our party?! We won’t do anything weird! We’ll even let you have most of the loot if you want! We—”

“I’m good,” I said. “Anyways, we encountered an invader over here—a giant hyena that must have maxed out on experience in here. We barely fought it off, but it ran away.”

“I—I see.”

“If you encounter it with its pack, toss some bones to distract them and they’ll run off. If you see the big guy, be careful. He almost oneshot my tank here.”

“Thanks for the advice. A-ah, right, my name. My name is—”

“Sorry, but I’m on a dungeon date with my Rosie, so we’ve got a boss to go kill. You guys were clearing that other route, yeah?”

“… we—we were.”

“Sweet. Thanks.” I grabbed Rosie by her hand and walked through the group of girls rather than around them on purpose.

Rosie silently came with me, but she did squeeze my hand after we made it past them.

Her ears and tail made it obvious just how happy she was.

“Still,” I said. “To think you were willing to pin me down like that. How bold.”

“It—it was the adrenaline!” Rosie whined. “We just survived a deadly battle! It’s not my fault! I wasn’t thinking clearly!”

“Aww. Here I was hoping I got to see a new side of Rosie who couldn’t resist pinning me down and making me hers. What a shame. I liked that side of you.”

“There—there you go again! Are you trying to bait me into violating you?!”

I tilted my head back and looked down at her with a smile. “You tell me. Am I?”

Still, despite how flustered she might have been from the teasing, she didn’t let go of my hand.

We made our way through the dungeon’s main path, fought through more skeletons and zombies, and then reached the first elite spawn. A Bloated Corpse. Basically, just a tall, fat zombie who exploded with poisonous gas on death.

But after fighting that invader, the elite was a piece of cake by comparison. All we did was get him low enough for me to finish him off with a Spark and we were safe.

Then came the Skeletal Hounds, which were just skeleton dogs, and a couple of skeletons wearing armor, and we made it to the end of the dungeon while gaining another level in the process.

Now, it was time for the boss itself.

The cemetery’s main path led us straight to it. At the end of the path was a large, circular area surrounded by graves and dead flowers with a grand mausoleum on the far side of it. That mausoleum would actually take us to an optional, deeper part of the dungeon full of higher-level enemies, but that wasn’t our goal. Our goal was the boss standing in front of it.

[Otto Oakson, the Grave Knight]

[Level 9 | Boss]

The boss, Otto, was a tall skeleton clad in black armor wielding a heavy mace and shield with a sheathed, ornamental sword hanging from his hip. Honestly, he looked really cool. That was why he was always one of my favorite undead to “recruit” whenever I used a build with Necromancer as one of the classes.

There was also the fact that I knew how tragic his story was and that he didn’t deserve to be stuck as an infinitely respawning spirit of evil in a dungeon, but he was, and his mind was already lost. He was no longer the same Otto who was betrayed by his own men as he protected his princess.

“He’ll be easy compared to that hyena,” I said, “but still. Treat him with respect.”

“With respect?” Rosie asked. “But… why?”

“Forbidden knowledge. Until you figure it out yourself, all you need to know is that he’s a—or was, a noble knight worthy of respect who didn’t deserve this fate.”

“But he still ended up here. Another reason for why no god is worthy of worship.”

“I can’t blame you for that.”

“I wish we could free his soul from this place.”

“He’s only an evil spirit now. Everything that once made him so proud and heroic is gone. Only madness remains.” Or so the lore went.

“Even the mad deserve rest.”

“You’ve got me there.”

Rosie raised her shield and nodded toward the boss.

Otto raised his shield in response and… nodded back.

“That… wasn’t in the game,” I said. “He’s supposed to be—”

Otto didn’t care for my confusion. He ran at us ready to attack.

Why was a boss who was supposed to be nothing more than a mad spirit honorably waiting for us to be ready and nodding in response to Rosie’s nod? That made him feel like… there was still a part of his old, noble self in there.

His mace clashed against Rosie’s shield, and then her mace clashed against his. Rosie took damage from blocking his attack, but he didn’t take any from blocking hers.

There was no time for me to be confused. I had a job to do.

I got behind him and slashed at his back with my sickle, but his armor meant I didn’t do much. It still chipped his health, though, and it chipped away more of his health than I was able to chip away from that oversized hyena.

“I told you to treat him with respect, but here I am, trying to stab him in the back just like his soldiers did,” I said.

“Sev?” Rosie asked as she blocked another attack, grunting from the force of the blow.

“I’m going to be selfish, Rosie. Back off from attacking him.”

“Wh-what?! Why?!”

“I want to be selfish and treat him with the respect he deserves.”

I saw Otto’s head start to turn after hearing that, but he kept his focus on Rosie who was right in front of him. At least, until Rosie backed off and said, “I don’t know what you’re doing, but be careful.”

“I will be.” I put some distance between myself and Otto now that Rosie backed off. “Hey, Sir Oakson,” I called out.

Otto turned to face me but did not attack.

“You’ve still got some of your old pride in you, don’t you?”

He remained still, his eyeless sockets staring into me.

“That princess of yours deeper in the dungeon—inside that crypt behind you. You’re still protecting her even now, aren’t you?”

The hand holding his mace twitched, but that was all I got for a response.

“Even after getting stabbed in the back, you took down over a dozen traitors before falling. You don’t deserve to die from getting stabbed in the back again.” I put my sickle and torch away to pull out Rusty instead. “If I’m going to defeat you, it’s going to be a duel. An honorable knight like you deserves that much.”

I wasn’t sure what I was expecting.

But I knew that I wasn’t expecting Otto to toss his shield and mace aside before pulling out the old, rusted sword at his hip. A sword that was only meant to be ornamental and that was just as rusty as mine.

“What—what’s happening?” Rosie asked. “He’s… a dungeon monster shouldn’t—”

“He gets to serve his princess even in death,” I said. “From now until the end of time, he’ll protect her.” I shot Otto a smile. “You couldn’t be happier to be here, could you?”

Otto gripped his sword with both hands and raised it in front of him.

“Thought so. This is how a dungeon fight should feel—fun, not tragic.” I copied his stance with Rusty. “Show me the swordsmanship that put down those traitors all those years ago.”

Otto was the one to nod first that time.

I nodded back.

Our duel began as he came at me. Before, when he was swinging that mace around, he felt unrefined—like a monster just trying to inflict damage. But now, as he raised his sword to strike at me, there was grace and skill in his movements.

I could have dodged, but I didn’t. Instead, I turned my sword to block his with mine.

He barely did any damage to me. Had I tried that while he was wielding his mace, I was sure it would have taken off way more of my health. Instead, he barely hurt me.

That meant we could enjoy our duel for longer.

A boss fight normally only took a couple of minutes for these early dungeons. The later dungeons had boss fights that lasted anywhere from a couple minutes to almost half an hour with a few ridiculous fights lasting far longer.

If we fought the normal way, Rosie and I probably could have defeated Otto in a minute and a half at the latest.

Instead, I found myself getting worn out and panting after dueling with Otto for nearly ten minutes.

His health was down to 20% while mine was still around 40%. Even if he was once a noble, skilled knight, he was only a shadow of his past self now. I was tired, but there wasn’t a chance of me losing.

More importantly.

I could tell he was having as much fun as I was.

“I wonder if you’ll remember this the next time you respawn,” I said.

Our swords clashed together once again.

“This won’t be the last time we duel, and I’ll be even stronger next time, so you better get in some training, noble knight.”

Otto broke off the clash, paused, and nodded before striking again.

I had no idea if it was even possible for a dungeon boss to grow stronger. It probably wasn’t.

But I loved to see he still had at least a fragment of his old self in him.

The fight was valuable for me, too. Even if I had the unfair advantage of unearned experience in me, I watched and studied his movements to learn how a true swordsman fought. I watched his techniques, his movements, the way he positioned his feet, and I put all of that into my own attacks.

“I doubt anyone ever told you, Otto,” I said. “But those traitors—the ones who killed you and your princess, they lost. Their rebellion failed and they were held accountable for their sins. Nobody alive knows the story, but your old kingdom knew the truth. The people knew your princess was innocent and that you were an honorable knight who protected her until your last breath. And it was all thanks to you. Your last stand was what inspired some of the surviving traitors to tell the truth. Your honor showed them the right path.”

Otto went still for a moment before stepping back and dropping his sword. The next thing I saw was something else I never could have expected. He reached up, removed his helmet, and knelt in front of me.

He wasn’t pledging his loyalty to me or anything like that as someone might expect from a knight. He was eternally pledged to his princess, even now.

But as a show of thanks, he surrendered.

I put Rusty away and brought my sickle out.

“I’m honored to have gotten to duel you, Sir Oakson,” I said.

One last time, Otto nodded.

I activated Strong Slash and brought my sickle down against his neck.

That was enough to finish him off. His head fell from his body and rolled across the ground before coming to a stop.

[Dungeon Cleared]

“I’m looking forward to showing you just how strong I grow in the future,” I said. “So, don’t go forgetting about me when you respawn.”

Rosie walked up to me now that the fight was over. “That was… I—I never thought I would see something like that in a dungeon. Do you really think he’s happy to be stuck as a boss here?”

I looked toward the entrance of the mausoleum his princess waited in. “He is. I’m sure he’s not the only one happy to be here, either.”

“Still… I never thought I’d see someone communicating with a boss. And not only that, but… actually get one to surrender.”

“He just wanted to give me his thanks. I doubt he’ll ever do that again.”

“I wonder how people would react if they saw that. I don’t even know how to react myself.”

“The right reaction is obvious.” I held my hand out toward Otto’s corpse. “You’ve gotta loot the boss once you kill it.”

I opened up the loot screen to check on what dropped. The guaranteed drop for first-time completion was there alongside the guaranteed material drop, but so was an extra equipment drop alongside some money and potions I’d split with Rosie.

//Knight’s Promise

//Type: Accessory [Necklace] (Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 7

//21 Vitality

//A promise made, a promise fulfilled.

//Grave Knight’s Punishment

//Type: Weapon [1-Handed Mace] (Rare)

//Requirements: Level 7

//35 – 41 Damage (Blunt) | Deals 25% more Damage after receiving Damage.

//Those who betrayed him wore armor, so blunt force was necessary to deliver punishment.

//Fragment of the Grave Knight’s Armor

//Type: Material (Rare)

//You can still feel the knight’s devotion even in this fragment of his armor.

“The mace is yours, Rosie,” I said. “I’ll take the necklace and material.”

“Are—are you sure I should get the weapon drop?” Rosie asked. “You’re the one who did all the work.”

“I’m not worried about that. Besides, we’d both be dead if it wasn’t for you helping with the hyena.”

“If you say so…”

While I moved the necklace and material to my inventory, Rosie took the mace and swapped it with her current one. It was a flanged mace as black as Otto’s armor.

“This is cool,” Rosie said. “Plus that bonus effect should be useful as a tank…”

“It definitely will be,” I said.

“What are you going to use that material for? You never used the one from the other boss either, right?”

“I’m saving up the materials for an armor set.”

“Ooh! The umm… Adventurer’s Set?”

“Yeah.” It had a pretty generic name, but that was because it was armor made from multiple low-level dungeons. Each dungeon actually had its own armor set that could be crafted which was themed around the dungeon the materials came from, but I liked the Adventurer’s Set since I was going to do all the dungeons anyways plus it gave nice stats all around rather than anything more focused like the dungeon-specific armor sets.

As for the necklace, that was what I needed to become a Reaper. The first prerequisite was acquired. For now, though I went ahead and equipped it.

I really needed to get some that armor set finished. But first, I wanted us to grow our party a little and to get better geared in case we came across another invader. We almost died because of a monster I never knew would be in the dungeon. I wanted us to be prepared so that wouldn’t happen again.

“Ready to head back?” I asked Rosie.

“Yep!” Rosie answered. “I can’t wait to take a bath after—”

“After we run a couple more dungeons?”

“Wai-wait. A couple more dungeons? In one day?”

“We’re going to get some help first, but yeah.”

“Sev… are you—”

“Hyped up and ready to go? You know it.”

“Sev…”

“Rosie…”

“… fine. But can we please go home and bathe first so we don’t walk around smelling like rotting corpses all day?”

“I guess we can do that.”

“You know, normally, it’s the guys who care about their looks and how they smell. You’re such a tomgirl.”

“… wait. By this world’s standards… I am a tomgirl, aren’t I?”

“Yeah?”

“You know, by my world’s standards, you’d be a tomboy.” I looked Rosie over. “By personality, at least.”

“What was with that look just now?”

“You’re too cute and dress too girly to look like a tomboy. Wait, by this world’s standards, does that mean—”

“I know what you’re about to ask, and no. I don’t know how it was over there, but only personality really makes someone a tomboy or tomgirl here.”

“Huh. Got it. In other words, Seth wanted girls with the personality of boys but who still looked like cute girls. Can’t say I’m opposed to that. Even then… I’d say it’s more like, the girls here have the best of both worlds when it comes to personality rather than being totally swapped.”

Rosie shrugged and nodded toward the portal that opened up. “Can we go get cleaned up now?”

“Alright, I won’t make you wait any longer. Let’s go.”

“Thank you. The last thing I need is to get conditioned by you getting me worked up while we smell like death.”

“Heh. So, you’re saying that even when I smell like a rotting corpse, I can still get you going.”

“You know, mentioning a rotting corpse when trying to tease me really has the opposite effect of what you’re going for.”

“Was worth a try.”


Chapter Ten

A New Pet

Rosie and I returned to her parents’ place, washed up, and then headed back out while the day was young.

There were two things we—well, I wanted to do before we went into our next dungeon.

One, recruit a new ally.

Two, spend our money on buying some gear so that I wasn’t walking around in the default starting armor that didn’t even offer any extra defense nor stats.

Now, there were a few different places we could have gone to go get a new companion, but the perfect one came in mind when I saw a girl with a metal collar around her neck being led by another woman.

That reminded me of one of the setting’s more controversial elements.

Or rather, I didn’t forget about it, but I wasn’t exactly thinking about it because I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to feel about it in the context of this world.

Slavery.

Back on Earth, obviously, it was horrible. The more ancient versions of it might have had some nuance to them, but all the more modern versions of it were more or less objectively disgusting.

In this world… well, it felt like another one of those situations where Seth included it for the sake of his fetishes while also trying to implement it in as guilt-free of a way as possible.

For example, slaves were only criminals, and being found guilty while innocent simply didn’t exist, so there was nobody in jail for crimes they didn’t exist. Very convenient, but I wasn’t going to complain about that. A justice system with 100% accuracy was a great thing. Then, criminals had two choices. They could either sit in jail to wait out their sentence, or they could opt into being sold as slaves. As slaves, they would be protected by law so that they couldn’t be abused or anything like that and the owner would be legally required to pay them a fair wage for any work done.

Basically, slaves were criminals who decided to get jobs to expedite their sentences. There was also a list of jobs they could consent to being purchased for or refuse to take. So, it wasn’t like someone could buy a slave and take them into the dungeon where their life would be in danger unless they consented to that in the first place.

Did that make slavery alright?

Was slavery still objectively evil in this context?

I didn’t know.

However, I had to lean toward it really not being that bad. They were criminals who deserved punishment, they opted into the slavery program in the first place, and were protected by laws that guaranteed their fair treatment. They were legally the property of their owner until their sentence was up, but they were still treated with respect.

At the very least, it was probably more ethical than most modern prisons back on Earth.

And there was one other important fact to consider, but… well, maybe that was different. It probably wasn’t, but I was sure I would find out soon.

There was also someone’s feelings I wanted to confirm before even seriously considering buying a slave. “Rosie,” I said as we walked through the streets.

“What’s up?” Rosie asked.

“What if I tell you I want to buy a slave?” She was a girl who cared about justice and doing the right thing. Of the many companions in Custom Dungeon World, she was one of the most objectively “good” ones when it came to morality in the context of the setting.

“Are… are you sure that’s a good idea?”

“What makes you ask?”

“Well… I mean… they’re criminals. Aren’t you afraid of hurting your reputation?”

“Is that something I need to worry about?”

“A lot of people don’t like slaves because they take jobs away from, you know, people who aren’t criminals. They think slaves shouldn’t even get the chance to be slaves and should be locked in a cell until their sentence is over. It’s not really a punishment if they still get to walk around and live a normal life. Look over there.” Rosie pointed off to the side where an obvious slave girl was smiling and humming to herself while filling up a grocery basket with fresh produce. “Does she look like she’s being punished for her crimes?”

“I guess not?”

“And if you buy a slave, you have to feed them, pay them, provide shelter for them—non-criminals don’t even get all that guaranteed to them.”

“Huh. So, you’re saying that people might look down on me for owning a slave because slaves are legally required to be provided for more than non-criminals, and because I’m not leaving the slave to wait out their sentence in a cell?”

“Basically.”

“And how do you feel about it?”

“Me? I’m super supportive of slavery. I mean, I’m all for rehabilitating criminals if we get the chance to. Leaving them to rot in a cell isn’t helping them grow or change as people. It’s cruel and inhumane to leave criminals locked in prison, in my opinion. If anything, we should abolish prisons and enroll all criminals in the slavery program to make sure every single one of them gets a chance to grow and become better.”

“What you just said is something that would only make any sense in a world like this.”

“Hm? Did your world have slavery?”

“Yeah, and it was basically pure evil.”

“Oh. Well, it’s good here! In my opinion, anyways.”

“You’ve convinced me. I’m doing a good thing by buying a slave, right?”

“Right!”

Seth made sure that his fetish for slave girls was justified as a positive thing.

And, like I said before, me and him did share interests.

I remembered exactly where the slave market was from the game, so we made our way over to it. The market itself was on a wide open street with some slaves standing out advertising themselves, others in cages with their details next to them, and a large tented area in the center of it all where most of the “undesirable” slaves were kept. Only the highest quality slaves got advertised out on the street.

As for the atmosphere, it was weird as soon as we got there, but not in a bad way. It was weird in a more… unbelievable way.

It confirmed that other important factor I mentioned.

Just like in the game, one of the top fantasies for women of this setting was being the slave of a man.

“Pick me!” a fox-eared woman shouted while shoving her breasts around one of the bars of her cage. “I’ll do this for you every night!” She made sure to grab the sides of her breasts to slide them up and down around the bar so it was impossible for me to not understand her.

Then there was a cat girl on all fours pressing her rear up against the cage toward me. “Me, nyaa. I’ll let Master do pervy things to me all day.”

There was another girl who looked like a harpy with winged arms who simply sat on her knees with her eyes closed, mouth open, and tongue hanging out in my direction.

Rosie looked at each one of them with disappointment. “I wonder how many of these desperate girls purposely got in trouble so they could end up here… maybe some of them would be better locked up after all…”

Going by an interview Seth gave once, since that was exactly the kind of question he would answer in interviews, at least 60% of slaves purposely got caught after breaking the law in desperate hopes of becoming a man’s slave no matter how low the chances were.

You really made a crazy world, man, I thought to Seth.

I could imagine him smiling down on me from above while winking.

Anyways.

“The smell here is getting stronger by the second,” Rosie groaned.

“Must be some kind of localized humidity anomaly,” I replied.

“Uh-huh. I wonder what’s causing that.”

I ran one hand back through my hair while striking a stylish pose to be as cheesy as possible. “Could it perhaps be… me? Perchance?”

“One, I don’t even know how to reply to that. Two, don’t just randomly add ‘perchance’ to things.”

“But it’s a fun word to randomly use. Perchance.”

“I’ll hurt you.”

“Are you flirting with me in front of everyone?” It was time to up the cringe factor even more. That was why I grabbed her by her chin, looked into her eyes, and whispered, “What a naughty kitten you are.”

I was purposely trying to be cringe, you know?

So, why did Rosie look so excited?

“That was supposed to be cringe,” I explained. “You’re not supposed to like that.”

Rosie could barely even speak at first. “Don’t—I—that was—do you have any idea how many romance novels for women are written with men talking like that in this world?! Why wouldn’t I love hearing something like that?!”

“The women of this world need higher standards. Wait… is this how women felt about men back on Earth? Well, considering that most men on Earth could fall in love over a single compliment made in a casual moment…”

“Men—men were that easy where you’re from?”

“Even though there were technically more women on Earth, most men were desperately fighting each other over them. Don’t even get me started on simp culture where thousands of men would donate money to their favorite girls just to get two seconds of attention.”

“I can’t even imagine that. It sounds like pure fiction to me. No, if someone wrote a story here where men acted like that, everyone would complain about how it’s unrealistic wish fulfillment and accuse the author of being too greedy for wishing she had multiple men pursuing her.”

“You know, now that I think about it… harems for men are normal here, right?”

“Yeah?”

“Do women enjoy reading about harems of men? Like, a female protagonist with multiple male lovers?”

Rosie tilted her head as if she just heard a weird question. “I guess some stories like that exist, but isn’t it too unrealistic? I mean, what’s even the point? A guy can get several girls pregnant at a time, but a girl can only get pregnant by one guy at a time. It doesn’t make any sense for women to have harems.”

“What if they don’t care about having children?”

“It’d still be kind of weird, wouldn’t it?”

“I think it’s this world that’s weird for making you feel this way.”

“I thought you loved this world?”

“I do. I’m not complaining about it. I’m not nice enough of a guy to reject the blessing of a setting I have been granted.”

“You say that, but you’re still the nicest guy I’ve ever met. Other than my dad.”

I placed my hand on Rosie’s shoulder. “Remember what I said about the women of this world needing higher standards? Back on Earth, there are probably a ton of guys who would come here, try to solo every dungeon so nobody would ever be in danger, abolish slavery, encourage women to cover up more, teach them about feminism and encourage them not to be so obsessed with men, and—”

“They sound annoying. Plus I like you, so I don’t care what other guys from some other world might be like.”

I was a little surprised by that. “What makes you think they sound annoying?”

“I mean, isn’t it annoying when somebody comes to your home and tries to change the way things are? You know, like, you love this world and are happy to act like you’ve always been part of it. If you were some guy who came here thinking we need your protection or that our culture is inferior to yours or whatever… that’d be annoying.”

“You’re right. That reminds me of all the annoying people who complained about Custom Dungeon World and tried getting the developers to change it. There were even people who complained about your design being too sexual, not safe for children, and pandering to the male gaze. Those damn tourists.”

“I—I’m too sexual?! But this is just a normal way of dressing!”

“Don’t worry, I love the way you look.”

“G-good. Besides… if it means pandering to your gaze… I don’t see the problem.”

I placed my hand on top of Rosie’s head to pet her since I couldn’t resist.

And it was in that moment that I remembered where we were.

“Why her?!” shouted one of the slaves.

“It should have been me!” shouted another.

“Please! Pat mine too! I’ll do anything!” cried yet another.

Those were just some of the shouts and cries I heard.

As for Rosie… she would normally be a little embarrassed from suddenly getting petted, but not this time. Instead, she had this smug look of superiority on her as she looked around at all the women jealous of her.

While looking at the scene of a bunch of women rapidly raising the humidity in the slave market, I remembered one of the reviews left on Custom Dungeon World.

An amazing RPG tainted by unnecessary, gross perversion that subtracts from the otherwise incredible gameplay. If you can get past the fact that this is clearly a game made by lonely men, for lonely men, who view women as objects and tropes rather than people, you will enjoy it. But if you’re like me, you’ll become even more radicalized against the patriarchy.

At least the reviewer said it was an amazing RPG. Really, the review could have ended in the first three words.

But now that I was actually in the world, I was really starting to understand why the rest of the review existed.

…

Not that I was complaining.

“Rosie,” I said, “am I a good person?”

Rosie paused nuzzling up against my hand to answer, “Obviously.”

“Alright, that’s all the validation I needed. Let’s buy a slave.”

“Now that I’m here…” Rosie looked around at all the women. “Is this… what you’re into? Desperate girls who will throw themselves at you? I thought men hated desperate girls who only think about sex?”

“To the women of this world, a guy who actually loves sex and can’t get enough of it is probably an extremely rare catch, huh?”

“More like a legendary 0.0001%-drop-rate catch. Just to give you an idea, I was watching this video the other month—an interview with one of the top male adventurers, and the interviewer asked him how much he does it with his harem. He said once a week if they behave and don’t annoy him about it, and everyone thought that was like… insane.”

“I have a feeling they thought it was insane for the wrong reason.”

“Even I thought it was kind of crazy. I mean, a guy who’s willing to have sex once a week? I always thought you’re lucky if you get a guy who’ll have it once every month or two.”

“What about your mom and dad? I mean, there’s no way that your dad doesn’t—”

“My dad is a certified absolute weirdo. You’ve seen him. You know what he’s like. No other guy would even look my mom’s way, but she’s all he wants, and he can’t stop touching her. He’s like an alien who you can’t compare other men to.”

I looked up and imagined Frolin looking down at me from atop a mountain peak with a smile.

“You’re right,” I said. “Your dad—no, our dad is a true man amongst men.”

“Stop trying to steal my parents from me!” Rosie whined.

“I’m not stealing them, I’m just making you share them with me. Besides.” I leaned closer to Rosie whispered, “Isn’t it like we’re already married if I call them my parents?”

Rosie turned red and the atmosphere went from humid to murderous.

I might have made all the other girls watching and listening too jealous.

There was only one slave I was interested in buying, and I knew we would find her inside the tent at the middle of the market. So, that was where we went.

“Ooh, a man!” said the attendant in the tent as soon as she spotted us. “We rarely—” she cut herself off as she looked down at herself. Her blouse was open to show off her cleavage. She turned red as soon as she saw that. “O—one moment, please!” She ran off to behind a curtain after that.

She wasn’t gone for long, though.

It was strange.

Back on Earth, the stereotype would be a woman stepping away to pretty herself up, maybe undo a couple of buttons on her blouse to show off more cleavage, and then return while looking overall more sexy than before.

But here?

The attendant returned with her dress buttoned up more than before, she had glasses on, and she overall looked a lot more… friendly? Safe?

Was that how women tried to seduce male customers in this world?

“Sorry about the wait, dear customer,” the attendant said. “Are you interested in purchasing a slave with us today?”

“It’s alright,” I said. “And that’s what I’m here for.”

“Wonderful. I’m sure that you have very high standards, so I’ll show you only our highest quality slaves available for purchase. First, what sort of role would you like to purchase them for? Cooking? Cleaning? An errand runner? Bodyguard?”

“Combat. She’ll be going into the dungeon with me.”

She took a step back and looked pretty surprised. “A man with looks like yours goes into dungeons? That feels like such a waste!”

Hearing that annoyed me a little. “And why is it a waste?”

“Well, a handsome man such as yourself shouldn’t be dirtying your hands with such work, not to mention that you’re putting your life in danger. Wouldn’t you rather stay home, relax, and play video games while you let some women go into the dungeon for you instead?”

“And be a mooch?”

“Any woman would be happy to support a man with your looks!”

I was tired of being taken care of.

All my life, all I could do was depend on others just do the bare minimum of survive. I couldn’t even go to the bathroom on my own. I couldn’t work. I couldn’t do anything other than rot in bed.

I opened my mouth to speak, but Rosie spoke up first, stepping between me and the attendant to say, “Sev isn’t like other guys. Nobody is more passionate about dungeons than him, so I’m not going to let you imply that he doesn’t belong in the dungeon. If you saw just how happy he is when he’s in there… how he rambles about forbidden knowledge to himself even when he thinks I can’t hear him or he when he doesn’t realize he’s thinking out loud—”

I had no idea I was doing that. Oops.

“—then you would never think of saying something like that.”

For the first time that I could remember, someone defended my character. Even if it was something as little and nonserious as this… Rosie defended me.

I was ready to defend myself and to defuse the situation since I thought that was the only possibility, but I was stupid. There was no world where Rosie wouldn’t defend someone in a situation like that.

That was why I grabbed Rosie by her waist, pulled her close, and kissed her forehead, causing her to turn red in an instant. “Thanks, Rosie.”

Sudden displays of affection from men, especially in public, were probably something else women were shocked to see since the attendant looked even more surprised by that. Then she bowed and said, “I’m sorry. Clearly, you are not like most men, and I should not have assumed you are.”

I almost replied telling her that it was alright and not to worry about it but, instead, I said, “It’s all good as long as it doesn’t happen again. Like my Rosie here said,” Rosie’s ears flapped and her tail swished at the “my” there, “I love dungeons more than anyone else. So, if you’ve got any slaves here who you think will be a good match, I’d love to see them.”

“Thank you for still being willing to use our services. As for your request… I am sorry to admit that we do not have many slaves willing to go into dungeons, but… well… there is one. But she… well, not to be mean, but she is not very… appealing to men.”

“What was that about not making assumptions?”

“I know, I’m sorry, but you’ll understand what I mean when you see her. Please, this way.” The attendant gestured for us to follow her, so we did.

I already knew exactly who she was going to take us to.

In the game, there were a few different slaves available for purchase at different points with the first one being Valencia, a dragon girl brawler with as much speed as she had strength. I actually wasn’t that big a fan of her character since she seemed far too rough for my tastes, plus she was the kind of girl who relied on the trope of “physical abuse is funny,” but she was a dungeon-loving maniac who would be invaluable to progression.

I also wanted a dungeon nerd to talk to.

Still, she was a popular character even if she was near the bottom of the rankings for me. And since I wasn’t exactly interested in romancing her, I wouldn’t have to deal with the whole, “Haha, physical abuse is funny and a display of love,” thing with her.

I just wanted to be friends and dungeon buddies with her.

“Here we are,” the attendant said, opening the door to the backroom where only a single cage was occupied.

There she was.

Val—

“This is Lupa,” the attendant said.

… who?

Instead of a fiery dragon girl in a cage, there was a cool beauty type of girl with long, silver hair with a sharp, golden gaze that tracked my every movement… and with the ears and tail of a wolf.

There was supposed to be a dragon girl who shouted, “Hey! You look strong! Let me fight with you!” Instead, there was a wolf girl who looked like she was wary of me and didn’t say a word.

“No dragon girl?” I asked.

“Oh… were you looking for one?” the attendant asked me. “I’m sorry. We had one, but she was purchased a few hours ago.”

Huh.

Well, that made sense…? After all, it was a real world now, so I couldn’t expect Valencia to just sit there behind bars waiting forever for me. But to already get bought…

“Who bought her?” I asked.

“I’m sorry, but sharing that information goes against our policy,” the attendant answered.

That was understandable. “It’s alright.”

“If you would like, I can put you on a waiting list so that you have the first opportunity for purchase next time we acquire a draconid?”

I looked past her at Lupa. “Don’t worry about it. Besides, there’s a girl right there who looks promising.”

“You—you’re still interested in her?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Well… as you can see, she is tall, has a very… unflattering body, her face lacks any charm, and she is one of the canids. As I am sure you are aware, canids get incredibly clingy toward men. Once they have decided that they wish to make a man their mate, they stick to him for life, offer him no privacy, and get very possessive. They are a selfish race who cares more about their own desires to the point where most men refuse to go near them. They are especially problematic when they enter states of heat.”

This world had seriously screwed standards.

From what I could see, Lupa was an incredibly beautiful girl. She couldn’t have been more than 5’8”, so I wouldn’t call her that tall, she had a figure that was once again unrealistically perfect with wide hips, a thin waist, and breasts nearing the size of her head which still left her notably smaller than Rosie, and her face had this cool, charming beauty to it. It would be fair to say that she was as handsome as she was beautiful when it came to her face.

Also, her fluffy ears and tail were adorable.

Also also, what man would complain about a beautiful girl clinging to them for life?! Most men would die for that kind of loyalty!

… but probably not in this world.

The statement about her going into heat being problematic also had such an obvious counterargument that I wasn’t going to even bother talking about it.

More importantly, I had a theory about why canids were known for being disobedient and selfish, and I was pretty confident in it knowing what kind of world I was in.

“What crime did she commit?” I asked.

“She robbed a bank,” the attendant answered. “For the third time.”

“The… third time?”

For the first time, I saw a hint of emotion from Lupa. There was just the tiniest, proud smile as she looked at me with eyes that said, “Cool, right?”

“Yes,” the attendant answered. “This is her third time coming here. I truly cannot recommend her. Each time she gets arrested, she opts into the slavery program, gets purchased, and then runs off to rob another bank. She is addicted to theft. This is her final chance to behave as she will not be allowed into the slavery program if she breaks the law again.”

Rosie looked at me and asked, “You’ve already made up your mind, haven’t you?”

I smirked as I crouched down in front of Lupa’s cage. “One of those banks was Hero’s Vault, wasn’t it?”

Lupa’s eyes lit up with life when she heard that. “That was… the last one.”

“I always thought it looked super robbable. I mean, gold statues, a bunch of private rooms with vaults—it’s impossible to look at a place like that and not think it’d be fun to rob.”

Lupa looked at me with the kinds of eyes that told me she discovered a comrade she never believed she would find. “The bank is asking for it when it decorates like that.”

“Right? Unfortunately, I can’t promise you that you’ll get to rob any banks if I buy you. I’d rather neither of us get into trouble. But, I really love dungeons.”

Lupa nodded. “Mm. I heard.”

“Yeah?”

She nodded again and pointed up at her ears. “I have… good hearing.”

“That’s even better. Now, while banks are boring and won’t let us rob them without getting into trouble, you know who else is totally asking for it that we won’t get in trouble over?”

“Dungeons.”

“You’ve got it. So, how about it? If you promise you’ll behave, I’ll take you to a dungeon to rob every single day.”

Rosie tapped on my shoulder to get my attention and shook her head once I looked at her. “I’m not going to stop you from going way more than everyone else with a logical brain, but I’m making you take the weekends off.”

“B—but—”

“Take a couple of days off a week or I’m going to die from stress.”

“Fiiiiine.” I looked at Lupa again. “I’ll take you to a dungeon each day Monday through Friday.” Then I leaned in closer to whisper, “And on the weekends, we can plot on how to rob some banks just for fun.”

“That… sounds fun,” Lupa said. “But… you heard her. I’ve never heard of a man who wants anything to do with us before…”

“That’s because most men here have shit taste. I mean, who wouldn’t be interested in a beautiful wolf girl?”

“You think I’m… beautiful?”

“Incredibly so.”

Lupa got onto all fours and crawled toward me. She got closer so that she could sniff me through the bars, but… by doing so on all fours, the white cloth she had on to barely cover up her body hung down enough for me to look through the opening at the top, exposing her bare, hanging breasts. “You don’t smell like a liar. And your body language is honest.” Then she sniffed some more… before positioning herself right in front of my crotch. Her tail started wagging even harder once she did that. “It smells… good.”

“As embarrassing as that is, it’s proof I’m not like other guys, right?”

“Mm. Weird guy. But… kind smile… and nice scent.” She switched to sitting on her knees and looked up into my eyes. “Not just down there. Nice, warm scent everywhere.”

I reached forward to hold the back of my hand toward her, right against the cage’s bars, to let her get a closer sniff. “You’ll have to promise me no robbing banks.”

Lupa gently reached between the bars to hold my hand as she brought her nose against it. First, she smelled it, then she rubbed her nose against it. “Mm. Promise.”

I left my hand there and turned to look at the attendant. “Alright, I’ll take her.”

While Rosie already knew the outcome, the attendant still looked shocked about it. “Are… you sure? She—”

“I’m not a fan of repeating myself.”

Rosie narrowed her eyes when she heard that. I knew she was thinking about all the times I repeated the joke about her having the easiest romance route. So, I stuck my tongue out a little at her.

As for the attendant, she sighed and gave up. “Then the price will be three gold. Are you ready to—”

“You think I’ll pay three gold?” I asked.

“That’s—”

“You told me yourself that she has a habit of running away from her owners to commit crime. What if she does that again and hurts my reputation? Not only that, but all you’ve done is talk poorly about her and tell me how bad of a product she is.”

“But—”

“And I haven’t forgotten that even after you apologized for making an assumption of me, you continued making assumptions about me. Between the risk I’m taking by buying her, the fact that nobody else will want to buy her, and just how rudely you’ve been treating me, I think that I deserve a pretty hefty discount, don’t you? If anything, you should be happy I’m taking such a problem slave off your hands.”

“You… you—you’re… terribly right, especially in regard to my behavior and doing us a favor. If—if it would so please you, then… one gold—”

“Also, sorry for not mentioning this sooner, but those glasses look great on you.”

“Thirty silver! That’s—that’s as low as I can go!”

“Deal.”

“Smooth,” Lupa said from behind me.

I turned around and winked at her.

There were more ways to steal than robbing banks.

Unfortunately, I had no idea how much paperwork I was signing up for by choosing to buy Lupa. I had to read through at least thirty pages of text and sign my name on at least a dozen lines.

I also received a sheet telling me everything that Lupa consented to. There were only two types of jobs that she didn’t consent to: housework and cleaning. Everything else was fine… including sexual services since of course that was an option.

Though, since I did inquire about it, apparently “sexual services” meant being used sexually by the owner rather than prostitution. And maybe it was because of that, but the paperwork also included her age which said she was twenty-four.

I also made sure to ask the attendant how many girls consented to that when opting into slavery.

Every single one did.

A hundred percent of them.

I knew they would, but still.

They had their fantasies.

“That’s should be everything,” the attendant said. “You may now go collect your slave.”

“Thanks for showing me to her,” I said.

“Of course. A-also… you—you know, I happen to have a little bit of experience with dun—”

I nodded to Rosie and said, “Let’s go get our new party member.”

Rosie nodded and came with me, leaving the attendant behind near the front of the tent where a desk was set up for us to do the paperwork.

It was impossible to walk back there without more slaves begging for me to buy them, too. Each one was desperate to be owned by a man.

Maybe I’d visit again in the future, but Lupa was all I wanted for now.

I couldn’t afford any other slaves in the first place.

In the back, I took the key the attendant gave me and used it to unlock and open Lupa’s cage.

Lupa crawled out of it before standing up in front of me. Seeing her face so much closer—she really was beautiful. Even though she had a nice face and body, though, there were two large, soft things on her that I couldn’t take my eyes off.

Those fluffy ears.

But before I could enjoy her ears, I reached for her neck to unlock and remove the metal collar around her neck.

“I think girls look great with collars,” I said. “But I think dog collars look better around their necks than these metal collars.”

Lupa, who had been pretty monotone and expressionless up until this point, actually went a little red in her cheeks. “You… want to get me a collar?”

It was time to test my theory.

Canids were supposedly disliked for being disobedient and too clingy.

How much of that was because the men of this world had horrible taste and never treated a dog or wolf girl the way they were born to be treated?

I was starting to get a good grasp on this world—on the world that Seth designed to set someone like me up for success with our shared interests.

That was why I said, “Isn’t it only natural for a master to get his pet a collar?”

Lupa was quick to wrap her arms around me as she buried her face against my chest, her tail rapidly wagging behind her as she silently hugged me.

“Hey, you’re going to break your tail if you wag it that fast,” I said.

“Don’t care,” Lupa replied. “Happy.”

Some of the other slaves who were watching the entire time went—well, rabid. The kinds of girls who chose to be slaves, especially to get owned by a man, were pretty crazy. They scratched at their cages like wild animals, banged against them, tried knocking them over—all because they saw Lupa hug me.

Lupa pulled her face away from my chest and, in that moment, I felt a presence like with the hyena in the dungeon.

Killing intent. And it was powerful enough to force every other girl there into submission.

Lupa then looked up at me and said, “I’ll protect you. Master.”

Even though she had that terrifying aura just a few seconds ago, it was impossible for me to see her as anything but a cute, loyal dog when I looked into her eyes. A loyal dog eager to please me.

That meant there was one more thing to test.

Something that all dogs loved.

“Good girl, Lupa,” I said.

Lupa buried her face against my chest again as her tail wagged at seriously insane speeds behind her.

“Sev,” Rosie said, sounding unamused.

“Y-yeah?” I replied.

“Aren’t you way too smooth and unrealistic?”

“I—I’m just doing what comes naturally.”

“So, you’re a natural god tier flirt, huh.”

“Maybe…?”

Rosie sighed before giving Lupa a poke, causing Lupa to turn and look at her. “I’m Rosie, the tank. I’m looking forward to getting to explore dungeons with you.”

Lupa’s eyes drifted toward Rosie’s chest. “Mm.”

“… hey, look people in the eyes when they talk to you.”

Lupa looked into Rosie’s eyes. Then she looked back down at Rosie’s chest.

I couldn’t blame her.

“Master,” Lupa said, “your first wife is big.”

Rosie looked like she didn’t know whether to be upset at getting called big or to be happy by being called the first wife.

“Should I eat more? Do you want me to get bigger? I want to make Master happy.”

“You’re perfect the way you are,” I answered. “Whether you eat more or less, you’ll be perfect.”

“Mm.” Lupa turned to look at Rosie, this time maintaining eye contact. “Let’s eat lots for Master.”

Rosie narrowed her eyes at Lupa. “I don’t know if you’re using that as an excuse to eat… or if you’re actually serious.”

“Both.”

“At least you’re honest.”

“Alright,” I said. “Lets go get some new gear. We’ll probably need to get Lupa some clothes, too. Can you help with that, Rosie?”

“I’ve got some clothes at home she can wear until we take her clothes shopping properly.”

I looked Rosie over and then looked at Lupa.

“… hey,” Rosie said. “They might be baggy, but they’ll still fit her, and they’re better than these scraps she’s wearing.”

“Good point,” I said. “I bet she’d look good in baggy clothes, too. Though, I also want to see you wear some baggy clothes sometime.”

“Why would you want to see a girl in baggy clothes?”

“I mean, it’s cute, isn’t it? Girls look great in loose, baggy clothes… ah. That’s another one of those things that sounds like common sense to me, but… it would be like a girl from my world saying that she likes guys who don’t wear fitting clothes.”

“You have weird tastes.”

Lupa tightened her grip on me to get my attention and said, “I’ll wear whatever Master wants.”

I was too lucky. “First, gear for dungeons. Let’s go before that AoE stun of yours wears off.”

Lupa nodded and switched from hugging me to clinging to my arm, holding it tight against her chest with both of her arms wrapped around it.

Rosie took that as a challenge and ended up clinging to my other arm. “I—I can do that, too,” she said. Then I heard her mumble under her breath, “I can’t let the new girl get ahead of me…”

I seriously was too lucky.

I realized something while we were on our way to Tabitha’s.

Arguably, I was a hypocrite.

I refused to let anyone tell me what I could or couldn’t do. I would never let anyone take my freedom away. Just thinking about someone trying to restrict me in any way pissed me off.

But there I was, walking through the city streets with a girl I just purchased as a slave clinging to my arm.

Yeah, she was a criminal, and she consented to it in the first place, but still. I realized I was supportive of her having her freedom restricted in service of me, but I would never tolerate being in that position myself.

Maybe I was overthinking it. After all, I also refused to ever be bedridden again. I’d rather kill myself than ever be stuck in a bed again. But if something happened to Rosie and she was stuck in a bed, I’d be happy to take care of her, and I wouldn’t want her to give up. I’d let her if she really wanted to, but…

Well, there was a simple solution to this.

“Lupa,” I said.

“Mm. Master?” Lupa replied.

“If you’re ever unhappy with me, you can run away. And don’t force yourself to do anything that you don’t want to do, even if it’s an order from me. Alright?” I had no intention of actually treating her like a slave. The only reason I was interested in a slave at all was because I knew—or well, I thought I would see a familiar face in there. I never planned on actually treating her like a slave. “You can consider yourself a free—”

Lupa got in front of me with her ears flattened and a sad look in her eyes. “Does… Master not want me?”

“No, no, I do. I just don’t want to restrict you. You’re—”

Lupa clung to my chest while still looking up into my eyes. “Did I do something wrong?”

“Not at all. I’m just trying to tell you—”

“Don’t… throw me away.” Lupa tucked her face against my chest. “Please. I’ll be good. Don’t—”

“Relax,” Rosie said. “This guy is a weirdo with weird standards who says weird things, so it’s easy to misunderstand him, but he’s definitely not going to leave you.”

Lupa turned her head away from my chest to look at Rosie. “Really?”

“Mhm. He’s just trying to make you feel better and to let you know he cares about you. He gets attached really quickly like that.”

Well, I couldn’t deny that.

“Master cares about me?” Lupa asked, looking up at me again.

“I do,” I answered. “Sorry if I gave you the wrong idea, but you did keep interrupting me there. Try to let me explain myself next time instead of jump to conclusions, alright?”

“Mm… okay. Sorry.”

“It’s alright. I just want to be a good master to you, alright? You’re a slave in name only. Well, and legally, but I think someone who likes to rob banks doesn’t care about that.”

“What about… a pet? Am I only… Master’s pet in name?”

“Oh, no, I was way more serious about that.”

Lupa’s tail started wagging again as she once again pressed her face against my chest. “Master’s pet.”

Rosie sighed and said, “She’s going to develop bad habits if you spoil her this much.”

“I don’t see anything wrong with that,” I said. “It just means I have to spoil you into getting some, too.”

“You—you’ve already given me some…”

“Not enough.”

“How spoiled do you plan on making me?!”

“Extremely spoiled. I’m going to make it so you can’t even recognize yourself anymore.”

“That’s terrifying!”

“You better look forward to it.”

After the delay caused by flirting, we finished making our way to Tabitha’s shop, sold our latest haul, and bought some simple gear. Rosie was already set, but Lupa and I both got a set of armor, and Lupa also picked out a pair of daggers to use.

The armor set that Lupa and I got was the same since it was cheap, available, and better than nothing. A simple set of leather armor that was protective but still allowed for some nice flexibility. Though, it looked totally different on each of us when we equipped it.

When I equipped it, it made me look kind of like a mix between an archer and a rogue. It also totally covered me up, not leaving any skin below my neck visible, and the helmet was… pretty dorky looking. Fortunately, I was able to toggle the visibility of the helmet, so I still got its protection even without it being visible. Even the setting as a real world allowed for that.

But then for Lupa, the very same armor was modified to have shorts that showed off her legs, her arms were left exposed, and there was a corset that pushed up her breasts while putting her cleavage on full display. Her helmet also looked like a small, cute hat, but she hid it once she saw me hide mine. If I looked like a cross between an archer and a rogue, she looked like a cross between a rogue and a bard.

She looked really good in it, and I saw her smile a little when she noticed I was staring at her chest.

But boobs aside.

The armor itself was nothing special, just good enough for now.

//Hide Helmet

//Type: Armor [Head] (Common)

//Requirements: Level 2

//3 Defense | 4 Vitality

//The hide of a beast, now protecting your head.

//Hide Vest

//Type: Armor [Torso] (Common)

//Requirements: Level 2

//3 Defense | 4 Vitality

//The hide of a beast, serving to protect your vitals.

//Hide Gloves

//Type: Armor [Arms] (Common)

//Requirements: Level 2

//3 Defense | 4 Luck

//The hide of a beast, guiding your strikes.

//Hide Pants

//Type: Armor [Legs] (Common)

//Requirements: Level 2

//3 Defense | 4 Dexterity

//The hide of a beast, keeping you agile.

//Hide Boots

//Type: Armor [Feet] (Common)

//Requirements: Level 2

//3 Defense | 4 Dexterity

//The hide of a beast, so you may run like one.

I still stood by Seth being crazy for challenging himself to add flavor text descriptions to every single item in the game. I really believed only non-common items needed flavor text, but I could at least respect the willpower to give everything flavor text, even when it was obvious he had no idea what to put.

Anyways, even if the armor wasn’t that great, it still tripled my defense and boosted my stats.

[Information]

//Name: Sev

//Race: Human

//Level: 8 (77%)

//Class: None

//Subclass: None

//Dungeons Cleared: 2

[Status]

//Health: 188/188 (120)

//Mana: 29/29 (24)

//Defense: 15

//Vitality: 34 (0)

//Intelligence: 5 (0)

//Strength: 5 (0)

//Wisdom: 5 (0)

//Dexterity: 13 (0)

//Charisma: 5 (0)

//Luck: 9 (0)

Now that I had gear providing stats, the base value of everything without gear was put into parentheses while the total combined with stats from gear was put up front.

I still had 21 points that I could distribute across those attributes whenever I wanted, too… and I probably should have done that sooner. But I still wasn’t sure. I knew I could be indecisive when it came to starting a new run, and I only had one shot, so I didn’t want to spend all my points on a stat that I wasn’t going to need. Besides, if I wanted to improve my stats, getting some more specific armor crafted was more useful. Buying armor and wearing that necklace I got from Otto gave me more points in vitality than what I would have been able to get just by dumping all my points into it myself, so.

I held off on spending those points.

And speaking of that necklace, I made sure to wear it over my new armor. The necklace was a simple, silver chain with a shield-shaped medallion hanging from it. It was never outright confirmed, but the popular theory was that the medallion was the symbol of the royal guards from back then.

I was proud to wear it in honor of Otto.

But everything stats aside, since we hadn’t left Tabitha’s shop yet, I told her, “We’re going out to another dungeon today, so you want to give us that quest?”

“Two dungeons in one day?” Tabitha asked. “You really are crazy. Then again, ya already brought back another girl, and a canid at that.” It sounded insulting, but. “Heh. Only a crazy man would have such fine taste.” It was a compliment in her own way. “Anyways, I need twenty logs. Hickory Logs specifically. You can either bring ‘em back as materials or turn them into commodities, doesn’t matter to me.”

“Got it. You need anything else while we’re out there?”

“Hmm… hmmmm… nah, I don’t think—hold on. Actually… there might be one thing.” I wasn’t expecting her to actually say yes. I just asked since it felt natural to. “I’ve really been in the mood for a nice ham and restaurants aren’t quite my thing. Mind bringin’ me some meat from the hogs there?” Maybe her wanting to buy meat direct from the dungeon just for a nice treat while she was already in debt had something to do with her financial situation.

Lupa started salivating at my side. “Meat. Master, let’s get meat, too.”

I chuckled and said, “Looks like I’ll be getting enough meat for all of us.”

Tabitha showed me a wide grin and shouted, “Alright! Then I’ll give sixty silver for all the logs and two silver for each thing of meat ya get me.”

“You know, I’ll bankrupt you if you offer that without a limit.”

“Heh. A man like you probably means that, huh? In that case, five should last me a nice while, so how about ten silver for five?”

“Sounds like a deal. Seventy silver total for the logs and meat.”

Tabitha held her hand out to me over her counter. “Deal?”

I accepted her hand for a shake. “Deal.”

“Great! And it even comes with a complimentary axe.” Tabitha went into her inventory and opened up a trade with me, showing me the axe.

//Iron Logging Axe

//Type: Tool [Axe] (Common)

//Requirements: Level 5

//Can chop up to level 15 Trees.

//Be careful not to wake a treant.

Even though it was an axe that looked almost indistinguishable from an axe used for a weapon, it wasn’t something meant to be used as a weapon, so it didn’t have a damage stat.

That aside, I accepted the gift and had the axe added to my inventory.

“Now, get on out there,” Tabitha said.

“I’ll have your logs for you before the day is over,” I replied.

“Heh. I’ll count on it.”

“But first.” I looked at Lupa and Rosie. “Let’s have a lunch date.”

Rosie was quick to blush thanks to the “date” word, but Lupa simply salivated some more at the prospect of food.


Chapter Eleven

Quest Objective: Flirt

There was one more halfling shop owner I hadn’t visited yet.

First was Tabitha the blacksmith. Then was Marissa the alchemist. Now, it was time for none other than Fredericka the chef.

These three girls made up the halfling trio of important merchant NPCs who were as cute as they were controversial to haters of the game and Seth’s tastes.

And now, we stood in front of Fredericka’s shop. It was a pretty small restaurant that looked like a bakery from the outside with booths visible through the windows lining the walls. Despite having a sort of bakery aesthetic, though, she was a chef who could cook anything and everything.

I reached forward to grab the door only for Rosie to grab it first and hold it open for me.

Right. That was something else that I needed to get used to, and it wasn’t the first time she did it. It was normal for women to hold the door open for men in this world.

I was going to have to get faster so that I could beat her to it sometimes.

We were greeted as soon as we entered.

“Welcome, welcome!” called the high-pitched, familiar voice I knew so well from the other side of the counter. Fredericka was on the other side in the flesh for the first time. Even though she was a halfling, that single braid she wore over her shoulder gave her such a gentle, motherly feeling that it was almost impossible not to instinctively call her mom.

She had the nickname, “Mama Fredericka,” among players for a reason.

Almost every man who met her wanted to be pampered by her despite being twice her size.

“Wow, what a handsome lad to have wondered into my little place!” Fredericka said. “I’ll have to put lots of extra love into my cooking for you!”

I wanted her to adopt me.

I shook that thought out of my head and said, “I’ll look forward to it. I’m Sev, by the way. These are my friends—”

“First wife,” Rosie said, clinging to my left arm.

“Pet,” Lupa said, clinging to my right arm.

“—I mean, my first wife and pet, Rosie and Lupa,” I finished. Apparently, now that Lupa was around, Rosie wasn’t denying her position anymore. She probably didn’t want Lupa claiming it for herself.

Fredericka showed us a beaming smile the entire time. “What a charming little family you have! I’d be overjoyed to serve such cute customers!”

“I’m sure we’ll become regulars with this service.”

“Oh, you flatter me! Now, is there anything you’re in the mood for today? Or would you like a menu to look at?”

“I’ve actually got this Blind Cave Scorpion Claw meat that I’ve been meaning to try out. Could you cook something with it?”

“Oh! Of course! The meat in those claws is delicious! Do you have any other special ingredients?”

“Just this for now.”

“In that case, here’s everything I can make with it!”

A window popped up to show me a system-based menu.

//BCS Claw Meat Steak and Potato

//7 Vitality | 5 Strength

//The meat has been scooped out of the shell and cut into a steak-like slab cooked to perfection with a baked potato on the side.

//BCS Claw Meat Fried Rice

//7 Vitality | 5 Wisdom

//This dish is a perfect fusion of rice and claw meat with a variety of vegetables fried up in a wok.

//BCS Claw Meat Rolls

//7 Vitality | 5 Dexterity

//Claw meat that has been mixed with chives, mayonnaise, and lemon juice served in fresh buns.

//BCS Claw Meat Pasta with Garlic Butter

//7 Vitality | 5 Charisma

//A delicious pasta with a creamy garlic butter sauce that makes the already juicy claw meat burst with even more flavor.

Each of the dishes offered stat buffs, and each one would last for the duration of an entire dungeon. That was how it worked in the game and it looked like it still worked the same way here.

And thanks to how many of those scorpions we killed in the dungeon, we had enough meat for each one of us to put in an order.

Rosie was the first to shout out her predictable order, “The pasta, please!”

“Mm, the rolls,” Lupa then said.

That left me to decide what I wanted. Even though I didn’t need Charisma, I had to go with Rosie who didn’t need it either and said, “I’ll also take the pasta.” It just sounded too good to pass up. Everything sounded good, but between the description and the picture that showed next to it, the pasta was the clear winner.

“Excellent choices!” Fredericka said. “Go on and take your seats wherever you want, and I’ll bring your food over in a little. Oh, and what would you like to drink? And do you want any appetizers?”

I was about to say I only wanted some water, but Lupa was quick to ask, “Appetizers?”

“Like fries, onion rings, mozzarella sticks, soup, salad, dumplings—”

“What are mozzarella sticks?”

“Imagine fried bread stuffed with gooey cheese!”

Lupa looked up at me with a sparkle in her eyes. “Master, can I get the mozzarella sticks?”

“Sure,” I answered.

Lupa looked at Fredericka again and nodded while her tail wagged.

Rosie looked at me and asked, “Is she your pet or your daughter?”

“She’s cute is what she is,” I answered.

“Nice dodge. Oh, and I’ll just take water.”

“Same.”

But then Lupa asked, “What else is there to drink?”

Fredericka handed over a physical drink menu for Lupa to look at. It looked like it had everything from coffee to pop to alcohol, lemonade, hot chocolate—most drinks I could imagine.

All I ever got to drink was water and those little boxes of fruit juice.

“Actually,” I said, “could I try that strawberry lemonade?”

Lupa nodded when she heard that. “Mm. Me, too.”

Fredericka took the menu back and said, “Of course! I’ll have your appetizer and drinks over in a minute.”

With that, the three of us took our seat while Fredericka went into the kitchen in the back.

“Cheesy bread,” Lupa said to herself, practically drooling right after she sat down.

“Looking forward to it?” I asked.

Lupa was quick to nod. “Sounds good.” She was probably the most mature looking out of all of us, yet she was the one acting the most immature. It was cute gap.

Then Rosie said, “I’m starting to feel like a parent taking my kids out.”

I looked Rosie over.

Nope. I couldn’t see it. She didn’t have any of the motherly charm that Fredericka had despite being the one with a body built for it.

“Hey,” Rosie said. “What’s that judging look in your eyes?”

“I mean, it’s obvious, right?” I asked.

“And what’s that supposed to mean?”

I shrugged. “Who knows?”

Rosie sighed and then looked at me and Lupa. “By the way, if I’m the first wife, why am I the one sitting across from Sev instead of next to him?”

Lupa answered, “Because I took the initiative and pulled him to sit with me.”

“Tch… so it’s that simple after all.”

“Just because you’re first wife doesn’t mean I won’t fight for Master’s attention.”

“Speaking of,” I cut in. “How uh… I mean, how—well, I’m not sure how to put this. What do you two… think of each other?”

“Sisters in the same pack,” Lupa answered.

Rosie shrugged this time. “Something like that.”

“I see,” I said. “Where I’m from, it was seen as weird or immoral to date more than one person at a time. Women would normally hate each other or get jealous in that situation.”

“Not here. We know how lucky we are to get a man at all, so none of us would want to cause problems for him by causing drama.”

Lupa nodded along with Rosie’s words. “It’s better to be sisters and get along with each other. Then we can work together to make Master as happy as possible.”

“Right. That doesn’t mean we won’t still compete with each other for attention, but it’s nothing serious, right, Lupa?”

Lupa hugged my arm against her and looked away.

“Right, Lupa?”

“Everything related to Master is serious,” Lupa answered. “But I want to be friends with Rosie, too, so… I’ll try not to be too greedy.”

“Good, I can’t be the only one holding back. And I want to be friends with you, too, Lupa.”

Lupa’s tail wagged against the cushion of our booth when she heard that.

Our appetizer and drinks arrived soon after we sat down. I ended up eating some of the mozzarella sticks that Lupa ordered since they looked too delicious to resist, and they tasted every bit as good as they looked. They had the perfect, crispy exterior with the gooiest cheesy interior. Lupa and I both let out moans of sheer bliss as we ate them while Rosie watched with a smile.

Then there were the drinks. The strawberry lemonade was… far too sweet for me. It was delicious, but I wasn’t used to things that were so sweet. It wasn’t like we got to consume much sugar in the nursing home. So, I ended up letting Lupa finish my drink for me and got some water.

But I wanted to build up a tolerance to sweet things so that I could enjoy that drink properly someday.

Then our main dishes arrived.

Rosie and I each got a mountain of pasta that were covered in creamy, buttery garlic sauce with fresh, white claw meat mixed in. The meat was obscenely juicy to the point where it was almost too juicy. Every bite was like an explosion of flavorful juice in my mouth. It was way, way too good. As for Lupa, she got a couple of rolls stuffed to the brim with claw meat that she devoured before Rosie and I were even halfway done with our plates.

Since she was obviously drooling still while watching us eat, Fredericka brought over an extra serving of mozzarella sticks for Lupa to eat on the house.

The motherly energy of Fredericka was beyond measure.

Eventually, we finished eating, and we were ready to go to the dungeon with stuffed stomachs and new food buffs boosting our stats. After we paid, of course. I made sure to tip Fredericka for the service as well even though it wasn’t exactly a thing in this world.

“Please come again!” Fredericka said from the door as we left. “I would love to have such wonderful guests again!”

“We’ll definitely be back,” I said. “Mo—”

I cut myself off before it was too late.

Fredericka simply chuckled to herself while holding a hand over her mouth before going back inside, leaving me with Rosie and Lupa with the former staring at me with suspicious eyes.

“Sev,” Rosie said. “Are you… are you a halfcon by any chance?”

“Not at all,” I answered. “I mean, they’re cute, and most of them have pretty funny personalities, but I’m not interested in them like that. It’s just… isn’t Fredericka’s motherly energy way too powerful?”

Lupa nodded. “It is.”

“See? Lupa understands.”

Rosie didn’t look impressed. “Mhm. Were there any halfling girls in the game you romanced?”

“In my defense, I romanced everyone in the game at least once for the pure sake of being a completionist who refused to let even one line of dialogue go untouched. The men, the women, and even the halflings. I feel no shame in this.”

Lupa clung to my arm and said, “I believe in Master. Master only likes girls with big boobs.”

“Well, not only those, but I’m not into halflings. Or men, just so that’s clear.”

“So, if that girl came back out here and asked to be your third wife, would you deny her?”

“…”

“…”

“…”

“Halfcon.”

“I’m not!” I shouted. “Would you deny her if it meant getting to eat her food every single day for the rest of your life?!”

Lupa shook her head. “I wouldn’t. I support Master being a halfcon if it means getting to eat her food every day.”

Rosie gave me a gentle smack on my arm and said, “Well, it’s not like I care beyond teasing you about it. If it means I get to tease you about something for once, then I’m not missing that opportunity. Even if it means I’m the first wife to a halfcon.”

“I feel my reputation sinking by the second,” I said. “And just for the record, none of the halfling trio were romanceable in the game. Tabitha was married to her work, Marissa thought romance sounded too tiring to deal with, and Fredericka was the type of woman who loved everyone in the city equally and felt that getting remarried would take away from her time bringing smiles to everyone while filling their stomachs.”

“Wait… remarried?”

“Oh, my bad. That’s forbidden knowledge. But now that I’ve said it, yeah, she was married and had a daughter but got a divorce since her ex got jealous of her always being around other people.” It was another one of those things the game was kind of inconsistent about. One would think that, in a world set up like this, guys wouldn’t be jealous of girls in the first place. But for the sake of character backstory and drama, ones relevant to the story often behaved more like men from Earth than men from this world.

“She not only had a husband, but a husband who actually got jealous of her?!”

“Just goes to show how much she loves taking care of others.”

“She—she’s on a whole other level… wait, did you say she had a daughter?”

“Yeah, but I never saw her. She was only mentioned during one line of flavor text.”

Rosie and Lupa looked at each other. I couldn’t tell what they were thinking, but it was obvious they were on the same page of something.

I also realized that Lupa hadn’t questioned anything about me referencing a game. She seemed more than happy to just go with the flow even when I was saying things that should have either sounded shocking or delusional. It must not have mattered to her. All that mattered was that I was the one saying it.

We ended up visiting one more place before heading to the dungeon.

The Adventurer’s Guild. It was the main quest hub in the game where adventurers went to find work as well as to recruit new party members for the dungeons. The building was pretty large and connected right to Dungeon Plaza, so there was no reason to not go there first to check for quests and to—apparently—check if any dungeons had reported invaders.

And of course, as soon as I stepped inside…

“What’s a man doing here?!”

“Look at that hottie! Are those his wives? Do you think he’s looking for more?”

“We should invite him to our party!”

“Ah… I want to get lost in a dungeon together with him…”

“I bet his ass looks so good when he’s bending over to loot chests…”

Yep.

The women were like that pretty much everywhere we went, even in the Adventurer’s Guild. I was prepared to have to tell some of them that I wasn’t interested, but…

Lupa released that terrifying aura of hers to put everyone in their place.

Rather than look at me with lust, the women switched between half giving up and looking away with the other half glaring at Lupa as a challenger to defeat.

“Thanks, Lupa,” I said, petting her head as a reward.

Lupa’s tail wagged in return as she pressed her head up against my hand to nuzzle it, making those women even more jealous. I wanted to do my part in putting them in their place.

Wait.

The Adventurer’s Guild.

There were allies who could be recruited from it by chance encounters later on, but… there was one woman available to be found in it right from the beginning of the game.

A woman who was not originally romanceable much to everyone’s despair to the point where Seth released an update making it possible to turn her into a party member and thus romance her.

I walked up to the counter at the back of the lobby where several employees of the guild were already assisting other adventurers. There was only one of them I was interested in, though, and it just so happened that she was available.

She was—ridiculously—considered extremely unattractive in this world. Why? Because she was considered morbidly obese. Beyond morbidly obese, even. Why? Because her chest. She was a girl with a healthy, lean frame everywhere except her chest… which hosted breasts about three times the size of her head.

They were mountains.

A pair of enormous mountains that belonged to a cheery cat girl with blonde hair that had pink highlights, pink eyes, and who wore a typical fantasy guild girl outfit that failed to cover her breasts at all, resulting in cleavage as vast as the ocean spilling out onto the desk. Thanks to her height, the size of her breasts, and the height of her desk, she had no option but to let her breasts hang down onto the desk whenever she was working.

If the desk wasn’t in the way, it would have been obvious how they were large enough to completely cover up her abdomen. They were even bigger than Rosie’s despite Rosie being part holstaur.

Seeing such beautiful mountains desperate to be climbed that belonged to a cat girl with an adorable face and great personality was more than enough reason to visit the guild on its own.

“I knew it,” Lupa said. “Master likes them big.”

“Sev, you’re going to make her cry if you keep staring at them that hard,” Rosie said.

Surely enough, the girl behind the counter, Stella, looked like she was about to cry. As far as she was concerned, probably one of the only guys she ever met couldn’t stop staring at her “disgusting, useless fat” as this world would put it.

I was about to say something when Lupa beat me to it.

“Be my teacher,” Lupa said, staring at Stella’s breasts instead of her face. “Teach me your ways.”

“E-eh? What?” Stella replied. “Why—what do you—”

“Master loves boobs. Big ones.” Lupa lifted her own breasts up from below to get her point across. “I need to get bigger.”

Lupa was being way too loud since everyone around us started whispering about me. Rosie was no help, either. Rosie simply stood there looking at me with an expression that told me I deserved this.

As for those whispers…

“Did you hear that? A guy who likes boobs?”

“No way, no way, there has to be a misunderstanding.”

“I’ve never heard of a guy who likes fat girls before…”

“Maybe it’s his fetish? Wait, if he has a fetish for fat girls… maybe I have a chance with him?”

“I passed on that bikini armor because I thought it was embarrassing, but now I regret it…”

“We have to make our move soon before every big girl in the city swarms him. Even if they’re my sisters in weight… I won’t lose to them!”

The crowd of women was closing in, but Lupa scared them all off again before they got too close.

“Sorry about that,” I said to Stella. “I was distracted by how pretty you are.”

Neither Stella nor the other girls around who were all listening and watching at this point could believe it. The whispers grew even louder, and Stella was looking around as if to see if someone was standing behind her that I was talking to instead. “Are—are you talking to me?”

It was extremely difficult to look her in her eyes when I felt a gravitational pull equal to that of a black hole tempting my eyes downward. “I hope so,” I answered.

“Oh. Oh—wow. Umm. Ah. Aha. Sorry. I—I really wasn’t—I should have done my hair better.” She reached up to start fidgeting with her hair. “Oh. Oh, gosh. Um. Hi. Yes, hello.” She checked me out with reddened cheeks and gulped. “Woah.” She pinched her cheek. “You—you’re real.”

I was starting to feel as flustered as her. “As far as I’m aware, I am.”

Stella looked to her left and then her right where her coworkers were. “You—the girls in line would have let you skip them. You don’t have to use me just because I’m the only one available. My coworkers are like, crazy beautiful, yeah? Way better than—”

“I would have waited for you even if there was a line.”

Stella looked at her coworkers again. Fortunately, they were chill since they each winked and gave Stella thumbs ups with expressions that said, “You go girl! Now’s your chance!” It was nice to see girls be supportive of each other as opposed to the legions of snarling, starving beasts behind me who Lupa was still holding off with her glaring.

Stella then blinked a few times, fidgeted with her hair, looked at me, looked away, fidgeted with her hair some more, and then said, “S—so like… um… how—how can I help you?”

“I wanted to check for quests and to see if there were any invaders in—”

“Gods, you’re hot.”

I did a double take hearing that. “I’m what now?” Obviously, I heard her, but I had a feeling she didn’t realize she said it herself.

“Di—did I say something? There’s… there’s no way I said that out loud, right? Aha, I was just, totally thinking that, definitely not saying it… right?”

“Yeah, don’t worry. All you said is that I’m freezing cold.”

Stella covered her face up with her hands and whined, “I totally said it out loud!”

Lupa then whispered to Rosie, “Does Master always flirt with other girls in front of his wives?”

Rosie whispered back, “I’m learning that he does at the same time as you.”

“We’re going to get a huge pack at this rate.”

“The percentage of single women is going to drop like crazy all because of one man…”

“At least Master is beating the halfcon accusations going after girls like this.”

“True, at least there’s that.”

Lupa was joining in on teasing me, apparently. Still, I was happy to beat those accusations.

I cleared my throat and asked Stella, “By the way, did you know there’s an invader in Forgotten Cemetery?”

Stella got serious after hearing that, switching into proper business mode despite how flustered she was up until then. “Yes. We have received numerous reports on the matter, and there is an active quest to defeat it. Did you encounter it?”

“Yeah. It was level fourteen, this giant hyena, called Scavenger of the Cemetery.”

“I see… its level has gone up again, but it should be stuck at that level assuming it doesn’t relocate.”

“I don’t know if others know this, but the smaller hyenas in its pack can be distracted with bones dropped from the skeletons there.” I reached an arm around Rosie’s shoulders to hold her against me. “Rosie here is responsible for figuring that out.”

“I see. I will add that information to the report. Thank you. Is there anything else you learned about it?”

“We encountered it shortly after entering the Grove of the Lost, but that’s all I can think of.”

“We already have that marked as its territory, but still, further confirmation is always appreciated. You also mentioned wanting to check for quests and invaders of another dungeon, yeah?”

“Yeah. We’re heading over to—” I realized that if I said it out loud, there might be some annoying girls who followed us there, so I leaned in and whispered to Stella, “Twisting Woods.”

Apparently, getting close enough to whisper took Stella out of her professional mode. “I—I see. I—umm, I’ll check that for you.”

Stella had written down a note about the bones and hyenas, so she went to put her pencil away before checking on those other things for me. But being as clumsy as she was in the game, she ended up dropping the pencil.

And it went straight into her cleavage.

Like, it fully disappeared inside there. How was that even possible? The friction between her skin and the pencil should have been enough to stop it from sinking like that. This world’s physics were as beautiful as they were nonsensical.

Stella went red after that, too, and she hurried to dig her hand down into her cleavage to find it.

Again, despite it being a pencil that she just dropped, she was having trouble finding it. This meant she ended up moving her breasts around all over inside her top, that they were already overflowing out of, as she dug around for the pencil.

It was impossible not to watch.

She noticed me watching, too, and blushed even harder from it as she tried even more intensely to find the pencil.

“Master really loves boobs,” Lupa said out of nowhere, causing me to look at her. That was how I found out she was bent over to get a closer look at my crotch from the side. “It’s still getting bigger… Master is impressive.”

“Lu-Lupa!” Rosie whined. “That’s—… how?” Rosie was staring down at my crotch, too. “That… there’s no way that’s real…”

The frantic whispering of girls saying they had to see it too grew louder and closer, prompting Rosie and Lupa to turn around and stand on each side of me to guard me and my bulge from everyone else’s eyes.

I was the one covering up my face from embarrassment at that point.

Yes, I was incredibly happy, but I was still embarrassed. I was pretty sure even the most confident men in the world would still get a little flustered if a whole room of attractive women were trying to see their dicks.

I then heard Lupa tell Stella, “I have a lot to learn from you, guild girl—no, Teacher.”

The situation was absolutely absurd beyond what I ever could have expected even for Seth’s writing. Still, I finally uncovered my face and—

“So… cute,” Stella said, her gaze transfixed on my face. At that point, she had her pencil lifted halfway out from her cleavage, but the other half was still buried between those mountains. “Your eyes already went down again… you really do like these, don’t you?” Stella subtly slid the pencil up and down between her breasts, and I was, obviously, completely incapable of looking away. “Hehe… that expression is super cute.” A switch must have been flipped that transformed her from being shy and flustered into confident and teasing. That teasing personality of hers was what I was most familiar with from the game. “Hey, my eyes are up here, you know. Or is there something distracting you from looking me in the eyes?”

I started to tear my eyes away from her chest with much force—with every last ounce of my willpower that I could muster.

“Oops, I dropped my pencil again.”

And then I failed.

Stella’s breasts in person instead of through a screen were the greatest twin bosses of any encounter I ever experienced before. No amount of min-maxing and cheese could protect me from them.

“Mister Adventurer, didn’t you want information about a dungeon?” Stella asked. “Or maybe you want to accept my quest to find my pencil?”

Stella wasn’t a cat girl.

She was a succubus.

She had to be.

Seth simply forgot to mention it in the game.

There was no way that a girl with this kind of teasing charm wasn’t a succubus.

But.

But!

There was something I loved even more than breasts large enough to completely hide my head between! There was something I fantasized about even more than getting lost inside the dungeon of her cleavage!

And that was dungeons!

I wasn’t going to let a succubus tempt me away from the path I was destined to walk down!

At least, not until after the dungeon.

I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and looked into Stella’s eyes with all of my resolve. “So, how about that dungeon,” I said.

Stella’s expression shifted from teasing to worried. “I—I’m sorry, did… I—I didn’t make you uncomfortable, did I? Did I go too far? I—”

“The way you’ve made me feel in my pants is something I probably shouldn’t admit in public for my own safety, but I promise you that this has become a cherished memory I will never forget. But also… there’s a dungeon waiting for me out there, and I love dungeons as much as I love lost pencils.”

Stella showed me a soft, sweet smile after hearing that. “Ah, geez, I keep getting in my own head. But seriously… what a weird guy to love both of those things.”

Lupa nodded and, as if she was proud of me, said, “Master is the weirdest guy in existence.”

Even Rosie joined in to say, “I’ve been calling him weird from the start.”

Stella then said, “I’ve never seen wives who are so comfortable talking around their husband before. Hey, Mister Adventurer. What’s your name?”

Did Rosie and Lupa really seem that comfortable around me? They just felt normal to me. “It’s Sev,” I answered. “And yours?” I already knew it, of course, but she didn’t know that and there was no reason for me to know it other than forbidden knowledge.

“It’s Stella. I’ve got some quests here for Twisting Woods, but in exchange for this information, I want you to come back here and tell me all about how it goes, okay?” She made sure to be quiet enough that nobody else could hear the dungeon’s name whenever she said it.

I felt excited just hearing that. “I’ll tell you as many dungeon stories as you want.”

Rosie leaned in front of me to tell Stella, “Be careful. This guy is a dungeon fanatic who can talk about them for hours.”

Stella chuckled hearing that. “Is that so? I’m looking forward to it.” Then she cleared her throat and got professional again, sliding a stack of papers across the counter for me to look through. “Here are all the quests available for Twisting Woods, and there are no invaders reported in its territory.” She leaned forward a bit which slid her breasts atop the counter, bringing them even closer to me as she tapped her finger against the top paper in the stack. “This quest just came in, so I put it on top.”

“I appreciate it.”

And as I reached to grab the papers, Stella whispered, “You know, if you come into a girl’s life like this and don’t shoot her down right away, she’s going to think it’s fate and get attached. We’re so starved for attention that we’ll fall in love over the littlest bit of it.” She didn’t look at me when she whispered that. If anything, it was like she was talking to herself as she looked down at the quests while sliding her finger in a circle atop them.

“I wouldn’t be acting like this with you if I didn’t want that to happen,” I whispered back.

“You’ll regret making me fall for you, you know? I’m super clingy and will spam your phone all day with stupid memes, and I’ll think you hate me if you take too long to reply.”

“I’ll look forward to that… once I have a phone.”

Stella looked up straight into my eyes. “You… you don’t have a phone? Are you for real?”

“For realsies.”

“Seriously?”

“So cereal.”

“Someone… someone can exist in the modern day who doesn’t have a phone? Wh—how? That’s so weird…” For once, I felt like someone was calling me weird in a non-endearing way.

But I liked that. “You’ll have to help me pick out a good phone. I have no idea which ones are good around here.”

“That’s so crazy.”

Lupa raised her hand and said, “I don’t have one, either.”

“For real?!”

“Mm.”

Stella looked at Rosie next.

Rosie shook her head and pulled out her phone. “I’m normal, don’t worry.”

Stella let out a relieved sigh. “I was seriously going to start thinking I woke up in an alternate dimension or something if none of you had phones. Anyways, I’ll take you out to get phones tomorrow.” More and more of her bold side was coming out.

“Already planning our first date?” I asked.

“The first date comes after. Getting a phone is way too serious to take lightly. Phones are like, an extension of the soul.” Then she looked at Lupa. “You’re coming too. Everyone needs a phone.”

“Mm. Okay,” Lupa replied.

“Anyways, for these quests,” Stella paused and got real serious, “repeat after me, ‘I will complete an intent to complete form. I will not see a quest and decide to complete it without filling out an intent to complete form. If I do complete a quest without submitting an intent to complete form, I will not complain when I am refused the reward for the quest.’”

Both of Stella’s coworkers had that, “Here she goes again,” look on their faces as they sighed to themselves.

But sorry.

I couldn’t resist.

“So,” I said, “I don’t need to fill out a form to complete a quest?”

“No gods will protect you from me if you don’t,” Stella answered.

“I’m just kidding. I’ll make sure to fill out the form.”

Stella let out a relieved sigh. “Thank you. Even if you don’t accept any quests, thank you.”

“By the way, what if someone gave me a job without having a proper quest or form or anything?”

“If it involves a dungeon, then it is an unregulated quest, and both the quest giver and adventurer may be banned from using the guild’s services.”

Lupa maintained a totally straight face hearing that, but Rosie… Rosie would never get to come along for any bank heist fantasies. “Got it,” I said. “We’ll look through these quests now.”

Stella pointed to the wall alongside the left of the lobby where a bunch of different papers and announcements were posted. “On the right side there, you can pick up the intent to complete form and a pencil. Drop it off with me once you’re ready.”

“Will do.”

With that, the three of us went to find a table to sit at so we could look through the quests. A few girls tried approaching us, but Lupa made sure none of them got close.

As for the quests, there wasn’t anything too interesting in them. I recognized a couple from the game while others were brand new, but they were equally generic. Typical quests. Things like, “Bring back X amount of Y and get paid Z.” The only quest that wasn’t too generic was the one on top that Stella told me about. It was a quest for recovering someone’s sword that they dropped while running away in the dungeon.

It sounded easy enough.

So, I went over, grabbed a couple of those forms Stella told us about, and filled out the information. That information included: our full names, our levels, signatures, the date—typical paperwork stuff.

Then I took the forms back to Stella, alongside the quests, and said, “Here we go. Does filling out these forms mean that I’ve made you fall in love with me out of appreciation for following procedure?”

“You have no idea how turned on I am from a man who can do the required paperwork,” Stella said, laughing a little afterward. “But seriously, I swear, no matter how many times I remind people to fill the forms out, they don’t. Anyways, let me just give these a quick look and… alright, everything’s good!” With that, she pulled out an ink stamper, dipped it in ink, and then stamped each of the accepted quests.

Each quest then popped up in the system as she went.

//Quest: Twisting Woods #3758

//Order: 15 Hog Meat

//Reward: 30 Silver

//Notes: None.

//Quest: Twisting Woods #3763

//Order: 40 Hickory Logs

//Reward: 1 Gold, 12 Silver

//Notes: Will pay an extra 10 silver per HQ log.

//Quest: Twisting Woods #3764

//Order: 20 Hog Hide

//Reward: 45 Silver

//Notes: None

//Quest: Twisting Woods #3768

//Order: Iron Sword (+2) with “C.A.” etched into blade.

//Reward: 3 Silver, 47 Copper

//Notes: PLEASE GET MY SWORD BACK FROM THE BOSS ROOM! THIS WAS MY MOM’S SWORD AND I DON’T WANT TO LOSE IT! I PROMISE I’LL NEVER TAKE IT OUT AGAIN AND RISK LOSING IT IF YOU BRING IT BACK!!!

Seeing each quest simply have a number for a name made the whole thing feel very… corporate. Like they were IT tickets or something. Well, I never worked in IT before—I never worked in anything before, so maybe that wasn’t the best comparison, but it was what I thought of going by what other people said about working tech support on the internet.

But it made sense. If there were thousands of quests for mundane things like this, then there was no way every single one of them was going to get a proper, quest-y sounding name.

“I’m happy you accepted that latest one,” Stella said. “The poor girl came in here crying because she lost her sword, and she said that was all the money she could afford to offer for payment.” Then she winked at me. “But I told her I was sure a brave adventurer would bring her back her mom’s sword for sure.”

“Honestly, a reward isn’t even needed for this,” I said. “Is there a way to reject the reward?”

Stella shook her head. “The reward has already been deposited, and the guild keeps all unclaimed rewards.”

“Even when an adventurer completes a quest without submitting the form?”

“… we get a lot of our funding from adventurers not submitting the right forms, but it’s not like we don’t constantly remind them to do it!”

“In that case, is there any way I can put in a quest for her to accept where the only requirement is to accept the quest and claim the reward?”

Stella smiled and let out a little sigh. “You’re a real sweet guy, aren’t you?”

“I just feel bad taking all of a girl’s money for something like this.”

“Don’t worry about it, mmk? I’ll figure something out for you.”

“Got it. I’ll leave it to you then, Stella.”

Stella closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “Hearing you say my name is way too powerful.”

“I wonder how you’ll react when I whisper it in your ear.”

Stella opened her eyes once I said that, but I was already walking backward with Rosie and Lupa to go to the dungeon. Still, at least I got to see that nervous, excited smile of Stella’s before leaving.

“Master loves flirting,” Lupa said.

Rosie nodded. “He’s seriously addicted to it.”

I couldn’t deny their claims.


Chapter Twelve

A Legendary Vision

[Entering Dungeon]

[Twisting Woods]

[Recommended Levels: 4 – 9]

Twisting Woods was another one of the super easy, straightforward dungeons. To classify them a little while excluding unlockable, higher-level routes:

Level 1 – 5 dungeons were the tutorial dungeons, basically. There was only a single path that led to a single boss. They only had one normal spawn and one rare spawn outside of the boss. They were meant to be completed in under fifteen minutes at most. They sometimes had treasure chests that spawned.

Level 4 – 9 dungeons were only a step above the tutorial dungeons. They had optional paths that led to more mob variety and more potential treasure chests, but still only one boss. They were also meant to be completed in around fifteen minutes.

Level 9 – 15 dungeons were another small step up in difficulty. They had more paths, an optional mini boss, and two main bosses that had to be defeated in order. There were always at least a couple of treasure chests around, and traps started spawning in these dungeons. A quick run would take around fifteen minutes still, but a full run would take around thirty.

They didn’t change too much from one another after that aside from getting longer and more complex which also meant their level ranges became wider. For example, the next range after 9 – 15 was 15 – 25, then 25 – 40, then 40 – 60, and the ranges pretty much stayed in increments of 20 until endgame.

But once the 25 – 40 range was reached, those dungeons were the size of five dungeons from the 9 – 15 range, and doing a single route without anything optional took around 45 minutes on average. Full clears took multiple hours unless the player was over-leveled and overgeared, or using cheese or speedrun strategies.

And again, that wasn’t counting anything like secret, higher-level areas that could be unlocked in those dungeons for each tier.

I couldn’t really refute the people who claimed that the beginning dungeons were a bit too simple and easy. However, in the game, it only took an hour to get to level 15, choose a class, and to start going into more interesting dungeons. Then people got hooked on just how perfect of a dungeon crawler Custom Dungeon World was. One hour of kind of slow gameplay led to hundreds to thousands of hours of incredible dungeon crawling.

The same could be said about the class and skill system. There really wasn’t much in the way of skills before acquiring a class. But once a class was acquired, there was a ton of fun, depth, and variety there.

Ah, I couldn’t wait.

“This is what I call his ‘dungeon fanboy mode,’” Rosie said as her and Lupa stood in front of me staring at my face.

“Cute,” Lupa said.

“See? Now he’s blushing a little which proves I’m right. He was lost in thought about dungeons. Again.”

I stepped between them and onto the natural path in front of us so that they couldn’t see my face anymore. “It’s only natural to get lost in thought when it comes to a dungeon. How could anyone look at all of this and not appreciate how amazing it is?!”

We were in a forest full of old, beautiful trees that reached higher than most buildings in the city! I could barely even see the sky peeking through the canopy! And there was so much life! Insects, birds, scurrying critters, and the occasional sound of wind brushing through the trees was an orchestra to the ears! And then there was the scent! The scent of nature!

“It’s amazing!” I declared, spinning around to face the girls with my arms dramatically held out past my sides.

Lupa looked around for a bit before saying, “It’s a forest.”

Rosie nodded. “I played in a forest like this with my sister all the time as a kid.”

“Mm. Forests are fun.”

I sighed and said, “Well, sorry for being the loner who spent his whole life stuck in bed.” I kicked one of the rocks on the ground to playfully pout and act a little immature, but then I saw a stick and picked it up. “This is the first time I’ve ever held a stick. I used to see so many guys post things on the internet about finding and collecting awesome sticks, but here I am, almost in my thirties and I’m only touching a stick for the first time.” I turned the stick around and saw a spider on it, and that spider was quick to climb onto my finger.

Rosie stepped back when she saw it.

“Sorry, did I disturb you?” I asked the spider before putting the stick back in front of it. Once the spider climbed back onto the stick, I placed it back on the ground next to the path. “There you go.”

“You—you’re not afraid of spiders?” Rosie asked.

“I love spiders. Didn’t always, though. I used to be terrified of them.”

“What… how’d you get over that fear?”

“One time, I was on this new medication that reacted weird with something else I was on, and so my limbs were all numb—more than usual, and I couldn’t move anything. It was also the middle of the night. Anyways, this huge spider crawled on top of me and I couldn’t get it off, so all I could do was scream for a nurse to come help me, but the nurse on duty was at the opposite end checking on someone else. Eventually, it climbed up onto my face, so I had to close my mouth so it couldn’t crawl inside, and… well, I guess spiders stop being scary once they crawl all over your body and face without hurting you. It stayed on my face for a long time, by the way.”

“The more I learn about everything you’ve been through… the more sorry I feel for you.”

“It is what it is.”

Lupa looked like she was curious since she still didn’t know about my past, but I planned on telling her soon. She did, however, say, “Sorry, Master.”

“What for?”

“Just because I’m used to the forest doesn’t mean it’s not beautiful. I’ll do my best to appreciate it with you.”

Rosie’s ears twitched when she heard that and then took a downward turn. “I… sorry,” she said. “I downplayed it even though you’re so excited about it. I wouldn’t like it if someone did that to something I was excited about.”

“H-hey,” I said. “Don’t worry, it’s fine. I can’t expect you two to get hyped up with me over every single little thing. I’m the weird one, not you.”

“I don’t care. I want to get excited with you and share your passion. One, because I care about you, and two… I think it’s a beautiful way to live. S-so… I’m not going to downplay anything you like again.”

“It’s fine, seriously. It wasn’t like you insulted me or anything. I was just acting a little immature on purpose for fun.”

Lupa shook her head. “Master’s body language doesn’t lie. We hurt your feelings.”

I looked away and scratched my cheek. “It’s not a big deal.”

“Your body language still isn’t lying.”

“I’m just embarrassed at this point, alright? Let’s focus on the dungeon. Thank you for apologizing even though you didn’t need to.”

Rosie grabbed onto my arm. “What a pain we must be, wanting to make sure you’re happy and apologizing when we hurt you.”

“Mm.” Lupa grabbed onto my other arm. “We’re the worst.”

I squirmed, but there was no escape. “We can’t fight monsters if you’re holding onto me like this.”

Rosie pressed her chest against my arm nice and firmly. “I don’t see any monsters yet. Do you, Lupa?”

Lupa shook her head. “None.”

I had two beautiful women clinging to my arms, purposely pressing their breasts against them, while doing their best to cheer me up after I got just a little hurt over something so immature.

I was far too fortunate to have them.

The clinging came to an end once the first monster came into sight. What we needed were hogs, but what we got was a goblin. A short, green, ugly little thing covered in warts with an elongated head and an even longer nose.

“Fun fact,” I said. “Seth hated goblin rape hentai, but he was also annoyed by everyone obsessed with goblin girls, so he made goblins ugly and genderless so nobody got to win other than his fellow goblin haters. Of course, it was still the internet, so rule 34 demanded that porn existed of them anyways, but yeah. That’s why they look so ugly and killable. And why they reproduce by their warts. Not sure how that last part works, but it’s what the lore said.”

Lupa didn’t really have a reply to that, but Rosie said, “So, he made a race of creatures specifically to be killable since he had a grudge against them.”

“… Rosie, you’re great at making him sound like a piece of shit.”

“Good.”

“Well, they still exist regardless of his intentions, and they’re objectively evil...”

“I won’t complain about killing them, I’ll just complain about the god who created them in the first place.”

“Sounds good to me.”

The goblin finally noticed us and wasted no time baring its jagged teeth to snarl at us.

“Master, can I?” Lupa asked.

“It’s level four to your one,” I answered. “Think you can handle it?”

Lupa tilted her head. “It’s only a goblin.”

“But the level difference—”

“Levels aren’t everything.”

“Well, we’re here to back you up if you need it. Don’t hesitate to disengage and let us jump in if you need help.”

“Master is strange.”

Lupa drew her daggers after that. Then, almost too quickly to follow, she charged at the goblin who raised its wooden club to swing at her.

But she was too fast.

She sliced her dagger straight through the side of its neck while dodging from sheer speed. She followed up with another attack before the goblin could even turn around, and then flipped over it to stab again in quick succession with both of her daggers.

Sure, each attack only did a little bit of damage since she was only a level one using basic, un-enhanced weapons… but she was fighting on a level beyond anything I had seen so far.

I was pretty sure just from watching her that she would kick my ass if we dueled.

The goblin dropped dead before long.

“Mm,” Lupa said. “Just a goblin.”

I looked at Rosie and asked, “Did you see that?”

Rosie had eyes full of awe. “She’s so fast! And graceful! I felt like I was watching a master swordswoman dance around! But with daggers.”

“I mean, yeah, she was, but that speed and skill…”

“Lots of people have fighting experience without going into dungeons.”

“Do you really only gain experience from dungeons? Even if you kill hundreds of monsters outside of a dungeon?”

“Yep.”

“… huh.”

“Mm, Master,” Lupa said, now standing in front of me with her head lowered. “Praise me.”

“Good girl, Lupa.” I was happy to fulfill her request and made sure to pet her as well. “Seriously, that was awesome.”

“Mm.” Her tail started happily wagging.

“I was a little worried and figured we’d be carrying you, but I think you’re the one who’ll be carrying us if anything.”

“Mm.” Her tail wagged even faster. “I’m useful?”

“Extremely useful.”

“Good. Should I kill all the monsters in here?”

“I won’t say no, but… let me and Rosie get some experience too, alright? We don’t get credit if you don’t let us deal at least 10% of the damage.”

“Mm. Got it.”

I looked at Rosie. “Ready for a grinding session?”

Rosie pulled out her new mace with a smile. “Ready!”

With that, the grinding began.

17 Goblin Peons.

9 Great Hogs.

2 Elder Hogs.

That was the result of our grinding after only one hour. With Lupa there, we had nothing to worry about whatsoever, even against the elites of the dungeon—the Elder Hogs.

Rosie and I both made it to level ten, we got a nice amount of drops, and Lupa made it to level six. Her fighting against enemies who were all stronger than her, but still mostly within five levels of her, meant she got a serious boost to experience even in a party of three.

And while both me and Rosie sometimes took damage… Lupa never got hit even once. Even when there were moments where I thought she looked like she was about to get hit, she evaded the attacks as if it was second nature to her.

The bad news was that she made me feel a little incompetent.

The good news was that she fired me up to make me want to get even stronger.

But that was going to have to wait.

“Alright,” I said. “Let’s give that other party that entered a chance to get some killing done. We’ll head over to that grove we passed so I can do the gathering quests.”

“Mm. Got it,” Lupa said. Then she reached into her inventory and… pulled out one of the Goblin Ears we got.

Then she lifted it up in front of her face.

And then she bit into it.

“L—Lupa!” Rosie whined. “We can sell that! Don’t eat things we can sell!”

“Mm… but I’m hungry,” Lupa replied. “And I already bit this one.”

“Well, go ahead and finish that one, but don’t eat more! And those are ears! From goblins! You shouldn’t be eating something like those in the first place!”

“Meat is meat.”

I then asked, “Is there anything you won’t eat?”

“Feces.”

“I made that too easy. That’s on me.”

Lupa happily munched on the Goblin Ear while Rosie and I both looked away from the sight.

At least Lupa was happy. That was what mattered.

But I was never going to try one.

We made it back to the grove we passed through during our grinding session. It was a little clearing surrounded by trees that were a bit skinnier and straighter than the rest of the trees in the forest, and that meant they were the ones I was after.

Hickory trees.

The game made gathering nodes easy to spot, and it seemed like the real world did, too. It was impossible not to spot the trees amongst all the other ones that were there for the environment.

It also helped that the trees actually had a status when I looked at them unlike the rest of the trees in the forest.

[Hickory Tree]

[Level 5]

All gathering nodes started off as level 5, and they went up in increments of 5 right until endgame.

“You two can take a break,” I said to Rosie and Lupa. “Or go grind some more if you get bored. I’ll be fine here.”

Both girls looked at me like I was crazy for proposing that they leave me alone.

“You never split up in a dungeon,” Rosie said. “That’s like splitting up in a horror movie.”

Lupa nodded. “Won’t leave Master.”

“Well,” I said. “Let me know if you get bored and I’ll stop so we can go grind some more.”

While the girls did their own thing, which turned out to just be talking to each other about random things, I went ahead and took the axe out that Tabitha gave me and got to work.

Now, in the game, gathering was simple. It was a quick-time event of hitting the input when the swinging bar was perfectly lined up in the middle. The closer to the middle, the higher damage dealt to the tree, and the rewards were better the less total strikes it took to deplete its health. Hitting the green zone in the very middle also meant “High Quality” versions of the node’s material could drop which boosted the stats of whatever was made with them.

Was that going to be the same here? I had no idea.

With the axe held in my hands, I took a deep breath and swung!

…

The tree’s health dropped by 1%.

Even the worst possible swing in the game still did 5%.

I turned to look at the girls and asked, “Is—is this normal? I only did 1%. A bad swing should do at least 5%, and a good swing should do 25%.”

They both look confused again, and Rosie said, “Chopping trees down takes time.”

Right. Of course.

Chopping trees down took time. I had no idea.

…

I was pretty sure that back on Earth, a tree this thick would take nowhere near a hundred potential swings to chop down.

Was the world trying to be realistic or like a game?! Because it wasn’t doing either as far as I was concerned!

But it was too early to complain. Sure, it might have just implied it was going to take a hundred swings, but maybe trees gave way more wood as a result. They only gave four logs back in the game, sometimes five, but maybe it’d give me twenty or so to compensate me for the extra effort required.

There was only one way to find out.

I swung again.

98% left.

…

…

“My arms are on fire,” I said at the 35% mark.

“Want me to switch with you?” Rosie asked.

“I—I’ve got this. Only… only thirty-five more swings. I… can do this.”

I got back to work.

…

…

3%.

Each swing took at least ten seconds of physically and mentally preparing myself.

2%.

Two more. Just two more.

1%.

Finally, after I had no idea how long, I was right there. Just… one more chop, and then I would be rewarded for all of my effort.

I took a deep breath and swung my axe to victory.

The tree fell to the ground following a satisfying crack and then…

[Hickory Log x4 added to inventory.]

Four.

Four?

Four.

Only four.

What took only a few seconds in the game for four logs took me too long and burning arms for the same amount.

“Did… did I do something wrong?” I asked.

“Well, your form was pretty bad,” Rosie answered. “But it still takes time even with good form. That’s why most people accepting gathering quests come out with whole parties equipped with tools so they can all damage the node at once.”

“I would have bought you axes… if I had known that. And I wouldn’t have accepted… that other gathering quest. Four logs per tree… forty for the new quest… twenty for Tabitha. That’s… fourteen more trees.”

“Can… can you let me do it, please?”

I walked over to Rosie, traded her the axe, and sat down with my back against one of the environmental trees.

Lupa was the one to pet my head this time. “Good job, Master.”

“Thanks… Lupa,” I said. “I—”

Rosie swung the axe into another tree. “Ooh! I’ve gotten way stronger than I realized! I can do four a swing now!”

“How?!” I had enough energy to shout due to the unfairness of the situation, apparently.

“Well, gathering isn’t really related to the system other than needing a good enough tool. It depends on your actual strength more than your stats and level.” Rosie started looking pretty smug and proud of herself. “I’m pretty strong, you know. I grew up in the countryside doing all sorts of tough work.”

“Mm, can I try?” Lupa asked.

“Sure!”

Lupa went over to Rosie, they traded the axe, and then Lupa swung at the tree. “Mm. Two. Rosie is strong. Super strong.”

“Hehehe.” That smug pride of Rosie was frustrating.

Even Lupa did twice as much damage to the tree as me. Did that mean Lupa was twice as strong as me, and then Rosie was twice as strong as Lupa? Was that how it worked?

Or maybe it actually was a stat thing?

“Lupa, did you put any points into strength, or is it still at one?” I asked.

Lupa shook her head. “Haven’t put any points into stats yet. Don’t know what to pick.”

So, no, it wasn’t because of some numerical value.

Lupa was just that much stronger than me, and Rosie was even stronger than both of us.

“I’ll have these trees chopped down in no time!” Rosie announced. “Finally, it’s my turn to show off!”

“Lupa,” I said. “Comfort me.”

Lupa crouched down in front of me to pet my head some more. “There, there,” she said. “It’s okay. It’s natural for men to be weaker than women. Our bodies are built different.”

“Hey, Lupa, the ‘there, there,’ was cute, but everything after that did the opposite of comfort me.”

“There, there.”

“You can’t just repeat that to override everything else you said.”

“Mm. Comforting someone is hard.”

At least she tried her best.

Plus being on the receiving end of petting was pretty nice. No wonder dogs, and Lupa, liked it so much.

Rosie had all those trees down in no time at all, and she could not have looked more smug about it if she tried.

She so obviously wanted us to praise her that I almost didn’t want to.

But, I did. She deserved it.

“Good job,” I said.

“Hmhmm, more!” Rosie demanded with a cheeky smile. “Tell me how useful I am!”

“You’re super useful. The most useful woodcutter ever.”

“Good, good. That’s better, but I’m not satisfied. Tell me I’m cute!”

“You’re the cutest, strongest, most useful woodcutter ever.”

“Ooh, that’s nice, that’s nice, but I feel we could add more. Let’s see… maybe something like, ‘Oh, Rosie, you are so humble and nobody sees just how incredible you are, but I do, because I love you and can never take my eyes off of how amazing you are.’”

“You’re starting to break character.”

Rosie narrowed her eyes at me. “I’m a real person, not a game character. Now, get to it. My humble self needs the praise.”

I let out a fake sigh to act annoyed before saying, “Oh, Rosie, you are so humble. Truly the most humble girl I have ever met. Nobody else sees just how incredible you are, but I do, because I love you and can never take my eyes off of how amazing you are, for you are the cutest, strongest, most useful woodcutter ever whose kindness and strength are only matched by how humble you are.”

“Hmm… nine points! Very nice. Could be better, but almost perfect.”

Both Lupa and I had pretty unamused expressions while Rosie looked terribly smug. Even so, Lupa whispered something into my ear, and I nodded in response before standing up and walking over to Rosie.

“Here,” I said, placing my hand on top of Rosie’s head between her horns. “Does this get me the tenth point?”

“I—I’m not Lupa, you know,” Rosie whined. Her ears still flapped and her tail swished around, though. “Hehe… but that did earn you the tenth point.”

“Good. Now wipe that smugly superior look off your face before I tell Lupa to run wild and kill everything, making us both feel inferior.

“Give me five more minutes of feeling this way. I’ve earned it. After all, I chopped down alllll those trees without breaking a sweat!”

“Alright. Five more minutes of being smug.”

“Now tell me how cool and strong and cute I am. Oh, and,” Rosie looked at Lupa, “you need to praise me, too. Don’t think you get to stay out of my praise session just because you’re another girl.”

“Mm. Rosie is strong and cool and cute,” Lupa said.

“Ah… this is the best.”

Lupa came up to me, leaned up, and whispered something into my ear again. She whispered an incredible plan that I nodded in response to.

“I have no idea what I’d have done without you, Rosie,” I said, making sure to lower my voice a little as I leaned in closer to her. “How am I supposed to resist falling in love with someone as cool as you?”

Rosie started blushing. “He-hehe, well—”

Lupa’s turn. “Rosie is cool. Rosie is awesome. Rosie is super strong. Even stronger than me. I want to be more like you,” she whispered into Rosie’s ear.

“Thi—this is—”

My turn. I got closer to the ear opposite of Lupa and whispered, “Seeing you work so hard for us makes me want to reward you. I wonder what kind of reward I could give you? I’d do anything for you, Rosie.”

“W-w—wait! This—this is too much!”

Lupa’s turn. “I’ll tie Master up for you so you can do whatever you want to him.”

Rosie was officially pure red at that point and had to jump away to put distance between herself and us. “O-okay! I’m good! That’s enough—that’s enough being smug and needing praise now!”

Lupa and I looked at each other again and nodded.

We weren’t done yet.

Rosie still had about four more minutes of “praise” to get through.

In the end, me and Lupa were the ones feeling smugly proud as we stood there with our backs to Rosie, giving each other a fist bump.

All we did was whisper more compliments and suggestive things to Rosie, and that put her into a panting, sweating state on the ground with such shaky legs that she stopped being able to stand about two minutes in.

“We make a good team, Lupa,” I said.

“Mm,” Lupa replied.

As for Rosie, she finally managed to stand up again while saying, “I—I don’t know if I should be annoyed that you turned that against me… or thankful. A-anyways… we—we have all the wood now, so…”

“That’s right,” I said. “It’s time to kill more monsters. Then we can hit up the boss. You ready?”

“Going from… that, to killing monsters… you’re going to make my brain form weird connections.”

“I fail to see the problem with that.”

Lupa nodded. “Mm.”

“Lupa, if I pet your head and call you a good girl every time after you kill a monster, will that train you into being the ultimate dungeon grinding partner?”

“No woman could resist that.”

“In that case, I’ll have to train both of you like that.”

Rosie whined and huffed and said, “I’m not—!”

“Alright, I won’t do that for you.”

“H-hang on, wait… I didn’t tell you not to do it…”

“So cute.”

Lupa nodded. “Cute.”

Rosie started turning red again and stomped her foot against the ground. “Ah, geez! I’m going ahead! The tank is supposed to lead the way anyways!”

“Master.” Lupa looked up at me. “Teasing Rosie is fun.”

“Isn’t it?” I asked back.

“Mm. Let’s tease her together again sometime.”

“Definitely.”

And so, the dungeon grinding continued for another couple of hours. Rosie and I leveled up again, and Lupa got another three levels. That put me and Rosie at level eleven with Lupa at nine.

We also came across two treasure chests, but neither one had any good drops for us. One chest had an uncommon bow while the other had an uncommon staff. The potions and coins we got from each one were nice, but it was always a little disappointing to open a chest only to not get anything good out of it.

We did, however, get a rare drop from one of the Elder Hogs we killed. It was a tusk that could be crafted into necklace that boosted raw damage, so I figured we’d get that for Lupa once we were out of the dungeon.

But first came the boss.

The boss was all that was left, plus the sword for the quest was in its room, so it was time to go kill it.

After checking with the others to make sure they were ready, we stepped through the fog and entered the boss arena.

In the game, it was a cutscene. Here, it was the real deal. A goblin wearing a war mask made out of bone riding atop a hog came jumping over a fallen tree, a wooden shield in its left hand with a spiked club in its right hand.

[Nitchit, Hog Rider]

[Level 9 | Boss]

To think that this weak looking goblin was on the same level as Otto felt like an insult to him.

“It’s another goblin,” Lupa said, sounding a little disappointed.

“It’s a goblin riding an oversized pig,” I said, correcting her.

“Mm.”

Rosie then called out, “Over there!” And looking at where she pointed, I saw the sword for the quest.

“Alright,” I said. “Let’s kill the boss and get back to the guild.”

Rosie looked at me and said, “No soloing it this time. I want to actually be helpful.”

I kind of wanted to see if Lupa could solo the boss, but—well, I knew she could, and I didn’t want to leave Rosie out, so we’d do it the proper way.

“Whenever you’re ready, Rosie,” I said.

Rosie nodded and charged into action.

The goblin boss’s hog crashed into the ground, tossing the goblin off in the process who let go of his hammer while falling. That same hammer the boss tried attacking us with then flipped around in the air a couple of times before bonking himself in the back of his head, marking the end of the fight just like in the game.

I wondered if he always fell like that since it was a real world now.

[Dungeon Cleared]

Rosie looked down at her mace and asked, “Is… it really over already?”

“Yep,” I said, putting my sickle away.

“But… that was so easy.”

“Did you expect anything else after seeing how Lupa fought? And not only do we have Lupa who is crazy good, but you got a new weapon from Otto.”

“Are… most adventurers really happy fighting such easy monsters every day for a living? Don’t they get bored? Don’t they want to feel the excitement of going against harder and harder enemies?”

“There’s the adventurous spirit I love to see.” Though, I was perfectly happy to farm low-level dungeons without getting bored. I was probably going to farm all the low-level dungeons for every single drop sometime just for the sake of being a completionist.

“Goblins, easy,” Lupa said. “Never a challenge.”

Well, there certainly were some goblins who could get spicy with their threat level, but I wasn’t going to ruin the surprise for Lupa.

“Chopping those trees was more challenging than this boss,” Rosie said. “I’m… going to go grab the sword. You guys can loot the boss.”

Poor Rosie. She had to watch me solo a boss and then when she did get to fight another boss, it was a total pushover thanks to our gear, experience, and… well, Lupa. Lupa was the main contributing factor for why it was so much easier.

“Would you like the honor of robbing the boss’s bank?” I asked Lupa.

“Too weak,” Lupa said. “Not enough security. No guards.”

“I see you have high standards for bank robbing.”

“Mm.”

“You know, Lupa, one of the mid-game dungeons is actually an ancient vault full of traps and guards.”

Lupa’s tail began wagging. “When can we do it? Can we do it tomorrow? Or today?”

“We’ll need to be at least level seventy for it.”

And just like that, Lupa’s ears flattened against her head and her tail drooped down to almost between her legs. “Mm…”

“That was the most adorable, sad sounding ‘mm’ I’ve ever heard from you.”

“Master got my hopes up… then crushed them. Master is cruel.”

“Sorry, but at least now you get to look forward to it in the future.”

“Mm… I guess…”

Well, since neither of them wanted the honors of looting the boss, I went ahead and did it.

There were the usual potions and coins, but then…

“… seriously?” I asked.

Lupa and Rosie suddenly had a lot more life in them. They must have realized I wouldn’t have sounded so surprised if it wasn’t a big deal.

“Our first time killing the boss… and we got the legendary drop.”

“A legendary?!” Rosie asked. “What is it?! What is it?! Is it a cool weapon?! Or an awesome material to craft with?!”

Lupa then asked, “Is it a key to a vault? Is it a map to buried treasure?”

And I said, “It’s… it’s so beautiful,” before pulling it out and showing it to the girls, proudly holding it in both of my hands.

“…”

“…”

Rosie and Lupa went from excited to even more disappointed than before in an instant.

For what I held in my hands was…

//Nitchit, Hog Rider Plushie

//Type: Collectable (Legendary)

//A plushie of the first goblin ever smart enough to try and ride a hog… and survive. Plushie hog mount included.

I was so excited that, if I had a tail like Lupa, it would have wagged rapidly enough to break. “Do you have any idea how rare this is?! Boss plushies only have a 0.05% chance to drop! Even if you get the special Plushie Hunter ring, that only boosts the drop rate up to 0.5%! I’ve had to do some dungeons over four hundred times before to get a drop! There’s even a challenge called, ‘The Ultimate Masochist Collection Challenge,’ and I never even completed it since some of endgame and post-endgame took hours to complete even with cheese builds, but the drop rate was still so low! But now that I’m in this world… I can finally complete the challenge. I can collect every single collectable, every single plushie included, and show my collection off to everyone! Wait, that’s what I’ll do. I—I just saw a vision. A vision of me opening a museum for dungeon collectables, and I’ll have an entire wing of the museum dedicated to being a giant collection of every legendary plushie drop in the world! Wait, doesn’t that sound like a great idea? I could also put every single item on display in there. A collection of everything from dungeons… the museum is going to be huge. Probably the size of a city if not bigger. Wait, but if I put everything in a museum, it might take the fun away from everyone who wants to explore dungeons themselves to find out what’s in them… but there are even more people who’ll never step foot in a dungeon who might want to see… but would those people be able to appreciate a plushie collection of dungeon bosses? Hmm…”

“Rosie,” Lupa said, tugging on Rosie’s arm with one hand while pointing at me with her other hand. “How is it possible for Master to be so cute?”

Rosie sighed and answered, “I don’t know, but… even if I’m getting hyped up to collect plushies after hearing how excited he is.”

I disregarded that bit about being cute and shoved the plushie into Rosie’s arms. “It doesn’t matter what the actual item is! Getting a drop this legendary is one of the greatest feelings in the world! This is what dungeon diving is all about! The loot! Sure, the adventures and dangers are part of the fun, but getting a drop like this instantly makes everything before it feel a million times more satisfying! I feel like chopping trees until my arms fall off now!” I took the plushie back from her. “I—I’m so happy to have found you,” I told the plushie, rubbing it against my face while crying. “This happiness—this pure joy… I’m so happy to be alive. Ah… I love collecting collectables…”

“Rosie,” Lupa said. “I want to pounce Master.”

“Hold it in, Lupa,” Rosie replied. “We—we can’t interrupt such a pure moment with our desires.”

Oh, right. There were also two other items.

//Nitchit’s War Mask

//Type: Armor [Head] (Rare)

//Requirements: Level 7

//13 Defense | 20 Strength | 8 Vitality

//Nitchit realized that the best way to be brave was to block 90% of his vision. Goblins aren’t smart enough to be afraid of what they can’t see.

//Nitchit’s Broken Shield

//Type: Material (Rare)

//The shield may be broken and have belonged to a goblin, but the wielder’s bravery can still be felt within.

“Aside from the plushie,” I said, “which I’m not handing over to anyone no matter how much money they offer me and no matter how much they beg me, you’re the one getting all the drop luck, Rosie. This helmet is probably good for you.”

Rosie sighed. “It really doesn’t feel deserved… again… but alright. There. It’s equipped.”

Nothing looked different, so she must have had her helmet hidden.

“Can you show your helmet?” I asked. “I’m curious how it looks.”

Rosie shrugged and messed with her system to enable the helmet display.

A rectangular, white war mask appeared over Rosie’s face, covering up everything except for the two, small slits in it for her eyes. “How is anyone supposed to see through this?! No wonder the boss was so easy!”

For the first time, I heard Lupa let out a little laugh. “Rosie… looks silly,” she said.

“Very silly,” I said.

With a huff and a puff, Rosie hid the mask and said, “This is why nobody shows their head equipment. They never look good.”

“Hiding is almost always a better option, but some look pretty cool. Anyways, we ready to go?”

Rosie and Lupa looked at my arms.

“Are you going to carry that plushie with you instead of put it in your inventory?” Rosie asked.

What a weird question. “Of course I am,” I answered. “I want everyone to see its beauty.”

“Mm, Master is even sillier,” Lupa said.

If showing off one of the rarest drops in the entire game made me silly, then so be it. I’d become the silliest man to ever exist!

I couldn’t wait to have an entire museum wing dedicated to boss plushies.


Chapter Thirteen

Forever & Ever

We made it back to the guild where Stella was ready to wave us over to her line with a bright smile.

“Se-seriously?” Stella asked after we handed over everything for the quests. “You completed all these quests in one day?”

“Yep,” I answered. “The hunting ones were easy, but… Rosie here can be thanked for the wood.”

Rosie’s smug smile came back.

“Woah, you guys are more efficient than the pros,” Stella said. “That’s crazy. Let me go ahead and get everything marked as complete, and then if you’ll take a seat to wait a few minutes, I’d super appreciate that. I won’t be the only one, either.” Stella winked at me.

I wasn’t sure what she was talking about, but I had no problem waiting.

So, we sat down at a table and waited.

The quests all popped up as completed after a few minutes, and the money from them was automatically split up and added to our inventories. We each made around sixty silver and still had all the excess materials to sell plus the reward we’d get from Tabitha. All in all, a pretty good haul.

I looked over at Stella to see if she needed us to do anything, but she held a finger up to tell us to wait another minute. I assumed that was what she meant, anyways.

Then about five minutes later, a young girl came with brown hair tied up in a ponytail with green eyes came running into the guild, panting and out of breath, rushing straight up to Stella. “My—my mom’s sword! Is it here?!”

Ah.

That was why Stella wanted us to wait.

Stella responded in a normal, indoor voice unlike the girl, so I couldn’t hear what was said, but I did see Stella hand the sword over before pointing at our table.

The girl looked shocked to see me, looked at Stella to confirm who nodded in reply, and then took a deep breath before coming over to us.

All of us thought the sight of her nervously approaching was pretty endearing.

Once the girl reached us, she stuttered out, “Th-th-tha-thank—thank you! For—for finding my mom’s sword!”

Rosie smacked my back and said, “This guy couldn’t resist accepting the quest as soon as he saw it.”

Lupa nodded to confirm. “Mm. Thank him.”

The girl was struggling to actually look at me, so maybe that was why the others told her that.

Still, the girl was younger than I thought. She looked like she couldn’t have been past her teens. Were girls that young really going into the dungeons? I mean, I could absolutely respect the commitment to adventuring at such a young age, but still.

“Th… th—thank you,” the girl said, red as a tomato as she tried her best to make eye contact with me. “I… never thought a guy would… do something like that.”

“It’s no big deal,” I said, placing my hand on top of her head while showing her a big smile. “Us adventurers have to look out for each other, right?”

The girl simply stared at me with wide eyes after that.

I might have made a mistake.

That was why I took my hand off her head and cleared my throat. Halflings were one thing. Girls younger than Rosie were an entirely different issue and I had zero interest whatsoever in giving anyone fuel to accuse me with. I needed to be a good role model to them, not accidentally give them the wrong signs.

“You were brave to make it all the way to the boss,” I said. “Don’t feel ashamed that you retreated, alright? If you don’t think you can win, there’s no shame in escaping to come back another day.”

The girl looked away after hearing that. “But… I’ll never become a real adventurer like my mom was if I run away. And I don’t want to risk losing her sword again… this is all I have left of her.”

Ah.

It was that kind of story.

She started to tear up, so I placed my hand back on her head to pat her a little just to comfort her. “I’m sure she’s proud of you, and even happier that you’re still alive,” I said. “Tell me, do you want to be an adventurer?”

“I—I do!” The girl, who was tearing up and too nervous to look at me just a moment ago, confidently looked into my eyes. “I want to be one!”

“Then here.” I opened a trade with her.

“This—wh—I—I can’t accept this!”

“I’ll toss that sword back to the boss if you don’t accept it.”

With a gulp, the girl accepted the trade. “Th-thank you…”

It was only fifty silver. One day’s work. Really, not even a full day’s work since that was from just a few quests in one of the two dungeons for the day, and I still had more money coming in from Tabitha. “Take that to buy yourself some new gear, potions, and to get a new weapon. I know you might want to use your mom’s sword, but get yourself something that you won’t worry about losing. Something cheap and replaceable. Actually… what’s your favorite weapon type?”

“U-umm… I—I don’t know. I’ve been using my mom’s sword since it’s all I’ve had, but…”

“You haven’t made enough money from the dungeons to buy something else?”

“I… my—my money… goes to my little sisters… I need to buy them food, so…”

Ah.

It was that kind of story.

I clapped my hands together, stood up, and said, “Alright! Let’s go out to eat. I know a place you and your sisters will love.”

The girl started looking around in confusion. “E-eh? But—what—"

“It’s the duty of adults to make sure kids don’t go hungry.”

“But you’re not—I’m not…”

“Your parent?”

The girl nodded.

“Where I’m from, we have this saying, ‘it takes a village.’ Us adults have to work together to take care of kids, even if they’re not ours. No kid deserves to go hungry.” It was time to take advantage of my growing celebrity status from… being a man. “I’ve got no respect for adults who see kids suffer without stepping in to help.” Just as I figured, most of the girls standing around watching looked away when they heard that. Hopefully, that encouraged at least a couple of them to help out in the future.

The girl couldn’t hold back her tears any longer.

She tossed her arms around me for a tight hug as she sobbed against my abdomen.

I wasn’t completely sure what the right thing to do was, but I did know what I could do to make her feel better if she was anything like I was back then.

“It’s alright,” I told her, stroking my fingers through the hair on the back of her head while resting my other hand on her shoulder. “Me and my friends here will get you and your sisters fed.”

The girl nodded against me before letting go. “S-sorry. I didn’t… mean to get my tears on you.”

I reached down and wiped the back of my finger under her eyes to wipe away the remaining tears. “That’s alright. It’s better that you don’t hold your tears in. If you want to cry, cry. Adventurers have to be brave, and it takes a lot of courage to be honest with your emotions. But at the same time, it’s an adult’s responsibility to make it so kids have nothing to cry about. Close your eyes, alright?”

The girl sniffled, nodded, and closed her eyes.

I went into my inventory. “Here, open your hands.” She opened her hands and, once she did, I said, “You can open your eyes.”

She opened her eyes and looked at what I gave her.

If I thought she looked shocked before when she found out I helped her and then I gave her the money, that was nothing compared to how she looked now. “This—this is—isn’t this a legendary?! And—and—and—with a really low drop rate?!”

Everyone in the guild was paying attention at that point. “You’ve got a good eye,” I said.

“I can’t accept this! This is—”

“You want me to toss your mom’s sword back into the dungeon?”

She hugged the plushie to her chest while shaking her head.

“Then keep this plushie. Whenever you feel like crying and you don’t have anyone to wipe your tears, you can count on this little guy.”

“H-how… how am I supposed to repay you?”

“By not. Kids don’t owe anything to adults. Actually, scratch that. If you want to repay me, take care of this plushie for me, alright?”

“I—I will! I promise! I’ll cherish it for the rest of my life…”

“That’s all I can ask for in return. Alright, let’s go grab your sisters and go out for dinner! I got enough spare meat from those hogs in there that we can order the extra good stuff for all of you.”

“Your—your name. Umm, what’s… your name?”

“Ah, right. Sorry, I should have introduced myself sooner. I’m Sev. And the two super cute girls with me are Rosie and Lupa.” Rosie and Lupa waved after I introduced them. It was the first time I looked back at them since talking to this girl, and… I wasn’t sure how to describe their expressions. Soft? Proud? I wasn’t sure.

“Sev… Sev,” the girl repeated to herself with a smile. “I’m—I’m Elma!”

“It’s nice to meet you, Elma.”

Following a pleased giggle, she reached one hand out to me while her other hand kept the plushie held to her chest. “I—I can take you to my sisters. If—if you’re sure about this…”

“Of course I am.” I took Elma’s hand. Mine dwarfed hers by comparison, but she still tightly gripped onto it, refusing to let go.

“Alright, we live close by, so let’s—let’s go.”

“Lead the way.”

While Elma was quick to drag me toward the exit, I looked back to wave to Stella with my free hand. She had the same, mysterious expression that Rosie and Lupa had, but she did wave back.

Elma took me and the others to her home. Fortunately, it looked like a pretty nice house. It was intact, clean, and not in a shady neighborhood or anything. However… there were five kids inside. All girls, of course, since that was the way the world worked. Even if there were ten kids, the chance of one being a boy was slim.

They were all amazed to meet me.

They were even more amazed when Elma explained to them that I was taking them out to dinner.

And, of course, where better to take them than Fredericka’s?

Fredericka was overjoyed to have so many kids in her restaurant at once. And once she found out what the situation was, she refused to let me pay a single copper.

We ate like kings for free. Well, not completely for free since I used the meat from the dungeon to order special meals for all the kids, but still.

Fredericka also scolded the girls. She ended up insisting that the girls come to her whenever they got hungry. It was on the house. After all, Fredericka wasn’t the kind of woman who would ever let kids go hungry, and she definitely wouldn’t make them pay for food.

We walked the girls back home after that. I wasn’t sure about letting a bunch of kids live together alone without an adult, but I wasn’t about to bring five kids back to Rosie’s place for her parents to watch after. Besides, their house was actually kind of nicer than Rosie’s parents’ was.

Now, the other kids went inside, leaving Elma out front with us.

“You have a phone, Elma?” I asked.

“I—I do!” Elma answered, pulling her phone out.

“Great. Big Sis Rosie here will give you her number, so if you ever need anything—whether it’s help cleaning, taking care of your sisters, or anything else, you can let her know and we’ll come help you. Alright?”

Elma nodded and exchanged numbers with Rosie.

“And if you ever need someone to go to the dungeon with you, let her know and she can pass the message on.”

“You—you’ll go to the dungeons with me?” Elma asked.

“If I’m free, then sure.”

Elma started smiling pretty wide.

“I’ll make sure to bring Lupa or Rosie with us, too.” It probably wasn’t a good idea to go dungeon diving alone with a girl her age, plus I didn’t want her to think that was normal, so there needed to be another woman present whenever I was doing anything with Elma.

But Elma’s smile shrunk a little after hearing that.

“Alright, it’s getting late, so it’s about time we head home. Remember, if you ever need anything, give Rosie a call, alright? Think of us are your older siblings.”

“I—I can think of you as my big brother?” Elma asked.

“That’s right. Honestly, it’d make me really happy.” I always wondered what it would be like to have a little sibling who didn’t hate me.

“Hehe… Sev, my big brother. Umm, can you—can you close your eyes?”

“Sure?” I closed my eyes.

The next thing I felt was something soft and warm press against my cheek.

I opened my eyes just in time to see Elma running toward the door. “Th—thank you for today! I’ll never forget it!” And then she slammed the door shut as soon as she made it inside.

I blinked a couple of times before slowly turning toward Rosie and Lupa. “Did… I do something wrong? I—I just wanted to support her and be a good role model.”

Lupa tilted her head. “Master didn’t do anything wrong. Why?”

But Rosie sighed and shook her head. “I knew this would happen as soon as I saw the quest. But… a little sister, huh? Hehe. I’m used to being the youngest sister, so it’ll be nice to have a bunch of little sisters. More importantly… Sev, are you sure it’s okay for her to have that plushie? I thought you said you wouldn’t give it to anyone no matter what?”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I think it made her happier than it made me.”

“No, it definitely made you way happier, and for totally different reasons.”

I shrugged. “I just wanted to make her feel better. Besides, I had another vision.”

“Mm, about the museum?” Lupa asked.

“I’ll think about a museum in the future. There’s something else I want to do instead. A vision that’s way more beautiful. Anyways, let’s stop by Tabitha’s real quick then head home.”

As soon as I went to leave, though, both Rosie and Lupa grabbed onto my hands. Not my arms like usual, but my hands.

“That’s new,” I said.

“I—I to make sure everyone knows who your first wife is,” Rosie said. The excuse didn’t sound very believable.

“Mm.” Lupa nodded. “Competition is everywhere.”

Were they really jealous because of Elma holding my hand?

That was pretty cute.

It was finally time to get some sleep.

We went home, introduced Lupa to Ailsa and Frolin who were happy to let her stay with us, told them about our day, and then played a board game after Frolin’s suggestion. Frolin was apparently a huge fan of board games and had an entire closet packed full of them he said he’d be making us all play through now that so many people were under the roof. He even suggested inviting Elma and her sisters over at some point to play board games with everyone.

That did sound pretty fun.

Afterward, when it came to sleep, I finished up in the bathroom, told everyone goodnight, got into bed… and then saw Lupa come into the room.

Lupa had switched into some of Rosie’s pajamas which were adorably oversized on her, the left side hanging down too much and exposing her shoulder. “Mm, so this is where we’re sleeping,” she said.

… right. There was only one guest room, and I didn’t want Lupa to sleep on the couch or on one of the chairs, so that meant she’d have to share a bed with—

“No!” Rosie whined, grabbing onto Lupa’s arm to drag her away. “You—you can sleep with me instead!”

Lupa tilted her head and asked, “Why? I want to sleep with Master.”

“Be—because! I haven’t even slept with him yet!”

“Then why don’t you? We can sleep with him together.”

“You have to be considerate of his feelings! He’s a man! Think of how he must feel having two women he’s barely known wanting to get into bed with him!”

Lupa looked at me, looked at my crotch, and then looked at Rosie. “Master would enjoy that.”

I nodded. “She’s right, you know.”

Rosie realized she was outnumbered and in an impossible battle, so she threw out a peace offer. “Give me—give me another day! Let me… prepare my heart first. Be—besides! We have to make sure the mood is right!”

Lupa turned to look at me with downward ears. “Master… talk some sense into her.”

Unfortunately for Lupa, I couldn’t. Or rather, I didn’t want to. “Sorry, but I think this part of her is charming, too. She’s a girl who wants to make sure she does everything properly. I think that’s respectable.”

“Mm. If Master says so.”

Also, admittedly, I wasn’t ready for what would probably happen from sleeping together, too. Yeah, I wanted to do it, but… well, it wasn’t like I had any experience. I was nervous.

But it was going to happen eventually. If Rosie was serious about only needing one more day, then it was potentially going to happen tomorrow.

I wouldn’t run away if it came to that.

But I was happy to wait until then.

Also, doing that sort of thing in the same house as Frolin and Ailsa, with their daughter, after they were kind enough to take me in… felt wrong.

We were going to have to rent a room or something somewhere to do that.

But anyways, Rosie successfully dragged Lupa away, so I was able to close my eyes while thinking of just how cute Lupa looked when being dragged from me.

I was just about to fall asleep when I felt something move on the bed.

It was obvious what—or rather, who caused the movement as soon as I heard a familiar sniffing sound.

“You’re supposed to be with Rosie,” I said.

“Don’t want to,” Lupa replied. “I want to be with Master.”

“Even if you sleep in here, nothing is going to happen tonight. Rosie was first, so no cutting in line.”

“Mm. That’s okay. I… just want to be with Master.” Lupa pressed her chest down against my own while looking me in the eyes, the moonlight shining through the window barely illuminating her in the dark. “Is that okay?”

“I don’t think I could say no even if I wanted to.” I reached forward and placed my hand on top of her head between her ears. “You’re a sly girl.”

“Mm. You can’t rob a bank if you’re not sly.”

“You’re not wrong.”

“Also, Master. You said nothing is going to happen, but your thing is pressing against me.”

“Can you blame me? There’s a beautiful girl on top of me.”

Lupa slipped her hand between our bodies and slid it down toward my crotch. I couldn’t tell her to stop. I didn’t want to tell her to stop. Even though I still wanted to wait because I was nervous about how it would go… once she was actually touching me, no, I didn’t want to wait.

For the first time in my life, a woman who wasn’t platonically cleaning my body touched my dick. Even if it was over the clothes, that was still enough to make me throb more than I already was as soon as I saw her on top of me.

“Master is big,” Lupa said. “Really… really big.”

“Consider it a gift from God, I guess,” I said, unsure of what else to say in the situation.

Lupa lightly shook her head. “No. It’s Master’s gift to me.”

“Lupa… I don’t want to, but I’m going to have to ask you to stop. It’s not fair to Rosie.” I was also getting closer than I wanted to admit. I was a virgin who never even really got to jack off, after all. It was totally understandable that I had no endurance there.

“Mm… but it’s so warm. Can’t I sleep while holding it?”

“I’m the one who won’t be able to sleep if you do that.”

“Rosie needs to hurry up and prepare her heart. I don’t want to wait.”

“I need a little bit more time, too, so don’t blame it all on her.”

“Mm. Okay.” Lupa pulled her hand away from my crotch, but she did so in such an evil way that she slowly trailed the tips of her fingers up along the shaft before stopping. Then she brought that same hand up to her face and sniffed it. “Master’s scent is addictive.” The next thing I knew, she had her face pressed against my neck with her hands holding onto my arms to keep me pressed down. “Here, too. Master smells good all over.” Then I felt her tongue against my neck. “And tastes good.”

“Lupa, I—I think you’re underestimating how much of an inexperienced virgin I am,” I said. “Even something like licking me is going to—”

“Then I won’t lick you.” And just after saying that, she bit me. Her fangs pressed into the skin of my neck, just enough to hurt a little without drawing blood.

It hurt.

But there was no way I was going to stop her.

It felt far better than it hurt.

Lupa stopped biting after about twenty seconds that felt like they lasted forever, yet not long enough.

“Master,” Lupa said, hanging her face right over my own as I panted. “Mark me.”

“Mark… you?” I asked. I knew what she meant, but it was a little hard to think straight, so I was a bit slow at the moment.

“Like I just marked you. I want you to leave a mark as proof you won’t leave me.”

“I wouldn’t leave you, Lupa. You’re stuck with me until you decide to leave.”

“I won’t. Ever.”

“Will leaving a mark make you feel better?”

Lupa looked away as if she was feeling a little shy and nodded. “Master is too good to be true. I’m afraid I’m going to wake up and you’re not real. If you leave a mark… it’s proof you’re real. It’s proof I’m not alone anymore.”

I might have been a virgin, but that didn’t mean that I didn’t know when the situation called for not acting like one.

I grabbed onto Lupa, rolled her onto her back so that I was on top of her, and sunk my teeth into her neck.

Leaving a hickey was something I had no experience with. All I knew was that it involved biting someone’s neck. I had no idea how hard I was supposed to bite nor did I know for how long exactly I was supposed to do it, so I just tried to copy how Lupa did it.

Lupa squirmed beneath me just as I did when she was the one on top. Only, she wrapped her arms around my neck to keep me pressed against her.

I probably stayed latched onto her neck for longer than I was supposed to. By the time I was done, there was a serious bruise left there that made her look like I abused her, and there were tears forming at the corners of her eyes.

“Shit, I’m sorry,” I said. “Was that too hard? Too much? Did I—”

Lupa pulled me back against her for a hug. “I’m happy. Master is real.”

“I’m real, Lupa.”

“Master… won’t leave me?”

“I’m not going to leave you.”

“Can I stay with Master?”

“For as long as you want.”

“Forever?”

“Forever.”

“Is it possible to be this happy?”

“You tell me.”

“I’m so lucky.”

“That’s what I was thinking.”

“Everyone else left me… but Master won’t leave me.” Lupa tightened her grip around me. “Can we stay like this? Please?”

“I have a better offer. Lighten your grip.”

“Mm.” Lupa did as told.

Now that she wasn’t squeezing me so tightly, I was able to roll off her onto my back while pulling her with me, positioning her so that her head rested against my chest. That allowed me to wrap one arm around her to hold her while my other hand stayed on her head to pet her. “How’s this?”

“Much better. Warm… and safe. But… it feels wrong. Like I’m being too selfish…”

“Don’t worry about that. I’ll be happy to spoil you whenever you want to be selfish.”

“Those are dangerous words.”

“I know what I’m about.”

“Then… I’ll be selfish tonight and stay like this.”

“I’d like that just as much as you.”

“Mm. Goodnight… Master.”

“Sleep tight, Lupa.”

It didn’t take long for her to fall asleep after that. She fell into a pattern of soft breaths against my chest in no more than five minutes.

Lupa was so worried about me not being real that I ended up being the one worrying about things not being real again. Life was just… too good. It was genuinely terrifying at times.

If I woke up and found myself back on Earth stuck in a nursing home again, I’d do everything possible to kill myself. There was no way I could ever go back to living like that after experiencing all of this.

I opened my eyes to the sight of a Lupa who was still sound asleep on top of me. Though, she readjusted herself a bit in her sleep so that her head was turned to look up at me at some point.

She was too cute. She also made an excellent blanket.

But also.

We weren’t alone in the room.

“Good morning,” Rosie said before going back to pouting while standing next to the bed.

“M-morning,” I replied. “We didn’t do anything, by the way.”

“Oh, so that’s why you both have hickeys on your necks.”

Lupa opened her eyes just in time to make the situation even worse. “Mm… not a hickey. Mark of bonding.” Lupa reached up to touch the bruise on her neck and smiled when she felt it. “Proof that Master will stay with me for life.” Then she leaned up toward my neck to lick the bruise she left on me. “And proof I won’t leave Master.” She nuzzled against me and closed her eyes after that.

I looked at Rosie and asked, “Uh… want one? And I’ve got the other side of my neck free.”

Rosie sighed before… smiling pretty tenderly at us. “I’m glad she got some sleep.”

“And it sounds like she’s getting more already.”

“She couldn’t sleep last night, so I told her to go to you.”

“Oh, you told her to come here? I figured she snuck out.”

“Nope. Though… I’ll admit I might have done it for a selfish reason since she wouldn’t stop moving around and waking me up. I wasn’t going to get any sleep if she stayed with me. Plus, I had faith you wouldn’t do anything without me.” Rosie looked at our necks again. “But maybe I had a little too much faith.”

“That’s about all we did, don’t worry. Well, she also… rubbed me a little, but it was only over the clothes.”

“Should I act angry and jealous, or should I admit I already came to peace with the possibility of you two going all the way in the heat of the moment anyways?”

“Angry and jealous would be cute.”

“Then your punishment for letting her get ahead of me is not getting to see me act angry and jealous.”

“Aww…”

Rosie then crouched down next to the bed and reached forward to poke Lupa’s cheek. “Hey, it’s time to get up.”

“Mm. Don’t want to,” Lupa answered. “Comfy with Master. Want to stay like this forever.”

“You need to take a bath or else he’s going to think you stink.”

“Then I’ll get to mark Master with my scent.”

“Nobody wants to be covered in somebody else’s musk.”

“I want to be covered in Master’s.”

“Come on. You didn’t bathe last night, so you need to bathe this morning. No breakfast if you don’t.”

Lupa grumbled and looked up at me. “Master… I want to stay with you.”

“Sorry, but being clean is important,” I said. “Go take a bath.”

“Mm… okay. After five more minutes.” She nuzzled back against me and closed her eyes.

Unfortunately for Lupa, she wasn’t going to get five more minutes.

Rosie made use of her strength to effortlessly lift Lupa off, causing Lupa to sleepily kick her legs and arms around while looking at me.

“Master… help,” Lupa said.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “We can cuddle more later, okay?”

“But cuddles now…”

There was no compromising.

Rosie was already walking out of the room while carrying Lupa as the latter looked back at me with an extended hand silently begging for help.

Until we were out of Rosie’s place, though, I couldn’t let Lupa be dirty. That was inappropriate as a guest and I didn’t want to bother Frolin or Ailsa at all.

That being said, if Rosie kept true to the expectations she set for tonight, then there’d probably be no harm in me joining them in the bath starting tomorrow, right?

…

I just realized something.

I was most likely losing my virginity before the day was over.

Yep. I was definitely going to go do a dungeon since there was no way I would be able to think about anything else otherwise.

But first, I grabbed my shirt and gave a sniff to the part Lupa was sleeping against.

It smelled good.


Chapter Fourteen

Dungeons & Dates

I had a simple mission in mind for the day.

Clear the rest of the starter dungeons.

I wanted my armor set. And, because it was one of the “general dungeon” sets, it didn’t really require specific items.

So, there were the normal armor sets based on dungeons that required specific items from their respective dungeons, and then there were the “general dungeon” sets. The “general dungeon” sets required rare drops from any dungeons of their category, but the same material could not be used twice.

I already had three of the five materials needed for the whole set. The level 1 – 5 and 4 – 9 dungeons shared the same set, so that meant I only needed to go get the boss materials from two more of the 1 – 5 dungeons and I’d be good to go.

I was also going to need a nice surplus of monster drops from those dungeons in general. While most armor sets required specific amounts of specific items, some sets, even the non-general sets, required X number of items from a “category.” Like, requiring ten drops of any kind that came from monsters at least level twenty. The general dungeon sets were all like that for each piece. So, I needed five unique boss materials and then five more random monster drops per piece for a total of thirty items. The five boss materials and the twenty-five random drops.

Then I could get out of the cheap armor I bought.

However, when we made it to the guild after breakfast… the atmosphere was even more intense than it was the previous day.

“Hey, is that him?”

“It has to be. Tall, white hair.”

“Is that the guy who gave a legendary drop to a crying girl?”

“Oh my gods, oh my gods, it’s, it’s him, he’s totally here. I didn’t dress up at all!”

“Did you hear he took a bunch of homeless kids out to eat? Is he a saint? Did one of the goddesses gift us with him? Do you think we should start worshipping him as a new god?”

There was a… strange sort of reverence in the air. The way girls looked at me was less horny and more full of awe.

“Gods, I need to milk him dry.”

But still horny.

“It’s weird in here,” Rosie said. “I’ve seen girls go crazy over guys before, but… nothing like this.”

Lupa nodded. “Mm. Even the girls in my birth pack didn’t get like this during heat.”

I blinked when I heard that and had to ask, “Lupa… do you go into heat?”

Lupa’s ears drooped a little as her tail went still. “Can’t.”

I could tell I brought up something sensitive, so I placed my hand on top of her head to pet her. “Nothing wrong with that. My Lupa is perfect the way she is.”

That brought her tail back to life as she nuzzled up against my hand. “Mm… Master is the perfect one.”

Seeing me and Lupa caused the women around us to slide further away from revering me and more into lusting for me. Unfortunately for them, there was only one woman in the guild I was interested in seeing.

“Ah! Sev!” Stella shouted after making it through the line she had.

Unfortunately, by her shouting my name… everyone else learned it.

“His name is Sev? That’s so cute!”

“Sev? Like Seven? That’s how many hours I’ll need with him, minimum.”

“I don’t even want kids, but I’d had seven of them for him.”

Stella must have figured out what she did going by the expression on my face, so she held her hands together in front of her with one eye closed while offering a mouthed apology.

“Lupa,” Rosie said. “I think you’ll need to be even scarier today. The humidity in here is intense…”

“Mm. Got it. I’ll protect Master’s purity until we can take it tonight,” Lupa said, causing both me and Rosie to blush.

I ignored their conversation to go up to Stella.

All that shyness she showed me the previous day was gone. Instead, she was fully in character now. The energetic, cheerful, gal-type of girl who acted far more like a modern girl than one in a fantasy setting. “Sorry about that,” she said, still smiling. “I was just too excited to see you. Forgive me?” And just as she asked that, she not-very-subtly pushed her breasts forward as if offering them to me for forgiveness.

“Hey, Stella, are you actually an angel in disguise?” I asked.

“Sorry to disappoint you, but I’m only a felid. Buuuuuttttt, I’ll totally wear a cute angel cosplay if that’d make things better.”

“Sorry, I meant to ask if you’re actually a goddess.”

“If I say yes, will you worship me and spoil me?”

“That comes included with the basic package even if you say no.”

“Oh, right, I forgot to ask how much the basic package costs.”

“It’s a monthly subscription with a pretty steep price. I’m not sure if you can afford it.”

“Oh? Well, now I’m curious. I have a nice savings account, so tell me.”

“Well, you see, the base package costs fifteen hugs, ten cuddles, five kisses, and one ‘I love you’ a month.”

“Do I get some sort of refund if I overpay?”

“Sorry, we can’t offer any refunds, but we can carry any excess pay over to future billing cycles.”

“I see. So like, if I give you five hundred kisses in one month, does that mean I get to stay subscribed for the next hundred months?”

“In theory, but I’ll be honest with you. Upper management can be pretty bad at math sometimes, so it’s very likely that they’ll add an extra zero onto that, resulting in you staying subscribed for a thousand months instead.”

“Nice! Consider me sold! Where do I sign?”

“Anywhere you want.”

“In thaaaaat case.” Stella grabbed an ink pen, beckoned for my hand, and then gently held it with her left while her right hand signed, ‘Stella’s♡,’ on top of my hand. “Does that count?”

“I’ll never wash this hand for the rest of my life.”

“That’s cute, but please do.”

“Alright…”

With the banter dying down, that meant it was time for Rosie’s and Lupa’s commentary.

“Mm, don’t they get along even better than us?” Lupa whispered to Rosie.

“I don’t think so,” Rosie whispered back. “But he does act extra dramatic with her.”

“Is it the boobs?”

“I can’t think of what else it would be…”

It was not, in fact, the boobs. I just knew the kind of humor that Stella liked and was basically code switching for her. It felt a little manipulative, but… it was really fun talking to her and messing around like that. Plus, I planned on telling her about me being from another world where she was only a romanceable game character anyways.

“So!” Stella said. “What can I do for you three today? Going to the dungeons again?”

“Yeah,” I answered. “I plan on going through the four other starter dungeons I haven’t done yet.”

“F-four dungeons? In one day?”

“It should only take us a few hours since we don’t need to grind. I’ll do a more thorough clear of them to collect everything on my own sometime.”

“Still, that’s…”

I made the exact same gesture that she did to beckon for her hand. Surely enough, she offered me her hand, blushing once I actually took hold of it, and then I took her pen from her. Next, I wrote, ‘Sev’s♡,’ on the top of her hand. “Show me the quests for the Forest, Ruins, Dunes, and Mountain of New Beginnings, please?”

“I’m not washing either of these hands for the rest of my life.”

“That’s cute, but please do.”

Stella laughed before letting out a sigh. “Alright, fine. If you managed all those quests in one day yesterday, then there’s no way you can’t handle those newbie dungeons. Here.” She pulled out a stack of quests. “They don’t pay well, but they’re easy.”

“… I just realized that if I accept these, I’m taking opportunities away from the newest adventurers who still need the money.”

“Profiteering off dungeons is cutthroat. It’s first come, first serve.”

“So whoever comes first has to serve the other? I’ll keep that in mind.”

Stella’s eyes went wide, her cheeks went red, and… she must have choked on her own spit since she started coughing. “Tha—that surprised me! You can’t just say that all of a sudden!” Even though she was coughing while saying that, she was still smiling and trying not to laugh too much. “Gods, you weirdo. I’ve never heard a guy talk like that before. Seriously, that was shocking.”

“You didn’t say no.”

Stella leaned in and smirked. “I didn’t. Buuuut, let’s pause the flirting there, because those two behind you are telling me with their eyes that we’ve done enough flirting for the morning. You want to look these quests over?”

“Are there any like yesterday’s? With the sword?”

“Nope. Just basic stuff. If you don’t take them, they’ll be gone by the end of the day, and a new batch will be in tomorrow.”

“Then it’s fine. We’ll kill some extra monsters for loot to sell if we want the money. Let the people who can only handle these quests accept them.”

“You’re way too sweet, you know?”

“I don’t know about that.”

“Nah, you’re def too sweet. I’m totally gonna get a sugar high just from listening to you.”

“Speaking of sugar highs, how much does a phone cost?”

“The heck does that have to do with sugar?” Stella laughed. “The newest, nicest ones are like, usually around fifty gold, but you can buy pretty nice used ones for as low as twenty silver.”

“Then, after the dungeons, can you help me and Lupa buy some phones? Also, before you answer, make sure to ask what’s in it for you.”

Stella smirked again and asked, “What’s in it for me?”

“I’ll take you out on a date afterward.”

“Hey, Sev.”

“Yeah, Stella?”

“Since I’m obviously dreaming since there’s no way any of this is real, that means I can jump over this counter and do whatever I want to you right here, right now, and it’ll be okay, right?”

“Sorry to ruin your fantasy, but you’re awake and all of this is real.”

“One fantasy might be dead, but another is still alive.” She held up her hand with my signature on it. “I’m looking forward to you paying your subscription fee. That’s how it works, right?”

“I’ll have to find a way to stay alive forever to make sure I get all the months I’ll be earning.”

“I’ll be looking forward to that. Now, one moment!” With that, Stella called out to one of her coworkers, “Leeeeeeaaaahhhhh, I can leave early today, riiiiiiight? Pleeeeeeease?”

The coworker, who had a sort of even more cheerful and hyper aura about her, looked at Stella with a bright, wide smile and said, “You’re staying here until the very end of your shift for wasting so much time flirting! Mmk?” She sounded so positive and happy, but I only felt pure malice behind her words.

Stella was visibly shaken from that. “S-sorry. My—my shift ends at seven tonight, if—if that’s okay.”

“That’s alright,” I said. “Sorry for getting you in trouble.”

“The trouble is worth it, so it’s okay.”

Leah spoke up again and asked, “Oh! If it’s okay, then that means you’ll be willing to stay late to help me with organizing the backroom tonight, right?”

“I’m sorry!” Stella cried. “Please forgive me! Don’t—don’t make me miss my date!”

“Then do your job and tell your client to move on if he doesn’t need anything, mmk? Limit the flirting to two minutes when you’re on the clock.”

Stella nodded while whimpering like a puppy before turning to look at me again. “I’m sorry, but I’m looking forward to tonight. You—you don’t need anything, right?”

Leah shot me a glare that threatened me not to say anything that I didn’t mean. “I—I’m good,” I answered. “I’ll see you tonight at seven.”

“Yeah…”

We started off having so much fun, but the conversation ended with both our tails between our legs.

“Master,” Lupa said. “This is what happens when you take too long.”

Rosie nodded and added on, “Even if you’re a guy, you have to be considerate of other people. It’s rude to hold up a line to flirt.”

They ended up scolding me until we made it to the dungeon, and the worst part was that it was actual, genuine scolding rather than done out of jealousy over me flirting with another girl in front of them.

The Cave of New Beginnings.

The Forest of New Beginnings.

The Ruins of New Beginnings.

The Dune of New Beginnings.

The Mountain of New Beginnings.

The five introductory dungeons, which really weren’t necessary since they were all so equally linear but implemented since Seth loved variety, were officially complete. The last four only took us about six hours in total, and that was with taking our time to look for chests while getting just a bit of grinding in for drops.

Aside from materials, potions, and coins, we all got a little more geared up thanks to it.

Rosie got a new shield and boots, Lupa got gloves, a better dagger, and the ring me and Rosie already had for completing one of the tutorial dungeons, and I got the materials I needed to officially commission Tabitha for my armor set. The rest of the drops were nothing we needed, but we could always sell them for some extra money.

Lupa actually had the idea of asking Elma if she wanted any of the loot we got, but I rejected that.

Elma was already past the starter dungeons and got enough of a gift from me to help her out. She needed to go and earn rewards in the dungeon herself.

Preferably with adult supervision.

And if she needed money in the future, then it wouldn’t matter whether we sold the gear or she did. All she’d need to do was ask us for some help.

I was also curious about whether or not there was a minimum age requirement for dungeons, and there was, but… it was only twelve. They were seriously letting twelve-year-olds go into dungeons at will.

That was insane to me.

Fortunately, Rosie said it was extremely rare for kids to go that young. Basically, the only people who went into dungeons that young were girls with their moms.

Anyways, after finishing up in the dungeons, I went and commissioned my new armor with Tabitha, we sold all our loot to her, and then I still had an hour to kill before it was time to go get a new phone with Lupa and Stella.

We were about to all go wait at the guild together, but then Rosie said, “A-actually… I—I think I’ll head home.”

“You sure?” I asked.

“Mm, you alright?” Lupa asked.

“I—I’m fine!” Rosie answered. “It’s just—you—you know. What I… said last night. I need to prepare myself! And—and I need to get some things from the store!”

“Ooh. Rosie, smart.”

“Right! So! Umm… yeah. You two have fun! I’ll be at home!”

“Wait,” I said. “Don’t you think we should rent a room somewhere else for the night? I mean, I don’t want your parents hearing—”

“They overheard everything last night and already sent me a text saying they booked a room at an inn for themselves.” Rosie looked so dead inside while explaining that. “I wanted to die reading that text. I really, really did. My own parents know I’m losing my virginity and wished me luck. My mom even gave me tips on what to do. Do you know how mortifying that is?” She was so upset by her parents that she apparently felt no embarrassment in telling us any of that.

Lupa and I both placed our hands on Rosie’s shoulders.

No words needed to be said.

Lupa and I parted with Rosie and went to hang out on a bench outside the guild to wait for Stella’s shift to end.

That was when, for the first time since Frolin, I saw an amazing sight.

A man.

Another man!

I had no idea how happy I would be to see a man!

“Lupa,” I said, “can I go talk to him? Do you think he’ll be my friend?”

“Master,” Lupa said. “You can’t act so cute when Rosie isn’t around to restrain me.”

“My bad.”

“Mm… go. I’ll watch from here.”

“You’re not coming?”

“I’ll probably scare him off. Men don’t like us.”

I grabbed Lupa by her wrist and pulled her with me toward the guy I saw. “I have no interest in being friends with anyone who can’t accept you. If you scare him off, then that means he’s garbage not worth wasting my time on.”

“Master… so weird.” Her tail still wagged behind her despite her words.

As for that guy, he looked like a pretty normal, human guy. Nothing special aside from the fact that he was male. I was a little surprised to see there were no women around him, though. I didn’t even see women surrounding him and whispering to each other about him like they did with me.

“Yo!” I called out.

He took his eyes away from his phone, looked at me, looked at Lupa, cringed, then kept on walking.

“Mm… sorry,” Lupa said. “I—”

“Wow,” I said. “I want to punch that guy. Lupa, am I allowed to punch someone for looking at you like that?”

“That’s assault. Don’t get in trouble, Master.”

“It’s not assault, it’s defending my girlfriend.”

“Calling me your girlfriend… is way better than getting in trouble because of him.”

“I’ll call you that as much as you want. But seriously, what’s with guys here?” There was no way that Seth purposely made every single other guy an unlikable asshole. If he did, why did Frolin exist? And actually, most of the guys Seth wrote into the game were awesome. They were kind, cool, caring, and the ones who could be recruited to the party were all absolute bros with one exception.

Maybe it was the world trying to justify itself in some way?

In order for girls to be so desperate and easy to romance, most men had to be insufferable assholes? After all, if those guys weren’t such dicks, then most women wouldn’t be single even if it meant being in a harem that numbered in the dozens to hundreds.

… well, I couldn’t put all the blame on the guys. I couldn’t even walk around without hearing girls say how they wanted to drain me dry, pin me down, lock me in their cellar—the usual.

It felt like even more extreme catcalling than what I knew about what girls on Earth went through. They had it bad, sure, but I didn’t know if they dealt with literally dozens of men publicly sexually harassing them every day.

Of course, I couldn’t deny that I liked it. It was a little uncomfortable at times, but it also made me feel nice. It made me feel wanted even if they only cared about sex.

Feeling wanted for my body was better than not being wanted at all.

… a lot of the girls who catcalled me were probably the same. They were lonely, starved of attention that they biologically needed, and thus resorted to extreme methods.

I was probably coping with my own loneliness in an unhealthy way, too. I let myself get way too attached to Rosie, Lupa, and Stella way too quickly. I was basically treating them like I was married to them right from the start. People on Earth would probably call that love bombing. I just so happened to be in a convenient world where women were desperate to get love bombed and would never complain about it in the same way that a lonely guy on Earth wouldn’t complain about a girl catcalling him and throwing herself at him right after meeting.

But even if I could acknowledge that it was unhealthy, I didn’t want to stop.

I was happy.

And as far as I was concerned, it was real love even if it looked like love bombing.

Besides, who had the right to say whether my own personal love style was wrong or not? All that mattered was that I was happy and that the girls who I loved were happy.

“Hey, Lupa,” I said.

“Mm. Master?” Lupa replied.

“Do I make you happy?”

“The happiest.”

“Good. You make me happy, too.”

“Mm.” Lupa wrapped her arms around my nearest arm and hugged it against her while resting her head against my shoulder. “Master is being unfair, being romantic out of nowhere.”

“Are you complaining?”

“No.”

“Let’s continue getting to know each other from now on, alright? I want us to know everything about each other. The good, the bad, the perfect and the imperfect—we’ll know each other inside and out.”

“Mm. I like that, but… it might take time before I’m ready to talk about everything.”

“That’s alright, there’s no rush. I’ve got something I still need to talk to you about, too.”

“Does it have to do with why Master is so weird?”

“Yeah, kind of.”

“Mm. It’s okay. I’ll still stay with Master no matter what.”

“Right back at you, Lupa.”

At the very least, there was nothing weird about buying a dog and immediately being obsessed with each other.

We went inside once it got closer to the end of Stella’s shift. Fortunately, there were clocks here and there around the city, so it was easy to tell when it was time.

Stella, before noticing us, looked exhausted and ready to fall asleep while standing.

Stella, after noticing us, looked like she just chugged a couple dozen coffees by the way that she was bouncing up and down while waving at us and shouting, “I’ll be right over! Just let me clock out!”

“So big,” Lupa said.

“Yeah,” I said. “As hot as the sight was of her bouncing all over was… that had to hurt, right? I mean… it’s still skin slapping against the body.”

“Mm? Why would it hurt?”

“Because… it’s a sensitive body part slapping against skin over and over?”

“Boobs can’t feel pain, Master.”

“… what?”

Lupa tilted her head. “Everyone knows that.”

“I’m not everyone.”

“True. Master is weird.”

“Wouldn’t it still hurt the skin underneath the boobs?”

“No. Girls’ bodies don’t work that way.”

“They just… don’t work that way.”

“Yeah.”

“But… can boobs still feel anything else?”

Lupa tilted her head the other way. “Another weird question. Is Master from another world where boobs didn’t exist?”

“The answer to that question is half yes, half no.”

“Mm. Well, since Master doesn’t know, boobs are how girls feel good.”

“That’s—”

Wait.

Seth’s worldbuilding.

… that guy’s highly specific, niche fetishes struck again.

I couldn’t believe that I forgot.

When I thought of how I’d probably be losing my virginity, I was thinking… well, normal sex. You know, the classic penis-in-vagina stuff.

But no.

Seth’s world didn’t work like that. When asked why, he gave the answer that offended many, many people on all sides of the topic.

It was an answer that didn’t need repeating and was better left on Earth.

The important part was that, because of his total lack of interest in vaginal and hatred for anal, he made it so that in this world… girls’ tits and mouths were the most sensitive parts of their body. Sexually, at least.

It was the kind of world where a girl could eat food totally fine, but orgasm just from licking a dick. It was a world where girls could wear tight bras and clothes without an issue, but could orgasm just from being groped or giving a titfuck.

In the lore, women considered men weird for liking vaginal, and most men had no interest in blowjobs or titfucks… which made the player character god’s gift to the women of the world when he loved those things.

To a girl, losing her virginity didn’t mean vaginal sex. It meant sucking dick.

Even though it was always fade-to-black in the game, it was more than heavily implied that the only kind of sex that happened between the player character and the girls were things like blowjobs, titfucks, handjobs, thighjobs, etc. Neither of the holes below the waist were ever implied to be used.

Someone even made a mod once that rewrote some of the romance dialogue to be more “realistic” by implying “normal” sex as well, but Seth banned them from the mod workshop which caused a whole other case of drama.

“Master?” Lupa asked, her face right in front of mine. “Why are you so red?”

“Hey, Lupa,” I said. “Just to confirm… tonight, what do you… plan on doing?”

“Mm? Isn’t it obvious?”

“Just… answer the question, please.”

“Mm… I plan on eating Master’s bone until you make me stop.”

“And I’m assuming you mean with your mouth. And without teeth.”

Lupa nodded. “I’ll do my best not to hurt it, but it’s my first time, so if I accidentally touch it with my fangs… sorry. I’ll try to be gentle.”

“Men… men of this world hate that kind of thing, don’t they? Getting ‘eaten?’”

Lupa nodded again. “Men only care about getting girls pregnant, but that doesn’t feel good to girls at all. But even if Master only likes selfish sex… I still want to be with Master.”

“The—the clit. Do girls at least… care about their clit?”

“Why would we? It doesn’t do anything.”

Seth! I internally shouted. What did you do to these girls with your worldbuilding?! I took a deep breath. “What if I told you that I’ve fantasized about… using your mouth and chest?”

Lupa let out one of her incredibly rare, little laughs. “Master is silly.”

“I’m afraid of asking, but how?”

“Master is already too unrealistic, but some guys can be nice like Master, probably. But none of them fantasize about those.”

“So, a guy who likes to use girls’ mouths and chests is something like unrealistic wish fulfillment for women who would never actually exist in the real world.”

Lupa nodded. “Mm.”

“Hey! I’m here!” Stella said, panting after running over to us. “Woah, Sev is super red. Whatcha talking about?”

“Master is being silly.”

“Yeah?”

“Mm. He didn’t know about boobs feeling good, asked if girls care about clits, and asked what if he fantasized about girls’ mouths and boobs.”

Stella started laughing after hearing all of that while giving my shoulder a few gentle smacks. “That’s crazy! What, are you like, from another universe or something where girls didn’t exist?”

I sighed and repeated, “The answer to that question is half yes, half no.”

Stella was still laughing. “Oh, man, that’s crazy to think about. A guy who actually likes blowjobs and titfucks? He’d probably have a million girls lining up outside his door for a chance to even meet him.”

What did you do, Seth? Even if I agree with your preferences and feel like the luckiest man alive right now, this is still too much!

“Ahh… a girl can dream, though,” Stella continued. “But you being a weirdo who likes fat girls is already enough to make you a unicorn.”

“Stella… did my interest in that lost pencil mean nothing?” I asked.

“That was you just entertaining me, obviously. Even if guys don’t like those things, they can still tolerate them and act like they enjoy them. Some guys are nice enough like that. Probably.”

“Both you and Lupa said ‘probably’ after things that should be normal and expected of men.”

Wait.

If things were reversed… usually, it was men who worried about being virgins. They were typically the ones doing most of the work in sex, so the expectation of endurance and skill was way higher on them.

But in this world…

“Sorry to keep talking about sex,” I said, “but here—when it comes to sex… do women worry about their endurance? And skill?”

“Obviously,” Stella answered. “I’m a virgin, so take what I say with a grain of salt, but like, guys last way too long. A girl might cum five times from sucking his dick before he’s even close to finishing once, yeah? So like, of course we get self-conscious about that sort of stuff. I actually had this one friend a few years ago who did it with her husband, and she always complained about how she and his other wives couldn’t make him cum no matter what they tried while they usually came like, four times each in the same time. It messed up her confidence real bad, but that’s just how it is. You either try to make your man cum while holding back for as long as possible, or you let him try to knock you up while you don’t feel anything since that’s the only thing guys really like in the bedroom.”

Lupa nodded. “Mm. Guys complain girls are selfish… but at least guys can feel good from the same stuff we like. We don’t get to feel good from what they like at all.”

“Right?”

“But even if Master takes hours to finish, I’ll do my best.”

“You get him, Lupa! And once you figure out his weakness, tell me, yeah?”

“Mm. I’ll share everything I learn with Teacher.”

“Hehe, such a good student you are.”

While Stella patted Lupa’s head, I could only watch the adorable sight while thinking, This world shouldn’t exist, Seth. But thank you. I’ll cherish it.

It was a world where, if I wanted to do anything involving their pussies or even their clits, it meant I was being selfish. If I wanted to be a selfless lover who cared about my partners, then the best thing I could do for them… was to let them suck my dick, titfuck me, and to cum as quickly and frequently as possible for them.

“Let’s… let’s go buy our phones,” I said.

“Woah, you okay?” Stella asked me. “You look super tired all of a sudden.”

“This conversation mentally exhausted me more than any dungeon. Even more than chopping that tree.”

“Ah, well, I guess you can’t literally be perfect in every single way, but that’s okay. No girl expects a guy to like these kinds of conversations.”

She was completely missing the point, but I was too burned out from the topic to correct her.

Plus, it’d be a fun misunderstanding to clear up some other time.

“Anyways, let’s go!” Stella said. “I checked with my friend at this store that specializes in used phones to see if she was working, and she is, so she’s going to hook you two up with some good deals for me.”

“Mm. Stella is nice,” Lupa said.

“I’d say something like, ‘I’m just trying to help my new friends,’ but I can’t lie, I’d do this for anyone crazy enough to not have a phone. Like, seriously, how do you survive without a phone?”

Lupa clung to my left arm, once again hugging my arm against her breasts… and Stella, after seeing that, decided it was okay to do with my right arm.

“Heh, what an unlucky guy, sandwiched between two girls,” Stella teased. “But seriously, if this is too much, let me know, okay?”

“You’re fine,” I said.

Then I realized something.

Their breasts were incredibly sensitive. Far, far more sensitive than they were on Earth.

In this world, where their breasts were far more sensitive, and there were all sorts of other silly reversals going on…

I looked at their faces as we went outside.

Both Lupa and Stella were blushing a little, and Lupa in particular wiggled and grinded her chest against my arm more than I originally realized she was when holding onto me.

Every time the girls held onto my arms while pressing their breasts against it… were they basically dry humping me by their world’s logic?

Stella took us to the phone store she mentioned which was exactly like I imagined a phone store would be. It was a store… of phones. And tablets. But mostly phones. It was also a little weird since the inside of the store was definitely fantasy in style, but then it was selling a bunch of modern devices.

Anyways, Lupa and I both bought used phones, Stella spent probably thirty minutes just talking about random things with her friend there since she didn’t stop talking once she got started, and then we were done there.

Oh, also, it turned out that phones didn’t require plans. How did that work? I had no idea, but there wasn’t a monthly plan I had to buy or anything. I could just… use the phone as much as I wanted without ever having to pay again. It made me a little curious about how the logistics behind that went, but I knew it would probably be as nonsensical as the rest of the world, and my dungeon senses didn’t tickle to tell me dungeons had anything to do with it, so I let it be.

“Alright, there!” Stella said. “Now you’ve both got my number!”

“Mm. Thanks, Teacher,” Lupa said. “I’ll message you whenever I need advice.”

“Hehe, anything for my adorable student!” Stella then looked at me with expectant eyes.

So, I said, “I’ll message you whenever I want to discuss geopolitical and socioeconomic theories.”

“The heck is that?” Stella laughed. “But don’t worry, I’ll be the one totes spamming you.”

“I can see that.” I looked at my phone. “You’ve already sent me seven… now eight, messages while standing right in front of me.”

“Aren’t my stickers cute? Oh, this is my fave!”

“Make that nine messages.” The stickers she spammed me with were cute, though. They were a bunch of chibi anime-looking girls making exaggerated expressions.

“This is the one I send to my coworkers the most.” Stella sent an emoji of a girl on her hands and knees begging for forgiveness.

“Your poor coworkers.”

“Hehe. By the way.” Stella tapped away at her phone. A new text popped up, and this time it actually involved text.

>So, how about that date?

>You promised a date, right?

>Didn’t you say we’re going on a date after we get you and Lupa phones?

Then there was a sticker of a girl with large, excited eyes with sparkling effects all around her.

I texted her back.

Sorry, wrong number.<

This is Ves’s Pizza Delivery Service.<

What can we get for you?<

>Oh! That’s okay.

>Can I get an extra large with extra meat and a white sauce?

Then there was a sticker of a winking girl.

That made me curious about something.

“Hang on,” I said. “I want to try looking something up.”

For the first time in this new world, I accessed the internet. Fortunately, it defaulted me to a search engine which was apparently named Zuri.

Is this your doing, too, Seth?

At least that one was potentially subtle enough to not be blatantly obvious to everyone.

Anyways, I asked my question on Zuri.

As for what that question was… I asked, “What’s the average penis size?”

Surely, surely, it would be comparable to Earth.

…

I was wrong.

Apparently, the average dick was between two and three inches. Dicks over three inches were considered big, and dicks that were four to five inches were considered huge. In this world, a man who had four inches was considered blessed, and most women would probably never see a dick that big.

I thought back to when I used the bathroom at Rosie’s place.

Yeah…

I didn’t have a ruler or anything to measure with, but… it was at least six inches. Soft. And I was a grower.

By this world’s logic, even when I was completely soft and limp, I already had one of the biggest dicks in the world.

It was very possible I had the biggest dick.

Seth… how many layers of wish fulfillment are you going to stack here? Is there any limit to how much wish fulfillment is too much?

I could easily imagine him laughing at such an absurd question before completely seriously telling me, “No.”

“Whatcha Zuri’ing?” Stella asked, trying to get a look at my phone.

I shoved the phone into my pocket. “That’s classified. Anyways, sorry for the random sexual question, but… are most girls satisfied with the average dick size?”

Stella laughed pretty hard when she heard that. “What kind of question is that out of nowhere?! Oh, man, I seriously never know what to expect from you. Anyways… again, I’m a virgin, so take this with a grain of salt, but I guess like, from what I’ve heard, yeah? I mean, why wouldn’t girls be satisfied with two or three inches? Besides, most girls would be lucky to ever get to see a dick, and I doubt anyone would complain about ones that are even smaller.”

Lupa nodded along with everything Stella said. “I stalked a couple of bank employees once and heard them say ‘small dicks are justice.’”

“Lupa, why were you stalking bank employees?”

“To gather information.”

“… for what?”

“To rob the bank.”

“Don’t do that. You’ll make Sev look bad.”

“Mm. I know. I only rob dungeons now while fantasizing about robbing banks.”

“Well, fantasizing about it is okay. So, about that date.”

“Right,” I said. “Sorry. Let’s get to that.”

“It’s okay! I don’t want to like, pressure you, but I’m meeting up with the girls afterward, so I’m a little limited on time right now,” said the one who spent thirty minutes talking to her friend at the phone store.

“That’s alright. I’ve got plans with Rosie and Lupa after this.”

“Got it! Oh, by the way, Lupa, are you coming with us?”

Lupa shook her head. “I’ll be on guard duty. Have to make sure nobody interrupts the date.”

“You know,” I said, “I don’t think either of us will complain about you tagging along for the date.”

“Yeah!” Stella said. “You’re totes welcome to join us!”

But alas, Lupa shook her head again. “A good pack sister watches over the others and lets them have alone time with the pack’s alpha.”

… alpha?

“Ooh, I get it,” Stella said. “In other words, if you let me have alone time with him, it means it’s only fair that we let you have alone time with him in the future.”

Lupa nodded. “Mm.”

“Got it, got it! I’ll accept that deal.”

Before my very eyes, two cute girls were making deals on how to distribute me between them.

I felt like a piece of meat.

It was great.

Anyways, Lupa tugged on my arm and said, “It’s okay, Master. I won’t be far. I’ll come if you’re in danger.”

“I appreciate it,” I said. “I’m sure we’ll be safe as long as you’re on guard duty.” I made sure to pet her head, too.

Lupa pressed her head up against my hand with closed eyes before forcing herself to step back. “Enjoy your date.”

“I’m sure we will.”

And with that, Lupa walked about twenty feet away, went into an alley… and then poked her head out of it to stare at us.

She wasn’t very subtle.

But she was cute. Very cute.

“Hehe, just us two now!” Stella said and then held a hand out to me. She looked like a gentleman offering to hold the lady’s hand despite, in every other way, being extremely feminine. “Shall we?”

“We shall,” I said, taking her had.

“Oh, by the way, nice hickey.”

“It’s a mark of bonding.”

“That have something to do with Lupa?”

“Yep.”

“Sounds like an excuse to leave a hickey to me, but I don’t know about canids to dispute it. Either way, good for her. And you. I’d ask for one, but,” Stella paused held up her hand with my signature on it, and smiled. “I’m more than happy with this.”

A streetlight flickered on right as she said that, and she could not have looked more dazzling.

“You’re way too beautiful,” I said.

Stella turned pretty red from that. “Wh—what are you saying all of a sudden? Geez, you’re like, way too good at catching me off guard. Besides, there’s nothing beautiful about a girl like me. A guy like you is super wasted on me.”

What she said reminded me of how Rosie felt.

I ended up grabbing Stella by her chin to hold her still as I looked into her eyes, bringing my face right in front of hers, so that I could say, “If there’s one thing I won’t tolerate, it’s when anyone shit talks the people I care about, even if they’re the ones doing it to themselves.”

Stella blinked a good few times while remaining red. “W-woah…”

“Understand?”

“I—I understand.”

“Good.” I let go of her and leaned back. “You need more confidence. Even disregarding the pure sex appeal of your chest, you’ve got a great figure, an adorable face, stylish hair, your cat ears and tail are really cute, enchanting eyes that I could stare into for hours, and an even better personality. You’re fun to talk to, messing around and acting stupid together is addicting, and the way you were spamming my phone while standing right in front of me was so cute that I felt like I was going to have a heart attack from cuteness. Not only that, but you’re a good girl who cares for others and does her best, excluding when I distract you at the guild. I would say that, if anything, a girl like you is wasted on me, but I’m not about to be a hypocrite. If we like each other, that’s all that matters. Nothing else does. Got it?”

Stella was only able to stare at me as if she was in disbelief of everything she just heard. But eventually, she said, “You—you’re… you’re way too crazy. That… that was even better than the wish fulfillment I read written by women… w—wait!” Stella pulled out her phone. “Can—can you say all that again while I record it?! So I can listen to it every night?!”

I reached forward and lightly flicked her forehead. “Nope. But, if you ever want to hear it again at night, all you have to is call me and I’ll say it as many times as you want.”

“Yeah… I’ve totally gone crazy. There’s no way you’re real.”

“In that case.” I grabbed her hand—the same one I signed—and brought it up to my mouth. Then I bit her finger while still looking her in her eyes. “Does this feel real to you?”

“… are you a reincarnation of a forgotten god of romance and sex or something?”

“Sorry to disappoint, but I’m just a guy who has gotten overly attached to his favorite guild girl.”

“Please get even more attached.”

“I can do that.”

The date properly began shortly after we finished flirting in place.

Stella took me out to a bunch of her favorite stores and to show me around in general, not realizing that I had every inch of the city already memorized. And, predictably enough, most of her favorite places were clothes stores. She really was a girl who loved fashion. In fact, she even insisted on treating me “for all the service” by buying me some new clothes.

I felt a little guilty, but I did accept it since I… well, I needed clothes. I had only been switching between my starting armor and bought armor for clothes. I didn’t have any normal, non-system clothes to wear.

The style of clothes that Stella picked out for me was…

Well, I couldn’t deny that it aesthetically fit the way that I designed myself to look, but I felt like it didn’t fit my personality at all. She got me dark, baggy jeans, a white shirt with what looked like a band logo on it that I couldn’t recognize, and a simple, black necklace. She actually tried getting me to wear a spiked choker, but I refused.

I didn’t have the confidence to unironically wear something like that.

Still, she dressed me up in such a punk way. Or maybe it wasn’t punk? I kind of looked like I was dressed like one of those Korean boy band guys doing a punk photoshoot.

It wasn’t my style at all.

But it made Stella happy, and the clothes were free, so I wasn’t going to complain.

Besides, when going by how all the other girls checked me out and whispered to themselves, I didn’t have to worry about looking embarrassing. They were apparently all into it, too.

Then again, those girls probably would have been into me even if I weighed five hundred pounds and wore stained wife beaters.

Afterward, we went to one of Stella’s favorite restaurants that had outdoor seating and got a quick meal and drinks. I made sure I’d have leftovers to give Lupa since she was still following us.

Then it was talking time. After dropping my leftovers off with Lupa, Stella and I found an open table to sit at outside of a shop that already closed up for the day and… talked. About all sorts of things, but I also made good on my word by telling her all about how the dungeons went for the past couple of days. Then we got to talking about music.

“I’ll make sure to send you my favorite songs from them later,” Stella said, referencing the band on my shirt. “I mean, you can’t wear a band’s shirt without ever listening to their music, right?”

“I feel like more people do that than you’d think,” I answered.

“That’s crazy. What’s the point? What if you end up trying them out and hate them?”

I shrugged. “People are weird.”

“I think you’re the last person who gets to say that.”

“On the other hand, aren’t I the most qualified to say that?”

“Hmm. Good point.” Stella then looked into my eyes again, smiled, and sighed. “I’m way too lucky.”

“You better not be putting yourself down again.”

“I’m not! Well, not on the outside. I—I can’t deny that I keep on thinking to myself, ‘There’s no way this perfect guy likes me. This has to be like a prank or dream or something.’”

“Your lack of confidence is what’s unbelievable.”

“Well… I guess you can blame my ex for that.”

“An ex? You had a boyfriend?”

Stella looked away while messing with her hair. “Yeah. A real asshole by comparison to you.”

That wasn’t something ever brought up in the game. Was it always part of her story, or new? Either way, I was curious. “What made him an asshole?”

“I thought guys don’t like it when girls talk about other guys? I mean… when there are thousands of girls you can get… you probably don’t want a girl who’s been around another man already.”

“Hey, as long as you’re shit talking him, feel free. It’ll let me feel superior while also telling me what not to do.”

Stella chuckled and looked me in the eyes to say, “I don’t think you’ll have to worry about that. Anyways… we were childhood friends. He gave me all these hopes and dreams—telling me how he wanted to marry me when we got older and everything. I was obsessed with him. Clinging to his side constantly. Never wanting to do anything without him. Then I started gaining weight and… he lost all interest in me.” Stella looked down and poked her breast. “These things ruined us. He was embarrassed being around a fat girl like me. I tried suuuper hard to lose weight for him, but he didn’t even care. He said all he could see was the fat every time he looked at me.”

“I hate this kid already.”

“Right? But despite that, we did eventually start dating. I think because he actually had such a terrible personality that nobody but me was willing to deal with him.”

“A guy in this world has to have a really shit personality in that case.”

“For real. But even though we dated, we never did anything. He was still grossed out by me.”

“Then why did he even date you?”

“Because nobody else would date him and I think that hurt his ego. I guess he thought, as long as he had me, he wasn’t a total loser. And I was still stupid and blinded by love, so I put up with it. I put up with the daily insults, always telling me to lose more weight, telling me to get a better job so I could buy him more gifts… we were together for seven years like that. Then I came home early from work one day and heard another girl’s voice inside. They were both shit talking me and saying how it was sooooo unbelievable how stupid and gullible I was. Turned out I was being played like a fool for years. No wonder we never did anything physical together. No hugging. No kissing. Definitely no sex. I was never anything other than the fat, gullible idiot only good for my money to him. You want to know the worst part?”

“Please don’t tell me you stayed with him after that.”

“Aha…”

“Girl.”

“Right?” Stella let out a long sigh. “I really was stupid, but I thought there was no way a girl like me would ever find another guy, so… I pretended I didn’t hear anything and dealt with it by crying myself to sleep most nights. We didn’t even share a bedroom, so it was easy to cover that up. Also… sorry if this is too much. Tell me if I’m oversharing, alright?”

“Well, you are oversharing, but I asked for it, plus I want you to keep going, so it’s alright.”

“Heh. Weirdo. Anyways, there isn’t much else to say. I told some of my friends about it a few months later—the girls you saw at the guild with me—and they talked some sense into me. They actually got suuuuuper pissed off on my behalf. It was funny. In one conversation, those girls made me feel more loved than a lifetime with my ex did.”

“I’ll have to give them my thanks. Wait… if I do that, isn’t there a serious chance they’ll fall for me? I want to thank them, but…”

“Oh, they’re gay, don’t worry.”

“Oh.”

“Their story is totes funny. Like, they decided to go out on a date with each other as a joke since they couldn’t find men and then realized they liked each other way more than the idea of any guy. Actually… I don’t even know if you can call them gay? Like, if I was going to call them anything, I’d call Zoey ‘Leahsexual’ and I’d call Leah ‘Zoeysexual.’ They’re all over each other, but don’t care about any other girls. Want to know how I know?”

“How do you know?”

“After they helped me break up with my ex, I asked them to take me into their relationship and got rejected. They told me they only liked each other that way and never felt that way about any other girls. But… maybe that was because they knew how vulnerable I was and didn’t want to take advantage of me, but also didn’t want to kick me while I was down.”

“They sound like great friends.”

“Yeah, they’re my besties. It’s a little annoying going out with them sometimes since they’re always alllll over each other and flirting even though they try to hold back around me, but yeah… I wouldn’t trade them for anyone.”

“It’s great to have friendships like that.”

“Mhm. I’d probably still be with that asshole if it wasn’t for them. And since I’m not… now I get to flirt with a cute boy who isn’t totally disgusted by me.” Stella winked and smiled at me. “Aren’t I lucky?”

“I’m pretty sure I’m the lucky one if anything. By the way, you ever think of going into the dungeons?”

“Me? Aha, no way.”

I did a double take. “Really?”

“Hmm? Yeah? Why do you look so surprised?”

“I’ll explain that some other time. But for now, let’s just say I thought you were the type of girl who secretly yearned for a life of adventuring in dungeons.”

“Oh, nah. Honestly… it’s a little embarrassing to admit… but I’ve always kind of dreamed of being a housewife. I know that’s like, super selfish and totally weird since girls are supposed to be the ones taking care of men by working and paying the bills, but… I always had this fantasy of wearing cute aprons, cleaning, cooking, taking care of my husband and his wives after they get home for the day… I guess I like this fantasy of being a source of comfort and warmth everyone comes back to at the end of the day. But I totes don’t have the housewife vibe. Even when I asked you to tell me about how the dungeon diving went, that was me being selfish and trying to get my fix of that.”

“It let you feel like a housewife asking her husband how his day at work was.”

“You don’t have to embarrass me by saying it out loud like that.”

In the game, maybe she was only interested in dungeons because that was the only way Seth could think of to get her closer to the player. Or maybe there were some weird programming limitations since every other character in the romance system was a companion who could join the party. Or, maybe Stella was just the kind of girl who was desperate to have someone who liked her, so she was willing to go to the dungeon so that she didn’t have to stay single.

It was time for me to turn the tables on her.

“You know, if you say something like that,” I said. “It’s going to make me imagine you waiting for me at home every day after the dungeons. Especially while wearing some cute apron.”

Stella started reddening up. “I—I wouldn’t look cute in—”

“You would look incredible in an apron.” I leaned forward, resting my elbows on the table and my chin on my hands as I looked straight into her eyes. “And each day I get home, I’d make sure to take you into my arms and kiss you. Every. Single. Day.” I knew that a daily hug and kiss shouldn’t have been a big deal, but it definitely was in a world like this.

I knew that it was going to fluster Stella even more to say that.

What I didn’t know was that it was going to make her cry.

“Wa-wait,” I said. “Hey, are you alright? I didn’t mean to make you—”

Stella sniffled and wiped the back of her hand across her eyes. “I’m sorry, it’s just—I… I never thought I’d hear a guy say anything like that, aha… I—I guess my confidence is even more shot than I realized after all those years with that asshole. Fetishizing my fat is one thing—it’s something that made me think, ‘Maybe if I can’t get a guy who appreciates me, I can at least get a guy who isn’t disgusted by my body.’ But… you’re talking to me, listening to me, telling me I’d be cute, supporting my crazy fantasy… asking me if I’m alright. It’s not fair. And that’s not even bringing up how incredible you were with that girl yesterday. I felt like I was watching a holy saint in action. How could I ever make a guy like that feel as special as he makes me feel?”

“That’s easy. You can spam my phone with any random thoughts you have or memes you find throughout the day. You can smile and purr whenever I pet your head, and act like you’re addicted to me petting you. You can smile whenever you see me and give me the biggest, tightest hug you can each time. And… yeah, that’s all. Do that and I’ll feel insanely spoiled.”

Stella sniffled while chuckling some more, smiling with the crying. “That’s all selfish stuff that’ll make me happier. It’s not fair.”

“I guess that’s a good sign for compatibility. The things you want to do to be selfish just so happen to be the things that would make me happy and feel special.”

“Would you still be saying all of this if I wasn’t so fat?”

“One, you’re not fat, you’re pretty with an incredible body. Two, I love all boobs. Whether they’re flat like the plains or grand like the mountains, I love every size. There is no such thing as boobs that are too small nor too big as far as I’m concerned.”

“I can’t believe a boobs fetishist actually exists. It’s like you’re some crazy unrealistic fantasy guy written by a female author who doesn’t know how men work.”

“Sorry to disappoint, but nobody wrote me. As far as I know, anyways. If anyone did write me, then I’m going to sue them for my childhood.”

Stella’s ears did a little twitch and that smile of hers started to fade. “Rough childhood?”

“You could say that, but let’s save that for another time.” To distract her, I pulled out my new phone and asked, “You know any good games?”

“Uh… if you’re into gacha games, I can totally hook you up with some great ones.”

“Hey, the gacha games in this world… do you collect guys or girls in them?”

“Girls, obviously.”

“Why?”

“Well, it’d be weird to collect guys, wouldn’t it? The whole appeal is to play as a guy who collects a harem and to self-insert into the girls you pull for. It’s like with every single roll, you get to free another girl from the worst fate: being single.”

It was a completely different way of viewing gacha games that obviously pandered to men, but it was a pretty cute way of looking at it that I wasn’t going to complain about.

There were a lot of things I wasn’t going to complain about in this world.

Stella ended up installing a few different games onto my phone. All gacha games, of course, because those were inescapable. One of them was about schoolgirls with guns, the other was some modern-fantasy tower defense game, and the last one was about a small group riding a bus in a city full of eldritch horrors and other abominations. According to Stella, the first one had the cutest girls, the second one had the best gameplay, and the third one had the best story. But she assured me that the girls in each one were cute and worth pulling for.

I wasn’t sure when exactly I would have time to actually play these games, but Stella was looking forward to me texting her about how I enjoyed them, so I had to make time for them at some point.

And with that, our date came to an end.

The sun had fully set, and the city was illuminated by streetlights and fairy lights. The modern kind of fairy lights, not the fantasy kind of lights made by fairies. It had an extremely cozy look.

“It’s nice out at this time of day,” I said. “It’s cool and not so loud, but I think the lights could be a little less bright.”

“Totes,” Stella said. “This is my favorite time. It’s like the whole city starts getting sleepy which has this mega cozy vibe. Makes me want to get into pajamas, curl up by the window on my bed, and watch my favorite streamers.”

“Who’s your favorite streamer? I’ll check them out now that I’ve got a phone.”

“That’s a tough one. Probably… oh, no, it’s definitely gotta be Bulia, the Dragon of Blackest Nights. Yep, totes.”

“That’s a pretty crazy title for a streamer.”

“It’s her whole gimmick. She’s a girl who streams with a male avatar that looks like this super edgy dragon guy someone designed in middle school, and she does her best to act cool and smooth all the time, but then she makes the silliest mistakes and gets all embarrassed and starts yelling at the chat not to clip her. I swear, she makes me laugh for like, ten minutes straight sometimes. She totally made me pee myself before.”

So, vtubers were still a thing, but they were girls pretending to be guys instead of the other way around. I should have expected that. “Maybe I’ll make a donation to her stream and have her read a love letter to you out loud in front of everyone.”

“On one hand, I want to say, don’t you dare. On the other hand, it would totes send her into a thirty-minute rant about normies showing off in front of her, and that would be hilarious. But also, don’t you dare.”

“We’ll see.”

“I—”

I cut Stella off by pressing my lips to hers, holding her by the side of her face as I focused entirely on her. The sounds of the sleepy city, the chirping of nighttime insects, and the whispers of jealous girls around us faded from my existence.

All I could hear were the purring whimpers of Stella as we kissed.

When I pulled away from her, she had this totally dazed look on her face like she had no idea what just happened nor how to react.

“I couldn’t resist,” I said. “Hope you don’t mind.”

Stella finally regained some of her senses, smiled, and shook her head. “As if I’d mind the thing I’ve been fantasizing about since seeing you.”

“Is that all you’ve been fantasizing about?”

Stella smirked and asked, “Who knows? I think I might remember a fantasy related to a pencil somehow…”

“What a strange girl, fantasizing about writing utensils.”

“My favorite is the one with white ink.”

“I hope you’ve got a big canvas for it.”

“I think I know where I can find a couple of canvases if you can find a pen with white ink to draw all over them with.”

“I think we’re torturing ourselves with this since we’ve both got plans soon.”

“Right? We must be masochists to be getting ourselves all worked up right as we’re leaving.”

“We must—”

Stella grabbed me by my shirt, pulled me close, and brought her lips to mine. Now that she was the one initiating, she was far more forceful, and even those purrs of pleasure sounded more confident than the whimpers before. And this time, she pushed her tongue into my mouth. “I told you, didn’t I?” she asked, pulling away with a strand of saliva connecting our lips. “I’ll get suuuuuper clingy and needy if you keep leading me on, and what did you do? You just kept on doing it anyways.” She looped her arms around my neck, those pink eyes staring into mine. “I hope you know what you’ve signed up for, Dar~ling.”

“We really are masochists.”

“Hey, can I make one super selfish request?”

“You can make as many selfish requests as you want.”

“Then… I’ve always dreamt about being called a cutesy pet name.”

“Got any preferences?”

“Nope.” She shook her head, her arms still looped around my neck, while wearing a wide smile. “You’ve got to come up with it yourself.”

“Then… Sweetheart. The pink in your eyes and hair makes me think of candy, but it also makes me think of love, and hearts are related to love, so. Sweetheart.”

Stella pulled me close again, but not to kiss me. Instead, she buried her face against my neck and let out a long, pleased sigh. “I’m not going to forgive you if I wake up and find out that this is all a dream,” she whispered.

“And here I was thinking the exact same thing.”

“I don’t want to let go, but I don’t want to leave my friends hanging, plus you have your plans.”

“You won’t get to blow my phone up with spam if we’re always right next to each other.”

“Oh, don’t you underestimate me. I could totes spam you while hanging out with you. What you saw earlier was nothing compared to what I’m capable of.”

“Sounds like a fun date for some other time. Spamming each other while sitting next to each other.”

“You’re seriously scarily good at getting my heart to flutter.”

“Right back at you.”

Stella brought our lips together one last time before letting go of me and stepping back. “You plan on going to the dungeon every day, right?”

“Monday through Friday, at least. I think I’m being forced to take the weekends off.”

“Then I’ll make sure my shifts line up, so you better come visit your own personal guild girl every day before you dungeon dive.”

“Who else am I going to get quests and info from?”

Stella stuck her tongue out at me before taking a couple of skips back. “Seeya tomorrow, Dar~ling!”

“I’m looking forward to it, Sweetheart.”

Stella spun around and happily skipped away, and I could have sworn that the tip of her tail was bent to form a heart.

Then I heard an oh-so-familiar, “Mm,” from behind me.

I spun around to look at Lupa only to, once again, have my shirt grabbed onto so that a pair of soft, warm lips could press against mine.

Lupa kept the kiss going for longer than usual before parting and saying, “I learned this technique from Teacher. I’ll have to thank her.”

“You really watched everything, huh?” I asked.

“Mm. Had to guard Master and newest sister.”

“You already think of her as a member of the pack?”

Lupa tilted her head. “Isn’t she?”

“She is, I’m just happy you already acknowledge her.”

“Rosie acknowledged me right away, so it’s only right if I acknowledge all future pack members just as quickly.”

“You’re a good girl, Lupa.” I made sure to pet her head to go with the words.

“Mm. By the way, Master.”

“Yeah?”

“I’m going to pout if you don’t do all the flirting you did with Stella with me. Please flirt with me.”

“I’ll flirt with you all the way back to the house, alright?”

“Mm. Deal.”

Even though I did a little experiment by grabbing onto Lupa’s hand, thinking that might stop her from rubbing her chest against me as we walked, she still ended up leaning against my side to keep her breasts pressed against my arm.

Well, considering what we were about to do, I couldn’t blame her for being frisky.


Chapter Fifteen

To Be Happy

Even though I might have had a decade on Rosie, we were basically the same when it came to our maturity and experience. Really, I didn’t even feel like there was an age gap between us. I felt like she was one of my peers. That probably said more about my maturity than hers, but still. The point is that, once we made it back to the house, Rosie and I ended up awkwardly sitting next to each other in the living room while we waited for Lupa to take a bath. We were both inexperienced, clueless virgins who knew what was about to happen.

As for why Lupa was taking a bath, Rosie already did while we were gone and insisted that Lupa took one, too. Neither of them wanted me to take one despite me offering to.

Also.

Rosie looked really, really cute.

She was in a simple but cute nightgown with thin straps that went over her shoulders, and the front of it left little of her breasts to the imagination. Normally, her outfit covered most of her breasts up except for the frontal cleavage, but not now. Now, most of her breasts were left exposed, and it was hard for me to take my eyes off them. She even had those frontal, long locks of hair tied back in a little ponytail which somehow made her look far more erotic. Maybe it was because it made her neck stand out more? Between her hair and her clothes, little of her neck was ever visible from the front. Now, it was totally bare.

“Even—even though I know I’m showing them off… on purpose,” Rosie said, “it’s still embarrassing… when you keep looking at them.” Then, with a blush, she anxiously covered her breasts up with her hands. She tried to, at least. They were too big to actually hide.

“I’ll… try not to stare so much,” I said.

“I don’t want that, either…”

“You’re being awfully contradictory.”

“What’d you expect? This is all new to me.”

“Don’t worry, I get it.”

“A-also. You… look good. Did Stella pick those out?”

“Yeah, she did.”

“I see…”

The conversation died again, replaced once more by awkward silence.

“So… did you buy whatever we need?” I asked.

Rosie nodded. “It was mortifying buying them. The cashier looked at me with this smug, knowing smile…”

“What kind of uh… stuff did you buy?”

“Condoms, since I know guys—guys all have a breeding kink, and… since guys hate ‘wasting’ their stuff.”

I felt like Rosie just hinted at something I was going to be appalled by. “Rosie, please explain what you mean by that. The wasting part.”

“Oh, right… you’re not—not from here. Well, maybe it’s different on your planet, but… guys get super grossed out by stuff like girls swallowing it… or getting it on our skin… so… I—I thought, even if you’re nice enough to let us… do non-breeding stuff, then we can still use protection so you wouldn’t get disgusted from it.”

“So, let me get this straight. The guys here basically only like vaginal, and they also feel like shooting their cum anywhere other than inside a pussy is a waste, and they think it’s disgusting to see their cum on girls or for girls to swallow it.”

“Yeah…”

I let out a long, frustrated sigh as I leaned forward. “I feel my blood pressure going up. At this point, the men of this world are too insane for me to just brush it aside. If any of this was obvious in the game’s writing, even more people than usual would have complained about how stupid and absurd the worldbuilding was. Did that guy seriously just use his fetishes to create a world while ignoring all logic? Even I can’t defend his choices at this point. I don’t even feel thankful anymore. If anything, I just feel bad for all the girls who have had to put up with guys when they all have such shitty taste.” At least my frustration with the insane worldbuilding helped to take my mind off how nervous I was about having sex.

“When you put it that way… do—do you mean… you like the same stuff girls do?”

“Yes, Rosie, and I’m not special for that. The majority of men from my world are like that. I’m sure some weirdos exist back on Earth who wouldn’t be happy to have a girl who only ever wants to suck his dick every single day and swallow every time, but the vast majority of men would kill for a girl like that.”

“So… you—we don’t… need condoms for that?”

“No. And we don’t need them at all.”

“But—I—I don’t even know if I want kids, so—”

“I mean I’ll be perfectly happy to keep my dick above your waist.”

Rosie’s eyes widened when she heard that. “Seriously?! You—you aren’t going to only let us suck it if after we let you try to breed us?!”

“Rosie. One, I’m a virgin who will be happy to do anything. Two, this game basically groomed me into having the same preferences as its creator because of how much I dedicated my life to it. Three, even before this game’s influence, the first time I ever saw porn when way too young to be looking at it was of a woman giving a guy a titfuck and blowjob, so my preferences have been messed up for as long as I can remember.”

“No way… does that mean—does that mean… you actually want to get those? And without protection?”

“Yes, Rosie.” I sighed again since it felt ridiculous to even have to confirm that. Honestly, I wasn’t even horny at that point, just disappointed in the men of this world. “I promise, with absolute certainty, that nothing would make me happier than to—alright, now I’m getting embarrassed again.” And horny again.

Rosie clung to my side, pressing her breasts against my arm and chest, as she leaned up and looked into my eyes with this cute, pleading expression. “Please tell me? I—I’m afraid that I’ll do something you don’t like… or misunderstand something, so… if you could tell me with clear language… make it impossible for me to misunderstand, then… I think that’ll make me feel a lot better and I can stop feeling like I’m about to cry from nerves.”

It was impossible to reject her request, not that I ever would have in the first place when she presented herself so vulnerably to me. The courage it took her to say that demanded courage in return. “I don’t care about vaginal,” I said. I wasn’t even sure if I said that right. Should I have said vaginal? Pussy? Missionary? “And… I really want to,” I paused again as she looked at me with waiting eyes. What kind of language was I supposed to use here? Was I supposed to sound more formal? Casual? Raunchy? Classy? I ended up looking away while scratching the side of my cheek as I said, “I want to hump your tits.” I wanted to die from self-inflicted cringe after saying that. “And I want you to titfuck me. And I want you to suck my—dick. And I want to fuck your mouth. If I’m being greedy… your thighs also look really nice, so… I’d like a thighjob sometime in the future, but that’s optional. Handjobs could also be nice. And… I can’t really think of anything else, but if I do think of something, I’ll… let you know. Oh, and… I want you to swallow my cum. But it would also be fun to cum on your face sometimes, and on your tits, so…”

I wasn’t sure what kind of response that was going to get.

I also didn’t expect Rosie to climb onto me, straddling my lap, to hug me.

“I’m really stupid, aren’t I?” Rosie whispered to me. I couldn’t see her face since her head was next to mine, but she sounded like she was smiling.

“What makes you say that?” I asked.

“I keep on thinking, ‘There’s no way he can get any more perfect than he already is,’ but then you go and prove me wrong. I was getting in my head, worried that you’d be just like other men still, even though all you give me are reasons to know you’ll be different.”

“Well, I can’t exactly blame you for that. You’re dealing with an alien from another world, after all.”

“I know, but still. Sorry for not having more faith in you.”

I reached up to pet the back of her head as we cuddled. “It’s alright. I mean, if I was back on Earth, I wouldn’t believe a girl with preferences like the ones girls have here could be real. I’d probably be worried, even if you promised me that you were serious, that you were just trying to make me happy or something or forcing yourself to change for me. But it just so happens that the girls of this world were influenced by a creator who had the tastes of men from my world, so we’re perfectly compatible. Actually… does it bother you at all to know that?”

“Not really. Even if you tell me that we are the way we are because some perverted god made our world this way, what am I supposed to do about that? It doesn’t change the fact that this world is how it is. It doesn’t change the last eighteen years of my life, either… and it doesn’t change how happy you make me. Besides, even if he changed us to be like the girls from your world, that’s still some god deciding what feels good for us and what doesn’t. Does it really matter if we feel good from one thing instead of another?”

“Guess not.”

“Sorry, let me rephrase.” Rosie cleared her throat before making sure to sound as sarcastic as possible. “Oh noooo. My boobs feel too good and I want you in my mouth. How hoorrrriblllle. I’m going to feel super good from it. This is the worst. Curse that god for making me so that we both get to feel super good together. I wish we liked totally different things instead so we both feel obligated to do different things to each other instead of get to feel good at the same time.”

I remembered thinking Rosie was innocent for not figuring out what I meant when I mentioned using her horns as handlebars, but it made sense in hindsight. There probably didn’t exist a single guy who was willing to take charge and use a girl’s horns like that.

Even Frolin, as awesome as he was, was probably more into Ailsa’s body type rather than into what he can uniquely do with a body like that. He just liked, by this world’s standards, “fat” girls. That didn’t mean he didn’t still have the same preferences for sexual acts as other men.

“You know,” I said. “Once we cross this line, it’s going to be hard not to cross it all the time. I mean every day. Multiple times a day.”

“Now that, I’ll believe it when I see it.”

“You’ll more than see it.”

“Sure, sure. Whatever you say. Even if you like the same stuff, it’s impossible for a guy to keep up with a girl’s libi—”

I grabbed Rosie by her hand, used it to pull her head to the side, and latched onto her neck with my mouth.

Rosie let out an immediate gasp of pleasure and pain as she squirmed on top of my lap, pressing her breasts against me as she panted.

There she went, doubting me again, even if it was just out of playfulness.

It made me want to put her in her place.

Even if I was, admittedly, a nervous and awkward virgin when it came to this stuff, I still felt the desire to put her in her place and to show her who was in charge. Knowing that probably no girl of this world ever experienced a man being dominant made me want to do it all the more.

Well, there were also times where it sounded really fun to let Rosie be in charge, like when she pinned me down in the forest. That was incredibly arousing.

Did that mean I was a switch?

Probably.

But I was definitely feeling like the more dominant one in the moment.

I was just also going to need to tempt Rosie into pinning me down again some time.

“S-Sev!” Rosie moaned out. “It—it hurts!” But she didn’t tell me to stop.

I kept going for a few more seconds. Seeing as how that made her put more effort into grinding her chest against me, I knew she liked it. She was basically dry humping me as I bit her.

When I did let go of her neck, I said, “What a perverted girl you are. All I did was bite you and you’re rubbing your tits all over me like a dog in heat.”

Rosie’s cheeks were pure red and her eyes were a little teary, but that look in her eyes—even for a virgin, it was impossible to mistake that glossy look as anything but lust. Her eyes were full of desire. Then she whimpered out, “I—… I—I’m sorry.”

“And what are you apologizing for?” I thought she was going to say for being a pervert.

Instead, she said, “I… I came already…”

I blinked a couple of times. “You—you did?”

Rosie reached up to cover her hands with her face. “I’m sorry! My—my boobs are really sensitive! All holstaurs are like this, even if I’m mixed! And—and combined with the biting—there’s no way I wasn’t going to finish that fast!”

Oh.

Oh no.

Poor Rosie.

Hearing her cry and panic over something like that, knowing it was because she came just from something so simple… really flipped a sadistic switch in my head.

It made me want to make her cum again, and again, and again, until she was begging me to stop.

“How cute,” I said. “You’re the woman, but here you are, cumming almost instantly before I even have my dick out.” I decided to play into the whole reversed expectations bit.

“I’m sorry!” Rosie cried. “I—I promise to try and get better so I don’t—”

I was still holding onto her horn with one hand, but I just slipped my hand to her chest to grope her tit with my other hand.

Rosie jumped and released another moan as soon as I did.

“So you don’t what, Rosie?” I asked.

“Wa—wai-wait! If you—if you do that, then—” Rosie was cut off once I applied just a little more pressure to groping her. She ended up letting out a moan that almost sounded like a bit of a moo mixed in as she spasmed on top of my lap, clearly climaxing even harder than she did the first time.

All that anxiety I felt was gone. Who knew that the best way to build confidence in one’s sexual ability was to make a girl orgasm twice before even taking one’s dick out?

And just as Rosie began to calm down and collect her breath, I leaned in and whispered into her ear, “Again.”

Rosie shook her head. “N-no! Wait! I—”

I didn’t wait.

Just as easily as before—perhaps even more easily, she finished. Her entire body trembled on top of and against me as I sunk my fingers into her tit. I didn’t even fully take her tit out yet, but I could feel her nipple pressing against my palm through the fabric.

It was only then that I really started to appreciate just how soft and warm her breast was. I was too focused on making her cum before to really appreciate it. But now? Now, Rosie’s tits already made it to the top of my list for things I enjoyed touching the most. Not that it was a very thought-out list or anything.

“Tell me to stop and I will,” I whispered to her. “Just saying no isn’t enough when your body keeps betraying your words. If you don’t tell me to stop, I won’t.”

Rosie whimpered and said, “I… I don’t want you to stop, but… it’s… too embarrassing… I’ve already… five times…”

“Five? And here I only counted three.”

Rosie covered her face up again. “How are you like this? Are—are all the men from your world like this?”

“Doesn’t matter if they are. All that matters is how fun it is to make you cum over and over again.”

“You’re a bully…”

“And you still haven’t told me to stop, so I think I’ll continue.”

“Wait! I—”

I slipped my hand underneath her top to more directly feel her tit. And now, my fingers pressed directly against her bare nipple.

All it took was a pinch.

One pinch.

I pinched her nipple between my fingers, and she ended up practically screaming with pleasure. Those screams of pleasures then turned into unending, heavy breaths and moans mixed with moos. I was pretty sure she tried saying something, maybe my name, but she was far too lost in pleasure to be understandable at all.

It was only when I noticed someone else standing in front of me that I let go of Rosie’s nipple, not even bothering to count how many times she came while I teased it.

Lupa, for once, looked a little jealous. “Mm… started without me.”

“S-sorry,” I said. “I got caught up in the moment.”

“Mm. It’s okay. Rosie is the first wife, plus we bit each other last night without her.” Fortunately, she was understanding and quick to forgive. She was also… only wearing a towel. And only around her waist, leaving her breasts hanging out for me to do a doubletake at once I noticed. Lupa definitely wasn’t as busty as Rosie, probably around half the size, but half the size of Rosie was still huge by realistic Earth standards. Lupa’s tits were basically as big as a fit girl’s could reasonably get without gaining a lot of weight everywhere else, too.

Lupa probably would have opted for going fully nude, but…

The end of a scar visibly poked out from the top of her towel. It had to be a big scar, too.

Lupa noticed me looking at it, pulled the towel up, and… ran away.

Shit.

“Sorry, Rosie, hang on,” I said, sliding her off of me to set her on the couch. She was too out of it and panting still to notice anything that was going on, I was pretty sure.

I ran off to look for Lupa.

She wasn’t in the bedroom, I strongly doubted she’d have gone into Frolin’s and Ailsa’s room, and she wasn’t in Rosie’s room, but the bathroom door was closed.

“Lupa?” I called out, knocking on the bathroom door.

“Mm, wait,” Lupa said. She sounded normal as far as I could tell. But… maybe too normal for what just happened. Then, when she opened the door, she had all of her usual equipment on.

“Are you going somewhere?”

Lupa shook her head. “Don’t need to be naked to use my mouth.”

“Lupa, you—”

“Let’s get Rosie.”

Lupa tried to leave, but I grabbed her by her arm and pinned her against the wall.

I wasn’t sure that was the right thing to do. Everything about her body language told me she was shocked I would actually do that.

But I didn’t want to let her run away.

“Sorry,” I said. “I don’t know if this is what I should do, but… I haven’t told you about my past yet. But you know, I was covered in scars. There were so many things wrong with me, and I needed so many surgeries, that I had a ton of them. They weren’t even cool looking. They were those ugly ones that healed really slowly, so they still looked purple and weird even after years. But, even if scars are ugly, since I’m not going to pretend that they can’t be, it’s alright to have them.”

“Mm…”

“I’m not going to lie to you. I won’t look at your scars and tell you that they look badass or beautiful or anything if they don’t. But I’ll be honest with you and appreciate you and your body no matter what it looks like. That, I can promise.”

“If Master sees them… it’ll sink in that my body is worthless to you.”

Because of course, even though the shitty men of this world were reversed in a bunch of ways, they still only viewed women as incubators. At least make it make some fucking sense, Seth. How are you going to make men a bunch of no-fun prudes who can’t stand horny women, but still make them a bunch of assholes who think women are only good for breeding? I wanted to strangle Seth alongside the rest of the men.

“Sorry, Lupa,” I said. “But I’m brute forcing this.”

“Master?”

“You’re my slave and my pet, remember?”

“M-mm…”

“Then you have to follow my commands. Strip.”

Lupa looked away and hesitated, but then said, “Okay.”

Since she was only wearing her equipment, baring herself to me was as simple as unequipping her armor to store it in her inventory.

Piece by piece came off, saving her top that covered her waist for last.

Lupa couldn’t look me in the eyes after doing it. She refused to even look in my direction.

But she didn’t run away.

I really wasn’t sure if I did the right thing after seeing what condition she was in.

Her abdomen was covered in scars. Horrible scars that looked as if she had been stabbed there dozens of times.

I remembered what Rosie said about scars. It typically only happened below a certain health percentage. So, if she suffered this many scars, all in one specific area…

“Sorry,” Lupa said, her voice trembling. “I can never have Master’s kids.”

“The only thing you need to apologize for is taking so long in the bath that you missed the entire conversation I had with Rosie,” I replied. I still wasn’t sure what to do, but I crouched down, kissed her abdomen, and looked up at her from there. “But you also need to apologize if you think that something like this would make me lose interest in you. I don’t care if you can’t have kids, Lupa. Even if I wanted kids myself, I’d never think you’re less valuable over something like this.”

“… sorry. I—I’m bad, Master.”

“It’s alright. This world can be incredibly stupid at times, so I can’t blame you for feeling that way.” Besides, even some men back on Earth would probably lose interest in a girl who couldn’t have kids. “And I’m sorry if I made you uncomfortable by making you strip like this. I just… I didn’t want to let you hide it and worry about it for longer than you already have been. I feel like if I didn’t order you, then you’d keep hiding it and suffering on your own until I did.”

“Mm. I would have. I was even tempted to run when you ordered me to, but… I don’t want to lose Master or make Master angry at me.”

“You can cover them up if you want, but I promise you that you don’t need to. I want you to be comfortable. I also want you to understand that even if you don’t cover them up, they don’t change anything.”

Still, looking at those scars… they weren’t surgery scars. I was well familiar with how those looked. The scars on her abdomen looked like the result of someone purposely mutilating her in a very intentional way. And if I was right with my understanding of female anatomy, then the scars were mostly clustered over where her uterus and ovaries would be.

And again, no medical scars would look so gruesome.

If I had to guess, someone purposely destroyed her reproductive organs. That was why she didn’t go into heat anymore and why she couldn’t have kids. Someone forcibly made it so she never could.

Maybe the world wasn’t as innocent as I thought outside of the dungeons.

Even so… there was definitely healing magic capable of healing damage like that no matter how old it was. But if adventurers rarely pushed for higher levels, then it was possible nobody ever achieved it.

I kissed Lupa’s abdomen again before standing up. “You’re beautiful, Lupa, and I promise you that my feelings for you haven’t changed the slightest bit after seeing that.”

“Mm… thank you, Master,” Lupa replied. “Can… I cover up?”

“You can. Sorry again for forcing you.”

Lupa shook her head. “It’s okay. I’m happy. But… I still don’t want anyone to see it.”

“That’s okay. How about you put on the pajamas you wore last night? I don’t think your equipment will be that comfortable for having some fun in bed.”

“Master… still wants to do lewd things?”

“Are you crazy? Of course I do.” Not that I felt horny in that moment. I just wanted to kill whoever did that to her.

“I’m not worthless?”

“You’re not worthless.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

“Master still likes me?”

“Master doesn’t just like you, Master loves you.”

Lupa’s tail started wagging. “Master… likes my body?”

“Master loves your body.”

Her tail wagged even faster. “I’m so happy. And now… I don’t have anything else to be afraid of. Master saw everything. Master still likes me.” Lupa wrapped her arms around me for a tight hug. “Mm, no. Master loves me. And… Master is angry for me.”

“… I guess I can’t hide it.”

“Master’s body language is obvious.”

“Then I won’t bother hiding that I’m… really pissed off and want to kill whoever hurt you.”

That must have been the right answer since Lupa’s tail wagged even more. “Master wants to protect me.”

“I don’t just want to. I will protect you. And I’ll punish whoever hurt you.”

“Me, too. I’ll protect Master. I’ll kill anyone who hurts you. Master… let’s protect each other forever.”

“I was already planning on it.”

Lupa pulled away from the hug to grab onto me and pull me down so she could kiss me just like earlier. “I love you, Master.”

“I love you, Lupa.” I made sure to kiss her back after that.

“Mm. I’ll go change into comfy clothes. Sorry for being bad and ruining the mood.”

“It’s alright. Taking care of you is more important than being horny.”

With a rare smile, Lupa went into Rosie’s bedroom to, presumably, get those pajamas she wore the night before.

Maybe what I did had the right outcome, but… I still wasn’t sure I went about it the right way.

All my life, people forced me into situations and forced themselves onto me in ways that didn’t give me a chance to run away. Being forceful… was the only way I knew how to resolve problems.

I didn’t like that.

Even if I reached the right ending, I used methods that the same people who I despised with my entire being used against me.

I looked down at my hand that I grabbed Lupa with. “I might have a new body, but I’m still fucked up,” I said and sighed.

Even when I was teasing Rosie, she told me no but I kept going.

Yeah, I liked making her cum for the sake of her pleasure.

But I also liked the power I felt.

“… I’m just as bad as them,” I said.

“I guess I should stop spying,” Rosie said, standing next to me without my even noticing it.

“How long have you been there?”

“Probably longer than you’re hoping for. I got up right after you took me off you… though it was pretty hard to get over here with how wobbly I was.”

“Sorry. And… sorry for not stopping when you told me no.”

“Sev.”

“Yeah?”

“That felt crazy good—way better than anything I could ever imagine, and I only said no because I was embarrassed, not because I meant it. I didn’t tell you to stop, remember?”

“Promise me you’ll tell me to stop if you ever want me to, no matter how much I might look like I’m enjoying it.”

“Mhm! I promise. Besides, I’m not some girl who is going to let you do things I don’t like. Not even you are safe from the importance of consent. Also, don’t forget I’m way stronger than you.” She looked pretty smug after saying that.

“Good. That’s a relief. And I think you being stronger is pretty reassuring, too.”

“You’re worried about being like the people who bullied you, aren’t you?”

“How are you and Lupa so good at reading me?”

“I might not be good at advanced math, but putting two and two together is easy even for someone like me.”

“Don’t downplay how great you are with people.”

Rosie stood up on the tips of her toes and kissed my cheek. “Feeling better?”

“Yeah, but don’t be surprised if I use you as a therapist sometime.”

“You can do that whenever you want. Aren’t partners supposed to be each other’s therapist in the first place?”

“Are they?”

“I’d say so! So that means you’ll have to be my therapist and listen to my problems sometime, too.” Then Rosie sounded gloomy as she said, “Like about the time I walked in on my mom and dad when I was a kid.”

“I’ll be your therapist whenever you need.”

“Good!”

“By the way.”

“Yeah?”

I looked down at her chest. “Your tit is still out.”

Rosie slowly went red as she looked down at her own chest. “A-ah… that’s… embarrassing.”

“Mm, jealous,” Lupa said, announcing her return as she stood behind me and to the side. “Rosie’s boobs… bigger.”

Rosie tucked her breast back into her nightgown and sighed. “These are nothing to be jealous of.”

“Master likes big boobs.”

I corrected her by saying, “I love all boobs. Stop thinking I prefer the bigger ones. Yours are just as good.”

“Mm…”

Rosie took my side, thankfully. “Seriously, you should have seen this weirdo. The first thing he did was get his hands all over my boobs. What kind of guy even does that?”

“Really? Master was touching boobs? Purposely?”

I sighed and said, “The shocking thing here is that you thought I only like to look at them. Lupa, I don’t care about pussies. I don’t care about having children. I’m more than happy to fuck nothing but mouths and tits if that’s what you like. I know you said earlier how unbelievable that would be, but I’m being serious.”

“… was I worried over nothing?”

Rosie answered for me with, “Yep. Welcome to the club.”

“Rosie.”

“Lupa.”

“Are we sure he’s real?”

“He’s as real as he can be, I think. Somehow.”

“Mm.”

“Also, Lupa.”

“Rosie?”

“I might not be your owner, but I want you to depend on me, okay? I want to protect you, too. Besides, I’m our tank. Protecting the party is my job! But even if we weren’t a party, you’re my friend now, plus we both fell in love with the same weirdo, so… I’ll protect you.”

“Mm…” Lupa’s wagging tail was always adorable to watch. “Rosie.” Lupa held her arms open. “Hug.”

Rosie was happy to give Lupa what she wanted, and I felt my heart melting as the two girls hugged. “If you’re ever worried about anything or want a hug, you can come to me, too, okay?”

“Mm. I will. And Rosie, too. If I can ever help… let me.”

“Mhm!”

I totally shipped them together. After shipping them with me, of course.

Really, I was just happy to see them get along so well. I was especially happy for Lupa since she didn’t have anyone before me, but now she had me, Rosie, and Stella.

“Mm, Rosie,” Lupa said.

“What is it?” Rosie asked, still hugging Lupa.

“I think we need to make Master prove he likes the same things as us.”

“I don’t doubt him anymore… but you might have a point. Besides, if he does like the same stuff, then it’ll be a good way to show our appreciation for everything he’s done for us, right?”

Lupa nodded. “Mm.”

Both girls then turned to look at me. The mood in the hallway transformed in an instant. Seeing them hug was so cute and wholesome, but now… they had the eyes of predators as they looked at me.

“Would you look at that,” I said, stepping toward the guest room. “There’s a convenient bed right there. I think I’ll go ahead and get on it. I sure hope no girls with the same fetishes as me join me in the bed. That would just be horrible.” I went into the room. “Then again, with how weak girls are, I doubt it’ll be a problem. A girl could never be stronger than a man.”

Rosie turned smug awfully quickly while Lupa looked ready to prove me wrong with fierce determination.

I didn’t even make it to the bed on my own.

Lupa grabbed me, spun me around, and pushed me backwards onto it. The next thing I felt were her lips pushed against mine as she climbed on top of me, reaching one hand down into my pants as her other hand kept me pinned down by my shoulder.

A string of saliva kept our lips connected once she broke the kiss off, looking into my eyes from above. She might not have been able to literally enter a state of heat, but she sure looked like she was in one… and it was hot. Really, really hot. “Master… if you say things like that, you’re purposely trying to get us to prove you wrong, aren’t you?”

“Dunno,” I said. “Am I?”

“Mm. Master, you’re weaker than you think. You shouldn’t tempt girls.”

Something about that hurt a little.

Being called weak.

It reminded me of all those times people mocked me—bullied me. It reminded me of my parents who hated me. Of my classmates who treated me like a punching bag.

For so many years, I absolutely hated being weak. I despised myself for it.

But, with Lupa and Rosie, who I trusted to actually care about me and protect me… maybe it was alright to be a little weak.

Maybe it was alright to give up control to them. At least, every now and then. I still wanted to get stronger both when it came to my real body and the system, but… maybe, just for now, I wanted to be weak.

I wanted them to show me that there was nothing wrong with being weak, and that they wouldn’t hate me for being weak.

…

That was probably it.

I wanted them to accept me, to love me, and to want me despite my weakness.

I wanted to feel like they would still care about me even if I still had my old body.

“Is this all you’ve got, Lupa?” I asked. “I thought you were stronger.”

“Mm… Master, being bratty,” Lupa said. “You started looking sad, but now you look happy.”

“I wonder why.”

Then Rosie joined in, sitting on the bed next to my head. “Where’d all that dominance from the couch go, huh? You were holding my horn like you thought you were in control, but now you can’t even get out from under the girl you called weak.”

“All I’d have to do is grab your tits and you’d be moaning beyond control again.”

Rosie’s eye twitched. “Lupa, don’t go easy on him. He’s asking for it at this point.”

“Mm.” Lupa licked her lips. “I was going to go easy on Master for our first time… but I don’t think he wants us to go easy.”

“Nope. He’s making that clear. But, if he wants us to stop, then he can always tell us to stop. Isn’t that right, Sev?”

I thought safe words were usually weirder on purpose, but apparently “stop” became our safe word. “Why would I say that?” I asked. “You’ll be the ones begging me to stop by the end of this.”

“Lupa.”

“Mm, got it,” Lupa replied. She then slid lower down my body, letting Rosie take over by holding me down by my shoulders with minimal effort, and got between my legs. I thought she was going straight to pulling my pants down, but she pressed her nose against my bulge first to sniff it. Then she kept sniffing. And the more she sniffed, the faster her tail wagged.

“L-Lupa?” Rosie asked.

“Master’s scent… so good,” Lupa replied. “Want covered in it…”

Her nose kept on brushing against my cock over the clothes, and that was enough to get me throbbing even more than I already was.

Rosie noticed the throbbing, too. “He-hey… that—isn’t that… really big? There’s no way… it can be that big, right? It’s an optical illusion or something?”

I made sure to laugh a little and smirk up at Rosie. “What’s wrong? You sound awfully nervous now. Don’t think you can handle it?”

“Sev, you’re really good at making me want to tie you up and gag you at times like this.”

“You won’t be able to hear me moan about how good it feels if you gag me.”

“… you have a point.”

But eventually, Lupa decided she sniffed me over my clothes enough. Maybe she wanted to finally see it, or maybe she just wanted to smell it more directly. Either way, Lupa gripped the top of my pants, making sure to get her fingers under the briefs I got as well, and pulled down.

Going by the fact that she had her head directly over me, she probably wasn’t expecting much still for some reason. Maybe it was incapable for her, as a girl of this insane world, to expect what could ever happen despite all the clues.

My cock sprung up.

And it slapped right against her face. Even at the distance she put between her head and my crotch while pulling my pants down, my cock still easily reached her.

Rosie actually got jump scared from it going by how she let go of me and literally jumped backwards.

“Se-seriously?!” Rosie shouted. “How—what—how do you keep on getting more and more impossible?!”

Lupa, meanwhile, was totally stunlocked. She ended up shrinking down behind my cock while looking up at it with wide eyes. The moonlight outside provided light at just the right angle to cast a subtle shadow over Lupa’s face.

Seeing the bulge and feeling it the other night somehow did not prepare her for how big it was.

As for my new pride and joy, I was assuming it had to be… maybe around ten inches? I knew a pretty decent amount of random anatomical facts thanks to all my time in medical facilities, so I knew that the average head length was around nine inches for an adult from chin to the top of their head. And my cock was longer than the total length of Lupa’s head.

Actually, it might have been even longer than I thought since it wasn’t like it was just barely longer.

Seth made sure I had an actual monster—no, a dungeon boss, in my pants. My cock was the equivalent of a post-endgame dungeon boss. That was a fun way of looking at it.

Fortunately, its girth wasn’t too insane. It would have been a shame if it was too thick to fit in their mouths. Though, they’d probably still struggle to fit it inside their mouths.

But that was hot in its own way.

Lupa finally moved again by poking my cock. It twitched in response. Lupa then looked at Rosie and said, “Rosie… it’s real.”

“Are… are you sure?” Rosie asked.

Lupa sniffed my cock by pressing her nose against it, and her tail wagged like crazy in response. “Real,” she confirmed. “Mm… Master’s scent.” And right after saying that, Lupa got fully immersed in rubbing my cock all over her face. She kept her hands on the bed around me as she rubbed every last inch of her face against it. Her chin, her cheeks, her nose, her forehead—it was like she was genuinely trying to cover her head with my scent.

Then the licking began.

She started off with a few, slow, measured licks that drove my cock wild. Her eyes were closed at first, but then she opened them to look directly into my eyes to make sure I was watching as she ran her surprisingly long tongue over every inch of my shaft.

I wasn’t the only one watching. Rosie was watching while panting the whole time, and I even caught her reaching up to grope her own breast while watching the show.

It looked like I was going to win, though.

I might have started moaning a little, but Lupa was the one with increasingly frequent and louder—but still pretty quiet since Lupa was always quiet—moans. She even tried pulling away once she started getting close, but she couldn’t resist and went back in to lick more.

Then she tightly gripped the sheets as she pressed her face against my cock to ride out her orgasm.

In this world, even just licking a cock was enough to make a girl cum.

“Master… OP,” Lupa said after recovering. “Rosie… help.”

“M-maybe you should keep trying to find a weakness,” Rosie said.

“Rosie… you’re the tank. You’re supposed to take the hits…”

“This is different!”

“Please, Rosie? Help me.” Lupa looked up at Rosie with some pretty convincing puppy eyes that nobody could ever refuse.

Rosie grumbled before shouting, “Fine! I—I’ll help.” She must have been afraid of cumming even faster than Lupa did.

As for me, now that I was no longer being held down, I scooted back across the bed so that I could: one, get completely out of my pants; and two, so I could sit up against the headboard with a pillow behind me for comfort. “That’s better,” I said. “Now I can watch you two realize just how weak you are.” I made sure to look as smug as I could while saying that. “I mean, that’s already five and one to my zero, right?”

“Even if we lose the battle today… we won’t lose the war. We’ll figure out a way to make you cum way more than us!”

Lupa nodded. “Mm. It’s okay to lose a battle as long as we win the war.”

“The-then… Lupa… let’s begin our next attack.”

“Tank first.”

Rosie grumbled and hesitated, but gave in and leaned in for a sniff. Maybe she wanted to see if it smelled as good as Lupa was acting like it did. “… it does smell really good…”

And hearing that apparently made Lupa want to smell it more.

So, there were two girls sniffing my cock together. That was pretty embarrassing, but it also made for a pretty nice sight.

Rosie then, noticing my balls, reached over to give them a fondling. “Even these things are way too big… I feel like I’m playing with stress balls…”

“Please don’t squeeze them like those,” I said.

“I—I know that!”

While Rosie fondled them, Lupa leaned down to sniff them before practically burying her face against my sack. Once more, her tail wagged like crazy. Or well, it was wagging except for whenever it stopped due to her entire body trembling. Multiple times. She stayed pressed against my sack for a while, definitely through multiple orgasms, before pulling away with an expression that could best be described as intoxicated.

“You know,” I said, “I think I’m discovering your weaknesses instead of you discovering mine.”

“Th—that’s okay!” Rosie said. “It’s just one battle! Not… not the—”

I reached down to grope Rosie’s nearest tit.

Got her.

That was enough to quiet her as she hid her face against my abdomen as if to hide the proof of her pleasure, not realizing that the flapping of her ears, swishing of her tail, and spasming of her body made it more than obvious what was happening.

And while I stayed groping her, I looked at Lupa and said, “Are you sure you got enough of the smell?”

Lupa trembled a little just thinking about it. “Mm… I—I’ll double check…” She had no idea what was coming.

As soon as Lupa put her face back against my sack, I placed my free hand on the back of her head to press and hold her against it.

I was able to make two girls cum at the same time. One just by groping her tit and the other by smothering her face with my sack.

“See?” I asked them. “You’re weaker than me.” Sure, I was fine with giving up control to them earlier, but the switch in my brain got flipped the other way.

It turned out that I really was a switch.

“This is how things should be,” I continued. “Helpless against me. Under my control, cumming when I demand, and only stopping when I allow it.”

Going by the way that they both trembled more when I said that, I had to assume they liked it.

Maybe they were into being degraded? Did that even count as degrading them?

Again, kind of new to all of that.

But it was fun. And if they enjoyed it, I wanted to do it even more. I just wasn’t sure what to say or do. What if I said something that made them cringe instead?

Or maybe I just needed to trust my gut.

Fortunately, neither of them could see the doubt on my face. Lupa still had her vision blocked by my nuts and Rosie was still trying to hide her face using my abdomen.

I took a tight grip of Lupa by her hair and pulled her back from my sack. She looked even more intoxicated than before. And then I said, “Bark.”

“M—Master?” Lupa struggled to ask.

“Did I stutter? You’re my pet, so bark.”

Lupa stopped looking so drunk and started looking more embarrassed. Even so, she quietly whimpered out, “W-woof.”

“Again.”

“Woof…”

“You might be acting like it’s embarrassing, but look at just how much your tail is wagging while you bark like a dog. I guess you’ve realized your place as my pet.”

“W—woof… woof…”

“I didn’t even order you to do it that time.”

“I’m… Master’s pet.”

“You are. So, if you want to prove how much of a good girl you are, then do to Rosie what I did to you. It’s not fair if you’re the only one marked with my scent, right?” I let go of Lupa’s hair to see what she would do.

Lupa did exactly as ordered. Following an obedient nod, she grabbed onto Rosie and pressed her face down against my sack.

You know.

Ordering them around was getting addicting.

“Good girl, Lupa,” I said. “Keep her there.”

Feeling Rosie’s muffled moans against my sack, when combined with the erotic sight, was driving me wild. I honestly felt like I was about to cum just from that, but I held it in. I wanted to enjoy this superiority for as long as I could.

“M-Master,” Lupa whined.

“Yes?” I asked.

“More… more orders… please?”

Maybe it was time to give them both a treat. Besides, as fun as feeling superior was, I also really, really wanted to cum.

“Pull her head back,” I ordered.

Lupa nodded and released Rosie from my sack. Rosie ended up looking just as drunk on the scent as Lupa did, though she didn’t orgasm as much from that alone. That was Lupa’s weakness, not hers.

“Kiss her,” I ordered.

After all, I was a man.

Watching two girls kiss was hot.

Especially when they were as attractive as Rosie and Lupa.

Lupa nodded, held onto Rosie’s head, and pressed their lips together. Rosie was snapped out of that drunken state once she felt Lupa’s lips, and she looked a little confused and panicked at first, but she gave in after a few moments. The two girls then got into an increasingly intense make-out session between my legs. They even ended up sitting up on their knees so that they could properly press their breasts together as they made out, effectively dry humping one another during it.

I was pretty sure they both came again during that.

But now it was time for me to join in again.

“Keep making out,” I ordered. “But do it around my cock’s head.”

The girls nodded and didn’t waste any time in obeying my order. They were both too high on lust to feel any more embarrassment. They simply wanted to feel even better.

I was pretty sure that I just discovered a major fetish of mine: watching girls make out with each other with my cock between them.

They were trying to kiss each other, with tongue, but my cock’s tip was in the way. I felt their warm lips press all over my cockhead while their wet tongues slipped and rubbed against it, occasionally touching each other.

“Fuck, keep going,” I groaned. “I’m close.”

But hearing that I was close… yeah, that apparently provided a pure boost of energy to them. They switched from trying their best to kiss each other around the thick head of my cock to alternating between kissing each other and sucking on the sides of the tip.

My original plan was to cum between them, giving them both a cumshot at the same time.

But as Rosie brought her lips up to the top of the tip to suck on it, I couldn’t resist.

“Remember what I said about handlebars?” I asked Rosie.

Rosie looked up into my eyes while sucking on the tip, a bit of confusion in her eyes. She looked so cute and innocent like that. She didn’t deserve what I was about to do to her, but I knew she would love it just as much if not more than me.

I grabbed onto her horns.

And then I pulled her head down, pushing my cock deep into her mouth. Feeling her wet, warm mouth struggle to fit my cock inside felt even more incredible than I thought it would.

Rosie’s eyes went wide before rolling back with pleasure as her body trembled with the most intensity yet.

That intensity only grew even stronger as I let out a loud groan with my first orgasm.

I groaned out a long, pleasured, “Fuck,” as I felt myself unload into Rosie’s mouth. I couldn’t tell how much I was cumming since I was inside her, plus I tossed my head back against the pillow and just… was stuck looking up at the ceiling, but I knew it was a lot.

It felt like I just kept on pumping it out. I was sure that wasn’t actually the case, but damn did it feel like it.

I had no idea how long my orgasm lasted for. I was too lost in pleasure.

When I finally regained the rest of my senses, I looked down and first noticed Lupa staring at Rosie with eyes of pure disbelief.

Then I looked at Rosie.

…

One, I accidentally pushed her head down even more than I thought. I ended up pushing into her throat and could see my cock bulging against her neck.

Two, I couldn’t tell if she was still conscious or not.

Three… it was hard to tell for sure, but… was her stomach bigger?

I pulled Rosie’s head off my cock, which was still coated in thick, white seed that slowly dribbled down my shaft, and asked, “Are—are you awake, Rosie?”

An exhausted mumble made it out of Rosie’s mouth that was stuck hanging open with plenty of leftover cum coating her tongue. “Too… too much,” Rosie whined. “Way… too full… thought I was… going to drown…”

“Was there… seriously that much?”

Rosie looked at me and, rather than look lustful, she looked downright annoyed I dared to even ask that. “What do you mean… was there that much?”

“This is the first time I’ve used this thing, so…”

“You could… fill a bucket… or more… with that. How… where did you even store all that?”

“A bucket? There’s no way it was that much. I mean… that’s even more impossible than this world is.”

Rosie sat up on her knees and showed the aftermath of my orgasm.

She looked pregnant.

“What do you think all of this is?” Rosie asked, poking at her inflated stomach.

I couldn’t take my eyes off the way her breasts now rested on top of her stomach, pushing them up and making them look even bigger to the point of almost spilling out from her nightgown.

No wonder men had a breeding kink if they got to see things like that while their girls were pregnant.

But I got to make girls like that without knocking them up… apparently.

“Master… scary,” Lupa said.

… did I mess up?

Did I do something wrong?

No, I definitely did something wrong. I shouldn’t have lost control like that.

“Sorry,” I said. “I won’t—”

“You better not say you’ll never do that again,” Rosie interrupted me to say while glaring straight into me.

“… what?”

“Sev… I came so much that, for the first time since meeting you, I don’t feel horny. It’s like… I’ve been reborn, cleansed of all my lust. I… have never felt this satisfied before. This peaceful.”

“… what?”

“So don’t you dare deprive me of getting to experience this again!”

“O-okay…”

“Mm, me, too,” Lupa said. “I want to try it, too.”

“I thought you said it was scary?” I asked.

“Mm. I came just from watching it. It’s scary, but in a good way. I want to try it next.” Then she reached up and placed her hands atop her head. “But I don’t have handlebars…”

Rosie then said, “I’ve never been more grateful to have these annoying horns…”

“Alright, hang on,” I said. “So, just to clarify here. Just to make a hundred percent sure. I… didn’t do anything wrong?”

“The only thing you did wrong was not warn me of the drowning hazard. Once I realized it wasn’t going to stop, it was fine, but it was really hard to swallow all that at first when I didn’t know to expect it.”

“We learned about that at the same time. Well, technically, you learned about it first.”

While I talked, Lupa ended up getting closer to my cock again so that she could get to work licking it clean. “Master… tastes good.”

Rosie looked like she just got annoyed again. “That too! Seriously! What’s with you?! It’s getting so damn frustrating how perfect you are! Not only are you too hot, but your personality is too perfect, your dick is too big, your cum is way too much, and not only that, but your cum tastes too good! Seriously! Are you sure you’re not some kind of machine programmed to be the perfect husband for women?! There’s no way a man can have specs as high as yours and be real!”

“Uhh.” I wasn’t sure how to reply to that. “I’m pretty sure I’m still real.”

“Rosie,” Lupa sound, sounding concerned. “Look.”

“What is it now?” Rosie asked. “No, wait, let me guess. Mister Perfect here is going to reveal that his cock doesn’t go soft after one shot and that he can cum like that multiple times in a row. Then he’s going to get out of bed like it’s nothing, go kill the strongest monsters in the game, find treasure worth billions of platinum, and then we’ll all live happily ever after!”

“Master, I think you broke her.”

“My bad,” I said.

Rosie whined and pouted and slapped her hands against the bed. “Gah! It’s so frustrating!” Then she sighed. “Sorry, Lupa. What did you—… why isn’t his dick any smaller?”

“Mm… it’s still just as big. And hard,” Lupa replied.

“I was being sarcastic when I said all that before.” Rosie looked at me. “Sev.”

“Y-yeah?” I asked.

“Why are you still hard?”

“Well… uh… because I’m in my prime? And because there are two incredibly attractive girls in bed with me? And the way that your tits are resting on your stomach is really hot?”

“I’m starting to hate how perfect you are. And I hate myself for calling you that so many times, but I can’t think of any other word that even comes close to describing you.”

“Sorry, I think?”

Rosie looked down at her stomach. “There is no way I’m fitting any more inside me without getting sick. Lupa… it’s up to you.”

“Mm. I’ll do my best,” Lupa replied.

I thought I was going to need time to cool down. I never even got to jack off back on Earth because of how my body was combined with the total lack of privacy and no way to hide the evidence if I did that, so I could only go by what I saw other guys talk about online. They made it sound like they needed at least a few minutes between rounds or else they were too sensitive.

But I never felt that way. My cock never stopped feeling ready to keep going even directly after my orgasm.

“Master… since Rosie is out of commission… I’ll do my best with what I have,” Lupa said, kneeling centered between my legs while pulling down on her pajamas to bring her breasts out. “Sorry that they’re not—”

“Lupa,” I said. “I’m ordering you to tell me that you’ll use your perfect tits to make me feel good.”

“I—I’ll use my breasts to make Master feel good.”

“That’s not what I said to say.”

Lupa, now blushing more, repeated, “I… I will use my… perfect tits… to make Master feel good.”

“That’s the kind of confidence you should have.”

“Mm… embarrassing…”

“Stop worrying about your size and I won’t make you say things like that again. Now, bark.”

“Woof.” She was quick to follow the order that time, and her tail immediately wagged when she heard the order. There was no positive response in her body language to the order before it, but it was necessary for her confidence. And to get her to stop thinking poorly of her own chest.

“Now, get to work,” I told her.

Lupa nodded and held onto her breasts with both hands, leaning forward to wrap them around my shaft that was still slick with leftover seed. I had to admit that even if I really, really liked how Rosie’s mouth felt, I was probably going to enjoy their tits way more. One, the sight of Lupa’s tits wrapping around my cock was incredible, and I could probably jack off to the memory of it for the rest of my life without getting tired of it. Two, I didn’t know if it was normal or thanks to the way the world was, but feeling my cock buried inside her cleavage made me feel the most pleasure so far.

“Mm… is this good?” Lupa asked.

“It’s perfect,” I answered. “See? You’re still big enough to completely wrap around it.” But definitely not big enough to bury the entire length, not that Rosie was either.

“Mm… I’m glad.”

“Don’t think you’re not using your mouth just because you’re using your tits. Lick it.”

Lupa liked orders that had to do with licking, sniffing, and acting like a dog from what I could tell since her tail wagged again. She also didn’t hesitate again to start lapping at my cock with her tongue as she got into a slow but steady rhythm of rubbing her breasts up and down my shaft.

“… damn it,” Rosie said.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“… I’m getting horny again. That peace is already gone…”

“You’re welcome to help Lupa out. After all, you got all of the reward the first time despite her helping.”

“It’s uncomfortable to move like this, but… here.” With a hefty wobble, Rosie positioned herself behind Lupa. “Here, Lupa.” She then grabbed the other’s hands and brought them down to my shaft beneath her breasts. Then, since Lupa’s breasts were left unassisted, Rosie grabbed them to hold them together around my shaft for Lupa. That meant Lupa could stroke me with her hands and lick my tip while Rosie titfucked me using Lupa’s breasts.

It was beautiful teamwork.

“Mm… Rosie is the best,” Lupa said, turning around just enough to give Rosie a quick kiss before returning to licking my cock.

Rosie got a little flustered like that and looked away. She might have been able to hide her smile from Lupa, but not from me.

But also, even though I already came once, I was rapidly getting closer to cumming again. There was far more stimulation this time, and the stimulation that I did experience felt even better.

“He’s getting close,” Rosie said. “I recognize that face. Lupa… get ready. Keep your throat relaxed.”

“Mm. Got it,” Lupa replied. She also looked and sounded like she was getting pretty close herself.

Rosie, clearly able to tell that both of us were getting close, looked at me with a smug smile. That was when she decided to give me a show to cum to while making Lupa feel even better. Rosie slid her hands to the front of Lupa’s chest, found her nipples, and pinched both of them while groping her far more lewdly than before.

That was enough for both of us.

The pleasure was enough to finish Lupa off, and the sight was enough to finish me off.

Even so, despite experiencing her own orgasm, Lupa opened her mouth and took the tip of my cock into her as soon as she heard me groan out again.

I forced myself to watch this time as I erupted into Lupa’s mouth.

Lupa’s cheeks puffed out in an instant. Even after she started to loudly swallow, her mouth didn’t look any less full. It was like she had to swallow as much as possible as quickly as possible just to keep her head from getting pushed back by the sheer volume of cum. If she stopped for even a second, there’d be too much. Well… there was already too much, but still.

Then I noticed a problem.

As Lupa’s stomach grew before my eyes with every few gulps, it pressed up against the pajamas she borrowed from Rosie, and her abdomen was going to get exposed at that rate.

… but I wasn’t the only one who noticed.

Rosie, with a gentle—almost motherly—smile, took one of the blankets that had been pushed to the side and wrapped it around Lupa to keep her covered.

I had a feeling that she planned for that as soon as she realized I was hard again.

I could finish cumming in peace with that.

And speaking of finishing cumming, I stopped probably a little bit faster than I did with Rosie, but the sheer volume of seed was still impossible. Especially to shoot that much twice in a row.

Lupa also removed herself from my cock once it was over, leaning back against Rosie for support. “That… so much… but… so good…”

Rosie made sure the blanket was secure around Lupa before petting the top of her head for me. “Good job, Lupa. I don’t know what I would have done without you here. If I left him hard after how many times I came, I’d be a failure of a woman.”

“Mm… thanks, Rosie. You’re the best first wife I could have asked for.”

Rosie smiled and kissed the top of Lupa’s head. “And you’re the best second wife I could have ever hoped for!”

Ah, they were so cute together.

Such beautiful teamwork and friendship.

Only, there was a problem that neither of them noticed yet.

“Now we just have to clean up,” Rosie said. “Then we can pass out and—”

Rosie looked my way.

She saw the problem.

“N-no… no way,” Rosie said.

Lupa leaned her head up enough to look at me. Then she saw it, too. “How…? Master… a monster… scary…”

The problem was that I was still hard.

“It’s fine,” I said. “It’s fine. Don’t worry about it. Just because I’m still hard doesn’t mean I have to cum again, alright?”

“Rosie,” Lupa said. “We need more help.”

Rosie didn’t hesitate to nod. “There’s no way we can handle this impossible thing on our own.”

“We can text Stella.”

“Hang on,” I said. “It’s too late for that. She’s probably sleeping. Don’t disturb her.”

“Mm…”

“But!” Rosie cried out. “If we give up here, then—then we didn’t satisfy you!”

“Rosie,” I said. “Please, do not worry about it. I promise you that I’m fully satisfied, happy, taken care of—you did amazing, and none of us could have predicted this. It’ll go down on its own in a little, alright?”

“Rosie,” Lupa said. “It was a decisive battle…”

Rosie ears tilted pointed downward at the same time as Lupa’s flattening against her head. “A total defeat…”

… these girls were way too dramatic.

But it was endearing.

“Let’s clean up in the morning,” I said before getting comfy on my back, patting the bed on each side of me. “There’s enough room for all of us as long as we cuddle.”

Rosie got that look on her face again.

“Let me guess.” I cleared my throat and then pulled out my best Rosie impression which was, admittedly, horrible. “Wow, you’re even going to let us cuddle with you after sex? That’s so impossible. Wowowow. So weird and unrealistic but so annoyingly perfect. What kind of guy would ever cuddle with a girl? Especially after having sex with her? You’re way too perfect.”

Rosie glared at me again. “Never impersonate me again unless you’re going to train for a hundred years first.”

“S-sorry…”

“At least now I don’t have to say all that myself. If you’ve finally realized just how you compare to all the other guys here, I don’t have to keep calling you perfect all the time.”

“Feel free to. My ego appreciates it.”

“I’m definitely cutting back.”

“Aww…”

Lupa nodded with Rosie. “Master, frustratingly perfect. Can’t let you get more annoying by getting a big ego.”

“Fiiiiinnneeee… I guess I’ll settle for having a legendary-tier dick and making you both cum so many times while I only got to cum twice.”

They both looked annoyed after that.

“Lupa,” Rosie said. “Let’s go cuddle in my room instead.”

“Mm, okay,” Lupa replied.

I got up and said, “Wait! I’ll stop being annoying! Don’t—don’t take my post-sex cuddling away from me! I’ve been looking forward to that as much as the sex!”

“Mm… maybe the war isn’t lost.”

Rosie nodded. “We suffered drastic losses, but the enemy is wavering.”

“Even if we can’t win in direct battles… we can hit and run where it hurts.”

“Exactly.”

I pretended to pout. “I just want cuddles…”

Rosie groaned. “Ugh… how dare you act so cute after the way you treated us.”

I was tempted to stick my tongue out at her, but I didn’t want to push my luck. I seriously did want those cuddles.

And fortunately, I got them.

Rosie and Lupa, both looking pregnant still, got into position on both sides of me. They had to stay on their backs, but that was alright. It meant they got to use my shoulders as pillows, and I could easily wrap my arms around them.

“Mm… safe, warm,” Lupa said. “Sleeping with Master is the best…”

Rosie let out a content sigh. “Now I know why you didn’t want to get out of bed this morning. I don’t know how either of us are going to get out of bed tomorrow.”

Lupa, despite sounding so tired just a moment ago, shot her eyes open and asked, “Are there lots of calories in cum?”

“I—I don’t know. Why?”

“I can drink my way to bigger boobs.”

“Lupa, we’ll put you on a diet if you don’t stop worrying about your size.”

“Can… I still eat those cheesy sticks on a diet…?”

“No. No mozzarella sticks.”

“Not the mozzarella sticks…” Lupa sounded like she was genuinely about to cry. “Mm… I’m sorry. Please don’t make me diet…”

Rosie covered her face up with her hand. “I’m going to start thinking you’re an alien too if you act this cute. Seriously, you’re both way too perfect.”

“Mm. Rosie is the perfect one. You belong with Master more. That’s why you’re the first wife.”

“No way. You’re cuter and—”

Rosie started going on about all the ways that Lupa was cute and actually deserving of being my first wife, but then Lupa replied basically saying all the exact same things back to Rosie, and the two ended up going back and forth.

Were they flirting? I didn’t think so. It was more like they put each other on a pedestal that they respected and refused to admit they belonged on themselves.

That was when I realized we all apparently had self-confidence issues.

Once they quieted down, I said, “This is proof we’re all perfect together, so don’t worry about—”

I heard Lupa’s soft, sleeping breathing noises to my right.

I saw Rosie’s breasts rise and fall with each sleeping breath to my left.

I kissed both of their heads, causing them to smile in their sleep when I did, and then looked up at the ceiling while rubbing their sides.

No matter what they said, they were the perfect ones as far as I was concerned, not me.

It was hard to believe that I got to feel so overwhelmingly happy.


Chapter Sixteen

A Milky Morning

I woke up the next morning to the sight of two beautiful girls on their sides cuddled up to my chest. Their faces were right in front of each other, sharing my chest as a pillow, as they held hands in their sleep.

They looked so unbelievably precious that I was in absolute despair over not having my phone on me to take a picture of them.

But also, from what I could tell, their stomachs were back to normal. Again, no idea how that worked, but it was for the best. However…

The room smelled like cum.

I also had no idea when Frolin and Ailsa were going to be back, so we needed to get up, clean up, and wash up so that they didn’t come back to a home that smelled like their guest’s cum.

Fortunately, I knew they had candles to help mask the scent, so we could light some of those.

“Alright,” I said before poking both the girls. “Hey, it’s time to get up.”

“Mm,” Lupa groaned. “Five more minutes.”

Rosie then whispered, “Ten more…”

“Mm… let’s compromise and make it fifteen…”

“I accept your deal…”

God damn it, how was I supposed to interrupt them when they acted like that?

It looked like we’d be staying in bed for another fifteen minutes.

…

An hour later.

“Hey,” I said. “We seriously need to get up.”

“Mm,” Lupa groaned. “Five more—”

“No. I’m not falling for that again.”

“Master… cruel…”

Then Rosie mumbled out, “I want pancakes… Sev… go make me pancakes…” She was a pretty needy girl in the mornings, apparently.

I gently grabbed Rosie by her horn to give her a very light shake, causing her to grumble and whine. “I can’t make you anything when you’re both using me as a body pillow,” I said. “Come on, do you want your parents to come back while this place smells like cum?”

Rosie shot up after she heard that. Then she looked down at her stomach, sighed, and rubbed her forehead. “All my memories of last night are flooding back to me now…”

“Flooding like my cum?”

“For better or for worse, yes.” Rosie turned to look back at me, but her eyes got caught on something else in the process.

There was a huge tent pitched over my crotch with the blanket.

“Wh—h-how?!” Rosie shouted.

“It’s just morning wood, it’s fine,” I said. Though, it was probably more than that at this point. I was hard ever since I woke up. How was I supposed to not be?

“Your—your sex drive… it’s insane.”

“This is normal for men in the morning.”

“Said nobody ever!”

“Do men of this world seriously not get morning wood?”

“I don’t know, but I’ve never heard of that myself!”

Seth’s worldbuilding really did everything possible to make me special as a man. “Either way, don’t worry about it.”

“Ugh… but… it feels like such a waste to not use it if it’s hard… do you know how many girls would call for my public execution if they found out I’ve got a boyfriend like this and I’m not glued to his dick 24/7?”

“Mm… Rosie… loud,” Lupa whined. “Sleepy…”

“Lupa, open your eyes and look and you’ll understand why I’m so loud.”

“Mm…?” And so, Lupa opened her eyes to see the towering tent before her. Rather than react as dramatically as Rosie, though, Lupa wiggled her way down toward it, slid under the blankets, and then wrapped her arms around my shaft to hug it against her chest as she used my abdomen like a pillow. “Mm… warm pillow to cuddle with… and smells good…” Then she kissed the tip. “Goodnight…”

I pet the top of her head and said, “It’s morning, Lupa.”

“Shh.” She gave my dick a few pats. “It’s sleepy cuddle time.” And in response to her making my dick throb, she cuddled it against her even more snugly to stop it from moving so much. “So wiggly…”

“You know, maybe we should stay like this after all.”

Rosie glared at me. “My mom and dad are not coming back here while it smells like this, no matter how much I like it.”

That made me feel a little smug. “Heh. You admit you like waking up to the scent of my cum.”

“And?”

“A-and… isn’t that embarrassing?”

“Sev, you inflated me like a balloon last night. It won’t be possible for me to feel embarrassment for a long time.”

Then I noticed something.

“Why are you staring at my chest? Do you think you’ll embarrass me by—”

“Wet,” I answered.

“What?”

“Your nightgown is wet.”

Rosie looked down at her chest.

Miss “It won’t be possible for me to feel embarrassed for a long time” then rapidly turned red as she spotted the wet marks over her nipples.

“Mm?” Lupa, unfortunately, let go of my dick to check out what was going on outside of the blankets. “Oh. Milk.”

Rosie’s ears frantically flapped after hearing that.

“Even though there’s no way you’re pregnant?” I asked.

Rosie covered up her breasts with her arms to the best of her ability. “Us—us holstaurs… we… produce more milk… the more we orgasm… even if we’re not pregnant… so…”

“So, because you came like crazy last night, now you’re lactating.”

Rosie moved her arms away from her breasts so that she could hide her face behind her hands instead.

“Master,” Lupa said while staring at Rosie’s tits. “Are we thinking the same thing?”

“I think so,” I answered. “My throat is feeling pretty dry.”

“Mm. Same.”

It was time to get that special ‘Rosie’s Milk’ item, but I was going to drink it straight from the source this time.

Rosie uncovered her face just in time to see me and Lupa ready to pounce her.

It was too late for her to stop us once she saw us.

Working in unison, we held Rosie down against the bed, reached for her tits, and then—

“St-stop!” Rosie cried.

We stopped.

“Wait… don’t… don’t actually stop,” Rosie whimpered. “I’m sorry, I was just embarrassed…”

“I think we’re going to need a different safe word,” I said.

Rosie blushed and looked off to the side. “I—I can’t go out anywhere while I’m leaking, so… you need to take responsibility and milk me until nothing is left… even if I tell you to stop.”

“Mm, so drinking is okay?” Lupa asked.

“It—it is. And… thanks for stopping even if I didn’t mean it.”

I leaned over and kissed Rosie’s forehead. “Just wanted to make sure that you’re alright. Now then, thank you for breakfast.”

“It’s embarrassing enough when you say that that it makes me want to actually stop you.”

“Too late.”

Me and Lupa got to work.

While Rosie was all flustered and couldn’t even look at what we were doing, we lifted her nightgown up enough to reveal her breasts and saw just how wet with her milk they already were.

Lupa drooled at the sight. “Master… do you think we can make those cheesy sticks with her milk? Cheese is made from milk, right?”

Rosie glared at Lupa and said, “Turn my milk into cheese and I’m never letting you do this again.”

Lupa’s ears flattened against her head. “Mean…”

While Lupa pouted at having her dreams crushed, I went in for a taste. Rosie already shuddered just from feeling my hands take a gentle hold of her left breast, but then she let out one of those adorable moan/moo combinations when she felt my tongue lap against her breast.

There was the saltiness from her skin mixed into the flavor of the milk, but… the milk itself was something else.

Didn’t it taste way too good?

Even just from that tiny bit I tasted, it tasted creamier and sweeter than the milk I had back on Earth.

I needed a better taste.

I brought my lips up to her nipple and latched on. As soon as I did, Rosie’s entire body trembled as I felt her milk squirt up into my mouth.

… it was way too good.

I once got toast with sweetened condensed milk on it at the nursing home as a special treat. That was about as fancy as the cooking got there. Anyways, Rosie’s milk… reminded me of sweetened condensed milk. It wasn’t quite as thick, but it was definitely thicker, sweeter, and creamier than normal milk. Her milk tasted as if someone added more milk to milk while also turning it into a dessert.

Also, once Lupa joined in by drinking from Rosie’s other tit, it was pretty hard to actually drink. Rosie’s tits were her weak spots, and now she had two different people drinking from them.

The mooing moans were unending.

I also found out that: one, I could make her moan and orgasm even more by kneading and squeezing her tit as I drank from her nipple; and two… the more I massaged her tit, the more milk she squirted out. Squeezing from the back and pushing up toward her nipple was the most effective in getting her milk out.

There was only one problem.

I started feeling full after just a minute of drinking, but Rosie clearly wasn’t done lactating.

Lupa looked like she was ready to tap out, too. Apparently, drinking milk was way more filling than getting inflated by cum. Or maybe it had to do with the rate of intake. I had no idea.

Either way, by the time we were full, Rosie was still panting from all the orgasms while milk dribbled out from her nipples at an even greater rate than they started.

“Mm… Master,” Lupa said. “Idea.”

“Yeah?” I replied.

“I saw a bucket in the kitchen. It smelled the same as Ailsa.”

“I think we’re on the same page. Go grab it.”

Lupa nodded, ran off to grab the bucket, and then returned with it. It looked like it could hold two or three gallons.

“Alright,” I said. “I’ve seen this in videos online. We need to help Rosie stand up, lean over it, and then we’ll milk her into the bucket.”

“Sounds fun. Let’s do it.”

We nodded at each other, helped Rosie stand up who was still pretty out of it due to pleasure, and positioned her against the wall. It didn’t work, though. We wanted her to reach out and brace herself against the wall while bending over… but she was way too shaky and weak to do that in her current state.

Then we had another idea.

Rather than expect Rosie to brace herself, Lupa stood in front of her to keep her standing up while leaving her breasts hanging down over the bucket.

“This should do,” I said. “Alright, I’ve watched videos on how to milk cows out of curiosity before, so let’s see.”

I wrapped a couple fingers around Rosie’s left nipple to try and get a grip on it, and then I used my free hand to do that same technique I figured out earlier. I squeezed from the top down while pulling her nipple downward at the same time, tightening my grip on it just enough to make sure the stream of milk shot into the bucket rather than spray everywhere.

It was kind of fun.

But, as I would find out, also tiring… since I had to do that for about ten minutes per breast. My hands started to cramp up by the end of it.

But! We were done. I couldn’t squeeze any more milk out of Rosie’s tits. The bucket was also filled to the brim with milk.

“That’s a lot,” Lupa said, staring into the bucket of fresh milk after helping Rosie back to the bed.

Rosie fell asleep as soon as she hit the bed. I wasn’t sure how many times she orgasmed while we milked her, but… I wanted to guess at least twenty times, but there was no way it was some outrageous amount like that.

…

No, it was probably significantly more than twenty.

As for me, I had an idea.

I took a healing potion out of my inventory and chugged it. Once I drank it, all that was left was a glass bottle and a cork. They did not count as items in the system, however, so I couldn’t place them back in my inventory. I had to physically store them somewhere.

So… what would happen if…

I submerged the now-empty bottle into the bucket of milk, kept it there until it filled up, and then corked it.

[Rosie’s Milk added to inventory.]

I knew it.

//Rosie’s Milk

//Type: Consumable [Potion] (Epic)

//Restores 80% Health immediately and an additional 5% Health every 3 seconds for the next 90 seconds.

//Cooldown: 600 seconds

//Hey, bro. I changed this description since I had a feeling this would happen. Just wanted to say: nice. Alright, the description will go back to normal after you read this once. I’d say that I hope you’re enjoying the world, but I’m pretty sure I don’t need to hope for that if you’re reading this.

… and the milk was still just as incredible as it was in the game.

The thing is, in the game, acquiring the item was only possible by choosing to spend a night with Rosie. It was just a little bit of flavor text the player could choose at the end of the day. Afterward, they would get one bottle of milk. The potion was crazy strong, but it was balanced because there was no way to mass produce it. A day could only be ended after clearing a dungeon, so one bottle could be acquired after every dungeon. There was no point in relying on it as a main healing method.

But here, in this world…

I looked into the bucket.

I was pretty sure I could get a few dozen more potions out of it.

That took Rosie’s Milk from being a strong but not-that-useful item… to being pretty overpowered.

But did I want to abuse that? No, I couldn’t… but…

Rosie, who apparently woke back up, reached down to pick up the bucket and marched out of the room with it.

“Ro—Rosie?” I asked. “Where are you—”

Lupa followed after her first.

When I heard the sound of a toilet flushing, I shot up and ran to the source, only to see Lupa on her knees in front of the bathroom with a single tear running down her cheek. “The milk… it’s gone…”

I looked into the bathroom to confirm the worst.

The sight was too horrifying. Too cruel. Inhumane.

There she was, Rosie, standing next to the toilet with an annoyed expression, an empty bucket, and a flushing toilet.

Rosie glared at us and said, “I can’t believe you used my mom’s milking bucket on me.” She shivered in disgust. “Ugh… that feels so wrong… I need to sterilize this before she gets home.”

“Why’d you spill the milk out?!” I shouted—no, I cried.

“Because what are we even going to do with all of that?! Milk doesn’t last forever! It goes bad! And it’s embarrassing! Do you expect me to explain to my mom that I had to use her bucket for my milk?!”

“But—but this is cheating!”

“How is this cheating?!”

“You’re letting all the bacteria in the sewers drink your milk instead of me! It’s not fair! It should have been me!”

Lupa sniffled and wiped her hand over her eyes. “We could have made so much cheese…”

Rosie wasn’t amused by our dramatic display, but I was.

“By the way,” I said. “If orgasming is what makes you produce milk… I’m pretty sure you came way more today than you did last night. Doesn’t that mean you’ll produce even more milk later?”

Rosie dropped the bucket. “Oh… oh no… do—do you have any idea what you’ve done to me?! How am I supposed to live?! I’m going to be lactating all the time now! Stop being so perfect! Don’t make me cum so many times!”

“But I wasn’t even trying to make you cum. I just wanted to get all the milk out.”

Rosie turned even redder after hearing that I wasn’t even trying to pleasure her. “I’m—I’m going to have to buy pumps or something to use… I can’t trust you two to do it for me. You’ll just make me fill up with even more milk…”

Lupa’s eyes sparkled. “I don’t see a problem with that.”

“I won’t even fit into my clothes! The more we lactate, the bigger our boobs get to hold the milk! Do you know how expensive my clothes already are thanks to them?!”

“Mm… the woes of the big boobs are more than I knew…”

Rosie let out a long, tired sigh. “You two, go clean the bedroom. I have to sanitize this bucket.”

Lupa and I both acted like abused dogs upon hearing that. “Alright…” I said.

And Lupa, of course, let out a sad, “Mm…”

Rosie sighed again in record time. “I swear, I’m the youngest one out of us, but I feel like the parent.”

I couldn’t deny that statement, and it was a pretty funny one to think about.

After getting everything cleaned up and taking some baths, we decided to go out for breakfast since being alone in the house was too dangerous. It made us want to make a mess of things right after cleaning up again. We also made sure to light some candles while cleaning that, of course, we put out before leaving for breakfast.

And where was better to go than Fredericka’s?

Then, despite how non-dungeon-y the morning was, Rosie figured out the perfect way to make it about dungeons once we all finished our food.

“Alright! Now that there’s three of us, let’s have our first official strategy meeting!” Rosie said, sitting across from me at the table. “And Lupa… there’s a chair for you to sit on.”

Lupa was currently sitting on the floor next to me while resting her head on my lap. “Mm. Don’t want to. This spot is better.”

I reached down to pet Lupa’s head before slowly sliding my hand to beneath her chin to scratch there. “Go sit in the chair for now, alright? I’ll give you more scratches later if you do.”

“Mm. Okay.”

Though it saddened the both of us, Lupa got up off the floor to properly sit at the table.

“I don’t know how a girl can be so shameless,” Rosie said.

“You’re welcome to join her in being shameless,” I replied.

“I—I have too much pride for that.”

“You have too much milk, too.”

“Shut up.”

“So mean. Anyways, since this was your idea, what’s the topic for our meeting?”

“Ri-right! I wanted to discuss our future classes! And this time, your forbidden knowledge is allowed.”

“Got it.”

Lupa tilted her head. “Forbidden knowledge?”

“Oh, right. It’s… really about time you know, so let’s get that out of the way with.”

Just like with Rosie and her parents, I told Lupa everything about how this world was originally just a game and how I got brought to it.

“So that’s why Master is so weird for a guy,” Lupa said.

Rosie nodded in agreement. “Right?”

“I wonder what would happen if the girls from our world got swapped with the girls from his.”

“I think both would be a lot happier… but then the girls from his would be with the guys from ours… and I think there’d be war if that happened.”

I raised my hand to interject. “I don’t know about war, but they’d probably hate each other, stay to themselves, and go extinct from not having any children.”

“Good point. Anyways! Lupa, any questions before we move on?”

Lupa looked at me and asked, “Do you miss your other world? Do… you want to go—”

“No and no,” I answered. “I don’t miss it at all and I never want to go back. I’m staying here forever.”

Lupa tilted her head a little and smiled. “Mm. Good. No more questions.”

“Okay!” Rosie said. “Discussion time! I’ll start. Sev! With your infinite and forbidden wisdom, can you help me figure out which classes to go for?”

I was already smiling. “You have no idea how much I love making builds. Alright, so, do you have anything in mind already? Any preferences? Goals?”

“Well…”

Lupa let out a soft sigh while staring at me. “I love Master’s smile.”

“L-Lupa! I get it, I do, but save the flirting for later! We’re strategizing!”

“Flirting sounds more fun.”

“Sorry, Lupa,” I said. “But I’m on Rosie’s side here. Theorycrafting and thinking about builds is way more fun than flirting and obviously takes precedence.”

“Mm… Master is a dungeonsexual.”

“You’re damn right I am.”

“Ha-hang on,” Rosie said. “It’s not like I said I think it’s better, just more important right now.”

“You didn’t answer my questions yet, Rosie,” I said. “Come on, I need as many details as possible so that I can help you figure out the perfect build!”

“That’s so much pressure all of a sudden!” Rosie took a deep breath. “Okay. Hang on. Okay. So… I want to be able to protect everyone.”

“So, you’ll keep being the tank.”

“Yeah. You could say that’s my goal, too. I want to protect everyone so that nobody else ever gets hurt. And… I don’t mind if I get hurt, but I would prefer not getting too hurt in the process. It’s not like I like pain or anything. I just want to protect others more than I care about getting hurt.”

“Anything else?”

“Umm… I like using blunt weapons, like my mace… but I kind of want to use two-handed hammers. Mom used to use one and so does Sophie, so I guess it runs in the family. But… you don’t really see tanks with two-handed weapons since then they can’t use shields.”

“Then it’s either a rare combination in the real world or nobody here has tried it out yet.”

“What?”

“You’re in luck, Rosie. It just so happens that there’s a build that will let you swing around two-handed hammers while also getting to use a shield and tank.”

“Seriously?! What is it?!”

“Juggernaut.”

“Oh, I know that one! But… it’s not really for tanking?”

“You’re right. Juggernaut is a Strength-stacking powerhouse that lets someone wield two-handed weapons with only one hand. As a result, most people—for the game—would build the class in the obvious way of using double two-handed swords, axes, hammers, etcetera.”

“Did they also take Barbarian as a subclass?”

“Yep. That was the most obvious combination. Juggernaut/Barbarian is a seriously powerful combo in melee. Easily one of the highest melee DPS builds that doesn’t rely on any sort of cheese.”

“Cheese?” Lupa asked.

“In this context, that means exploiting the system to be more powerful than you probably should be.”

“Oh.”

“Sorry, it’s not real cheese.”

“I want more of those cheesy sticks…”

“You already ate two orders of them for breakfast.” Rosie cleared her throat to get us back on topic. “I’m guessing you have something else in mind since you know I want to tank.”

“You could tank with that combo, but it’s more… of a solo tank than a party tank, if that makes sense,” I said. “You can tank in the sense of running up to an enemy, dealing damage, and getting hit without worrying too much about dying, but it’s horrible at actually protecting the party. There is basically no utility in that sense. It’s an extremely selfish combo that prioritizes its own damage and survivability above all else.”

“Then… what would Barbarian get swapped for?”

“Shielder.”

“Shielder? But… isn’t that—”

“Considered one of the worst classes?”

“Yeah…”

“Fools. Only those who lack imagination would disrespect the potential of the Shielder class.”

“Okay, what do you know that we don’t?”

I was way too excited talking about this stuff, but I didn’t care. “Let’s start from the beginning! So, let’s look at why people consider it one of the worst classes first. Shielder is a class that people hate because: one, it has a slow, boring prerequisite that most people don’t want to bother with; two, it has some of the worst damage in the game, so any other primarily tanking class feels better to play due to finishing fights faster and getting to see bigger damage numbers; and three, two-handed shields are considered one of the worst weapon types because of how slow they are with animations—back in the game, at least—that really locked people into them with no way to cancel them. It’s an incredibly strong class for tanking, but it’s overkill. Any other tanking class can offer enough protection while also being more agile, dealing more damage, and being less annoying to unlock.”

“It really does sound like the worst class when you put it—wait.”

“Have you figured it out, Rosie?”

“Juggernaut lets you wield two-handed weapons with only one hand. Does that… also apply to the two-handed shields?”

“You’re damn right it does.”

“So… not only would I get to wield a two-handed hammer, but I’d get to equip a two-handed shield at the same time?”

“Exactly. And because Shielder is already so overkill when it comes to its tanking ability, you barely have to invest any points into it. You can put most of your points into Juggernaut to boost your damage. Sure, you’ll never deal as much damage as a Juggernaut who specializes in dealing damage, but you’ll deal more damage than most tanks, have more survivability than most tanks, and you’ll get to look like a total badass using a giant hammer in one hand and a giant shield in the other.”

“That sounds like an amazing combination! I never would have thought of that on my own!”

“That’s alright. Most people see a class like Juggernaut and think it would ruin the point to not dual-wield two-handed weapons, not realizing that shields are technically weapons and that a two-handed shield could also be used with only one hand thanks to Juggernaut. At the same time, most people see a class like Shielder and figure that if you care about damage, go pick literally anything else. Juggernaut/Shielder is a niche hybrid that won’t deal the most damage nor will it be as pure of a tank as builds that double up on tanking classes, or that combine a tank class with a healing or buffing class, but it’s still incredibly strong when built right. And it looks fucking cool.”

“I want to do that! Alright, that’s settled! I’m going Juggernaut/Shielder! Which one should I unlock first?!”

“In my opinion? Juggernaut. At the current difficulty of dungeons, tanking isn’t that important. It’s great to have a tank, but they make already easy dungeons even easier. It’d be better to maximize damage for now and then focus on tanking later.”

“Makes sense. But… should I use double hammers until then?”

“If you want. Or you can use a single two-handed hammer and a normal shield. Is it the most effective? No. But would you have more fun and feel better doing that? If so, then you should do that. The most important thing is that you’re having fun. It’s alright not to make builds as efficient as possible.”

“That feels like such a dangerous way of approaching dungeons… but it does sound nice, and that’s exactly the kind of answer I would expect from you. What do I need to do to unlock them?”

“Unfortunately, they’re a little contradictory in that regard. Juggernaut’s main requirement is killing enemies while using two-handed weapons, and Shielder’s main requirement is killing enemies while only using a shield. But since you need Shielder in the first place to even equip two-handed shields since it’s a unique weapon type, you can’t get both done at the same time. The good news is that Juggernaut requires thirty points put into strength and Shielder requires twenty in strength with ten in vitality, so they have good overlap there. And since Juggernaut is all about being an unstoppable force with Shielder being about being an immovable object, they both involve tanking a lot of damage as a prerequisite. But in Juggernaut’s case, you have to actually take the damage while, for Shielder, you have to block it. There are a couple others, but they’re not a big deal.”

Rosie nodded along the entire time I talked. She even reminded me of her dad at one point as she pulled out a notepad and began to take notes. “I think I got all of that. Start working on prerequisites, get Juggernaut first, then Shielder later. While our levels are still lower, I should do the Shielder prerequisites first since they basically require handicapping myself, and prerequisites can only be fulfilled using monsters that aren’t too below my level.”

“You’ve got it.”

“I don’t want too much forbidden knowledge right now, so I won’t ask about elite class advancements yet. I think I’m good now!” Rosie turned to look at Lupa. “Your turn!”

“My turn?” Lupa asked.

“Yeah! What do you want to do? Any ideas? Any goals? Preferences?” It was cute how she copied me.

“Mm… whatever is most useful to Master.”

Rosie sighed and looked at me. “You heard her.”

“Alright,” I said. “I want you to be the Cheerleader/Simp combo.”

“Okay,” Lupa said.

“I’m joking. Those classes don’t exist.”

“Oh. I would choose them for you if they did.”

“Do you even know what those words mean?”

“I know what cheerleader means… but I don’t know what simp means.”

Rosie looked eager to explain with how quickly she jumped into it. “Simps are guys from Sev’s world who are way too desperate for women! They’ll dedicate their lives and money all to one girl just to get five seconds of attention from her!”

“Close enough,” I said.

Lupa nodded and looked at me. “I’ll be your simp, Master.”

“You don’t have to be a simp. I promise I’ll give you attention even without being that desperate.”

“You can’t stop me.”

Rosie cleared her throat. “S-so, classes for Lupa!”

Lupa sighed and looked at Rosie. “Instead of get jealous, you can join in and flirt, too.”

“This—this isn’t flirting time! It’s class strategy time!”

“Mm… just pick a class for me and I’ll go for it.”

I slammed my hand down on the table and stood up. “Picking a class is too important to do so haphazardly! This is something you’ll be stuck with for life! And it can totally change your style in the dungeon! We need to make sure this is something you enjoy as much as possible!”

Lupa tilted her head and smiled at me. “I love your passion for dungeons.”

Admittedly, that did get me to blush a little. “If—if you understand, then please take this more seriously and think about it harder.”

“Mm… okay.”

“So, you picked out daggers the other day. Was there a reason for that?”

“They feel like an extension of my claws. It’s more natural to fight with them.”

“Then a class that specializes in daggers… no, wait. You chose them because they feel like an extension of your claws. In that case, why not use claw weapons?”

“Claw weapons?”

“There aren’t that many available at lower levels which is probably why they’re not popular, but it’s an entire group of weapons built around taking the claw drops from monsters and bosses and turning them into giant claws you wear like fist weapons almost. They have pretty bad defensive stats and they can’t block at all, but they’re amazing for high, single-target DPS while also being one of the best weapons for parrying thanks to how fast their attack animations are.”

Rosie spoke up to say, “You’re slipping into acting like it’s a game again.”

“Right, my bad. Attack animations don’t really matter much here when… that’s tied more to actual, individual skill.”

“Well, considering that some weapons are just slower to use and swing around, it still probably matters a little, but it’s not like it’ll be the same for everyone.”

“Right.”

Back to Lupa, she looked like she was in thought for a moment before shaking her head. “I picked daggers because they felt like the easiest… because I wanted to make sure I was useful to Master, not because I care about them the most.”

“I see.” In that case, I wasn’t sure what to recommend.

I thought back to our trip to the dungeon.

Lupa was… hmm. She was graceful, for one. Claw weapons, in hindsight, wouldn’t fit her style. Lupa was a graceful, agile fighter whereas claw weapons typically fit a more feral vibe full of bloodlust.

“The easiest, obvious answer here is to go Thief,” I said. “The Thief class plays into the whole robbing a bank thing and is commonly associated with daggers, but… it doesn’t feel right. I feel we can do better than that for something that really maximizes Lupa’s potential and goes with her graceful charm when fighting.”

Lupa tilted her head. “Graceful charm?”

“Yeah. You’re beautiful when you fight. The way you read your enemies’ moves, how you dance around them and effortlessly cut them—watching you fight is like watching someone dance. It’s a beautiful display.”

Rosie nodded and joined in. “I get it! I thought the same! You were super beautiful when fighting!”

Lupa’s cheeks took on a very subtle hint of red coloring as she looked away, her tail starting to wag behind her. “M-mm… I see.”

“I’ve got it,” I said. “Duelist primary, Hunter secondary.”

Rosie looked surprised with her raised eyebrows. “Huh… I was expecting you to say Bladedancer. Or regular Dancer.”

“Dancer is more of a buffing support class while Bladedancer is good, but best when built to be a parry tank.”

“A… parry tank? But all the Bladedancers I’ve heard of are focused on damage.”

“That’s the obvious route, yeah. And there’s nothing wrong with it, but Bladedancers also have a more… Arabian feel to their aesthetic that I don’t think would fit Lupa. Duelist is basically a Bladedancer with higher DPS, but purely single target. Bladedancers have more variety in how they can be built and get some AoE attacks while Duelists don’t. So, we take Duelist and combine it with Hunter. Hunter has a bunch of variety, but we’re actually going to choose a specialization for it later that takes all that variety away to turn it into a single target monster. So, when you combine the two, you end up with one of the strongest, single-target hybrids in the game—in the world. In a PvP situation, it’s one of the only classes that would be able to defeat your Juggernaut/Shielder combo with sheer, overwhelming damage. Of course, as soon as it’s no longer a one-versus-one, Duelist/Hunter gets destroyed, but I don’t plan on letting Lupa fight alone. In the dungeons, as long as you’re there to tank, Lupa’s power will be insane. It’ll take a while to build up to that point, but it’s an investment that’ll pay off.”

Lupa looked down and whispered to herself, “Then… maybe I could—”

“What’s that?”

Lupa raised her head and looked at me. “I’ll pick those. Duelist/Hunter. There’s… someone I want to get stronger than. I—”

“Is this a new quest that’s only possible from interacting with new characters?!” I knew it was most likely related to her scars, but I wanted to keep the mood light, so I acted a bit extra.

Rosie stood up and shouted, “Don’t treat real people like they’re video game characters!”

I leaned back in my chair. “You’re right. My bad. Sorry, Lupa.”

Lupa gently smiled and shook her head. “Mm. It’s okay. I love when Master gets like that.”

Rosie let out a long sigh. “You’re going to reinforce his bad habits and make him even worse.”

“As long as Master keeps me… I’ll be happy.”

“Maybe we really do need higher standards in this world…. Anyways! So, I’m going Juggernaut/Shielder, Lupa is going Duelist/Hunter, and you’re going Reaper/Chronomancer. You know, your hybrid sounds a lot flashier. And it sounds like it’s going to be crazy overpowered.”

I blinked a couple times when I heard that. “Hm? No, not at all.”

“Really?”

“Really. Both of you will actually be stronger than me. I’m just picking a build that I think will be really fun. However, if I picked something else—like if I also went Duelist/Hunter, I would objectively be improving the party’s strength over my plan. Well, I mean, Reaper has the potential to be one of the most overpowered classes in the g—in the world, but I’m not going to build it that way. And even then, it’s only—wait. Actually, the build I’m going for—it could be disgustingly strong if we get a party member with a class custom built for powering my future build up. One way to look at it is… Juggernaut/Shielder is S-tier solo and A-tier in groups. Duelist/Hunter, in one-versus-ones, is S+ tier but becomes D-tier when outnumbered. My Reaper/Chronomancer build would be all around B-tier… but if we get a party member who synergizes with my build, it could shoot up to S++ tier all around. In the game, that’d be easy. I could pick anyone I wanted and make their build perfectly synergize with mine. But in this world, that’ll be harder, because I would need to find someone willing to build themselves for my sake.” Which probably wouldn’t be hard at all with how desperate women were.

“Mm, I’ll do it,” Lupa said.

“I’m sorry, Lupa, but it wouldn’t fit you. This other party member would need to be a caster. Your beautiful fighting style would get wasted if you’re stuck in the back casting spells the whole time.”

“Mm… but—”

“Don’t worry, you’d still help me out, especially when you unlock Hunter. Duelist will give you access to some debuffs that’ll only boost your damage, but Hunter will give you debuffs that boost everyone’s damage and crit rates, so you’ll already be synergizing with me.”

Lupa’s tail wagged some more. “Good. I want to help Master.”

Rosie then asked, “Wh—what about me? Is there anything about my build that’ll help you?”

I looked at Rosie with a wide smile and said, “Nope!”

“Really?!”

“Really.”

“Why not?!”

“Well, you’ll help me in the sense that you’re the tank, so we’ll be alive thanks to you, but there’s nothing in particular you’ll have that can boost my combo’s potential. You’ll have some nice synergy with Lupa, though. Once you get Mountain Crush, you’ll sunder armor that opens Lupa up to dealing a lot more damage, even against enemies who might be resistant to her. I mean, it’ll technically help me as well since it’ll help anyone who deals physical damage, but the true potential of my build comes from non-physical damage.”

“Are you going to let us know what your build does yet?”

“Nope. The fun will be in seeing it yourself. Besides, you don’t like spoilers, right?”

“You’ve got me there…”

It was my turn to clear my throat. “That aside, I have to confess something to both of you know that I know you won’t be happy about. It’s about how to unlock Reaper.”

“I have a bad feeling about this.”

“It’s no big deal, and I promise it’ll be fine. Probably. Anyways… I have to let a boss kill me.”

Rosie and Lupa both shot out from their seats and looked at me with expressions that screamed, “Absolutely not!” Rosie also literally screamed that.

“Master!” Lupa shouted as well. “You can’t!”

“It’ll be fine,” I said. “It’s a quest I’ve done a ton of times before, so I know exactly how it goes. The only issue will be reaching the boss in the first place since I’ll have to sneak solo through a dungeon full of higher-level monsters that could oneshot me. But, once I make it to the boss’s room, I’ve basically won.”

Rosie shook her head. “No way! That’s suicide! I won’t let—”

“Rosie.”

Rosie went quiet when she heard how serious I got.

“I’m not going to let anyone tell me what I can or can’t do anymore. I’ve already decided that this is what I want to do, so with this life… I’m going to be selfish and follow my dreams no matter how dangerous they are. Alright?”

“… I’m the worst,” Rosie said. “Even though I know what you’ve been through, I still… am trying to control you.”

“Hey, you care about me, so of course you’re going to get mad at me when I say something like I’m going to let a monster kill me. And I’m sorry for getting so serious about it, I probably could have been a little nicer.”

“No, it’s fine. If you of all people say you know what you’re doing when it comes to a dungeon, there’s no reason to stop you. Not trusting you when it comes to dungeons is probably one of the worst things we can do…”

“Mm, Master,” Lupa said. “Will you… really be alright?”

“Of course,” I answered. “That’s a promise. It’s really not a big deal. I’ll get resurrected right away and be back here with you two before the day is over—when I get around to doing it, that is. The world being set to permadeath doesn’t matter for this specific event or else it would have been impossible to become a Reaper in permadeath runs.”

It wasn’t like I wasn’t scared. To become a Reaper meant intentionally getting myself killed. There was also the possibility that things wouldn’t turn out the way I expected, just like with going to the slave market. Maybe I wouldn’t need to actually die.

But I really wanted to try this build out and the only way to get it would be to let myself get killed.

And I wanted to believe in the world that I loved so much—

No.

I kept on doing it and I was about to do it again.

I was treating the world like it was the game still.

Meeting Rosie’s parents, living with them, meeting that other party at the cemetery, Valencia already being purchased and buying Lupa instead—the world kept on reminding me that it was not the game and that things were different now. Even slipping on that mud in the dungeon—what if something similar happened while trying to sneak past the mobs?

And here I had two incredible women ready to cry for me with faces full of anxiety for my safety as I casually talked about getting myself killed as part of game mechanics.

I could no longer, with 100% certainty, claim that it would work exactly like it was supposed to. Even if I could be 100% sure, the risk was too high and pointless for one specific combination.

Then, when they tried telling me I couldn’t do it, I got mad at them for not wanting me to kill myself because of how something worked in a game.

Maybe I was—no, I was definitely being too selfish there. And foolish. I was overcorrecting for how I used to be.

I took a deep breath and got to explaining. “I wanted Reaper for a single ability: Soul Reap. It’s a fun ability that removes all status effects on the target with some fun mechanics. For each buff the target had, it dealt 25% less damage. However, for each debuff on the target, it dealt 25% more damage. It got real fun with DoTs, though.”

“Wait,” Rosie said. “Isn’t this a spoil—”

“With DoTs, it would take the remaining duration on them and burst all the remaining damage at once, multiplied by the bonus from debuffs and the base skill. So if you stack a ton of DoTs and debuffs onto an enemy, you would deal a seriously ridiculous amount of damage all at once. And I was going to pick up Chronomancer because it had two skills: one that would pause DoTs on the target and another that would double the duration of all status effects—buffs, debuffs, and DoTs, on a target. So the strategy was going to be load up a ton of DoTs onto a target, pause them, double them, and then burst them all at once with Soul Reap.”

“Why are you telling us this?”

“It lets me get the satisfaction of coming up with the idea in the first place since I won’t be doing it.”

“Wait—you’re… you’re not? Why not? You were so excited about it!”

“Because what kind of selfish, idiotic asshole would I be to get myself purposely killed hoping that this world is going to still do the same thing it did as a video game? What if I mess up in the dungeon and get killed before even reaching the boss? What if the boss kills me and the questline to unlock Reaper doesn’t begin like it’s supposed to? The boss at the end of the dungeon is the Reaper of Sin, and by carrying Otto’s necklace from the cemetery—by killing me, the boss would recognize the item, resonate with it, and then some other things would happen that would result in the boss giving me its scythe and unlocking the option for me to become a Reaper. So much could go wrong there that I wouldn’t be able to come back from. If the world worked exactly like I expected it to, then I would be staying in a tavern instead of with your parents, and Lupa wouldn’t exist at all. In other words, for the sake of not being a dumbass, and for the sake of not making the girls who I care about cry, I’m not going to risk my life to be a stubborn, selfish asshole when there are literally thousands of other possible builds I can pick from.”

I was confident that most of the world would, in fact, be like the game still. That didn’t change.

But that didn’t justify letting myself get killed for the sake of one possible build. I was being a dumbass for thinking of using that build ever since I first realized the world wasn’t exactly the same. Even if the world was the exact same, it was still too stupid of a risk when I knew death was permanent.

“Also,” I continued, “back to what you said earlier—you’re not horrible for refusing to let me throw my life away. I'm the horrible one for getting upset because you tried being reasonable. In fact, if I ever start treating my life too lightly because part of me still treats the world like it’s a game, I want you to slap me and put me in my place, alright?”

“I—I wouldn’t slap you,” Rosie said, starting to tear up. “But I’ll remind you how much we care about you and hope that gets through to you.”

“It will. I promise. If you ever feel like I’m pushing myself too far or putting myself in too much danger, let me know. You’re not trying to restrict me and take away my freedom… you just care about me and want to live a long life with me.”

“Exactly! So… just to be sure… you’re not going to go solo a dungeon and get yourself killed?”

“I’m not.”

Rosie’s tears couldn’t be held back at that point. “Thank—thank you. I was so scared, but I didn’t want to take away your freedom or make you hate me…”

“Master,” Lupa said.

“Yeah?” I replied.

“This is when you hug her.”

“You’re right. I’m ashamed for not realizing that sooner.”

While Rosie cried, I got up, walked to her side of the table, and hugged her against my chest.

Rosie was quick to wrap her arms around me in response while getting her tears on my shirt.

As for Lupa… she ended up crawling under the table on all fours to come over and hug me from below. “Mm. I’m happy, too. Thank you, Master.”

I left one arm around Rosie while my other hand reached down to pet the top of Lupa’s head. “Sorry for making you worry, too.”

“Mm. It’s okay as long as you don’t do it again.”

“I’ll do my best. In fact, I already have an idea for what kind of class to go for. One that’ll better synergize with both of you while dealing damage and supporting you with healing. Oh, and, technically, it’ll make us immortal—or at least, we won’t age.”

Rosie and Lupa both looked up at me with confused expressions, the former more confused than the latter. Though, that might have just been because Lupa wasn’t that expressive.

“Would you like some… forbidden knowledge?” I asked with a growing grin.

“I—I am curious,” Rosie said while Lupa nodded.

“Have you heard of the dungeon Dracula’s Spine?”

“… why are you bringing up a dungeon full of blood-crazed monsters that are all around a hundred levels?”

“What do you know about vampires?”

“They’re immortal monsters who live on blood known for their cruelty and impaling people for banquets. Most were hunted to the point where they almost went extinct… but nobody could defeat Dracula.”

“And according to the lore, he retreated to his tower—Dracula’s Spine—where he waits to this day for a new chance to conquer the lands.”

“… Sev, nobody knows about that part.”

“Oh.”

Rosie let out a groan. “Great, so he’s still alive and waiting for the right opportunity. Everyone was hoping he just kind of… you know, disappeared and lost interest in that sort of thing.”

“Nope, he’s alive and can’t wait to get revenge.”

“This world is doomed.”

“It’s alright, we’ll deal with him eventually. For now, the important thing is: what is he waiting for? And the answer to that is: his daughter.”

“He has a daughter?! Doesn’t that make everything even worse?!”

“Well, his daughter hates him, so no. The lore goes that he’s waiting for his assassins to kill her since she’s the only one who can actually kill him. Even if you reduce his health to one, he won’t die unless she inflicts the killing blow. It was actually a really fun time in the community when the game released since nobody could figure out how to kill him and nobody knew how to find his daughter. Dracula died many thousands of times the day that his daughter was found.”

Rosie sighed and asked, “So, is his daughter a good person then? I mean, if she’s his enemy…”

“She’s a good girl,” those words caused Lupa’s tail to wag, “who believes in justice.”

“That’s… not bad, at least. And what does all of this have to do with the class you—wait. Don’t tell me—”

“You see, Rosie. There are vampires, and then there is the Vampire class.”

“You want to become a vampire?!”

“I’ll become a vampire who has the Vampire class. All I have to do is find Dracula’s daughter and let her turn me into one. Letting her turn me into a vampire is the only prerequisite for the Vampire class.”

“… is it safe to do that?”

“As safe as letting someone turn you into a vampire can be.”

“Isn’t there a chance that she’ll kill you instead of turn you?”

“You two will be there with me just in case—plus since I know you’d want to be—even though she would never do that if she’s anything like she was in the game. But first, I would confirm that I can trust her—that we can trust her. But I’ve already trusted you and Lupa, so I want to try trusting her, too.”

Rosie let go of me and sat back in her chair with a tired look on her face. Lupa stayed on the floor clinging to me. “And what about burning in the sun and all that?” Rosie asked.

“It’s fine as long as I use an umbrella or wear clothes that cover up my skin.”

“And drinking blood to survive?”

“Dungeon monsters are full of blood.”

“Do you promise that you believe this is a hundred percent safe, even by real standards and not game standards? Do you promise you’re not potentially throwing your life away?”

“I am. Plus, if it means getting to live in a world like this, there’s no way I wouldn’t do everything in my power to become immortal at some point anyways.”

Rosie sighed but then shrugged. “Well, alright. You’ve already gone back on your original plan for us, and I don’t believe you’d talk like that only to pick up another dangerous plan, so… how do we find the daughter of one of history’s greatest villains?”

“That’s easy.” I winked. “With the power of forbidden knowledge.”

“I didn’t expect any other answer, by the way.”


Chapter Seventeen

Mourning

First, before going to the dungeon I had in mind, it was time to pick up my new armor from Tabitha.

“Here ya go!” Tabitha said, trading all of my new gear to me. “It’s been a while since I’ve seen anyone use this set. Most folk would rather get a specific dungeon set instead.”

“I get it,” I said, accepting the trade.

The specific dungeon sets were better for specialized builds while the Adventurer’s Set was more general, not really offering any special synergies.

We also bought Lupa some generic armor better than what she had since I wanted to make sure we buffed her total defense for where we were going, even though I had a feeling she didn’t actually need that much defense since she just… didn’t get hit in the first place. Oh, and I upgraded to the level ten common sickle, which was just called a Sharpened Sickle and otherwise the exact same as the other one but with significantly more damage, and we made sure Rosie’s armor was up to date for her level.

As for my new armor:

//Adventurer’s Hood

//Type: Armor [Head] (Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 5

//8 Defense | 10 Vitality | 5 Charisma

//A stylish hood for that rugged, cool look perfect for adventurers looking to make a name for themselves.

//Adventurer’s Jacket

//Type: Armor [Torso] (Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 5

//8 Defense | 15 Vitality

//A leather vest with some chain underneath, not that anyone will see it underneath the jacket that looks as good as it protects.

//Adventurer’s Bracers

//Type: Armor [Arms] (Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 5

//8 Defense | 10 Strength | 5 Dexterity

//Sturdy bracers for protecting your arm that come with built-in, fingerless gloves.

//Adventurer’s Pants

//Type: Armor [Legs] Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 5

//8 Defense | 5 Dexterity | 5 Intelligence | 5 Luck

//They might just look like normal pants, but they go nice with the rest of the set.

//Adventurer’s Boots

//Type: Armor [Feet] (Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 5

//8 Defense | 5 Intelligence | 5 Wisdom | 5 Luck

//Knee-high boots for that rugged rogue look, even if the stats aren’t for a rogue.

The attributes really were all over the place for this armor set. The boots’ flavor text even acknowledged it. The attributes weren’t what I wanted the set for, though.

One, it was the style. It looked great. Like someone took a slightly edgy, rugged adventurer look—like the kind of starting armor someone might wear when traveling to hunt monsters in the wilds, without being too edgy. It had a serious, almost rustic look to it despite how overdesigned it was with the extra belts and straps in nonsensical places. It even came with some pouches hanging off to my side that I could access my inventory from just by sticking my hand into them. I wasn’t expecting that, but it was cool.

My total defense practically tripled, though. It was the highest total defense attainable at this level outside of getting an armor set meant for tanks. But, more importantly, I liked the set bonus.

//Adventurer’s Spirit

//Set Bonus

//2: Increases Health regeneration by 2 per second.

//4: Deal 20% more Damage to enemies you have not defeated before.

//5: Guided by the desire to explore the unexplored and to hunt the unhunted, treasure chests have a higher chance of spawning while you are present in a dungeon for the first time, and enemies you kill for the first time will drop a bonus item.

Basically, when going to any dungeon that I had already been to or while fighting monsters I’d already killed, the set bonus was worthless outside of gaining a little bit of HP regen.

But I planned on doing every dungeon and killing every monster, so I’d get more use out of it than most people.

“Master, cool,” Lupa said, checking me out now that I had my new armor on.

“It does look cool,” Rosie said. “I’m kind of jealous. I’ve seen girls equip this armor before, and… it looked way less cool.”

Yeah. In the game, when this armor was equipped on girls, it had the same sort of vibe, but… again, made sure to sure off skin. The pants were replaced by a skirt, the boots were thigh highs, the arms weren’t so covered, and there was—of course—cleavage displayed.

But the hood remained the same, at least.

“I’m pretty dashing now, aren’t I?” I asked. “Maybe I should have given myself a more masculine appearance to go full rugged rogue.”

Lupa shook her head. “Master, hot. Don’t change.”

Even Rosie agreed. “I—I like how you look, so…”

My girls were way too cute.

I reached forward to pet them both on their heads while leaning between them to look at Tabitha. “Thanks for the gear,” I told her. “You need anything from Forgotten Cemetery by any chance?”

Tabitha thought about it for a moment before shrugging. “Don’t think so, but I’ll take any mats ya get like always. Gotta spend money to make money!”

“I’m sure I’ll have more for you soon.” With that, I walked between Rosie and Lupa, spun around, and then wrapped my arms around them to hold them against my side.

I was feeling cool and wanted to live up to the style of my new armor.

… was it normal to want to change my personality based on how I was dressed?

I had no idea.

“Mm… Master is bold today,” Lupa said.

Rosie groaned. “I think we gave him too much confidence last night.”

That helped, too.

While I wasn’t sure what to do about a secondary class, I knew I wanted Vampire as my main class now.

I wanted to live—I wanted to explore dungeons until the end of time. Even the beginner dungeons took hours of real time to complete when they only took about ten to fifteen minutes at most back in the game. So, once we got to the late-game dungeons with tons of branching paths, floors, and where a single run could take hours, it would take me years to thoroughly conquer every single dungeon.

And that wasn’t even counting the post-endgame dungeons that took much, much longer.

And that wasn’t counting the hundreds of dungeons that existed in the lore but were never implemented in the game that had to exist out there.

The world was far too vast to experience all of its dungeon beauty in a normal lifespan.

Maybe I could listen around for rumors to discover secret dungeons I’d have to go explore for that didn’t exist in the game. That sounded like a fun adventure.

Anyways.

There was also the fact that Vampire had so many great combinations. There were options for tanking, DPS, healing, buffing and debuffing—Vampire was an extremely versatile class. On its own, it was mostly a DPS class that blended melee with magic and also provided some great sustainability options for the party. Almost every party in the game was made stronger by having a Vampire in it.

I could also get it without making the girls important to me cry.

So now, knowing that Vampire would be my main class, the hunt for Dracula’s daughter began.

Hunting her—well, finding her… well, being found by her required a very specific condition in the game.

The player needed to return to town while under the effect of any kind of bleeding-related DoT, whether it was Bleeding, Heavy Bleeding, or something else. As long as it was a DoT related to bleeding in one way or another, it worked.

Randomly getting the DoT wasn’t enough, so it couldn’t be done while already in town. Leaving town, getting the DoT, and then returning wasn’t good enough, either. There was technically a chance that it would work since the world behaved differently now, but how would I even get that debuff in the first place? I’d have to get it from another player. None of us had the ability to inflict it on me, so that meant I would need to run around asking random adventurers if they could attack me in broad daylight to inflict a bleeding DoT on me. It… probably could have worked, but I wanted to test ourselves in the dungeon I had in mind.

But I did try cutting myself with my sickle. It didn’t do anything.

Back to how it worked in the game.

The condition in the game was specifically tied to returning from a dungeon with the effect. And “returning from a dungeon” meant successfully doing so by using the portal at the end.

That meant getting into a fight with the final boss of a dungeon, letting it inflict the effect on me, and then returning to town before it wore off.

There were quite a few bosses throughout the game that could inflict such an effect, but only one that was close to our current level, and it was actually a boss that came from a secret path in Forgotten Cemetery. The boss was going to be level twenty, but I had full confidence in our ability to defeat it, especially with Lupa.

But I still made sure everyone was stocked up on healing items. Especially me for my plan.

First, before going back to the dungeon, I checked with Stella at the guild to see if that invader was still there.

It wasn’t. Apparently, someone killed it the night before and it was a big deal, but she wasn’t working when it was reported.

But that was alright. Even if I thought Lupa would be able to kill it, the invader wasn’t our target. The optional, secret boss at the end of that side path we tried taking was.

Unfortunately for Lupa, though, she really wasn’t a fan of the dungeon.

“Stinks,” Lupa said, again. “Bad scents everywhere.”

“We’re almost done,” I told her.

“Mm. Taking bath after.”

“Wow, you’re actually consenting to taking a bath yourself.”

“Don’t like this scent. Need to wash it off then cover myself with Master’s scent again.” Lupa looked at me. “Master, too. Take a bath so I can cover you in my scent.”

“We might just have to take a bath together in that case.”

“Mm. Good idea.”

Then there was Rosie who was up ahead sighing and saying, “Ahh, must be nice, getting to flirt in the back while the tank takes point waiting to get ambushed by zombies. I wish I could be flirting instead of getting zombie guts all over me.”

“Sorry. Rosie stinks. Don’t want to get close.”

“The last thing I wanted to hear after my whining was being told I stink.”

“Even if Rosie stinks… Rosie is still cute.”

“Thanks. I guess.”

“Mm.”

I then told Lupa, “Isn’t it nice not tanking? We might stink ourselves, but at least we don’t smell as bad as her. And we’re not the ones getting zombie guts on us.”

“Sev,” Rosie said. “I will come back there, pin you down, and take these intestines I’ve looted to wipe them all over you.”

“Sorry. You’re cute, Rosie. You’re our cute, amazing, wonderful, awesome tank who—”

“Save it.”

“… alright.”

At least the zombies kept on dropping Rotten Intestines for loot. For how common they were, they sold for a nice profit at Marissa’s. As for what she was doing with them… I had no idea. They were one of those commodity items that only existed to be sold which meant that they had some sort of non-system use that made them valuable to daily life in this world.

“Master got in trouble,” Lupa whispered to me.

“Be grateful,” I whispered back. “The only reason she didn’t threaten you is because you’re cuter than me.”

“Mm. Not cuter. Master is cuter.”

“No way. I could never be as cute as—”

Rosie stomped her foot against the ground. “Stop flirting without me! I want to flirt too, you know!”

Teasing Rosie was too fun.

Still, I did feel a little guilty, so I left Lupa’s side to go hang out with Rosie at the front.

Lupa was genuinely bothered by the scent, but I wasn’t.

I wrapped an arm around Rosie’s waist and kissed the side of her head. “Thanks for tanking, Rosie.”

“I—I guess that’s better,” Rosie said, still pouting a little. “But you don’t have to force yourself. I know I stink.”

“Since when have we cared about that? That didn’t stop you from pouncing me the first time we were here.”

“I—I was pent up and high on adrenaline! I thought we were going to die! My hormones didn’t care that we were in a forest full of rotting zombies!”

“Such a horny girl. What am I going to do with you?”

“I don’t want to hear that from you. A guy who cums twice and is still rock hard has no right to ever imply a girl is exceptionally horny. What are we going to do with you is the question.”

Lupa called out from the back, “Get Teacher’s help.”

“Yeah, we’re definitely going to need help with you. I swear, even ten girls probably wouldn’t be enough for that monster.”

This is the best, I thought. All I had to do was be a basic, horny guy and my lovers thought I was a legendary unicorn of a catch who deserved ten women dedicated to milking me dry.

Not that I was thinking of actually getting any more women at the moment. I had Rosie, Lupa, Stella, and there was one more girl I would soon have. Though, I had no idea if she would actually like me in that way. I had a pretty strong feeling she would, but she was a real person now, not a video game character.

But realistically, she was probably going to fall for me, and I was going to be happy to let that happen.

“There,” I said, pointing off to the side where a single spider lily could be seen blooming beyond the path.

“Wow… that flower is super pretty,” Rosie said.

“Even a place like this has beauty. Well, I think the whole dungeon is beautiful. It’s got the spooky aesthetic, the dead trees, the cracked gravestones, the cobblestone paths in the main area—ah, you can never go wrong with the classic undead dungeon style. But yes, there’s also more classic beauty as well. Actually, hang on.” I pulled out my phone. I didn’t have a signal, but I was still able to get close and take a picture of the flower so I could send it to Stella later. I’d probably also send it to Elma since Rosie gave me her number, but I hadn’t texted her yet. I thought sharing our adventures would be nice with her since she was a budding adventurer herself.

“Rosie,” Lupa said. “Pet Master for me. He’s being cute.”

“Why don’t you do it?” Rosie asked.

Lupa looked straight at Rosie. “Because you’re next to him.”

Rosie’s eye twitched, but she still gave me a pat on my head for Lupa.

“Alright,” I said, getting us back on topic. “That flower is actually the sign of where the secret boss is. There are a lot of things like this in the dungeons, and there’ll be way more as we get to the harder ones. Little things off to the side that are just barely noticeable but stand out as unique. They’re signs of secrets the majority of the time.”

“Got it,” Rosie said. “It looks like… is that another flower in the distance?”

“You’ve got it.”

“I’m guessing… we follow the flowers, and they’ll take us to the boss?”

“There’s only one way to find out, right?”

“Right!”

So, with Rosie in the lead, we went off the path and marched deeper into the woods.

Each flower we found revealed another one in the distance and, after the fourth flower, they started to come in patches that grew denser the deeper we went.

Then we came across the hauntingly beautiful sight of the Crimson Maze’s entrance.

Forgotten Cemetery had four sections. There was the main level 4 – 9 dungeon that we already cleared with Otto at the end. Then there was Princess’s Tomb, the entrance to which was behind Otto, that featured multiple bosses and was full of level 35 – 40 enemies. There was one more section connected to that, but spoilers.

Then there was Crimson Maze, a level 20 – 25 section with an important boss guarding the entrance.

We weren’t going to deal with the rest of the maze, only its “gate boss.”

“It’s—it’s so beautiful,” Rosie said. “Does… something like this really exist out here?”

“Mm. What Rosie said,” Lupa said.

The entrance to the maze was a clearing in the woods filled to the brim with spider lilies. But they didn’t only cover the ground. They crept up the trees, connected to vines that reached all the way to the treetops.

There was something else different about them, though, and it was that the vines these spider lilies were connected to were covered in red-tipped thorns.

And at the center of the clearing was a floating patch of white fog.

Sometimes, you didn’t have to cross through white fog, you just had to step inside of it.

Also, I made sure to take another picture of the flowers.

“Okay,” Rosie said. “Sev, forbidden knowledge time since we’re going up against something twice our level you said.”

“Right,” I replied. “It won’t be difficult. I promise.” It might have technically been twice our level, but it was twenty to our eleven. That was doable. Fighting something level 140 while only 70, however, was not. “If we could survive against that hyena, we can survive against this. So, see those vines?”

Rosie and Lupa both nodded. Even though Lupa was complaining about the smell earlier, she still came up close to us now that it was time to get serious.

“Those are part of the boss. We’re basically going to go up against a giant flower. A living, evil flower that wraps its vines around its prey, bleeds its enemies to death, and then absorbs them into the ground once they’re dead. The main body we’ll be attacking is a giant, stationary flower. It can’t dodge and it can’t block. The vines are all we have to worry about. Three more vines will burst out of the ground every 25% of its HP we take out. Lupa, I have no doubt you’ll be able to sense them and dodge them. Rosie, the vines don’t deal much damage themselves, but they inflict a nasty DoT that you have to watch out for. If you get the DoT while you’re over 80%, wait until you reach 60% and then drink a potion. If you get the DoT while you’re under 80%, just drink a potion immediately to play it safe.”

Rosie took a deep breath. “Got it.”

“Lupa, me and you are working together on this while Rosie tanks. Each vine counts as a severable limb, but we need to attack near the base—where they come out from the ground. We sever them, and the boss won’t have any way of attacking back.”

Lupa nodded. “Cut limbs near bottom.”

“Right. Now, because this boss is at least level fifteen, that means it has an ultimate. At 20% of its HP, the main flower is going to start spinning around while releasing thorns and clouds of spores. The thorns are going to be unavoidable damage that put that bleeding dot on all of us, so get ready to heal. The clouds of spores are pretty big, but easy to dodge. They move slow, glow red so they’re easy to see, and go away after just a few seconds. Try not to get hit by them. You’ll get paralyzed if you do. Make it through the ultimate attack, which lasts for about ten seconds, and we win. The rest of the fight after that is beating it up until it dies. Got it?”

They both confirmed they were following.

“Great. One last thing. A bit of an environmental hazard. Flowers will randomly spawn around the arena that are like… baby versions of the boss almost. They’ll latch onto you with their own thorny vines if you step on them, so just be careful of where you step. If you get one on you, all you have to do is—well, in the game, you had to dodge roll to get them off, but you can probably just tear them off in this world. Also, just before the fight ends, I’m going to let one latch onto me.”

“Will you be fine?” Rosie asked.

“Yeah. I’ve got enough potions to heal through it. Plus, once the fight is actually over, my natural regen will kick in to counteract some of the damage. My natural regen is up to three a second, and I’ve got over two hundred health now, so… the baby flower should bleed me for about fifteen a tick—five per second, it’ll take about eighty seconds for me to bleed out from full. I’ll drink a potion every thirty seconds while we run over to Otto. Then we’ll speedrun him, I’ll go through the portal, and take the flower off as soon as I’m on the other side. I promise not to let my health drop below 50% in case you’re worried about the bleeding.”

“Are you sure you have enough potions?”

“I’m sure. If we run at full speed, then… it shouldn’t take us more than five minutes to reach Otto from here, and I’ve got about thirty potions in my inventory. Most of them are pretty weak since they’re just what I picked up from all those dungeon runs the other day, but still. I’ve got enough. Plus there’s a special potion I’ve got that’ll absolutely keep me safe if I need it. Also, even in the absolute worst-case scenario, if I somehow let my HP get too low and I’m out of healing options, I can just take the flower off me to get rid of the effect. This is safe. I promise.”

“And you’re just as confident we can defeat this boss?”

“If we can’t, we just have to run away,” I said and winked. “But I know we won’t lose to this. It’s a beautiful fight with this really nice piano song playing during it, but—wait. Just to confirm… I’m not the only one who can hear music while we’re in the dungeons and during boss fights, right?”

Lupa tilted her head while Rosie raised her eyebrows.

“Sev,” Rosie said. “Do you… hear music playing in your head during dungeons? Like it’s a video game?”

“… don’t you?” I asked.

“I think you might have gone a little crazy. We don’t hear music.”

“Seriously?!”

“I mean… where would it even come from? It’s not like every boss room is equipped with a live band or speakers…”

“Does this mean… I’ve played the game so much and listened to the soundtrack for so many thousands of hours that my head automatically plays background music everywhere I go? What—what about last night?! You didn’t hear music while we had sex?!”

“You did?!”

“Of course I did! It was the 73rd track in the album! The heart-warming song, To Fly Freely, that plays during emotional moments of companion quests!”

“Why didn’t you say anything?!”

“I didn’t say anything because I thought everyone heard it! Have I been listening to music on my own this entire time?!”

“Yes!”

“Wait, does this mean… as proof of how much I love Custom Dungeon World, my brain has adapted to automatically playing its soundtrack all the time? Isn’t that really impressive?” I started feeling pretty smug. “Just goes to show how I’m the number one fan of the greatest game in the world.”

“… it’s something alright.”

“I feel sorry that you can’t hear the soundtrack I love so much, but—”

“You know, now that you know it’s not real, there’s a chance you’ll stop hearing it. Kind of like that effect where, once you become aware you’re blinking or breathing, you start manually doing it since it’s like your body goes off autopilot.”

“Don’t you dare put that—no! The music is fading away!” I dropped to my knees and held my hands up to the air. “I’m sorry! Come back! I promise I’ll—”

“You’re totally screwing with me, aren’t you?”

I winked and stuck my tongue out at Rosie. “Yep. There’s no way you could override my brain’s—no, my soul’s obsession with Custom Dungeon World. I’ll delusionally hear the soundtrack playing in my head until the day I die, which will be never since I’m becoming a vampire.”

“… if you’re able to fool around like this, then I guess there really is nothing to worry about with this boss.”

“I mean, it could still kill us if we mess up. Just because it doesn’t deal that much damage doesn’t mean we’re not in serious danger, plus we are underleveled and undergeared. Still, I believe in us.” I looked at Lupa. “You’ve got the worst gear and HP out of us, so you’re the one most at risk… is what I would say if only levels and stats mattered. Don’t get hit or else it’s going to seriously hurt you. If you do get hit, immediately disengage and go heal with the potions we gave you.”

“Mm. Got it,” Lupa said. “I’ll be careful. Promise.”

“Good. You’ll get unlimited pettings and scratches for life if you get through this without getting hurt.”

“What about… belly rubs?”

“Belly rubs, too.”

Lupa turned to look at the boss arena with her daggers drawn. “I won’t get hit.”

“That’s my puppy.”

Lupa’s tail really wagged after hearing that.

I looked at Rosie and said, “I’ll give you a kiss for every attack you dodge or block.”

Rosie readied her mace and shield. “I’ve got this.”

“That’s my first wife.”

Just like with Lupa, Rosie’s tail swished around and her ears did their happy flapping upon hearing that.

“Let’s get this fight started.”

Yeah, I was nervous about going up against a monster that wasn’t meant to be fought until after I had a class and more levels, but that made it all the more exciting.

How was I going to improve and grow stronger if I wasn’t willing to punch above my weight?

Besides, going after stronger-than-intended monsters was how I spent most of my thousands of hours in Custom Dungeon World. I liked the challenge.

This fight was also one of the easiest to run from since the boss’s body was stationary and its vines were only so long.

It was still dangerous. There was no denying that.

But every single dungeon was potentially deadly, and there were going to be far, far stronger enemies to go up against. The world was full of dungeons and most of them had bosses who had never been defeated before, meaning those bosses were the equivalent of invaders who could leave whenever they wanted to and go cause problems outside their dungeons… as far as I knew, anyways. I still wasn’t entirely sure on how that worked.

In the game, each boss had a convenient excuse for why they didn’t leave before getting killed the first time, but still.

Eventually, if we were going to be real adventurers risking our lives for glory and to protect others, this was absolutely nothing in comparison to the challenges ahead.

I took a deep breath.

“Whenever you’re ready, Rosie,” I said. “And Lupa, don’t hold back. Go all out as long as you’re careful.”

The girls nodded, and Rosie led the way.

We stepped into the patch of flowers and, once Rosie stepped into the fog, it dispersed as the ground shook beneath us.

Rosie jumped back from the center as the ground burst up in front of her.

A massive spider lily the size of a car, with an especially bulbous stem that connected its petals to the ground, rose from the ground while its vines twisting up the trees descended toward us. Surely enough, the piano song I was so used to began to play in the background, even if it was only in my head.

It was a sad, but beautiful song. Just like the enemy we were fighting.

[Lycoris, The Mourning]

[Level 20 | Boss Aspirant]

An enchanted flower, once the favorite of the same princess Otto pledged himself to. A flower that was not as sentient as a human, but far more intelligent than a normal flower. One capable of truly feeling the love its princess cared for it with.

Twisted by grief, the same magic that brought it to life transformed it into a monster.

Delivering slow, painful death became its only purpose for living.

Silently, it swung its vines toward us like whips.

Lupa and I only dodged at first so that Rosie had time to build up some aggro by blocking the first vine and retaliating with her mace. If we were level twenty with appropriate gear, the blocked attack would deal almost zero damage, but it took a fifth of Rosie’s health out. Still nowhere near as bad as that hyena which went to show just how much of a monster it truly was.

I wanted to meet whoever killed it.

I also wanted to know what “Boss Aspirant” meant. The game only had bosses labeled as—well, as “Boss.” I never saw “Boss Aspirant” before.

But it was no time to think about that.

Rosie activated Power Bash and swung her mace straight into the bulbous stem of the boss’s main body. We let her get another couple of attacks in before we got to work, and I started off with a poison-infused Spark targeting the main body.

Lupa and I then targeted the same vine, her cutting it with her daggers while I sliced it with my sickle, being careful to dodge any attacks from the remaining vines as we focused this one.

I also made sure to use my torch as an offhand weapon to light the boss on fire every now and then. I hadn’t been using it much since upgrading my sickle since it was more worthwhile to simply attack more with the sickle, but the boss was a plant. Of course it was weak to fire. Each one of those DoT ticks from the Burning status did twice as much damage thanks to that.

Rosie blocked another attack, but then another vine struck her to make her bleed while she was already hurt.

Just as planned, she immediately chugged a potion to top off her health before doing anything else.

Meanwhile, the vines couldn’t get anywhere close to Lupa. Whether it was by jumping, dodging, or rolling away, she was absolutely untouchable, and I was starting to believe she could have soloed the boss from level one if she truly wanted to.

But that made me curious about who it was she wanted to get stronger than. I knew it was probably whoever was responsible for those scars, but… if she still didn’t believe she was strong enough to defeat them in her current state, then I was worried about just how strong they were.

That was all the more reason to test ourselves against this boss.

I was sure this world had countless other threats I didn’t know about as well. We needed to be able to fight above our weight class if we wanted to truly be safe from the dangers we’d encounter.

There was no telling when someone, an invader or murderer, far over our level might show up and attack.

Just like with that hyena.

On Earth, no matter how much someone trained, they were powerless if someone showed up with a gun and shot them out of nowhere. But here, it was possible to survive that first attack, and it was possible to fight back.

We needed to become the best possible versions of ourselves.

“Lupa, right!” Rosie shouted.

Lupa looked at her right just in time to see that a new flower sprouted up from the ground that she almost stepped on, saving her from getting it attached to her.

Rosie was seriously turning into a great tank.

I had to admit, I felt a little useless. Even though I knew I was the one who told them the strategy in the first place, what could I actually do that they weren’t able to do on their own?

Was my forbidden knowledge all I was good for?

I shook my head to get rid of those thoughts.

That damn piano song was getting into my head and making me emotional. It was too damn sad of a song.

If I felt useless, all I had to do was try harder.

It was as simple as that.

I’d become the best possible version of myself.

Lupa and I severed two of the four starting vines just before the boss reached 75% health, spawning in three more vines that shot up out from the ground, giving it a total of five now.

I kept on inflicting Burning and Poisoned whenever the debuffs wore off, and Rosie did her best to perfectly time Shield Bash to inflict the boss with Vulnerable. I used Strong Slash each time she did which really helped with severing the vines.

But with how many vines there were now, it was hard for Lupa and I to focus on the same one when they kept getting between us and forcing us to dodge. Still, most of them focused on Rosie who had to chug her sixth potion for the fight already. She had the strongest weapon out of us thanks to having Tabitha enhance her mace from Otto, plus her Shield Bash also increased aggro on her, so she had no problem keeping most of the boss’s attention on herself.

Having to drink potions in the middle of a fight wasn’t ideal, though. Sure, it was possible to make it through the game without a healer just by chugging potions, but we had to put whatever we held in our main hand away every single time we wanted to pull a potion out. Then we had to take our weapon back out. So, every time we needed a potion, it took around five seconds. Put weapon away, take potion out, drink potion, take weapon back out. That was if we were fast and didn’t get interrupted during it.

Healers made it so that everyone could stay focused on tanking and dealing damage without that interruption.

Becoming a Vampire would help with that thanks to the very first skill I’d get, but… still.

Having some proper healing would be nice and boost our party’s power level.

Then, while Rosie was distracted by having two different vines lashing at her simultaneously, I saw Lupa was about to step on another flower.

Lupa might have been an incredible fighter, but she had basically no dungeoneering experience. She didn’t know to worry about things like traps and environmental hazards—or well, she didn’t know anything about typical RPG mechanics.

I reached out to stop her right before she could take another step back. “Careful, don’t forget to watch the—”

My legs were swept out from underneath me.

I fell onto the same plant I just protected Lupa—who looked back at me with eyes full of worry—from, which wrapped itself around my leg to stab its thorns into me, just before the same vine that knocked me down and chunked my health wrapped around my legs to lift me up and toss me into a nearby tree.

Something like that probably would have killed me in real life. At the very least, it would have broken my bones and knocked me out even if I didn’t have such a worthless body back then.

[Bleeding Thorns] [Immature Lycoris]

Two different bleeding effects were stacked on me while I already had low HP, and that low HP was rapidly getting lower.

“Sev!” Rosie shouted. “Hang on, I’ll—!”

“Focus on the boss!” I shouted, reaching down to grab the smaller plant wrapped around my leg so I could tear it off. Fortunately, that worked, but I was still suffering from the bleeding of the vine attack.

I didn’t want them to get distracted and hurt when I was fine, and it was a good thing I shouted that since Rosie looked back just in time to block the next vine attack.

“Fuck, that hurt,” I groaned out as I went to pull out a potion.

My HP was down to 30%.

One more attack and I would have been finished off.

My entire body felt like it was on fire between the status effects and being thrown into a tree.

But my legs still moved.

None of my bones were broken.

My old body was gone. I could get thrown around like it was nothing.

“This new body is too damn amazing,” I said, standing back up after chugging the potion. I was going to need to chug another as soon as it was off cooldown, but that was alright.

I got to see a pretty nice sight.

Lupa, whenever she was still enough for me to see her face, looked enraged as she prevented a single vine from getting anywhere near me. Her expression was one I didn’t know she could make with how deadpan she was most of the time. Fangs bared, eyes focused and full of bloodlust, tail still and ears constantly swiveling to track every movement of the boss—she looked like she was the boss if anything, and she entered her enrage phase after seeing me get hurt.

It was impossible to take my eyes off her.

Even as a vine threatened to slam into her from above, she remained still, waiting for it to get close enough to sidestep while thrusting each of her daggers into its side. And as the vine lifted back up, she went with it.

Another vine swung at her while she hung in the air by the first one, but she twisted her body around to dodge it with ease before withdrawing her daggers from the first one to perform a spinning attack as she fell, cutting each of the vines a dozen times in an instant as she fell.

She threw both of her daggers at the base of the first vine right as she landed. That was enough to sever it. The vine flew off, landing on the ground behind her, as she rolled out of the way of the second vine.

There was nothing but hatred for the enemy on her face. If I was shown two pictures of Lupa—one of how she normally looked and one of how she looked now, I would not be able to tell they were the same person.

She picked her daggers back up, slid on her knees beneath the next attack, and severed the next vine at its base.

Seeing her in action really proved that the inherited instincts I had from all of my characters was nothing compared to real battle experience.

And now that the bleeding effect wore off on me and I drank another potion to top off my health, I was able to get back in there.

I gave Lupa a pat on her shoulder once I reached her. “Good job keeping them off me.”

“Master… okay?” Lupa asked.

“I’m alright.” But even after all of that, the boss only just reached 50%, and three more vines spawned. “Its vines will get some new attack patterns now, but nothing we can’t handle. Keep your eyes open and we’ve got this.”

“Sorry. Master got hurt because of me.”

“I’m ordering you to stop thinking that. Mistakes happen. You’ll learn and grow. Only apologize if you don’t learn anything from it.”

“Mm. Got it.”

Lupa and I had our backs to each other as the vines surrounded us. Our DPS wasn’t high enough to sever more between phases, so we were up to six vines now.

We’d probably be up to seven for the final phase since we cut down two for every three it spawned.

“I won’t fail you again, Master,” Lupa said.

“You will fail me,” I said. “And I’ll fail you. Mistakes will always happen. That’s why we do our best to learn from them, and why we’ve got a party to help each other out when we mess up.”

“Mm. I’ll do my best.”

“That’s what I like to hear.” I swung my hand back to bump it into hers, and then Lupa did the same back to me.

Rosie was the one in most trouble, though.

Now there were three vines targeting her, two targeting Lupa, and one targeting me. Without proper tank skills from a tank class, she couldn’t aggro all of them onto her even with her previously mentioned advantages. But even if she could, they would take her out in an instant.

She wouldn’t be able to keep tanking through the damage with potions for much longer.

Running might have been our best option at that point. But, before giving the order to run, was there anything we could do? Was there any way to turn this around, or were we being too stubborn by trying to do kill this boss early?

Rosie ducked under one of the vines that lashed at her. The vine slammed into the tree behind her, cracking it, and it looked like that wasn’t the first time it hit that tree.

…

Running away was safer. There was nothing stopping us from running and coming back another day when it was safer and we were more prepared.

“Rosie! Back up to the tree behind you!” I shouted. “Keep five feet between you and it! Any farther and you’ll lose aggro and the boss will reset!”

But I didn’t want to run away from a dungeon boss if I believed we could win without any losses.

If I couldn’t figure out how to win after how many hundreds of times I killed this boss before, what good even was I?

“Lupa, opposite side, get to that tree and bait its attacks to it!” I ordered.

Both girls cooperated and got into position while I only had to deal with a single vine trying to attack me.

The girls looked like they caught onto my plan since they did their best to bait the attacks into the trees, not just dodge them in any direction.

Rosie’s tree broke first.

The repeated slamming from the vines broke through the tree’s trunk, causing it to collapse onto two of the vines, pinning them underneath it.

Lupa’s tree took a few more seconds but, once the vines broke through it, it came crashing down directly onto the boss’s main body.

I went in with my torch to get the boss lit on fire after three attempts of proccing it.

And this time, while the boss was on fire, the flames spread to the trees pinning it down.

The fight resumed with two of the vines out of action as I waited to see what would happen once the Burning effect wore off on the boss.

One DoT later and Burning finally did its last tick of damage. The fire surrounding the boss’s body vanished.

But the trees remained burning.

Even though no new statuses showed up on the boss, the fire from the trees spread to its body, and its health began to deplete at an even faster rate than it did from the Burning status.

Just like Lupa said, levels weren’t everything.

The world might have been under the influence of a bunch of RPG rules, but those weren’t the only rules affecting it.

“New trees!” I shouted as the boss got down to 30%.

I focused on keeping the status effects up on the boss while Rosie and Lupa baited its vines to a couple of new trees. And just as the boss hit 25%, with three new vines popping out of the ground, two more trees came crashing onto it. They only managed to pin one vine that wasn’t already pinned, but one of the trees landed on top of the main body again. It broke through the burning tree already pinning it, causing two burning halves to roll across it, spreading their fire.

That took the pressure off Rosie. Only two vines were attacking her again which was enough for her to survive through even if it meant chugging potions every time they were off cooldown.

“Take cover behind the fallen trees!” I shouted.

Before the trees fell, they were outside of the arena. Running outside to get behind them would have lost the boss’s aggro and given it all of its health back.

But now, those trees were inside of the arena.

“Keep your tree between you and the boss, and duck!” I shouted while getting behind the tree closest to me.

The boss hit 20%.

Normally, that was when it would pull all of its vines back in and start spinning around while spraying the entire arena with thorns and spores.

But it couldn’t.

It was only able to retract its non-pinned vines, and it couldn’t spin its body all the way around due to the trees pinning its main body. All it could do was twist from side to side as its vines waved around in a failed attempt to spray us with thorns. They still did shoot thorns, but.

They got embedded in the trees instead of us.

“Step back for the spores!” I shouted. “Though, I don’t think we’ll have to worry about them.”

The boss stopped trying to spray thorns everywhere to instead shake its spores free from its main body. Only, all the clouds of spores got immediately consumed by the flames burning its body.

The ultimate attack got hard countered thanks to Rosie and Lupa baiting those attacks into the trees.

It was time to claim our victory. “Go in for the kill!”

From there, all we had to do was what we were already doing earlier. Dodge attacks, attack when we could, and watch as the boss could barely even fight back thanks to all the trees pinning its body and vines.

I got so caught up in our victory lap phase of the fight that I almost forgot what we were there for.

I found one of the baby plants on the ground, held my arm against it, and got it latched onto me.

Then I looked up just in time to see the finishing blow.

Lupa had embedded one of her daggers into another vine, and she used it to lift her up into the air again. And this time, while the vine waved her around to try and shake her off, it swung her over its main body.

Lupa threw her free dagger straight into the boss’s main body from above. Her blade went between the fallen, flaming trees to pierce the center of the boss’s body, and she then jumped free from the vine with her remaining dagger to land right next to me.

Every non-pinned vine rose into the air, trembled for a moment, and then fell flat to the ground.

[Boss Aspirant Defeated]

[The soul of Lycoris, The Mourning, has been bound.]

[The following message will be broadcasted globally.]

[The party of Sev, Rosie Littleears, and Lupa have defeated Lycoris, The Mourning, for the first time. Crimson Maze has been opened within Forgotten Cemetery. Glory to those who pave the way.]

“Rosie,” I said. “When it said first—”

“That was a world first?!” Rosie shouted. “Wha—how?! Nobody has ever come over here before?! What are our world’s adventurers doing?! Is this the power of following around an isekai protagonist?!”

“… that answers my question.”

At the same time, a dark mist that covered the forest behind the arena dispersed, revealing the Crimson Maze in question. A labyrinth of tall hedges decorated with softly glowing spider lilies. A scene every bit as hauntingly beautiful as the boss’s arena.

This also meant… the monster we just killed wasn’t a respawning spirit.

That was a living monster killed for the first time. Was that what the “Aspirant” part of its title about?

Now, its spirit would be bound to the dungeon, and it would respawn over and over again until the end of time.

I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. While I had no problem killing it in the first place, I just condemned it to an eternity of rebirth and death.

A few more system messages popped up.

[A new Skill has been acquired for defeating a boss while everyone present was underneath its level range with an average equipment level beneath half of the recommended average.]

//Goliath Hunter

//Type: Soul (General | Passive)

//Those who are willing to hunt foes beyond their limits strike fear into the greatest of beasts. Even dragons may learn to fear mice.

	You no longer deal reduced damage to enemies of a higher level than you.
	Defeating enemies of a higher level will now grant 25% additional experience per level over yours.
	You may gain experience from defeating enemies more than five levels higher than you.
	You may ignore level requirements on equipment.
	Your presence can be felt by monsters of a higher level, increasing the range at which they attack you from.
	Monsters above your level will recognize the threat you pose and use new abilities and patterns in defense against you.


That… was not in the game.

A skill that made hunting higher-level monsters and bosses way more worthwhile, while making it possible to wield equipment of any level… at the cost of monsters becoming even more unpredictable and deadlier in addition to increasing their aggro range.

Well, to me, those costs were just more bonuses.

They excited me as much as they made me sweat.

Maybe that skill was one of the surprises Seth mentioned.

… and then another system message popped up, which I wasn’t expecting since I figured the skill wouldn’t affect the boss I killed right before getting it.

[Congratulations, you have leveled up!]

[Level 11 -> 15]

[Health: 150 -> 190]

[Mana: 30 -> 38]

[12 Attribute Points Gained]

[Congratulations, you may now choose a Class!]

[You may no longer gain experience until you select a Class.]

I really wasn’t expecting to get any experience since, just like how you couldn’t get experience from enemies more than five levels below you, you also couldn’t get experience from enemies more than five levels above you.

But I just maxed out.

If the skill took effect for this boss, then… I got 225% extra experience from the boss due to our level difference. 325% of its base experience in total. Normally, enemies only gave 10% more experience for each level higher they were up to five levels higher.

I tried asking, “Did you guys get new—”

“Woah, this skill is great!” Rosie shouted. “But the part about new abilities is kind of scary…”

“… that answers my question.”

“Master, hurry,” Lupa said. “The plan.”

“Gah!” Rosie must have totally forgotten about it. “That’s right! I was so distracted by all the popups! Sev, you need to—”

“I know,” I said. “Hang on.” I chugged one of the weaker potions. “I just got a serious health boost which will help, and I need to loot the boss since I’ve got the armor set bonus. People complained that any character who looted a monster should benefit from the set bonus as long as someone in the party had it, but Seth never patched—”

“Hurry up and loot instead of talk about when we were a game!”

I playfully pouted at her. “So bossy.” But I appreciated her concern.

I looted the boss and each of the severed vines. Though, the set bonus would only affect the boss’s main body and the first severed vine, not all of the severed vines.

//Lycoris Ring

//Type: Accessory [Ring] (Rare)

//Requirements: Level 20

//80 Vitality | Makes the wearer immune to Bleeding statuses.

//The flower of a spider lily turned into an elegant ring.

//Lily Eyepatch

//Type: Armor [Head] (Rare)

//Requirements: Level 20

//40 Charisma | 20 Intelligence

//An eyepatch with a crimson spider lily growing out of it, giving the wearer a mystic yet regal feeling.

//Bloody Thorn Dagger

//Type: Weapon [1-Handed Dagger] (Rare)

//Requirements: Level 20

//140 – 155 Damage (Piercing) | Deals 15% more Damage to targets suffering from Bleeding statuses.

//An oversized thorn pulled from Lycoris’s body that is the perfect size for wielding and stabbing with.

//Lycoris Petals

//Type: Material (Rare)

//Petals from Lycoris that still hold the feeling of great loss within them.

Bloody Thorn Dagger had a symbol next to it to let me know that it was the bonus item from my armor’s set bonus. Considering that Lupa probably also got Goliath Hunter… that was going to be an absolutely massive upgrade for her.

There weren’t any potions since those mostly only dropped from the pre-15 bosses, but I did get four and a half gold coins to split between us which was nice.

Then came the first vine’s loot, with the second item being the bonus drop from my set bonus.

//Vine Flesh

//Type: Ingredient (Rare)

//The interior of Lycoris’s vines is full of protein-dense “flesh” thanks to absorbing so much blood.

//Mourning Vine

//Type: Weapon [Whip] (Epic)

//Requirements: Level 20

//160 – 175 Damage (Slashing) | Each attack inflicts the target with Bleeding Thorns, dealing 15 Bleeding Damage every 3 seconds for 15 seconds. Stacks up to 3 times.

//One of Lycoris’s growing vines, now repurposed as a weapon.

The bonus drop… was huge.

None of us were using whips, but that was the best whip in early game outside of a few specific builds. It only had a 0.75% drop rate from the severed vines of Lycoris as well. It was a little extra low since Lycoris had so many vines that could be severed during a fight, but still.

“I’ll share everything with you guys later,” I said and then chugged another potion. “Let’s hurry up before I run out of potions.”

Rosie and Lupa both looked anxious even though I knew I would be fine.

Now then, since we were not going to go through Crimson Maze to the next boss at the end of it, that meant it was time to go pay a visit to a noble knight.

[Otto Oakson, the Grave Knight]

[Level 9 | Boss]

“Rosie,” I said. “He’s yours this time.”

“What?” Rosie asked. “We need to hurry! This—”

“I refuse to team up on him. When I said we’re going to beat him quickly, I meant one of us would, and your weapon will be the most effective against him. And now you’re over his level.” I nodded toward Otto.

He nodded back.

Looked like he remembered me after all.

“Gah! Fine! Don’t complain if I get too rough instead of have some proper fancy duel with him while my husband is bleeding out behind me!” Rosie shouted, clearly annoyed with me.

Hearing that, Otto looked at my arm and stared straight at the flower on it.

Then he looked back toward the forest that… may or may not have been a little bit on fire, but it was alright since dungeons canonically “refreshed” every day at midnight, restoring all damage within them.

Otto then removed his helmet and… walked away from us. He walked toward the edge of his arena and pushed his hand out through it.

His health quickly dropped to only 2% remaining as he looked like he was being electrocuted.

He was stuck in a prison just like I was. Trying to leave killed him.

Otto then pulled his hand back and nodded toward Rosie.

“Are—are you helping us?” Rosie asked. “So it… goes faster?”

“… he’s thanking us for putting an end to the suffering of his princess’s favorite flower,” I explained. “Does it… really count if now it’s stuck respawning for eternity?”

Otto simply nodded again.

“Otto, are you… happy here?”

Rather than nod, Otto brought his fist to his chest. A salute. A display of his pride.

I walked past the girls toward him, drew my sickle, and prepared Strong Slash. “Thank you,” I said and executed him. “Don’t loot him. We didn’t earn it.”

I had no idea how to feel.

It was the world I loved, there was no denying that, but it being a real world rather than just a game meant real spirits—who still had memories and personalities—were stuck in dungeons to be killed for my entertainment.

For the vast majority of dungeons, I didn’t care. I knew most of the beings within them were objectively evil in life and would happily go back to killing outside the dungeon if they could.

But “monsters” like Otto didn’t deserve that fate. His princess and her flower didn’t deserve it, either.

Otto told me he was happy.

I wondered if it would be possible to have a deeper conversation with him about it somehow.

I wanted to understand him and learn more about Otto, the dungeon boss, not just the Otto of the past who I only knew about through the optional lore of a video game.

I drank another potion.

“You know the plan,” I told Rosie and Lupa, who were both looking at me with pretty concerned expressions, as I stood in front of the portal back to Victory Plaza. “I’m going to go get this flower off me.”

I looked down at Otto, thanked him again, and stepped through the portal.


Chapter Eighteen

Rosehearth

I felt the blood in my arm pulse as soon as I made it back to Victory Plaza.

The vampires of this world tracked prey through their blood with something almost similar to passive echolocation. Their natural energy released pulses that would bounce back when detecting exposed blood. So, as blood dripped down my arm and landed on the stone pavement below, I could see the ripples in the blood that only meant one thing.

There was a vampire nearby.

There were also too many people around.

“Did you see that announcement?”

“Someone defeated a new boss!”

“Do you think they’ll come through soon? It said a party of three, right? Hey… is that a guy who just came through?”

Yeah, there were way too many people around. Everyone wanted to meet whichever party was responsible for that announcement… which was my party.

“Hey, is he bleeding?”

“Should we call a healer?”

“What’s that… flower on his arm?

And I was attracting even more attention than usual because of the plant stuck to me making me bleed still.

I only had one option.

And that was to awkwardly push through the crowd and escape into the first alley that I saw, and to then make a few different turns through other alleys until I lost some of the girls who followed me.

I was sure Lupa and Rosie would find me after they came through. Having them wait was important to me since I didn’t want a certain vampire to think we were trying to ambush her with three of us, but… I ended up being so swarmed by people that it wouldn’t have mattered if they came through the portal with me or not.

Then I heard the sound of flapping fabric behind me and turned around to see the source. Surely enough, there she was.

An ethereally beautiful, elven woman as tall as me with long, blonde hair and elongated ears, red eyes, and an oversized jacket hanging off her shoulders that she wore more like a cape. Beneath the jacket was a white button-up shirt tucked into black, high-waisted shorts with suspenders. Pantyhose covered up her long legs that, when combined with the rest of her outfit, gave her a pretty mature look. Really, aside from the pantyhose, she was dressed more like a man than a woman. She almost looked ready for a day of office work than anything else. Some players of the game even mistook her for a femboy at first since she was completely flat in the chest.

More importantly, that mature, cool face of hers was mired by primal hunger that left her panting as she struggled to remain composed.

“Hey there, Jeanne,” I said, finally removing the plant from my arm and stomping on it after throwing it to the ground. “Nice to meet you in this world.” I chugged a potion after that.

The vampire, Jeanne, took a step back and looked around out of paranoia. “You—how do you know my name?”

“Your father didn’t send me here if that’s what you’re—”

“That man is not my father! He does—he does not deserve that title…”

“Right. I can understand the feeling, so that’s my bad.”

And just in time, I saw Lupa at the far end of the alley. An out-of-breath Rosie joined her in peeking around the corner at us.

Jeanne drew the rapier at her side and pointed it toward me. I saw Lupa in the background ready to strike, but I shook my head to tell her to stand down. Jeanne noticed that and looked back to see her as well, lowering her blade once she realized I called Lupa off. “How do you know my name if you are not here on that man’s command?” Though she tried to have a serious conversation with me, the way that her eyes were locked onto my bloody arm made it obvious that there was something more important on her mind.

The bleeding effect wore off, but that didn’t matter. She already had the scent of my blood in her system.

Fortunately for me, I knew her weakness.

Jeanne was a hopeless romantic.

I drew my sickle, prompting Jeanne to raise her rapier again, and brought it to my finger to open it with a cut just deep enough to bleed. Then, as droplets of blood dripped from my finger onto the ground below, I held my finger out toward Jeanne and put away my sickle. It was time to act cheesy. “Is it not normal for a man to know the name of the woman he desires?”

I wanted to cringe at myself right after saying that.

At least Jeanne clearly liked it going by the way that she stepped back with reddened cheeks and nervous eyes. “You—that—what is your game? Am—am I to believe that a man I have never met before who knows my name ‘desires’ me?”

“We might not have met in this life, but we met in another. Time and time again, I took you as my wife, so is it so wrong that I wish to reclaim the woman who is mine?”

I might have pushed her a little too far since Jeanne ended up pinning me with my back to the wall and her blade against my neck so quickly that I didn’t even see her move. Even so, she made sure to leave one hand on the back of my head to protect me from banging it against the hard wall of the building behind me. “No man outside of a romance novel would ever say such words to a woman. What are you after?”

I grabbed her by her chin and looked into her eyes to say, “You.”

“I am a vampire. An enemy of mortals. No mortal, especially no man, would ever want someone with cursed blood.”

“Then why am I offering my own to you?”

“I—I do not know. Your actions… they make no sense. Yet, I have lived for centuries, but I cannot detect any deceit in your words.”

“Is it that hard to believe a man could want you?”

“It is hard to believe anyone could want me.”

“I know what it’s like to be afraid of letting your guard down—to think anyone could ever have your best interest in mind. I would be lying to you if I said I didn’t want something from you. I want you to turn me into a vampire. But, in exchange, I’ll help you. I know your father rests at the top of his tower, waiting to return, and I know that you’re the only one who can kill him. For the sake of your revenge and this world’s future, I’ll help you.”

“How do you—… why would you wish to curse your blood?”

“Because I love this world and don’t plan on dying.”

“You will be seen a monster.”

“People already think I’m crazy for going to the dungeons every day.”

“You will need to consume blood just to survive.”

“Good thing dungeon monsters are full of blood.”

“The sun will burn your skin.”

“Most dungeons are inside, so that’s okay.”

“You… you are serious about this.”

“Just as I’m serious about helping you get revenge. You won’t be able to do it alone, after all.” I also always thought vampires were really cool and, whenever I read stories with them, I thought the protagonists were insane for not asking to get turned into one themselves. I would have eventually wanted to become a vampire even if I stuck with my original Reaper/Chronomancer plan.

Jeanne looked down, her bangs hanging over her face to hide her expression from me as she whispered, “For how long have I yearned to hear such words…?”

“For too long,” I answered. Then I reached up to gently hold the side of her face, tilting her head back so that she was looking at me again. “I know we have to wait until night for you to turn me, but until then, I know you’ve been starving yourself.” I tilted my head to the side to show as much skin of my neck as possible to her. “If trusting you enough to drink from me isn’t a sign that I’m serious about you, I don’t know what is.”

Jeanne began to pant again as she stared at my neck. I couldn’t tell if her expression was more lustful or that of a starving beast who just saw a steak for the first time in years. “To—to willingly offer me your neck… you—you know what that means… do you not?”

“To vampires, it’s equivalent to saying, ‘I will be yours for the rest of my life,’ right? While also being a display of absolute trust. You could kill me if you wanted to with a single bite of my neck. I won’t be able to stop you from draining every last drop of my blood.”

“Just… who are you?”

“I’ll explain that later. For now, the choice is yours, Jeanne. Promise to share your ‘curse’ with me, and I promise you’ll never be alone again on top of helping you get your revenge.” She didn’t even need to promise me that, but I knew she would be even more suspicious if I offered all of that without wanting anything in return. Plus, I did want something in return anyways.

“Why would you trust me? You said yourself that I could kill you. What makes you so sure that I will not?”

“Because you’re the same, romance-novel-addicted girl with one of the strongest senses of justice around that I fell for so many times before. I knew you would be, but meeting you confirmed it. You would never do the wrong thing no matter how evil you believe you are.”

“I doubt you can trust a woman you have never met. Even if your claims of knowing me from another life are somehow true, what is to say I am not different in this life?”

“All you’re doing is asking if I’m alright, Jeanne. You’re already putting me before yourself. Shouldn’t you ask why you should trust me? What if I poisoned my blood somehow? Or what if I’m using magic to manipulate your senses, and what you’re seeing and feeling isn’t real? Or maybe you’ve been put to sleep and are having your dreams manipulated? You’re a good girl, Jeanne. Even in a situation where you should be paranoid and killing me for your own safety, you’re worrying about me instead of yourself. You’re trying to convince me not to trust you even though you’re desperate for someone to be at your side.”

“I—”

“You’re annoyingly self-sacrificial. You call yourself evil even though you have never done anything wrong. When you were on the run, injured and cold, you gave your coat to a homeless child. You saved a wolf pup whose mother was ambushed by predators in the forest. You went after bandits, returning the stolen belongings to their owners without ever taking credit for it. I know everything you’ve done that you would never tell others, because you hate yourself too much to ever believe you could do good. I’ve seen you at your worst and at your best hundreds of times.” I felt a little dirty bringing up that much forbidden knowledge all at once, but I wanted to convince her that I knew what I was doing.

“How… do you know so much?”

“If I told you I’m from another world, would you believe me?”

“It is the only explanation that would make any sense…”

“But like you said, that was from another life. Maybe things are different now. And if they are, then I would be happy to get to know the Jeanne of this life as well.”

Jeanne took a deep breath before asking, “Do you truly mean to help me get my revenge?”

“I do,” I answered. “And to make sure you never feel alone again.”

“Perhaps… if this curse is responsible for the future you promise… I may start thinking of it as a blessing.”

“I think that’d be a nice way to look at it.”

Jeanne showed me a soft, subtle smile before taking a step back and flicking her hair to the side, showing off her own neck to me. “I did not wake today thinking I would find one worthy of pledging myself to.” She reached up to the collar of her shirt and tugged it down to show more of her neck. “A one-sided vow will not do. For centuries, I have hid from that man, afraid of leaving the shadows, clueless as to how I would ever avenge my mother. But with you… the fog has been lifted. The path before me, cleared. I have a reason to believe in the future. Should this prove to be a ruse, consider me fooled and yourself victorious, for I no longer wish to live if this is not true. I have waited for a sign for so long… that if this is not it, it will never come.”

I placed one hand on her waist, causing her to flinch, while bringing my lips to her neck.

“When—was the last time I was touched by another, I wonder,” she whispered. “Such an unfamiliar feeling… but… one I find comfort in.” A single tear rolled down her cheek. “To think I was so desperate for this that I would cry. How shameful of a woman am—”

I grabbed her chin and held her still as I pressed my lips against her own.

Her eyes widened in shock when she realized I was kissing her, but they closed after a few seconds. Being closed did not stop another tear from leaking out, though.

“There’s nothing shameful about you,” I said after gently bringing the kiss to an end. “I’ll remind you of that every day for the rest of our lives if I need to.”

“Is this real? How am I to be sure that I am not dreaming? Or that I have not gone mad?”

“Maybe this will help you realize the truth.” As originally intended, I returned my mouth to her neck and sunk my teeth into her flesh. It wasn’t as hard nor as long as when I bit Lupa the other night, but it was enough to make Jeanne squirm and gasp. “So, is it a dream, have you gone mad, or is it real?”

Jeanne didn’t bother holding back her tears at that point. “I refuse to accept a reality where it is anything but the last.” Then, as it was her turn, she wrapped her arms around me to gently hold me as she brought her fangs to my neck.

The bite Jeanne gave me was totally different from when Lupa did it. With Lupa, it was more or less a dull pain the entire time. With Jeanne, it started off far more painful as I felt like I had two knives stab into my neck… but then it became incredibly pleasurable. I found pleasure in Lupa’s bite, but this was on a whole different level.

No wonder being bitten by a vampire was an addictive feeling in the game’s lore. Those who had their blood drunk by a vampire could never live without it again from the sheer pleasure only experienced through it.

It was like sexual pleasure, but I felt it through every inch of my body—everywhere my blood flowed. Like my entire body turned into an erogenous zone. My blood carried burning pleasure through every vein.

It was strange. It felt better and more satisfying than an orgasm. I would have thought such intense pleasure would at least make me hard, but it didn’t.

Maybe because she was sucking out too much blood to spare for getting hard.

But also.

My health bar dropped to only 70% from just a few seconds of sucking.

Then 60%.

50%.

40%.

My vision began to fade, but the pleasure never did. For as long as her fangs were buried in my neck, it was impossible to feel anything but the most intense pleasure possible.

30%.

Jeanne pulled her teeth out from my neck. That addictive pleasure lingered, but I felt it rapidly fading.

As for Jeanne, she looked at me with a satisfied smile and flushed cheeks, blood trickling from her lips down off her chin.

While I felt like I just had the equivalent of a full-body orgasm stronger than I could ever imagine was possible, Jeanne looked like a woman who was only just getting started. “That—that was… delicious,” she whispered between panting breaths. “I did not know blood could taste so divine.”

“Glad… I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I said. “But… I don’t think I’ll be awake much longer. Trust… my friends, alright?” I reached around her to beckon toward the end of the alley where Rosie and Lupa were. They both started rushing my way as soon as I gave them the signal. “They’re… your friends now, too.”

“Friends,” Jeanne repeated. “I thought I would never—are you alright? Did—did I drink too much?” It must have finally sunk in just how much of my blood she drank.

The last thing I saw before passing out was just how worried she looked.

Her worried expression was pretty cute.

I felt a soothing, warm hand stroke through my hair.

There was something incredibly nice about that.

I could tell I was tucked in on a bed with a pillow below my head while someone petted me. Probably Rosie going by how small the hand was.

“Morning,” I grumbled before letting out a long yawn.

“Glad to see you’re awake,” said the owner of the hand petting me, “son.”

I opened my eyes.

I thought I was going to see Rosie sitting next to the bed. Instead, it was the short man with a mustache otherwise known as Frolin.

“Oh,” I said.

“Disappointed?” Frolin asked. “Sorry, but my wife sent the girls out to buy groceries.”

I sat up and let out another yawn. “I see. Thanks for keeping me company.”

“It’s no problem. My mom used to comfort me the same way whenever I was sick or hurt, so I thought you might appreciate it. Hope you don’t mind having an old man pamper you.”

“Must have been nice. Sorry, not trying to sound jealous or anything, just… really, it must have been nice.”

“Your parents never did this sort of thing for ya, huh?”

“The nicest thing they ever did for me was… hm…”

“Son, it shouldn’t take ya long to think about it.”

“Right? Uh… I guess there was this one time I was in the hospital, I remember my dad screaming at the nurse because she brought me the wrong food, so he got pissed at her shouting, ‘What the fuck am I wasting my money here for if you can’t even get something this simple right?’”

“How in the world is that being nice to you?”

“Well, I thought the pudding was gross at the hospital, and she brought me pudding. So, I didn’t have to eat something I hated.”

Frolin reached up to place his hand on top of my head again. “Maybe it’s better if you forget all your memories of them.”

“I’d be happy to do that. Then again… by remembering them, I can see just how incredible everyone else is by comparison.”

“You know, son, men here—in this world, us men have it pretty easy. I’ve seen guys surrounded by women who acted like it was no big deal. Guys who didn’t appreciate just how fortunate they were. It was normal to them. Point is, when you talk like this, and when I see how you treat those girls, it’s no surprise that you’ve already got a third girl following you. I’d wager most men here don’t deserve all the lovers they’ve got, but I wouldn’t bet against you.”

“I don’t even know what I’m saying most of the time.” I looked down at my hands. Just like with my reflexes, I felt… unnaturally confident with my personality. But that didn’t come as a gift from Seth, I didn’t think. “I think… all that time I spent stuck in bed—I guess, I’m so determined not to waste this chance I’ve got now that I’m almost on autopilot. I spent most of my life wishing things were different and fantasizing about what I would do if I could do… well, anything. So, now that I’m not a worthless parasite who can only exist thanks to everyone else taking care of me, I guess you could say… I almost want to say that I don’t give a fuck, but that’s not really true. I do care, just… I’m afraid of ever having more regrets or wishing that I did things differently, so it’s like I’m acting with more confidence than I actually have. Does that make sense?”

Frolin smiled and nodded, taking my nearest hand between his own hands. “It does. I think that’s a good thing, too. A life without regrets is a good life. You know, back in the day, I was pretty shy. I was a wee lad who was afraid of making a fool of myself. Sure, I was as popular with the ladies as any other guy, but I had no real confidence myself. Then I saw some girls picking on my Ailsa. Most people in this world have poor taste and don’t appreciate just how beautiful she is. Even though I was shaking from nerves, I stepped forward and defended her. If I hadn’t done that… we probably wouldn’t be here having this conversation.”

“You’ve got a lucky wife.”

“Hah! I’m the lucky one if anything. Anyways, point is, I don’t think there’s anything wrong with how you’re operating right now. Just keep on doing what you’ve been doing and don’t get lost in your head. It’s better to be bold than a coward.”

“You’re right. Thanks, Frolin.”

“Anytime, son.”

“Also, going by what you said, I’m guessing Jeanne came back here?”

“That’s a good question.” Frolin looked past me toward the other side of the room. “You came here, right?”

I slowly turned my head toward where he was looking.

Yep.

There she was.

“Good—good morning,” Jeanne said, looking just as flustered as me now. “My apologies. I meant to say something, but once the conversation picked up… it was hard to find a point to make my presence known.”

“Don’t you worry about that!” Frolin said, sounding far too amused by our expressions. “Now then, I’ll leave you two be.”

“Hang on,” I said. “I thought you said the girls went shopping?”

“Rosie and Lupa, yes. It’d be rude to send our newest guest out on an errand right after getting here.”

Jeanne bowed from her seat. “Th-thank you… once again for allowing me to stay here.”

“Like I said, don’t you worry about that. Friends of Rosie are always welcome here!” Frolin then stood up, gave my knee a slap, and walked out of the room, even making sure to close the door behind him.

Just looking at Jeanne again reminded me of that pleasure.

I wanted to feel it again.

“That… bite was something else,” I said. “I remember hearing about how good the bites felt, but actually experiencing it is… yeah.”

“Did you read about it in that game?” Jeanne asked me, coming closer to take the seat that Frolin was using now that he was gone.

“Yeah. I guess they told you everything already?”

“Rosie did, yes. She said, ‘I know he plans on telling you as soon as possible, and he’s already had to tell this story multiple times, so I’ll get it out of the way for him.’”

“That sounds like her. Well, I do appreciate it.”

“Then… you really are from another world?”

“Yep. I might not have a big head or green skin, but I still think I make a pretty good alien.” I held up a peace sign.

“I feel like you just made a joke, but I have no idea what it could be. My apologies.”

That was a little embarrassing, admittedly. “It’s fine. Anyways, did you have any questions? I feel like most people would have questions after hearing about that.”

“In that other world—in that game… did we kill that man? Dracula?”

“Oh yeah. Hundreds of times. He was a tough fight at first, but then I learned his moves and could probably beat him with my eyes closed now. He’s actually one of the easiest bosses to master because of how telegraphed all his attacks are.” Though, maybe that would change thanks to the Goliath Hunter skill.

“Only an insane man or a foreigner from another world would consider that man an easy fight. He annihilated armies singlehandedly at his prime.”

“And I beat him with a meme build using a character covered in muscles who only wore tight underwear. I still needed you to deliver the final blow, but I did 99% of the work. Oh, I also did a run where I built you to perfectly counter him so that you could solo him. Using you to solo him always felt extra satisfying from how appropriate it was.”

Jeanne leaned forward and grabbed my hands, her face right in front of my own. “I—I was able to do that?! If this world truly is based on that game… does that mean I could defeat him on my own?!”

“By using the right build, I’m sure of it.”

“Please… tell me. Tell me what I must do to grow strong enough to defeat him. If I could spare others from facing him, then—”

“I’m not letting you fight him alone. At the very least, I’ll be there waiting on standby in case things get bad. That being said… if you want help with theorycrafting a build in order to defeat him, there’s nothing I’m better at.”

“Ah… how blessed I am to have found you. Please, teach me. I will do whatever is needed of me!”

“You know, the build I’m about to teach you about is actually one I came up with myself. I don’t have that many claims to fame in the community, but I did invent the build for you to solo him. I call it the ‘Rose Judge’ build.”

“The Rose Judge? What a beautiful name.”

“I thought it sounded pretty nice when I came up with it, so I’m glad you like it. The ‘Rose’ part comes from, you know, you starting with the Vampire class. The Vampire class loves its rose theme and aesthetics. As for the ‘Judge’ bit, that’s thanks to the Justicar class.” I knew from the game that Jeanne liked explaining things and had a natural curiosity that led to her always inquiring about the intent behind things, so I was happy to satisfy the curiosity I suspected she still had.

“Justicar… a class all about judging those who are evil for their sins. I see why you believe it is appropriate.”

“I also think it’s nice because—well, you. To speak on how you were in the game for a moment, you were a girl who was tormented by your blood. You hated that you were a vampire and planned on letting yourself burn in the sun after killing Dracula, because you believed you were evil without repent. So, I thought the most respectful thing I could do for you as a character was to show you that you have goodness within you—that even you, who believe that you’re too evil to ever do good, could become a paragon of justice and goodness. Someone even drew really nice fanart of you as a Rose Judge after that build got popular.”

Jeanne looked down, her bangs hiding her face again. “Why would you… care so much about me? Even then, I was but a character—a virtual being whose existence was meaningless. I—”

“Your existence was never meaningless to me. I doubt that Rosie’s explanation got just how much I care about that game across, but this world, even as a game, saved my life. You were all important to me even before you were real. Besides, I was able to relate to you. To get tossed aside and hated by your own family who wished you were dead—to disavow them, get revenge, and to find a new family… I loved your story. I related to it and it gave me a happy ending to live vicariously through since I never believed I would experience anything like it. Now, the girl of that tragic, relatable story is right in front of me. If anything, I should feel ashamed for not rushing to meet you even sooner—to spare you from spending even one more second feeling alone.”

“This is too unfair.”

“What is?”

Jeanne lifted her head to look into my eyes. I could tell she was trying not to cry again. “This one-sided kindness. I am not the girl you cherished, yet you are willing to go to such far extents for me. I do not know what I could ever do to repay you. How could I ever return your kindness? Even should I live for a thousand lifetimes, I fear I would not be able repay you for the hope you have granted me.”

“Don’t worry about that. I’d be happy just to have you at my side to have fun exploring dungeons with.”

“Do you truly mean that?”

“I truly do.”

Jeanne took a deep breath before standing up, pushing the chair back, and kneeling next to the side while holding onto my nearest hand. “I forsook the name of my lineage long ago. Even this name, Jeanne, is not the name I was given.” I knew that much. Instead, it was the name of her mother—the woman murdered by her own husband, Dracula. “I cannot—I will not forget the sins of my blood. But just as you have chosen to live anew and find a new family, I wish to follow in your wake. I understand if this is a responsibility you wish no part of, so I will only ask you once. Please… grant me a family name that I may belong to.”

“It’s not that I’m not willing to do that, but I don’t even have a family name for myself. I’m just Sev.”

“I see…”

“But sharing a family name sounds nice. How about… feel free to call it stupid, but… Rosehearth?”

“Rosehearth…?”

“Well, ‘Rose’ because we’re both—well, we will both be vampires. I think roses are beautiful and it’s wrong to let people associate them with evil. I want to reclaim it. Then there’s the ‘hearth’ part because, ever since I’ve arrived here and met so many people… I’ve felt this unending warmth that I didn’t know existed. So, Rosehearth. Plus it sounds kind of fantasy, right?”

Jeanne smiled and repeated the name. “Rosehearth. A warm flower—no, a better meaning would be, ‘A beautiful, loving home.’ If you would allow me, then I would love to share such a name with you.”

As if the system read my mind, a window popped up asking me:

[Change name from ‘Sev’ to ‘Sev Rosehearth’?]

[Yes] [No]

“Let’s go for it,” I said, pressing yes.

Jeanne nodded and received the same prompt to accept.

“Sev Rosehearth and Jeanne Rosehearth,” I said. “I like the sound of that.”

“It is… a little embarrassing hearing them together like that,” Jeanne said.

“It’s too late to get embarrassed now. We’re family from here on out.”

“Family… yes. I would like that very much.”

“Now that you’ve got a family, what comes next is becoming a Justicar to judge sinners and punish evil. Also, I’ll ask that you forgive me because I’m imagining you wearing a police uniform and enjoying it too much.”

“You are such a strange man. However, if that would make you happy, then I would be happy to satisfy your requests.”

“Come on, we just became family only a few hours after meeting. You can’t also agree to satisfy all my cosplay fantasies right away.”

Jeanne reached up to place her hand against my cheek. “I have pledged myself to you twice now. Once the way of vampires, and now again as a human. No matter what darkness befalls this world, I will stand at your side, even should we face impossible foes.” Her smile widened just a little. “Dressing up for you does not even begin to compare to what I am willing to do for you.”

“… wow.”

“What is it?”

“I’m—just… fuck, you’re smooth. I didn’t know it was possible to sound that romantic.”

“It is a lady’s job to sweep her man off his feet, is it not?”

“This world is something else.”

“That reaction of awe to my words was something else as well. I did not know a man could show me such an adorable—”

“Alright!” Rosie shouted, bursting into the room. “All the sentimental stuff is over, so I’m interrupting!”

Jeanne didn’t react at all, but I sure jumped at the sudden intrusion.

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

“We got home a few minutes ago,” Rosie answered, narrowing her eyes at me. “But I didn’t want to ruin the mood.”

Lupa then poked her head out from behind Rosie. “I’ve also been waiting. Rosie told me to.” She didn’t waste any time after that to come into the room and climb up onto the bed between my legs, curling up between them with her head resting on my thigh. It was impossible not to pet her head when she acted like a literal dog. Well, it was also impossible to resist petting her head even when she wasn’t.

As for Rosie, she let out one of her increasingly classic sighs. “First, Lupa beat me to sharing a bed with you. Now, Jeanne beat me to sharing a name with you. What’s next? Is the next girl going to skip straight to getting pregnant with you? At least Stella hasn’t beaten me to anything... I think.”

“Stella beat you to getting my phone number,” I said, just to be mean.

“It’s so over…”

“Also, vampires can’t get pregnant, nor can they impregnate others, so… besides, I’d rather adopt if anything. Not that I want kids in the first place.”

All three women looked at me as if they just heard something outrageous.

Maybe… it was too soon to say something like that. What if they wanted kids themselves? Did I just crush their—

“You… seriously are from another world,” Rosie said.

“What?” I asked.

“Guys—the guys here barely tolerate sex, but they all want kids still. Mainly sons, but yeah. It’s crazy rare for a guy not to want kids, especially since most of them… kind of see women as only being useful for having kids with. Even if you share fetishes with us, I thought you’d probably still want kids.”

“… right, I remember thinking about that last night.” It was crazy how mix-and-match the standards were. I would have thought that in a world with reversed roles, it was women who only viewed men as being useful for children. The sexist ones, anyways. Instead, the women just cared about fun sex that didn’t result in babies and that catered to men’s fantasies, and men were still the ones who viewed women as only being useful for having children. “So, none of you want kids?”

Jeanne was the first to say, “I could not even if I wanted to.”

“Mm, same,” Lupa answered.

Then there was Rosie saying, “I’m fine either or... but I’d probably prefer not. I know my sister is a weirdo who actually wants kids someday, so she can continue our bloodline for us.”

It was my turn to sigh. “I don’t think you three understand just how insanely lucky I feel. Also.” I turned to look at Jeanne. “Are you comfortable… having these kinds of discussions already? I mean—”

“Is it not too late to ask that?” Jeanne asked. “We already share a name, and you have insisted on acting like my lover and savior since we met. As far as I am concerned, we are already wed, so it is only natural to partake in such conversations without discomfort, is it not?”

Rosie took a staggering blow from that. “Al—already wed. Even though I was here first… and am supposed to be the easy route…”

“You said it,” I said. “Not me.”

Lupa kept on inching up my torso until her face was right in front of mine. “Me next. I want Master’s name, too. Can I?”

“I would never say no.”

Lupa nodded, received the prompt, and accepted it. Her name in the party list changed from Lupa to Lupa Rosehearth in an instant.

“Wha—Lupa!” Rosie whined. “You passed me again!”

Lupa was happy to ignore Rosie and nuzzle my chest instead.

“You know,” I said, “you’re welcome to change it, too.”

Rosie grumbled some but then shook her head. “No. I like my last name, so I’ll keep it for a little longer. Besides,” Rosie’s lips curled to show a smug smile, “this means I’m no longer the easiest route, huh? That’s right! You have to actually work to get me to change my last name to yours! I’m not going to let you get away with that before we put matching rings on our fingers!”

“But we got matching rings from our very first dungeon together? Isn’t… isn’t that even better than normal rings?”

“Gah! That sounds like an excuse, but knowing you, it totally is more meaningful than a regular ring… no! I won’t give in! I’m standing by what I said!”

I clicked my tongue in response. “Tch. Awfully stubborn for the easiest route.”

“I’m going to smack you.”

“You’re too nice to do that.”

“At least let me pretend I’ll do it!”

While Rosie and I playfully bickered with each other, Jeanne silently watched before… starting to laugh.

We stopped to look at her once she broke out laughing.

“Wh—what’s so funny?” Rosie asked, genuinely confused.

“It is just—… fun,” Jeanne answered. “I have not seen such playful behavior in many years, especially not with a man involved. To think that this is the kind of family I have found myself having joined… I am having fun. I know that may not sound like much, but… to me, it is something I never thought I would experience again. Thank you for accepting me and bringing me here.”

Rosie scratched her cheek and looked away. “It’s not a big deal. This guy just has a habit of picking up girls in trouble. Oh, but you better not almost kill him again.”

Lupa opened her eyes and got serious for a moment. “What Rosie said.”

Jeanne panicked and leaned back in her chair. “I—I am sorry, alright? I was starved and had no idea his blood would taste that incredible. I had no intention of allowing his health to drop so low…”

Wait.

Huh.

“No, it’s good you did,” I said. “Thanks.”

“How is that good?!” Rosie whined.

“Seriously. I had no idea that was possible. I would have thought that it’d be impossible to pass out without reaching zero health. Don’t forget, I have no idea how things like that work even if they’re common sense to everyone else. What if I kept on fighting convinced I would stay standing as long as I had health, not knowing I could pass out and be left defenseless before that?”

“A-ah… yeah… that would be bad.”

“So, bleeding effects are even more dangerous than I thought. If something inflicts a bleeding status on me, then even if it doesn’t kill me… I might still end up losing so much blood that I pass out. Not to mention that Jeanne sucking my blood wasn’t even a skill or status. It was just… a normal, real part of the world, but it still did damage to my health bar. That’s something else to keep in mind that I hadn’t considered. I also don’t know if the potions were restoring my health or my health and blood. Maybe I only passed out because I had that plant on my arm for so long, or maybe I would have passed out sooner if I wasn’t chugging health potions.”

I looked at Jeanne.

Even though she was a vampire who was hundreds of years old, if I was right, then because of the way the game was… she was going to only be level one. She would, however, have the Vampire class. Seth apparently didn’t like the idea of a vampire girl not being forced to have the Vampire class, even if it meant going against how every other character was implemented.

I asked her just to confirm that, and her response was, “Yes, as shameful as it is to admit.”

“Do you have any combat experience?” I asked. “I mean, in the game at least, you were fighting off your father’s spies and assassins for over a hundred years.”

“I do have quite the experience with fighting them.”

“Perfect. So, because I haven’t invested my attribute points yet, we’re equal there. Your weapon and armor—are they basically level one stuff?”

“Yes, they are. They offer no significant bonuses.”

“So, I’m actually beating you when it comes to gear. That’s good. Jeanne, I want to spar with you.”

The girls all looked confused about why I wanted to do that, but I had an experiment I wanted to run.


Chapter Nineteen

Rosen Blessing

We waited until the sun went down so that we could spar outside without worrying about Jeanne’s skin.

“Master,” Lupa said. “I want to spar with Master, too.”

“We can fight after this first test,” I replied.

“Mm. Okay.” Lupa went to join Rosie after that.

As for the location of our duel, we went just outside the city so we could fight in an open field without worrying too much about bystanders. I also didn’t feel like attracting a bunch of attention to us.

“Are you ready?” Jeanne asked me, her hand waiting to draw her rapier.

“I am,” I answered, drawing my sickle.

“Do we have any rules?”

“This doesn’t need to be a full-length match, but let’s say whoever goes below 50% first loses.” Thanks to our gap in levels, that meant I should easily win. My weapon dealt more damage and I had more than twice the health of her.

But I had a feeling that wouldn’t be the case.

Just like when I saw Lupa fight in the dungeon… even though she was only level one, she fought with the skill and grace of someone far more experienced than a rookie. To be fair, so did I. Rosie was the only one who appropriately fought for someone her level.

“Count us down, Rosie,” I said.

Rosie nodded and started. “Three… two… one… go! Be careful!”

I didn’t plan on taking it easy on Jeanne even though I had the advantage. For my test, I needed to do my absolute best, so I prepared to—

The tip of Jeanne’s rapier pressed against my neck. “Do you wish to surrender?”

Again, she moved fast enough that my eyes couldn’t even track her. My gear and level meant I had superior stats to her in every way. Even so, I couldn’t track her movements at all.

I swung my sickle toward her rapier to knock it away, but she disappeared before I could reach it.

Then I felt her rapier press against the side of my neck.

“I suspect I know the purpose of this trial,” Jeanne said.

“Hey, Jeanne, you agreed to turn me into a vampire, right?” I asked.

“That I did.”

“Then since I’m officially getting to become a Vampire, give me one moment.”

It was okay to min-max a little for now. I could balance my stats out later. More importantly, min-maxing in the moment would help my test more.

I dumped all of my available points into dexterity. It was the main damage-dealing stat for Vampires’ martial skills.

[Dexterity: 0 -> 42]

[A new skill has been acquired for investing 20 points into Dexterity.]

[A new skill has been acquired for investing 40 points into Dexterity.]

//Energy Surge

//Type: Martial (General | Active)

//Stat: Dexterity

//Cooldown: 120 seconds

//Instantly restore your energy, resetting the cooldowns of all Martial skills.

//Focus Speed

//Type: Martial (General | Active | Scaling)

//Stat: Dexterity

//Cooldown: 90 seconds

//Focus your energy into your limbs for 38.5% greater movement and attack speed for the next 12 seconds.

Dexterity was the attribute associated with speed and agility, as the new skills made obvious, so I figured that it would help me.

If the world worked like a game, that was.

Rather than say anything, I turned as quickly as I could to counterattack, but Jeanne was gone before I could even face her. And, once again, I couldn’t even see her move.

I was also pretty sure that, even though I moved as quickly as I could, I was still just as fast as before.

“Did you confirm it yet?” Jeanne asked from behind me, teasingly tapping the length of her blade against the top of my shoulder.

“Yeah,” I answered. “Stats are useful for unlocking requirements and boosting the effects of skills tied to them, but… they’re worthless when it comes to true, physical ability. That’s why both you and Lupa are such better fighters than me despite being lower levels.” I raised my free hand and looked at it. “Even if I have the skills of basically every boss in the game memorized, I was working under the assumption that I would get stronger and faster the more I leveled up. At my current ability… I’ll be too slow to stay safe. I’ve had a feeling that’s how it worked, but it’s good to hard confirm it now.”

“Do not feel discouraged over this. Many adventurers have perished for not realizing this and assuming that their numbers were all that mattered.”

“Right. It’s a little shameful still to ask this, but can you limit your speed to mine?”

“Very well.” Jeanne jumped back away from me and readied herself again. The next time she charged at me, I could actually track her movements and readied my sickle to parry her.

But I thought she was aiming for my neck again. Every aspect of her body language screamed that at me. She was going for my neck.

Instead, I felt the tip of her blade press against my thigh.

“… you must be disappointed,” I said.

“Why would I be disappointed?” Jeanne asked, withdrawing her rapier.

“Because I said all that about helping you kill your—that bastard, but now you’re seeing just how weak I am.”

“I know your story, and I would not judge you even if I did not. I also know that skill alone will not help me defeat him. Levels and equipment are just as necessary as physical ability. At lower levels, yes, physical ability can compensate for a lack of gear and levels, but both are necessary to defeat the truly strong.”

“It’s aggravating to realize just how weak I still am, but… at the same time, it’s exciting. Getting to grow with the system was predictable—I knew how it would go. Now, I’ve got an entire system parallel to it that’s brand new to me. Will you help me train?”

“Gladly.”

“Master,” Lupa called out.

“Yeah,” I said back, “I know. We can have our—”

“Can I fight her?”

That kind of felt like a little slap to my face. Lupa wanted to fight me, but now she wanted to fight Jeanne instead after seeing that match… if it could even be called one. It was less of a sparring match and more of Jeanne absolutely putting me in my place.

But on the other hand, I really wanted to see them fight.

“Go for it,” I said. “I don’t want to see either of you hold back.”

Jeanne smiled and looked eager to go while Lupa looked as expressionless as ever. Even her ears and tail were totally still. I had to assume that it had to do with her bestial nature. She recognized a serious threat in front of her and was fully concentrating on how to win—how to survive.

I got out of their way and joined Rosie. I also asked her, “Who do you think will win?”

“Umm…” Rosie looked back and forth between Jeanne and Lupa. “I… have no idea. Lupa is really strong, but Jeanne… is crazy fast.”

“Same, I’ve got no idea. Want to count them down?”

“Okay.” She cleared her throat. “Three! Two! One! Go!”

Lupa drew her daggers while Jeanne drew her rapier. In the next moment, Jeanne was directly in front of Lupa after closing the distance in less than a literal blink of an eye, but Lupa blocked the blow by intercepting the tip of the rapier using her daggers crossed over each other.

“I’m going to be real with you, Rosie,” I said. “I’m already insanely hyped.”

Rosie was practically bouncing at that point. “Same!”

While Rosie and I acted like a couple of fangirls off to the side, Jeanne and Lupa showed us just how fast they could go as their dance began in proper.

Jeanne was faster when it came to closing the distance and repositioning herself, but Lupa’s reaction speed was greater. It reminded me of those videos I saw of cats hunting snakes. No matter how fast the snakes moved, the cats dodged or countered every single bite. Except, in this case, the wolf girl was the cat and the vampire was the snake.

But there was a problem.

Lupa might have been able to avoid taking any hits, but she was constantly on the defensive without any real opportunity to strike back.

It looked like it might become a battle of endurance. Who was going to run out of steam first? The attacker of the defender?

Then it turned out I was wrong.

The roles switched.

Jeanne appeared behind Lupa for an attack, but Lupa—rather than block or parry it—ducked down the instant Jeanne appeared.

Lupa predicted exactly what Jeanne was going to try.

While Jeanne was already committed to an attack that would never land, Lupa swept Jeanne’s legs out from under her, knocking her off balance and causing her to fall. Lupa was already swinging her dagger down where she expected Jeanne to fall, but the latter parried just in time to protect herself before rolling away and jumping back up onto her feet. That parry also knocked Lupa’s left dagger away.

But Lupa didn’t stop her offensive.

Even though Jeanne got back up, it was Lupa pursuing her now with her own incredible speed. Speed that might not have been faster than Jeanne’s, but speed that still applied deadly pressure.

There was also the fact that while Jeanne only fought with her rapier, Lupa was happy to fight with her whole body.

Lupa thrust her right dagger forward. Jeanne dodged, but she dodged right where Lupa had a hand ready to grab Jeanne by the hair to toss her to the ground again.

I thought the battle was over when I watched Lupa slam her heel into Jeanne’s abdomen to keep her on the ground beneath her. Instead, Lupa sighed and sheathed her daggers. “I lose.”

“Huh? What?” Rosie asked. “But—”

Lupa took her foot off Jeanne’s stomach and offered her a hand. Jeanne accepted it with a smile.

“You were an excellent opponent,” Jeanne said.

“Mm. Not as good as you,” Lupa replied. “I have to try harder.”

I was as confused as Rosie was. “What happened?” I asked. “How’d you lose?”

Lupa came over to us with Jeanne and pointed at three different spots on her neck.

The marks were almost invisible with how subtle they were… but they were definitely there. Cuts from Jeanne’s rapier.

“It was frustrating,” Lupa said. “She kept holding back.”

“My apologies,” Jeanne said. “I did not want the fight to end despite being told not to hold back.”

Even though the fight looked pretty evenly matched, it turned out to be Jeanne’s overwhelming victory still.

Rosie let out an exhausted sigh even though she didn’t even fight yet. “I really am the weakest here.”

“Hey,” I said, holding her by her shoulder. “One, you’re literally probably the strongest when it comes to raw power. Two, your job isn’t to be fast, it’s to tank. And you’ve got two great teachers here who can help you get better at that. If you can read their movements and survive against them, then most bosses should be a piece of cake for you.”

“What am I supposed to do?! Stand here and get beat up by them?!”

“… yes. Until you learn how to block them.”

“You know, maybe I should give you my shield and we’ll see how you like it.”

“It’s not like they’re going to actually hurt you.”

“They’re going to hurt my ego.”

“Well, there’s nothing that can be done about that.”

Jeanne stepped forward and asked, “Would you like to spar with me, Rosie? If you would so desire, I could limit my speed as I did with Sev.”

Rosie groaned but shook her head afterward. “No, it’s fine. If we’re doing this… I’d rather be thrown into the deep end while it’s safe. We’ll save taking things easy and cautiously for the dungeons. Here, where’s there’s no real danger… I’ll get annoyed if you don’t come at me with everything you’ve got.”

“Oh? I like that spirit. Very well. Whenever you are ready.”

“Tanks don’t get the luxury of only defending when they’re ready.”

“Well said.”

The match between Jeanne and Rosie started immediately after that. And, just as immediately, Rosie got knocked onto her ass.

But she stood up rather than give up.

“Mm. Master. Our turn,” Lupa said, standing in front of me with a wagging tail behind her.

Going by her body language, Lupa was happier to be fighting me than Jeanne… but that same body language really rubbed in just how much less of a threat I was. “I won’t let you always feel this relaxed fighting me,” I said.

“I know. I believe in Master. Master isn’t the kind of guy who would give up, but it’s okay if you act lazy sometimes so we can cuddle.”

I drew my sickle again and tossed it back and forth between my hands a couple of times. “You know, I’m going to have to pick a new weapon now. The only reason I liked this was because I planned on switching to a scythe later.”

“Master ignored what I said about cuddling.”

“Oh, sorry. Isn’t it obvious that I’m always going to have lazy moments for the sake of cuddling? And just to be lazy.”

“Mm. I still want to hear it. Thank you.”

“Anytime. So, what weapon do you think I should—”

“A spear.”

My eye twitched. “The audacity, Lupa.”

“Spears offer better reach. They’re strong.” Her tail wagged faster the more she talked. I knew she was fucking with me.

“A spear won’t be good for chopping that tail of yours off.”

Her tail wagged even faster. “Then get a halberd.”

I took a deep breath. “I won’t get ragebaited by you. You’re just a cute wolf girl trying to get a rise out of—”

“Spears are cooler than scythes.”

I lunged at her with my sickle.

Twenty minutes later straight of sparring, Rosie and I had to tap out. Fighting nonstop for that long was seriously exhausting, plus both of our partners were girls way better than us.

Rosie managed to block a few attacks, but the vast majority still got through.

As for me—well, there was a reason why I was sitting on the grass while Lupa clung to me and licked all over my skin. More specifically, she licked everywhere she left a cut on me.

I was starting to think Lupa kicked my ass so thoroughly just so she would have an excuse to lick me all over under the guise of “healing” me.

“Yeah, I need a new weapon,” I said. “Sickles… are a little cool, but they’re never going to compete with a real weapon in style. By the way, you were only messing with me when you said spears are cooler than scythes, right?”

Lupa ignored me and kept on licking my wounds.

“Hey, Lupa, I asked you a question.”

She still ignored me. Of course, the more she ignored me, the more her tail wagged, so I knew she was still messing with me.

If only normal humans had such easy-to-read body language.

“Well, I need to figure out a secondary class first anyways,” I said. “Unless I want my weapon choice to influence that. I don’t want to use a sword because we already have Jeanne with her rapier, plus there’s a chance you’ll switch to a sword for Duelist, blunt weapons don’t fit the Vampire aesthetic, I don’t like short weapons, I don’t want to rely mainly on magic or ranged attacks… I refuse to use anything where the grip makes up the majority of the weapon—by the way, scythes are excluded from that.”

“Master is silly,” Lupa said before going back to licking.

“Now you talk. Anyways, it also needs to be a weapon that fits me. I don’t look like someone who should be swinging around some giant oversized weapon. There aren’t actually that many weapons that do fit me that I haven’t already ruled out. What do you think, Lupa?”

Lupa’s tail sped up.

“Don’t say it."

“Mm…”

“I don’t—… wait. Oh. Oh, this might work. It might really work. I’ll still need to work on my personality, but… the edgy vibe of it is irresistible, plus it would match with Jeanne, and you could easily dress to meet our aesthetic, and then Rosie could probably make it work, too. We could have an entire theme going on with our party.”

Rosie and Jeanne came over after discussing how their sparring went with the former asking me, “What’s up?”

“I know what I want to do. I’ve come up with a new class combo that—while I’m sure someone tried it out before—was never popularized as a build. It fits the whole vampiric aesthetic while also filling in a major gap in our party.”

Jeanne then asked, “What would that be?”

I gently moved Lupa off of me, stood up, and clapped my hands together in front of me to look like I was praying. Then, with a wink, I said, “The Saint of Roses. Or the Rose Saint. I’m not sure which one I like more. Either way, with Vampire as my main class, I’ll be choosing Priest as my second class. Vampire already offers some really nice sustain and party utility, then Priest will add even more with a focus on healing. And with one of the weapons I plan on using, the party buffing will be even stronger. Not only that, but… even outside of the dungeon, getting to heal and take care of others—if I could take away people’s suffering… I’d like that.” And it fit that other vision I had.

“Heh, sounds like you,” Rosie said. “It’s also fitting since you love dungeons so much you basically worship them, you dungeon cultist.”

“Good point. Maybe I can start my own religion worshipping dungeons.”

“… wouldn’t it be a religion worshipping Seth instead?”

“I’m sure he’ll understand.”

Lupa shook her head. “Religion worshipping Master.”

Rosie bent over and pinched Lupa’s cheek. “Don’t give him any weird ideas.”

“But it’s a good idea.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “Even with irrefutable proof that gods exist, I don’t plan on worshipping them. This world is still—no matter how much I might love it, I don’t know if I could bring myself to genuinely worship anyone who would let suffering exist.” I looked at Lupa and Jeanne. “A just god worthy of worship wouldn’t have let either of you suffer so much.”

Jeanne offered me a kind smile and said, “Perhaps Lupa has a point, but I will respect whatever you desire. As for the titles, I favor Saint of Roses.”

Lupa got up onto her knees in front of me and asked, “What about mine? What’s my title?”

Right, I never told her and Rosie what their builds were known as. “Duelist/Hunter was called the Stalker build,” I answered.

Lupa shook her head. “Not good enough. Doesn’t match with Master.”

“Then…”

Jeanne asked, “May I propose a title?”

“Go for it.”

“Rosen Blade. Even if she does not plan on taking the Vampire class, I feel she would enjoy that title.”

Lupa’s tail wagged with approval. “Rosen Blade. I like that.” She looked up at me. “Is that okay? Can I be Rosen Blade?”

“It’s just a made-up title, so I don’t see why not.”

“Rosen Blade… so cool.” Lupa turned to face Jeanne. “You’re good at names.”

“I—I merely said the first thing that came to mind,” Jeanne replied. “But I am glad it pleases you.”

There was one girl left. Turning to Rosie, I said, “And your Juggernaut/Shielder build… well, it didn’t really have a serious name. We called it the Object Force build.”

“… what’s with that name?” Rosie asked. “Seriously, why does it feel like my build got the worst name?”

“Well, it comes from the classic question, ‘What would win? An immovable object or an unstoppable force?’ Shielder is the immovable object and Juggernaut is the unstoppable force. People thought it would be funny to call it the Object Force build, so that’s what it got called.”

“I thought the build you taught me about sounded so cool until now.” Rosie let out a sigh before looking at Jeanne. “Help.”

“M-me?” Jeanne asked.

“You helped Lupa, so help me.”

“A-ah. Well, in that case… assuming you would like to match with the rest of us, how about… Crimson Rampart?”

Rosie blinked and her tail swished. “Crimson Rampart? That sounds kind of cool, but why?”

“Well, I thought you might feel a little embarrassed having ‘Rose’ in the title when your name is already Rosie. Rosie the Rose Rampart. That feels a bit… much, I believe. My first thought was ‘Bloody Rampart,’ but that sounds too… well, evil. Crimson Rampart is at least slightly more neutral. Ramparts are also known for breaking enemies upon them, being an immovable object that defenders fight atop, and the walls get stained with the blood of their enemies to show that they were an unstoppable force as well. Thus, Crimson Rampart, the blood-stained wall that protects the party while punishing those who would hurt them.”

Lupa’s tail was wagging at full speed at that point as she looked up at Rosie and said, “Rosie, Crimson Rampart. So cool…”

Rosie’s cheeks looked pretty rosy as she thought it over. “It—it does sound really cool, but… I think I might understand now why Sev says that he’s got to fix his personality to match the aesthetic…”

I gave Rosie’s shoulder a gentle slap and said, “We’ll worry about that later. So, now we’ve got the Rose Judge, Saint of Roses, Rosen Blade, and Crimson Rampart. The little edgelord in my heart is overflowing with happiness.”

“Master,” Lupa said. “You said you chose a weapon. What weapon?”

“Two weapons, actually. You’ll see the next time we go to a dungeon. I’ll have to stop by Tab’s to put in an order for the one, though. I wonder if I can get her number so I can text her for orders.”

Rosie looked concerned upon hearing that. “Sev… you can’t just ask for a shop owner’s number to text them whenever you want for business.”

“Why not? Isn’t that more convenient for the both of us?”

“It just—you know, isn’t really… professional. Or standard.”

“Is this something I’m too stuck-in-bed-for-most-of-my-life to understand?”

“I think so.”

“Well, there’s no harm in trying. I should also get Marissa’s number.”

“You… might also want to consider how it’ll look if you go around asking for the phone numbers of a bunch of halfling girls. Halfcon.”

“… you’ve got a point.” Then, after hearing an owl in the distance, I looked up and saw the moon hanging over us. “Jeanne, is the moon high enough?”

Jeanne looked up toward the moon. “That it is. So long as we are bathed in moonlight, I may grant you the curse—no, the gift that will allow us to stay together and fulfill our promises to one another.”

“Hang on,” Rosie interjected. “Is this safe? I mean—what should we expect? What’s going to happen to him?” Lupa nodded along, clinging to my arm.

“I will bite him just as I did earlier, but not to partake of his blood. Rather, I will inject mine into his. In the best case, he will wake after three days. In the worst, it will take several weeks. But once he recovers—once his blood has finished adapting to mine, he will wake as a vampire.”

“Weeks?! He might be unconscious for weeks?!”

Jeanne nodded and looked at me. “You knew that, did you not?”

“I did,” I answered. “I also know that it’s going be the exact opposite of how the earlier bite felt.”

Jeanne reached up to place her hand against her neck. “The pain you are to feel will likely never be forgotten. I can still easily recall it even after centuries.”

“But it’s not lethal, right?”

“It is not. Even the weakest who took the longest to adapt survived.”

Rosie’s held onto my arm that Lupa wasn’t clinging to and asked, “Are you sure about this? This—this isn’t something that can ever be undone, right?”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “Even if the sun will be a little problematic, it won’t stop me from taking you to the beach and seeing you in a bikini.”

Rosie let go of me and took a step back. “Yeah, I know you’ll be fine if you’re making stupid jokes like that.”

“Bold of you to assume it was a joke.”

“Nobody wants to see a fat body like mine in a bikini.”

“One, you’re insane. Two, even if you gained weight anywhere other than your chest, I’d still want to see you in one.”

Rosie’s cheeks reddened as she looked away with a slight pout. “Fi-fine. Then… you better wake up. You won’t get to see anything if you don’t.”

“You just gave me stronger motivation than ever for waking up.”

“Mm, Master,” Lupa said. “Me, too. I’ll wear a bikini for you.”

Once again, it was impossible not to pet her. “You’re so cute, Lupa.”

Lupa nuzzled her head up against my patting hand and closed her eyes.

“Alright,” I said, looking at Jeanne. “I—”

Jeanne interrupted me to say, while holding her hand to her chest and looking at me with a charming gaze, “I am quite confident I would look nice in such swimwear.”

“… we’ll have to go to the beach at night since I want to see that. Anyways, I’m ready.” I nodded to Lupa, signaling her to let go of me. I tilted my head to expose my neck once she was off me. “Whenever you’re ready.”

Jeanne took a deep breath and closed the distance between us. “I have never done this before, so I apologize if I inflict more pain than necessary.”

“It’s alright. I’m getting into this whole ‘being bitten’ thing.”

“What a strange man.” Jeanne reached forward to grab my chin, her grip gentle but firm as she held my head in place. “But no matter how strange you may be, you are the one I have pledged myself to, and I would not have it any other way. With the transmission of my blood, witnessed by the moon’s light, I shall make you of my kin and grant you life unending.”

Jeanne slipped her hand from my chin to the back of my head as she wrapped her other arm around my back, her lips inching closer to my neck.

There was no warning before biting me.

Her fangs pierced my skin just as deep as they did before, but I did not feel that pleasure from earlier. Instead… I felt like I was on fire. What started as a slight burning in my neck rapidly spread through my body. It was like every vein in me was on fire.

I felt like I was going to die.

It didn’t take long to pass out from shock.

I opened my eyes when I felt a warm, heavy weight shift around on top of me.

It was Lupa, of course, though my mind did immediately jump to thinking I was about to see Frolin on top of me after the last time something like this happened.

Lupa was curled up between my legs with her upper half sprawled across my abdomen as she slept.

I had no idea how much time passed, but I knew that becoming a vampire was successful. It was pretty hard to not know that thanks to the system message floating above me.

[Your Race has changed from Human to Vampire (3rd Generation)]

[Health: 190 -> 340]

[Mana: 38 -> 138]

[Dexterity: 42 -> 82]

[Charisma: 0 -> 40]

[A new Skill has been acquired for becoming a 3rd Generation Vampire.]

//Vampiric Blood (3rd Generation)

//Type: Racial (General | Passive)

//Being a third generation of those who feast on blood grants you the following traits:

	+12.5 Health Regeneration per second but suffer 20 Damage per second in direct sunlight.
	When exposed to moonlight, the Health Regeneration effect is doubled and all Attributes are increased by 25%.
	You can see in the dark, but you have worsened vision in sunlight.
	You can detect all bleeding wounds within 1 mile.
	You gain resistance to Necromantic Damage, but you are critically weak to Fire Damage.
	You require fresh blood to sate your hunger. Not consuming blood for more than three days will result in weakening Attributes. Consuming the blood of particularly powerful victims will grant a temporary boost to Attributes.
	You may no longer have children, but you may turn a mortal into a Vampire (4th Generation) once per year. Cannot be used during the first year.
	You no longer age and cannot die from natural causes but may still be killed.
	You may select the Vampire Class.


[A new Skill has been acquired for investing 60 points into Dexterity.]

[A new Skill has been acquired for investing 80 points into Dexterity.]

[A new Skill has been acquired for investing 20 points into Charisma.]

[A new Skill has been acquired for investing 40 points into Charisma.]

//Dual Attack

//Type: Martial (General | Active)

//Stat: Dexterity

//Cooldown: 60 seconds

//Activating this will allow you to use the next Damage-dealing Martial skill twice in quick succession regardless of its cooldown time.

//Double Jump

//Type: Martial (General | Passive)

//Stat: Dexterity

//Somehow, you’re now dexterous enough to perform a double jump by jumping after having already jumped before landing.

//Self-Motivation

//Type: Magic (General | Active | Scaling)

//Stat: Charisma

//Cost: 10 MP

//Cooldown: 60 seconds

//Inspire yourself to increase the Critical Chance of your next Skill by 10%.

//Partygoer

//Type: Magic (General | Passive)

//Stat: Charisma

//Your presence encourages everyone in the party, increasing the highest Attribute of each other party member by 5%.

That… was a lot of text to read right after waking up.

But it was all related to Custom Dungeon World, so it could have been a thousand times longer than that and I would have gladly read every last word three times over. I wasn’t some filthy plebian who skimmed or skipped any text no matter what. Though, story skippers, and people who skipped over dialogue and worldbuilding only to then complain about not understanding things, were the absolute worst.

Anyways, most of that was new.

In the game, becoming a vampire was mostly flavor text. Yeah, there was the health regeneration boost, but that was only meaningful at the beginning of the game. The real reason to become a vampire was to become the Vampire class. Becoming a vampire was seen as nothing more than pointless flavor text otherwise. There weren’t any stat boosts which made me feel like… either Seth knew I was going to become a vampire and decided to buff me, or… he wanted vampires to be even more of a threat than they were in the game.

Getting to turn others into a vampire was a thing as well, but that was mainly just to justify letting any other character choose the Vampire class. There also definitely wasn’t a once-per-year limit on it.

And what was that about boosting stats by consuming the blood of powerful victims? That sounded like something that could be pretty important and wasn’t in the game.

I was excited to investigate the conditions for that.

But the most possibly overpowered thing there was that insane stat boost when exposed to moonlight. Every attribute got 25% stronger when in moonlight. That was an insane buff that didn’t exist in the game. If that existed, then nobody would have ever chosen to not become a vampire. Sure, most dungeons were still indoors, and the dungeons that took place outdoors were almost always explored during the day, but that was still a huge buff in the appropriate conditions.

It made me worried, though.

I had to assume that—since the skill name specified being third generation—Jeanne had a similar skill that was even stronger. If so, then what about Dracula?

Not only that, but Dracula was a person. He wasn’t just a dungeon boss. In the game, he was a living being until defeated for the first time, then he became a respawning spirit. So, what did that mean if he was a living person of this world? Didn’t that mean he would have access to classes and skills himself? And wouldn’t he have a similar skill that was even stronger than mine and Jeanne’s?

There was still so much that I didn’t know about the world.

But, as much as it worried me, it also made me even more excited to learn more about it. I mastered the world when it was a game, so now I wanted to master it when it was real.

But first.

“Who’s a good girl?” I asked.

Lupa’s ears twitched and her eyes shot open wide. “Master!” she shouted out, quickly wrapping her arms around my neck before rubbing her face all over my own.

“I’m a good girl? And here I thought that was you.”

“Master is finally awake!”

“You’re going to make me worry when you say that. How long have I been out for?” It must have been for a while if she was feeling so expressive.

“Mm… it’s been two days.”

“Oh, that’s not too bad. That’s actually faster than the best case.”

“Mm… even two days without Master… is too much.”

“Sorry, sorry. I’m back now, so it’s—”

Lupa looked into my eyes and blinked. “Red.”

“Red?”

“Master’s eyes. They’re red.” Lupa pressed her nose against my face and sniffed. “But Master still smells like Master.”

“I guess that’s all that really matters.”

“Mm.”

“Still, red eyes are cool. Also, where’re the others? I feel like they would’ve come barging in here by now if they were home.”

“Dungeon. Rosie said you can’t be the only one getting stronger and Jeanne went with her since she still needs levels.”

“And you? Not robbing any banks while I’m asleep?”

“Master was vulnerable. Had to stay by your side and protect you. Refused to leave until you woke up. Rosie even tried tempting me with fried cheesy sticks, but I said no. Stayed here. Am I a good girl? Did I do good? Did I protect Master?”

Lupa must have been feeling needy without praise, so I made sure to pet her and say, “You’re a good girl, you did great, and you protected me.” Her tail wagged so fast after all that.

“Mm. Happy.” Then she buried her face against my neck to rub all against me as her tail kept wagging behind her.

“I’m sure it’s thanks to you being here that the others felt they could go train. They trust you to protect me.”

“I’ll always protect Master.”

“I know you will. By the way, do you have a racial skill?”

Racial skills were admittedly pretty uncommon in the game since there were only a few races players could turn into from being human or one of the other basically human races. There was vampire, werewolf, demon, and dragon. Each one of those had their own classes associated with them. The demon and dragon races were only unlocked by acquiring late-game items that meant most people who wanted to use them needed to go most of the game without ever picking a secondary class to leave the slot open for their classes since—again—there wasn’t much point in getting them just for their races, and then there was the werewolf race that worked kind of similar to the vampire race… but… well…

Vampire was available on release.

Werewolf was not.

People complained, of course. Some people thought it wasn’t right to have one but not the other, and other people were werewolf fans who hated vampires. Anyways, people complained, so an update added a werewolf companion who could turn the player into a werewolf and thus get the Werewolf class.

Most people assumed it would be just like with Jeanne. A lovable, endearing girl with a past as tragic as she was beautiful.

Instead…

The werewolf character added into the game was not only male, but an absolutely unlikable, annoying asshole. Basically, Seth got so annoyed by people asking for werewolves that he added the worst werewolf he could possibly think of.

So, yeah.

I thought it was hilarious. People begged him for a “muscle mommy werewolf” and instead got an annoying asshole who constantly whined and blamed everything on everyone else.

It was very clear that Seth believed in vampire superiority. It was also clear he despised all the people who begged him for muscular, female characters after that. There was even one reviewer who criticized his character design and uploaded pictures they edited of girls from the game with their arms replaced by noodles, and Seth shared the review with pride.

That god loved girls who were only thick in the areas he personally approved of. No fat was allowed anywhere else, apparently.

I also definitely wasn’t going to recruit the werewolf now that he was real. Even in the game, I only recruited him during permadeath runs so I could get the Werewolf class, and then I immediately got him killed. Sure, I tolerated his existence for one run since I was obviously going to check out all available content involving him, but that was only once. That one time made it more than obvious Seth didn’t plan for anyone to actually keep him around.

“Master?” Lupa asked. “Are you alright?”

“Oh, sorry, I got lost in thought,” I answered. “I’m fine.”

“You had the same look on your face of when you talk about dungeons.”

“I was reminiscing about the game.” I looked at Lupa’s arms. Even though she was so strong and fit, her arms were totally smooth with zero muscle definition. I gave her left arm a poke just to confirm. It was soft. No muscle. How that made sense in a world where stats and numbers weren’t everything, I had no idea.

But my aesthetic preferences aligned with Seth’s, so I wasn’t going to complain.

As for Lupa, she narrowed her eyes at me and asked, “Why poke?”

“I wanted to see how soft your arm was,” I answered.

“Mm. Was it soft enough?”

“It was as soft as it looks, so yes. Though… would it even be possible for you to make it more or less soft? Or bigger or smaller?”

Lupa tilted her head as if I had asked her a strange question. “That’s not how puberty works, Master. Once your body is done growing, it stays that way.”

“But what if you lift weights? Would it really stay the exact same no matter how strong you get?”

Lupa’s head tilted in the opposite direction now. “Why would lifting weights change the body? Lifting weights make you stronger, they don’t change your genetics.”

“So, no matter what you do… your arms will always be like this.”

Lupa nodded. “Mm.”

“But if you eat more food or diet, your breasts still get bigger or smaller.”

“Because that’s where the body stores fat.”

“So, when someone gets stronger—if someone lifts weights to get stronger or practices running to get faster… their body doesn’t change at all?”

“Why would they?”

“What change actually causes the improvement then?”

“Mm. The spirit. If you train to get stronger, your spirit grows stronger, so it makes your body stronger. It’s all about the soul. A strong soul has a strong body.”

“Huh. It might sound ridiculous to me, but… in a way, it’s way more fair that way. People here aren’t limited by their genetics, only their determination.”

“Mm. What was it like back in your world?”

“The more you trained and stronger you got, the bigger your body got.” I gave Lupa’s soft, squishy arm another poke. “This would all be hard muscle. Your whole body would be hard with visible muscles pressing against your skin.”

Lupa’s ears flattened against her head. “That sounds gross.”

“Some men from my world liked that. They were only interested in girls with huge muscles.”

“They’re even weirder than Master, but at least Master is weird in a good way. They sound weird in a bad way.”

“Is it really that bad?”

“Girls are supposed to be soft, not hard.”

“Even if Seth didn’t write you… you’ve still inherited his beliefs.”

“Does… Master not like soft girls?”

“No, I definitely do.” I wrapped my arms around Lupa to hold her closer. “I don’t think Seth would have chosen me for this world if I didn’t agree with him on almost everything.”

“Mm. Good.”

“Also, I’ve got a feeling you answered me earlier while I distracted by thinking about the game, but do you have a racial skill?”

Lupa shook her head. “Mm. I don’t.”

Then it really was just the ones associated with classes.

“By the way… do werewolves exist?” I asked.

“What’s a werewolf?” Lupa asked, tilting her head.

… thinking about it, if Seth was really making the world for real, there was no way he would include that annoying werewolf bastard in the real thing.

I wasn’t going to complain about that.

While Lupa cuddled with me, I pulled out my phone and…

There were ninety-three messages.

From Stella.

They started off relatively normal.

>I hope you have a nice day today, Darling~!

>I don’t know what I should have for breakfast. What’d you eat? You ate, right?

>Not coming to the guild today?

>I love you.

>Sev?

>You must be sleeping in. Sorry for the spam.

And then there were the rest of the messages… but all of them looked like:

>(Message deleted by sender.)

Except for the very last one.

>Sorry! I had no idea what was going on! Lupa told me everything! Umm… yeah… sorry. You’re going to see a lot of deleted messages whenever you wake up… don’t worry about what I sent, okay? Anyways… I’m looking forward to when you wake up! Can you… please message me when you wake up? I’ll keep my phone fully charged and on me at all times! So… message me, please.

Seeing all of those messages broke my heart. Not because I was upset with her or anything, but because I knew exactly how she felt.

There was a time I “dated” a girl online who I met through the main Custom Dungeon World forum. She was the first girl who ever gave me any attention who wasn’t obligated to in some way, and I fell for her insanely fast.

I ended up sending her over a hundred messages the first day I didn’t hear from her.

Then she came back, called me crazy, told me to get help, and admitted that she was a he.

And so went my first love.

I’m sorry for letting you down, my fellow attachment issues haver, I thought to Stella.

So, to make it up to Stella, I took a cheesy selfie that featured me winking and captioned it with, “I’m back, baby.”

Then I deleted it because I cringed at myself too hard.

I took a normal selfie after that and sent it to her.

She replied as instantly as was possible.

>Sev!

>Sevevsvevesecsevsevsevsevsevsev!

>Good morning!!!!!!

>Mwah!

>I msised you!

>missed*

>How do you feel? Are you okay?

>I JUST NOTICED THE RED EYES

>THOSE LOOK SO GOOD ON YOU

>THOSE AREN’T CONTACTS RIGHT? THEY’RE FROM THE WHOLE VAMPIRE THING?

>Also, you need to send me more selfies! I want a whole album of you!

>We also need to take a cute couples picture that I can set for your picture in my contacts!

>oh

>sorry, I’m probably spamming you too much.

You’re not spamming me enough.<

I was reading every single one of those messages as they came in with a smile.<

Good morning, Sweetheart.<

>GOOD MORNING, DARLING~!!! ♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡

>♡♡♡♡♡♡

>♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡

>♡♡♡♡

>♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡

>♡♡♡♡♡♡

>♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡

>I’m so happy you’re awake!

Glad to be awake, especially since it means getting to text you.<

Lupa says hi.<

>Hi Lupa! Give her some pets for me!

I promise you she gets enough of those, but yeah, I’ll give her even more.<

By the way, about those deleted messages.<

>Can… you pretend that didn’t happen, please? I’m serious. I don’t want you to hate me by thinking about those.

Hate you? No way. I used to be the same way when I was younger. Honestly, if any of you suddenly went out of contact with me for a day without saying anything, I’d probably freak out and spam them like crazy, or go looking for them.<

I get it. I promise.<

We’ve both got attachment issues.<

Us being crazy in the same way means that we’re even more compatible, doesn’t it?<

>…

>You don’t… hate a girl who blows up your phone because you didn’t text her back fast enough?

It’s my fault for not warning you about what I was doing.<

So, I’m sorry for not letting you know.<

I would never want you to worry like that.<

>It’s okay! I promise!

>I shouldn’t have freaked out!

>But… would you really, really act like that?

I would, but don’t test it, please.<

>I won’t!

>Promise.

>Also… it makes me happy that we’re the same.

I’ve got so many issues that you wouldn’t believe it.<

Let’s be the king and queen of mental illness.<

>I’m in! My king~ ♡

Glad to have you, my queen.<

>I just kissed my phone so many times

There, I just kissed mine.<

Now it’s like we’ve kissed, right?<

>GFDHFSDHFDSHGFDSHDS

>YOU’RE TOO CUTE AHHHHH HOW ARE YOU REAL

no u<

>no u!!!

>Hehehe. Hey, send me another selfie.

Alright, hang on.<

There. That good enough?<

>More than good enough, but never enough.

>Thanks, Darling~!

>Also.

>HOW DID YOU EVEN FIND A VAMPIRE?

>LUPA TOLD ME THAT YOU BECAME ONE AND THAT IT’S OKAY AND YOU’RE SAFE, BUT HOW?

>THE GUILD HASN’T EVEN SPOTTED A VAMPIRE IN OVER 50 YEARS

>DOESN’T THIS MEAN YOU FOUND

>wait

>You totally seduced a vampire, didn’t you?

(insert gif of a cartoon character sliding backwards into a bush here)<

>What?

Sorry, the phones here don’t have a feature for embedding gifs, so I had to type the gif out myself.<

You’ll just have to imagine it.<

>…

>So you did seduce a vampire.

We even share a family name now.<

Lupa also took the name since she didn’t want to be left out.<

But Rosie is stubborn.<

Want to change your name, too?<

>I’d totes be jealous that you seduced another girl so quickly

>but you basically just asked if I want to marry you

>sooooooooo

>I forgive you.

> ♡

Is it something that needs forgiveness in the first place?<

>Maybe.

>jk

>I’m not some girl who is going to get jealous because you get a hundred other wives.

I don’t think I’m getting anywhere near that many.<

>At this rate, you are.

It’s not like I’m trying, okay?<

>Wow, you’re so pro at seducing girls that you don’t even have to try.

That wasn’t what I meant!<

I’m not some womanizing playboy!<

>Yet.

>But it’s okay.

>As long as you still like me, too, then you can have as many wives as you want.

Anyways.<

You can use the name if you want, too.<

Oh, wait, before you do, just so you know, vampires can’t have children in case that’s something that matters to you.<

>Oh…

>So…

>About that…

Sorry if that ruins anything.<

I thought it would be worth netting you know.<

letting*<

>I was going to tease you by acting like I might be disappointed, but I can’t

>That’s totally okay with me, Darling!

>I hate being around kids anyways. They’re super annoying.

…<

I was actually afraid I hurt you or was going to lose your interest.<

>Aha, sorry, sorry! That’s why I didn’t tease you even more!

>Forgive me?

I guess I can do that.<

Sweetheart.<

>AHHHHHHHHHHHHH

>So happy so happy so happy!!!!!

>lol, Zoey just scolded me. sorry, hang on, clients.

Oh, are you working? Sorry, didn’t know I’d be distracting you.<

>It’s okay!

>And yeah. But I was totes ignoring my line to text you, lol.

>Oh, by the way.

>I don’t want you to feel like I’m hiding anything from you, so…

>There was another guy here earlier.

>He came to my line and wouldn’t stop staring at my chest, then asked me to join his party.

>I told him no, obviously.

>Oh, and I told him I have a boyfriend, so too late for you to have regrets now!

>But something was weird. Like, his whole vibe was off, you know?

>Then this draconid girl with him got pissed off at me because I rejected him.

>Leah totally came in clutch and threatened to call the guards if they didn’t leave me alone.

>But yeah.

>I don’t want you to think I’m hiding talking to other guys from you or anything, even if they’re annoying guys who I wish wouldn’t talk to me in the first place.

Another guy? And he had a dragon girl with him?<

Did she have red hair?<

>Yeah to all of that.

>Gods, he super pissed me off.

>He was saying stuff like how he knew nobody else would like me because of how fat I am, so I should be happy that he wants me. Reminded me of my ex, but somehow even more punchable.

>He acted like he’s never been rejected before.

>But hey, most guys probably haven’t been rejected before.

>Still.

>Fucking asshole.

>At least he proved why you’re the best.

>Sorry, swearing isn’t cute.

You can swear as much as you want. I don’t care.<

>Oh, Darling, you have no idea just how much venting you opened yourself up to listening from me then, lol.

>DON’T EVEN GET ME STARTED ON HOW MANY TIMES ADVENTURERS COME HERE TO COMPLETE A QUEST WITHOUT FILLING OUT AN INTENT TO COMPLETE FORM

>GODS

>NO MATTER HOW MANY FUCKING TIMES I TELL THEM THEY HAVE TO FILL OUT AN INTENT TO COMPLETE FORM WHEN ACCEPTING A QUEST, THEY DON’T DO IT, GO OUT, DO THE QUEST, THEN WONDER WHY WE CAN’T GIVE THEM THE REWARD

>…

>sorry

Looks like I’ll have to hurry up on turning you into a housewife.<

>plsplsplsplsplsplsplspls

>I swear I lose another brain cell every day I work here, and I know I don’t have that many in the first place

>I won’t be a good housewife if I become too stupid from work first

>T_T

Cute.<

Super cute.<

Also.<

I know it’s probably against the rules to talk about your clients too much, but I need you to tell me everything possible about that guy.<

I have a theory about what’s going on.<

If you ever see him again, call me immediately, alright?<

>It’s okay, you don’t have to worry.

>I’m loyal.

>You really are insanely special.

>Nobody can compare to you.

I’m not worried about that. I believe in you.<

It has to do with something I haven’t talked to you about yet, but I will next time we meet.<

Actually, this might be me being paranoid, but wait for me before you leave work today.<

I’ll escort you home and we can talk about everything then.<

>Hey, is everything alright?

>This feels really serious

>Are you okay?

I’m more worried about you than me.<

I’ll come over asap.<

>Okay.

>My shift ends in a couple hours.

Actually, I’ll have you stay over here until we know everything is fine.<

>Is this all an excuse to invite me over to play with lost pencils, you perv?

It’s not. I promise.<

>Oh.

>Sorry.

>I’m getting scolded again, so I’m going to focus on work for a bit.

I’ll be over soon.<

Try not to lose more pencils.<

>There’s only one pencil I’m interested in losing now.

>♡

I tucked my phone into my pocket and gave Lupa a couple of pats to get her attention. “Lupa.”

Lupa let out a little yawn before opening her eyes and looking up at me. “Mm…?”

“It’s serious. I need you on guard.”

Lupa shot out of bed in an instant, equipped her gear, and stood ready for orders all before I even finished getting out of bed.

No matter how lazy she might have liked to act, she didn’t hesitate to get serious when it mattered.


Chapter Twenty

Looking to the Future

I texted Rosie to let her know that me and Lupa were heading over to the guild and to meet us there after dropping the groceries off. I also made sure to include that I successfully became a vampire and was alright so that her and Jeanne didn’t worry about anything.

Though, to be fair, they probably still ended up worrying since I made it clear there was something serious going on.

As for me and Lupa, we made it to the guild as fast as I could run. Fortunately, the sun had just set, so I didn’t have to worry about burning up in it.

One of the other guild girls was right inside the entrance as we got there. One with short hair, droopy eyes, and a monotone voice.

“Oh, Mister Boyfriend,” she said. “Looking for Stella?”

I nodded while catching my breath. “Yeah, is she alright?” I couldn’t see her in the lobby anywhere.

“Don’t worry, she’s just in the bathroom.”

“Ah, alright. Also, she told me that you guys stuck up for her when she was being harassed earlier. Thanks for watching out for her.”

The girl waved a dismissive hand at me. “Don’t thank me for doing what a friend is supposed to do. But if you’re really thankful, I’d totally appreciate it if you didn’t distract her so much while she’s working.”

I looked away while scratching my cheek. “My bad.”

“Well, it’s whatevs. I can’t be mad at the guy responsible for making her smile all the time now. Oh, by the way, I’m Zoey.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Sev.”

“Mhm. Oh, weren’t your eyes blue before?” Zoey tilted her head to the side. “They’re so red now. Contacts?”

“What if I said I became a vampire?”

“That sounds troublesome, so I’d pretend I didn’t hear anything.”

“Fair enough.”

Zoey then looked me over and gave me a thumbs up. “I approve. You’ve got way higher specs than her ex.”

“Do I?” I wasn’t sure what else to say. But also, I did want to know I was better than her ex.

“For sure. Ah… just remembering what he put my Stella through makes me want to beat him up. Hey, Mister Boyfriend. You better treat our Stella right.”

“I can promise I’ll do that to the best of my ability.”

“Good. Anyways, go sit down and wait for your girlfriend. We even gave her permission to take a break so she could pretty up in the bathroom for you.”

I sighed and said, “A girl like her thinks she has to pretty up for me? She’s crazy.”

“A fellow Stella appreciator, I see.”

“I mean, I don’t think I’d be with her if I didn’t appreciate her.”

“Oh. Good point. Me and Leah aren’t used to people appreciating how cute she is. We’re her number one fans.”

“I heard that you two turned her down before. I couldn’t imagine.”

“We weren’t going to take advantage of our friend while she was on the rebound. Besides, we know she wouldn’t be satisfied without a guy. She’s way too straight for us. Anyways, I’m going back to work now. You’ve already distracted guild employees enough today.”

“My bad. But thanks for the talk, and for helping her earlier again.”

“It’s whatevs.” With that, she did another of her dismissive hand waves and went back to sweeping the floor.

“You can relax a little, Lupa,” I said. Lupa had been standing at my side in guard mode the entire time.

“Mm. Let’s sit in the corner.”

I figured she wanted that so she didn’t have to worry about anything or anyone behind us while getting to keep an eye on everyone else, so we went to sit in the corner.

A couple minutes later and Stella came back to the front. She didn’t notice me and Lupa right away going by how she went right back to work. However, as soon as the other girl behind the counter, Leah, pointed at us, Stella looked our way and then lit up with a huge smile as she hopped in place while waving to us.

“Master,” Lupa said.

“Yeah?” I replied.

“Stella is really, really cute.”

“Isn’t she?”

“I have a lot to learn. The way she bounces like that will definitely get Master’s attention. I’ll have to eat more cheese sticks.”

“I kind of feel like you’re using getting bustier for me as an excuse to eat more cheese at this point.”

“Mm. No comment.”

Stella abandoned her post to come over to us in a hurry. Yeah, Lupa was right. That bouncing was a really good way to grab my attention.

“You really came!” Stella said once she reached us right before practically tackling me atop my chair. She ended up straddling my lap, her breasts squeezed between our chests, with her legs on each side of my own as she wrapped her arms around my neck. “I thought you wouldn’t be here until later!”

“I told you that I’d be over soon,” I said.

“Hehe, still. You know, it’s super bad for you to be here while I’m working. How am I supposed to concentrate on my job when Darling is here looking all handsome?”

“Your coworkers will have to get used to it. But more seriously, we need to—crap, my bad. I almost said ‘we need to have a talk,’ but nobody ever wants to hear those words.”

“You know that saying you almost said it is almost as bad as actually saying it, right?”

“Oops.”

Stella sighed before turning to look at Lupa. “Hey, Lupachi.”

Lupa nodded. “Mm. Hi, Stella.”

“So.” Stella looked at me again. “First, I don’t hear from you for two days, then I find out you’re a vampire, then you come over here in a hurry acting all worried. What gives?”

“I was planning on telling you everything after work, but it’d probably be better to have this discussion here. The guild master—is she working today?”

“Yeah, but why?”

“I need to meet her.”

Stella gulped. “She—she’s a pretty intimidating woman to be around. Are… are you sure?”

“I know what to expect. Can you get us a meeting with her?”

“I… can… but… ugh. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

“By the way, your hair looks cute like this.” I brought my hand up to the locks of hair she had hanging in front of her shoulders. “These, too.” Then I reached up to touch the mini tails she tied up on each side of her head.

Stella was quick to blush and smile upon hearing that. “Hehe… you noticed.”

“Of course I did.”

Stella planted a long kiss against my lips before hopping off my lap. “I have to stop there or else I’ll get way too worked up. I’ll go get that meeting for you.”

“Good idea, and thanks.”

Stella walked away, leaving Lupa to straddle my lap in the exact same way Stella just did.

“Mm, have to practice newly learned techniques from Teacher,” Lupa said.

“You can’t keep an eye on everyone if you’re on me like this,” I said.

“Already checked everyone out. I’ll hear if anyone new comes in.”

“Then I guess we can stay like this.”

“Mm.”

I placed one hand against Lupa’s lower back to rub her as my other hand stroked through the back of her hair.

Even if she was facing me with her eyes closed, watching the ways her ears twitched and rotated to track every single sound made it clear she was still being cautious.

We stayed like that for a few minutes—until Stella returned and said, “She—she’s ready to see you.”

Stella looked awfully nervous, but I couldn’t blame her.

The guild master had a certain reputation in the game.

Stella led Lupa and I upstairs and into the back down a long hallway where a single, wide door was waiting for us at the end of it.

“Are you ready?” Stella asked me.

“It’ll be fine,” I answered.

“If—if you say so.” With that, Stella opened the door, stepped inside, and politely bowed. “Madam, I have brought the adventurer who wishes to see you.”

An old, familiar scent reached my nostrils.

The scent of tobacco smoke.

I only ever smelled it once before when one of my old roommates in the nursing home had his son sneak some cigarettes in for him. The nurses were not happy about that. Still, it was impossible to forget that scent.

“Come in,” the raspy, mature voice said from within.

I went in with Lupa following behind me.

Surely enough, the guild master was sitting behind her wooden desk with a smoking pipe held in her hand.

Aurelia ‘Emerald Blade’ Fontaine. Former adventurer, now guild master. A woman in her seventies with an eyepatch over her left eye, salt and pepper hair that didn’t go lower than her shoulders, and a high-class robe that looked far too gaudy for her personality. The robe made her look like a villainess who wanted to turn dalmatians into fashion. The color of her hair didn’t help, either.

“So, what do you want?” Aurelia asked us, not even bothering to look our way.

I cleared my throat and said, “It’s an honor to meet you in this world, Emerald Blade.”

That got her attention. Now looking at me, she took another puff from her pipe before saying, “You’re bold, boy.”

“Then allow me to be even bolder. I know the weakness of the monster that killed your party—and husband.”

Her single eye glared at me while Stella looked back and forth between us with a confusion expression. Aurelia then asked, “Who sent you?”

“I sent myself.”

“I don’t know you, and the amount of living women who know about that can be counted with one hand.”

“Then let me tell you something that you’ve told me yourself—that you’ve only ever told one other man.”

Aurelia raised her eyebrow.

Abusing forbidden knowledge was my best choice with Aurelia. She was an old, tired woman who was difficult to gain the trust of. I had no doubt she wouldn’t believe in my story of being from another world.

So, I had to pull everything out to convince her.

“Melody,” I said. “When you found out you were pregnant, you told your husband you wanted to name your child that if she was a daughter.” But that child was never born.

“How… do you know that?” Aurelia asked me, clearly caught by surprise.

“Because you told me. After you gave me the quest to go kill Grimzok and to bring back his head, you told me everything. You told me about your old party, your husband, and the child who would never make it. And here’s something you never told me, but that I saw in a cutscene. Your husband held you beneath the stars while caressing your cheek, telling you that the reason you didn’t have friends was because of how cold you were to everyone, and that everyone would love you if you opened up to them more.”

Aurelia took a long draw from her pipe before setting it down, looking up, and exhaling the smoke in a cloud. “I’ll ask again, what do you want?”

“I want you to listen to my story.”

“Then get speaking.”

So, I did.

Lupa and I sat down opposite from Aurelia while Stella stood at my side.

I explained everything to them.

Just as I thought, Aurelia looked suspicious throughout the entire story, trying to find the holes in it. Fortunately, Rosie showed up with Jeanne about halfway through, and Jeanne’s existence looked like it might have dealt the final blow to Aurelia’s doubts.

Rosie also made sure to cling to me after seeing I was awake. She didn’t say anything about it since we had other matters to discuss, but she expressed how much she missed me with her clinginess.

Stella was the first one to speak up once I was done talking, and she asked, “You… you do like skinny girls, don’t you?” Of course, she looked between me and Jeanne’s chest while asking that.

“I like all boobs,” I answered.

“You’ll have to prove it, okay?”

“I’m looking forward to that.”

Aurelia cleared her throat, causing both me and Stella to jump a little while Rosie sighed. Lupa was still being her usual, silent self, but Jeanne chuckled a little.

“That story was absurd beyond measure,” Aurelia said. “And I doubt that you came here only to tell me about yourself. You have something else you want me to believe, don’t you? Or something you are hoping to gain my cooperation regarding?”

“Of course,” I answered. “I’m starting to believe I’m not the only one here from my world.”

“Is it safe to assume that this has to do with the other boy who came here earlier?”

“Yeah. I believe the dragon girl who was with him was Valencia—the slave I meant to buy. Knowing how guys are in this world, what are the chances of a native to this world going to buy a female slave before also trying to hit on Stella? Wait, I didn’t even ask. Stella, were there other girls with him?”

“There were two more,” Stella answered. “An elf with short, black hair and a girl who looked like a holy priestess. Blonde hair, blue eyes—she was like an angel.”

“Caeli and Seraphina. Caeli was one of the other girls a new player could encounter in their first dungeon, and Seraphina is a healer you encounter by purposely lowering your health to under 20% five times… fuck. Him?”

“Wh—what’s wrong?”

“There’s this really annoying bastard from my world who I absolutely hate. The most garbage content creator for Custom Dungeon World. He thought the game was trash and complained about difficulty all the time because he couldn’t be assed to pay attention to obvious context clues. He used the easiest, most overpowered classes since it was the only way he could beat the game.”

Rosie cringed hearing that. “Why’d he even play it then?”

“Because he was the kind of guy who played a game only for the girls. His whole community was built around being a degenerate pervert. He made tier lists of all the girls’ boobs, he did entire videos estimating how much milk each girl would hypothetically produce, made tier lists for who had the best birthing hips or which girl would be the best for specific fetishes, talked about how this world was a paradise for men, and got lots of hate from girls by saying things like, and I quote, ‘real foids are too tainted by feminism and should learn how to be women from these girls.’ I might not have put much emphasis on it, but… yeah, the creator—Seth, definitely made this world for men. So, because he just wanted to make a world that catered to his fetishes, it also ended up attracting a lot of guys who didn’t care about the vision and just wanted a game to jack off to who had no respect for the dungeons or world.” I let out a sigh. “I’d be lying if I said I’m not also obviously taking advantage of how this world is made to be a fantasy for men, but… I also love it for what it is—for the possibilities, the dungeons, the lore, and the people. I have no respect for the players who only came because they saw tits.”

“Ugh,” Stella said. “Yeah, that totally fits the vibe of that bastard.”

Aurelia then asked, “Why bring him up?”

“Because I’m pretty sure he’s the one who came here,” I answered. “In addition to what Stella just said, he had one video titled, ‘girls I would instantly fuck if isekai’ed into Custom Dungeon World.’ Caeli, Seraphina, Valencia, Stella, and Rosie were his top five choices.” He also included basically every other girl in that list, but not all of them.

Stella shuddered while hugging herself. “Gross!”

Rosie did something similar, but she said, “I feel like I need a bath just hearing about that.”

“Good news,” I said. “If it’s really him, he was the kind of incel who unironically believed women were tainted goods if they ever had a boyfriend at all. Wait… I’m just realizing… I was technically an incel. I was literally involuntarily celibate. And I actually had an excuse unlike him.” I shook my head. “Anyways.”

“But I had an ex?” Stella said.

“That was never mentioned in the game. As far as he was concerned, you were a girl who never even saw another man before.”

“Oh.”

“My first worry was that some guy came here who might treat everything like a game, and that meant treating women like they’re just lifeless NPCs he can do whatever he wants to with zero consequences. But if he’s the asshole I’m thinking of, he’ll think all of you are, to put it how he would, ‘disgusting, used sluts,’ for even looking at me.”

Stella wrapped her arms around me while pressing her breasts against the side of my head. “Then doing this will really make him lose interest in me, right, Dar~ling?”

“On one hand, it definitely would. On the other hand, I wouldn’t be surprised if a guy like him is secretly a massive cuck in denial.”

“Guys from your world can be cucks?”

“Let me guess, only girls here are?”

“Yeah, it’s a pretty common kink here. I mean, we’re all used to having to share the few guys there are, so. But as a girl who actually got cucked… yeah, no thanks.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t cuck you.”

“Says the one who picked up a girl the exact opposite of me as soon as I looked away.”

“… does—does that count as cucking?”

Stella let out a little laugh before kissing the top of my head and stepping away, unfortunately taking her breasts with her. “Nah, I’m just teasing you. I’ll only get upset if you purposely hide a girl from me or lie about her.”

“Good, then I’m safe. But anyways. I was worried a guy might force himself onto you, but if it’s him, I’m not worried. About that, at least. There’s no way he’d go for a ‘used’ girl when there are tons of others in this world who are unrealistically still virgins… well, I guess, in this world, it’d be more unrealistic if they weren’t virgins.”

Aurelia spoke up again to ask, “You said you aren’t worried about that, implying you’re still worried about something.”

“Well… a guy like him has no respect for this world, only the girls—I can’t even say he has respect for the girls, he just wants to fuck them and turn them into his sex toys.”

“I’m sure you are aware this world is full of girls who would love a man like that.”

“If I could trust that he would spend the rest of his life only having sex with consenting girls who are into him and not do anything else, I wouldn’t care. But Seth made it sound like I’m the only one he’s bringing here, and there’s no way that Seth would have brought a guy like that here. So, I have no idea how he got here, I have no idea if there are others from our world here, and I can’t trust that he won’t try to do something like break the economy or take over the city and implement his own laws. Back when Rosie and I cleared Cave of New Beginnings, there was a room that opened up for me in the back. It had all my money and stored gear from past runs in it. If I would have accepted it, I’d have more money than has ever existed combined multiplied by… a lot, and godly equipment from level 200 dungeons, including a few special overpowered items that gave late-game benefits with no level requirement to make runs on new characters go more smoothly. I turned it down. I wanted to live and learn in this world just like everyone else without a cheat like that. But, if he was offered that as well, what if he accepted it?”

Rosie suffered stagger damage hearing that. “You—you rejected that much money?”

“Yeah. Besides, it’s more fun to earn it from nothing than to basically be born into it.”

“Ugh… that’s so you, though.”

Aurelia smiled a little after hearing all that. “I see,” she said. “I can respect that, but I’m sure you understand why.”

“Your husband was the same,” I said. “Born into nobility, but gave it all up to earn everything himself.”

Aurelia nodded. “A great man, he was. Far above most. Now, should this boy come to me—”

“He won’t.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“He thought women over the age of twenty-five were pointless and wasted resources. He hated ugly girls, old women, and girls who had any experience with other men. Good news is that he also hated little girls since he only liked huge boobs, so I guess his preferences for women could have technically been worse.”

“Well, hearing that a man has no interest in old, used woman is the least surprising thing I have heard today. Now then, boy, what do you plan on doing with this information, and what would you have us do?”

“I… don’t know. I could be wrong about who he is, and I could also be wrong about him even if he is who I think. I want to punch him for hitting on Stella, but that’s all I can think of. Right now, it’s probably better to wait and watch. I just thought I should get ahead of it and let you know.”

“Hmm. And why me?”

“Well, because.” I smiled and told her, “You’re ‘BGE’ for a reason.”

“And what is that acronym supposed to mean?”

“Best Granny Ever. It was the community’s name for you. You were actually one of the least liked characters on release. Everyone thought you were too rough, that you put rookies in dangerous situations that might get them killed, they thought you were abusive and had a hobby of setting people up for failure to watch them die—but then it was revealed how you always had people following them to make sure they were okay. Nobody was ever in real danger under you. You cared about them, but were afraid of getting too attached, so you acted cold and cruel when your only intention was to help them become the best possible versions of themselves. It’s just like your husband said: there are few women with a heart as big as yours. That’s why you became everyone’s favorite, Best Granny Ever. A lot of guys actually begged Seth to make you romanceable.”

“… and here I thought you could not tell a more absurd story. Now you want me to believe men wanted to romance me? There is a limit to how much I am willing to believe.”

“Don’t underestimate GILF hunters.”

“… do I want to ask?”

“It means ‘Granny I’d Like to Fuck.’ Besides, you look like you’re in your fifties at the latest, and you’re objectively beautiful. Between your kind nature, your confidence, and your looks, any guy would be lucky to have you. Your husband had incredible taste.” But I wasn’t into grannies, so I wasn’t going to try.

Aurelia sighed and planted her face against her palm. “I can already tell you will cause no shortage of trouble in this city with its women.”

Rosie, Lupa, Stella, and Jeanne all nodded while saying variations of, “Right?” except for Lupa who simply did her usual, “Mm.”

“Girls,” Aurelia said, “give me a moment alone with him. Stella, take them to the break room and serve them some tea.”

Stella looked a little less intimidated after hearing everything I had to say about her boss. “Got it!”

Lupa was hesitant to leave my side, but Rosie dragged her away, leaving me alone with Aurelia.

“I’ll admit,” Aurelia said, “your existence is an uncomfortable one.”

“Yeah,” I replied. “I can’t blame you for that.”

“Did you know about my ring?”

“You weren’t playable, so I don’t know anything about your equipment.”

“I see.” Aurelia held her left hand out to me, which still had her wedding ring on, and waved her hand over it which prompted its system information to show up.

//An Honest Love

//Type: Accessory [Ring] (Custom)

//Requirements: Level 30

//You may always detect where the twin ring is. | You may see through all lies.

//“Now you can never accuse me of lying again, you troublesome woman. I love you, my Aurelia.”

“Ah. Sorry, I wouldn’t have brought up your personal past so much if I knew,” I said. “Still, that’s a beautiful ring.”

“It is,” Aurelia said. “It is thanks to this ring that I can still feel his presence after all these years. That being said, I would appreciate if you do not speak of me using information from that false world. I understand why you did, but let that be the last time.”

“Got it. Sorry.”

“Now, I have no doubt that those girls share this concern of mine. What is it that you plan on doing with all your knowledge of our world?”

“Clear all the dungeons, of course.”

“This is less about the dungeons and more about its peoples and troubles. That vampire is an example of what I mean. How many more ‘characters’ do you know of waiting to be rescued? How many are in need of saving? How many townsfolk and shop keepers have troubles waiting for your personal intervention? How many killers on the loose do you know of?”

“… right. Since this is a real world, I can’t just… wait for everyone to be ready for me to help when I get around to them.”

“And because this is a real world, you’ll exhaust yourself if you run around helping everyone as if you are a delivered savior. I doubt you want to be everyone’s personal hero as well.”

“It sounds nice, but that’s not my intention. I just want to clear the dungeons with my friends, not that I mind helping people out every now and then. But… yeah. Even with Jeanne… I didn’t go to her as soon as I could have, so she was left waiting longer for someone to become her family. Then Valencia, and now Caeli and Seraphina, have been taken. There are almost a hundred companions who could be recruited in the game, and even more random people who were important side characters or just simple quest givers. Their lives all revolved around the player. The conclusions of their stories were only possible because of the player.”

“Is that the world you wish to live in? Do you want everyone to revolve around you?”

There was no point in lying. “I’d be lying if I said it doesn’t sound nice, but no. I just… want to be a part of this world like everyone else is.”

“But that will be impossible when weighed down with knowledge equivalent to a god’s. You know things nobody else knows, nor should know. You know the troubles of hearts. You know the status of history’s villains. You know what waits beyond the farthest lands we have ever explored. Will you be able to enjoy this world feeling so much responsibility?”

“I… don’t know.”  If all I had to do was clear dungeons, the answer was undeniably yes. But there was more to the world than that. Even when it came to the dungeons, I didn’t understand what was happening with Otto.

“If you know someone is in trouble, but you do nothing to save them, would you consider yourself responsible?”

“… yeah.”

“I figured.” Aurelia pulled out her desk’s drawer, took out a notepad and pen, and placed them in front of me. “Get writing. If you can think of anyone who might immediately need help, write their name and appearance down, tell me where they can be found, and what potential dangers there are. I have no problem with you coming to our world, but I will not have us depend on you to fix all of our problems.”

“I don’t mind. I mean, I even decided I would take Priest as my secondary so that I can heal people who might—”

Aurelia jammed her finger down against the notepad. “Write.”

“Yes, ma’am.” She knew how to give an order, that was for sure.

“You’re just like that man was. Always eager to help others, taking all the responsibility onto himself, all while wearing a smile and loving it. The more weights he piled onto his back, the less everyone else suffered, the happier he was. The wear and tear never showed in his personality, even at the end, but it showed in his body. I’ll have learned nothing from his sacrifice if I allow you to play everyone’s personal hero.”

“I still want to help as much as I can as thanks for this world existing.”

“That’s fine, but no taking everything onto yourself. Help those in need when you come across them, but do not dedicate all your time to seeking them out. Even if all you do is help out those who conveniently cross your path, you will be doing far more to help others than most.”

“Is it really alright do to that little?”

“It is. I’ll handle the rest, so you won’t have anything to worry about.”

Aurelia proved that she was BGE for a reason.

So, I wrote down the names of everyone I could think of who were in pressing need of help at the beginning of the game as well as everything I knew about the various criminals and killers on the loose who were mentioned in the game. I also wrote down people who needed help who weren’t available at the start of the game, but who might already be available. The types of people who were only really locked behind obligatory game progress, nothing more realistic.

“Thank you,” Aurelia said. “Me and my best will check on them immediately.”

“Thanks,” I replied. “Should I also write down notes about bosses and other dangers? If it could help more people stay alive when fighting monsters for the first time, then—”

“My husband would have said yes, but I won’t accept that. There are enough dungeons that have been fully cleared and memorized with guides published on them for career adventurers to make comfortable money. For the rest of the dungeons out there, the few adventurers remaining who adventure for its own sake would hate knowing there is nothing left to be discovered. And again, I won’t have us depend on you for all the answers. That being said, if you wish to publish everything you know, I won’t stop you. But going by how you talked about this world as a game—I think you wish you could forget everything yourself.”

“The curse of knowledge. I’ll never get to experience these dungeons for the first time again… though, between what Seth told me and the effect from that skill we got from defeating Lycoris, I’m sure there are plenty of discoveries waiting for me.”

“Good. I’m sure you love that feeling of discovery, so don’t take it away from others.”

“I think I will write down a few dungeons to probably send scouts to watch, though. Like Azala and Dracula are both waiting at the end of their respective dungeons plotting to someday either burn or conquer the world. Watching—”

Aurelia slammed her hands against the table. “Dracula is one thing, but Azala?!” I never heard her with so much emotion in her voice before.

“Yeah.”

Aurelia slumped back in her chair and let out a long sigh. “Your knowledge is terrifying, but… yes. When it comes to world-ending threats, I would appreciate knowing about them so we can keep an eye on the situation.”

“If it makes you feel any better, out of the dozens of endgame and post-endgame dungeons, I’d say… probably only twenty aspire to actually leave their dungeons to take over the world or to destroy everything.”

“And their levels?”

“For the endgame and post-endgame? They were all 200.”

“The three heroes of legend only made it to the 70s.”

“Well, I’ll get to 200, so don’t worry.”

“I won’t let you be the only one. The adventuring spirit of this world has been stagnant for far too long. Rarely do adventurers risk entering uncleared dungeons when they are content with the profits of cleared dungeons. But.” Aurelia looked me up and down. “I think I know a good way to encourage some girls to push for higher levels.”

“Yeah? What’s that?”

“How terrible for you, boy. Not knowing what’s on my mind. I guess you don’t know everything about me after all.”

“I’d say it’s exciting rather than terrible. Besides, the more I don’t know and the more people act in ways I don’t expect, the more I want to get to know everything about them all over again.”

“You really are like him.” Aurelia’s lips curled into a soft smile. “You’ll go far in this world, boy, but don’t think I’ll let you get too much of a lead. I’ll show you that there’s a fire waiting to be ignited.”

“You have no idea how much I’m looking forward to that. And if there’s anything I can do to help ignite it, let me know.”

“Oh, you’ll be a crucial part of my plan.” I couldn’t tell if it was a wink or a blink since she only had one eye, but I was pretty sure she winked at me. “Hope you don’t mind an old woman selfishly using you for her schemes.”

“If I can help out the world I love, you can use me however you want.”

“I’ll hold you to that. Now, get writing down those world-ending threats. I’m sure those girls are waiting for you.”

“Will do.”

“By the way—Grimzok. Did you make his death painful?”

“You asked in the game to make it as painful as possible. So, of course I made sure to drag it out as much as I could.”

“Good. Someday, when you’re stronger, I’m looking forward to his death.”

“You know, you could go with me for it.”

“I am too old for the dungeons now. I—”

“You’re never too old for dungeons! Besides, I said I’m going to get the Priest class, right? If you’ve got bad knees or a bad back, I’ll heal you up so you feel like you’re in your twenties again.”

“Was that an option in that game of yours?”

“Nope, but are you telling me that you won’t at least try to fight with me if I can get you in fighting shape?”

“… hah. Look at you, boy. Maybe you’ll ignite that fire without me needing to do anything.” Aurelia looked out the window of her office. “I thought I would never step foot in a dungeon… but perhaps there is still a chance for me to keep my promise to that fool.”

I didn’t know what promise she was talking about since I couldn’t recall anything like that in the game, but that was alright.

Maybe I’d find out someday. Maybe I wouldn’t.

Leaving some things to mystery sounded fine to me.

After reuniting with the girls, we decided to go out to none other than Fredericka’s for dinner.

Lupa deserved a fix of her mozzarella stick addiction after staying with me over the last couple of days.

And after Fredericka brought us our food, she stayed around to say, “Should I expect more wives each time you visit?”

“I—I’m not trying, alright?” I replied.

“Goodness me, attracting so many beautiful wives without even trying. Don’t tell me.” Fredericka feigned a gasp as she held her hands over her chest. “Do… you plan on making me one of yours as well?”

“It’s not like that!”

Fredericka giggled to herself before heading off. “Let me know if any of you need anything! And I’ll get started on the next batch of mozzarella sticks for you, Lupa!”

Lupa nodded to Fredericka with a mouth already stuffed full of mozzarella sticks.

Stella took one of the sticks out to put it back on Lupa’s place. “They’ll last longer if you take your time, okay?”

Lupa’s ears flattened against her head, her mouth still too full to say anything.

“There’s no helping her,” Rosie said. “She’s been an uncontrollable addict since her first one.”

Stella smiled and wiped a napkin against Lupa’s cheek where she got some marinara sauce on her. “We just have to teach her good manners.”

“I guess it wouldn’t hurt to try. Oh, and how’s the burger? I was thinking of getting it sometime, but… pasta.”

“It’s great! Wanna trade? I totes don’t mind sharing. Then we both get to try new things, yeah?”

Rosie looked pretty happy with that idea, so she and Stella traded plates.

Jeanne, who was sitting between me and the wall, looked down at her bowl of beef stew without touching it.

“What’s up?” I asked her, trying to be quiet so that she felt a bit of privacy even. I also figured being quiet would let the other girls know that I wanted to talk to her alone despite… well, us not being alone. Or rather, it was a signal for them to continue their own conversations instead of worrying about us.

Things might have felt awkward if everyone went quiet to hear what I was talking about with Jeanne.

“I am… nervous,” Jeanne answered. “As you know… vampires—we, do not need to eat food.” Was that why her chest was so flat? Did blood not have enough calories to give vampire girls big chests? … it wasn’t the time to be thinking about that.

“But?” I asked since I felt like she clearly wasn’t done speaking.

“I… my mother used to make this. It is the only dish I remember from my childhood. It has been over two centuries since I last tasted this dish, and the last food I ate at all was… a piece of old bread nearly seventy years ago.”

“Are you worried about how your stomach might react to actually having food inside it?”

“I am worried about how my mind will react. Though, now that you brought it up, I suppose I should worry about my stomach.” Jeanne let out a little chuckle. “Perhaps I am worrying too much.”

“Here.” I lifted her spoon up, scooped some of her soup with it, and held it in front of her lips. “I’ll help you take the first step.”

“How many first steps do you plan on helping me with?”

“As many as you’ll allow me to help with.”

Jeanne let out a soft sigh before opening her mouth and leaning forward.

I was careful to slowly tip the spoon once she had it between her lips. Once the spoon was empty, I returned it to her bowl and asked, “How is it?”

Jeanne took her time chewing the chunk of beef and potato I had on the spoon before sighing and saying, “It is… warm. Very warm.” A tear rolled down her cheek. “It reminds me of my mother’s.” I couldn’t blame the other girls for stopping their own conversation to listen to ours now. “Before we became monsters—when we were but elves in the countryside… a family, a blizzard snowed us in. Even… father, when he deserved to be called that, was worried for us. But my mother… she assured both of us that we would be fine. She kept the fireplace burning and cooked beef stew for us.” Her voice didn’t break at all, but tears steadily dripped into her bowl. “It was so warm I forgot there was a blizzard outside. Then… father told me stories of his childhood in front of the fire, and I felt as if it was a summer day, dancing in the flower fields beneath the sun. That was how warm I felt—how happy I was.”

I placed my arm around Jeanne’s shoulders. “You’re going to make your stew salty.” I picked her spoon back up for her and brought another scoop to her mouth. “Come on.”

Jeanne nodded and took the next offering of stew. The tears only increased after that.

The rest of us were quiet, unsure of what to say at that point, except for Rosie who said, “You don’t have to worry about ever being cold again. If you ever need something to warm you up, whether it’s a hug or stew, let us know, alright?”

“Thank you,” Jeanne said. “All of you, thank you.”

Lupa then helped out by saying, “Cold. Rosie, hug.”

They were sitting right next to each other across from me, so Rosie hugged Lupa right away.

“You know, I think I could go for a hug myself,” Stella said. “Scoot over so I can come to the hugging side.”

Rosie and Lupa both scooted closer to the wall.

Stella went to stand up… but made everything on the table shake, almost knocking over the drinks, thanks to her breasts lifting up the table as she stood. Stella turned pretty red after that. “A-ah… my—my bad. I don’t usually… eat at booths for this reason.”

Lupa said, “The woes of the big boobs…”

After that, Stella made it over to the other side to sit with Rosie and Lupa.

They did their best to lighten the mood and to give me and Jeanne some more space to ourselves.

“Sev,” Jeanne said. “Rosie, Lupa, and…”

“Stella!” Stella said, helping Jeanne out.

“Stella. All of you… I will protect this warmth. That is my vow. More important than revenge—more important than the hatred of centuries is the warmth I feel now.”

That… was surprising.

That was something she didn’t believe in until after killing her father.

Her whole plan was to kill her father and then herself to rid the world of Dracula’s bloodline. But thanks to the player, she learned to cherish what she had now rather than to only live for the sake of revenge.

Was that my fault or something else? She had more progress in a few days than she had in her entire character arc in the game.

Jeanne’s route was getting speedrun even faster than it was in the game considering that all companion routes were pretty short. People criticized the game for every character arc feeling rushed, basically.

And this was even faster than in the game.

Or maybe…

The Jeanne of the game was artificially held back. Just like how Stella chose to be an adventurer in the game, the Jeanne of the game—who was always capable of such growth and feelings—was held back until after she killed Dracula by Seth’s writing rather than herself.

Now, without Seth forcing everyone to follow his script, nobody was held back by him any longer. If it made sense for them to improve or change faster than they did in the game, then they would.

But because of the way the world was thanks to his writing setting the foundation for it… everything still happened way faster than it did back on Earth. With all of the girls, really. Rosie, Lupa, Stella, and Jeanne. I felt like I what I went through in days with them was equivalent to what took relationships on Earth months to years.

But it was nice.

It meant we got to skip straight to the good stuff.

And just because we skipped one, drawn out process didn’t mean that I wouldn’t get to see the girls change and grow over the rest of our lives together.

I looked forward to that.

And going by how everyone smiled after what Jeanne said, I was sure they were looking forward to growing with one another as well.

We had a beautiful future together to look forward to.


Chapter Twenty-One

Logistics

Sleeping arrangements were decided on once we got home.

The house belonged to Frolin and Ailsa. Rosie’s sister, Sophie, also lived there, but she worked as a caravan guard with her own party, so she was rarely ever home and typically used the guest room when she was. The parents had their own bedroom and so did Rosie.

When it was just me, the solution was simple. I stayed in the guest room.

Then I bought Lupa. Lupa could easily share a bed with me or Rosie, or she could sleep on the couch… but she typically stuck with me.

Then Jeanne came to live with us there. I was unconscious for all the time she slept there, but she apparently stayed on the couch since she felt improper sharing a bed with me before getting to do it while I was conscious, and she didn’t want to impose on Rosie by sleeping with her nor taking her bed.

And now, until we figured out what was going on with that other guy from Earth, Stella would be staying with us after I made sure it was okay with Frolin and Ailsa. Of course, they were totally fine with it.

The house was cramped before and getting more cramped by… almost the day.

That was my bad.

I needed to get us a proper place of our own to stay at. But, until then, we came up with a sleeping arrangement that everyone was alright with.

Rosie’s bedroom was going to temporarily become the shared bedroom of the girls. Three people could fit on the guest bed, when cuddling, so that meant two girls could sleep with me a night, leaving the other two to share Rosie’s bed.

But that wasn’t the end of the logistics planning.

The girls—mainly Rosie and Stella since they were the most vocal—decided it would make sense for each of them to have alone time with me at night, too. So, the order would look like this for who shared the guest bed with me:

Night 1: Rosie

Night 2: Lupa

Night 3: Stella

Night 4: Jeanne

Night 5: Rosie & Lupa

Night 6: Stella and Jeanne

Night 7: Nobody

Then it would repeat.

The solo nights were decided by the order they came into my life since that was the most fair to them, plus it wouldn’t matter much after the first week.

The duo nights would also change each week, so the next week might have Rosie and Stella one night, and Lupa and Jeanne the next.

While I was fine with having no nights to myself, they decided it would be best to give me at least one night a week for myself. On the night where nobody would sleep with me, one of them would stay on the couch since Rosie’s bed only held three people as well if cuddling.

I was looking forward to every night other than the one I spent alone.

The only other rule they had, really, was that no girl would be stuck sleeping alone while everyone else got to sleep with me. That was why it was alright if only one of them slept with me, but it wasn’t alright if three of them slept with me.

They also said that, once more girls fell for me, they would need to start doubling up… and even tripling up every night, but I found it hard to believe we would reach that point.

…

Actually, it wasn’t hard to believe at all.

I could have gone outside at any moment and came back with ten new girls. Probably more. Probably way, way more.

Ah, right.

There was one other logistical issue to handle.

Blood.

While I had no problem taking blood from dungeon monsters, the girls were… well.

Rosie, Lupa, and Stella were more than happy to offer their necks to me. Jeanne, too.

So, every three nights, we would go through them for a feast. They would each get to feel pleasure from it and the blood loss would be spread out among them.

The entire conversation lasted a couple of hours, most of which had to do with creating the perfect sleeping schedule they were all satisfied with.

Now, with the others having gone to bed, Rosie just came into the guest room in her nightgown. A similar one to what she wore when we had our first time, but… was it smaller? It looked like her breasts could barely fit in this one.

“… you’re staring too hard,” Rosie said, narrowing her eyes at me.

“I’m not sorry,” I said.

“This is your fault, by the way.”

“What is?”

Rosie pointed at her breasts. “These. Because of what you did the other day, this nightgown barely fits me now. And it was so cute…”

“Wait… is this the same one you wore that night?”

“… it is. Does it already look that different?!”

“… kind of. I thought it was similar, but maybe a size or two too small.”

“No, Sev. The nightgown didn’t get smaller. You made my boobs bigger.”

“Orgasm-powered boob growth is something else.”

“Please don’t make it sound weird.”

“I mean, that’s literally what it is, isn’t it?”

“Actually, it’s orgasm-powered milk production, and then excessive amounts of milk cause the boobs to grow bigger.”

“But it’s still because of the orgasms in the first place.”

“… fine.”

I scooted back on the bed and patted the open spot next to me.

Despite how grumpy Rosie was acting, she happily skipped over to me and cuddled up to my side.

“You know,” I said, “I think I like your new nightgown more.”

“I already told you it’s the same one,” Rosie replied.

“It’s providing a new, very nice sight to me, so it’s new to me.”

Rosie looked down at her chest. “You really do love big boobs.”

“I love all boobs and don’t know how many times I have to say that, but I’m beginning to feel like it’s going to become my catchphrase. I’ll be fighting some evil dark lord dungeon boss and, as I go to deliver the final blow, I’ll shout, ‘I love all boobs!’ and then stand over his corpse while groping boobs to my left and right.”

Rosie covered up her mouth to let out a little giggle after hearing that. “You’re adorable, Sev.”

“I’m being serious here. I’m concerned that I’m just going to become that guy who goes around saying I love all boobs while having no other personality. I’m a vampire now, you know? Have you ever heard of a perverted vampire who goes around talking about how much he loves boobs? I should be cool, dark, and mysterious. Mature. Sexy. Dominant. Instead, people are going to think I’m a pervert. ‘Hey, looks, it’s that boobs-addicted vampire.’ ‘Be careful or else he’ll suck the blood out of your boobs.’ ‘I heard you can distract him with boobs and then shine a mirror reflecting sunlight at him.’ Those are the kinds of things people are going to say about me, Rosie.”

Rosie giggled more and more throughout that entire thing. I loved making her laugh, so I kept on going until I was out of things to say. Then she said, “You—you’re such a weirdo. I’m so happy I get to be with you.” She leaned her head against my shoulder. And, by doing that, she stabbed my cheek with her horn.

“That hurts, you know.”

“Ah! Sorry!” Rosie took her head away from my shoulder. “Do you need to suck the blood out of my boobs to heal?”

“I knew it. Nobody sees me as a vampire. I’m just a boobspire. I am not a bloodsucker of the night, but a milksucker of the tits. Ah, woe is my reputation. Actually, am I even using ‘woe’ correctly? Lupa inspired me, but I have no idea if I’m using it right. I don’t know if she’s using it right, either.”

“You are way too energetic for bedtime.”

“What can I say? I get to spend some alone time with my first wife. I’m excited.”

Rosie swayed from side to side upon hearing that. Then, after her swaying calmed down, she sprawled out across the bed at an angle that allowed her to rest her head on my lap. “I’m excited, too.”

“So excited you’ve decided to use my lap as a pillow?”

“Got a problem with that? Every girl dreams of getting a lap pillow from a man.”

“There’s only a problem if you don’t give me one someday.”

“I think that can be arranged.”

“I like this view. I get to look at your face and your boobs. Seriously, this new nightgown is great. I love how much it shows off.”

“I told you, it’s not new!”

“I wonder when you bought it.”

“Hey, Sev.”

“Yes, Rosie?”

“I’m trying to enjoy a lap pillow here.”

“I can see that.”

“And I can feel that. It’s hard to enjoy resting my head on a pillow when there’s something poking the back of my head trying to shake it around.”

“I’m not sorry, but it’s because I keep looking at your boobs.”

“You’ll never beat the boobspire accusations.”

“I know. I’ve already surrendered to my fate. I’ll be known across the lands as the Rose Milker.”

Rosie started giggling again.

“You know, Rosie,” I said. “The more you giggle and move your head around, the more it feels like you’re rubbing my dick. Actually, we can call it a headjob. You’re giving me a headjob with the back of your head when you move like that.”

“Please don’t call me innocently resting my head on your lap something like a headjob.”

“It’s too late. I’m now addicted to headjobs. I don’t care about boobs or mouths anymore and can only get erect from the sensation of the back of a girl’s head grinding against my dick.”

“You’re so ridiculous… honestly, isn’t it really annoying?”

“What?”

“How perfect you are.”

“I—I don’t know? Should I be annoyed?”

“Yes! Seriously! You are literally an isekai protagonist who is designed to be the dream guy of every girl alive! Do you have any idea how much of a dream come true you are? And on top of that, all you do whenever you’re not being a dungeonsexual is go around picking up girls with trauma who need a man literally exactly like you in their lives! And I might be the only one without any trauma in this relationship, excluding that time I walked in on my parents, but you saved me in the dungeon!” Rosie started flailing around against my lap while smacking her hands against the bed. “It’s so frustrating! It’s so annoying how perfect you are, and I keep on getting annoyed at myself for calling you perfect so much, but how am I not going to call you what you are?!”

“As happy as all that makes me… it’s still hard to think of myself as anything but a normal guy by my standards.”

“Okay, well, by our standards, you are literally so perfect and flawless that not even the most famous self-insert wish-fulfillment authors could get away with writing you as a love interest in their stories, because everyone would complain about you being too unrealistic. And that’s without any of the sex stuff. Add the sex stuff in and then you are literally just… pure, raw, unfiltered wish fulfillment. Whoever wrote you would get made fun of for not knowing how guys work and overly fetishizing them.”

“I feel like overly fetishizing a guy in this world is almost impossible.”

“Exactly! But here you are!”

I lifted Rosie up just enough for me to bend over and kiss her forehead. “You’re being so dramatic.”

“This! Is! Exactly! What! I’m! Talking! About!” Rosie started flailing around even more than before. She really was going to give me a headjob fetish at that rate. “And even now, when I’m being the exact opposite of attractive in any way, you’re there getting even harder!”

“But you’re acting really cute right now. Also, the more you move, the more I get to watch your boobs move.”

Rosie flipped over, pressed her face against the mattress, and yelled in frustration before looking at me to say, “This is still it! Literally everything you say no matter what is perfect! I can’t hold it in anymore! I feel like I’m going to explode if I don’t vent this frustration out!”

“We’re supposed to be getting ready to sleep, not exploding.”

“Again! I’m acting like an annoying stupid little brat, and here you are, saying perfectly smooth and cute things like that! You should be disgusted or annoyed by my behavior right now! But you’re calling me cute! Why?!”

“Because you’re adorable.”

“Sev. Please. Say literally anything that is not perfect.”

“Literally anything that is not perfect.”

“…”

“…”

Rosie buried her face against the mattress again to scream.

Finally, she calmed down a little and looked up at me with a pouty expression. “It’s seriously not fair. I feel like I don’t deserve you at all. Why are you happy with a girl like me?”

For once, it was my turn to sigh. I also moved to get on my stomach right next to her so I could look into her eyes at the same level as her. “The more you act like this, the more it’s going to make me self-conscious and feel like if I do anything wrong, I’m going to disappoint everyone by not being so perfect.”

“I want you to stop being so perfect. You being imperfect would make me feel better… and it’d probably make me love you even more, because it means I’d get to see another side of you.”

“You really don’t understand how perfect you are, Rosie.”

“I’m just normal and plain and fat. There’s nothing special about me at all.”

“You’re kind, sweet, loyal, loving, caring, funny, intelligent, strong, determined—you’re a great tank who watches out for the party, you’re always eager to help out and to try and make others feel comfortable, you immediately get along with everyone you meet… if anything, you’re the kind of girl who is so unrealistic that people from my world would complain about you being unrealistic wish fulfillment. And that’s without even getting into the sex stuff.”

“It’s hard to believe any of that is special when I’ve been considered plain and boring my whole life by everyone other than my family and friends.”

“Aren’t their opinions the only ones that matter?”

“… I—I guess that’s true.”

“You know, you call me an isekai protagonist, but you act way more like one than me I think.”

“Says the one who went and beat a boss that somehow nobody else in this world has ever found despite not even being that hard to find.”

“We beat that boss, and you’re the one who led the way to it. All I did give a starting hint. I’m sure you would have found it even if I never came here.”

“… we probably wouldn’t exist if you never came here going by what you said that god said.”

“Well… maybe.”

“A god literally made this world for you, and you’re trying to tell me you’re not perfect and special in every single way?”

“When you put it that way… but no.”

“Your confidence in anything but dungeons is ten feet under, isn’t it?”

“Hey, I think I do good being confident at romance and sex. Somehow. But aside from that, yeah. Like I said, I’m not perfect.”

“Hmm… tell me more imperfect things about yourself. Prove to me that you’re not perfect!”

“Do you… want me to basically shit talk myself?” I asked.

“What? No.” Rosie flicked my forehead, our heads still in front of each other on the top of the bed, not moving nor looking anywhere other than into one another’s eyes. “I just want you to tell me facts about yourself that you don’t consider perfect. You know, like, when a job interviewer asks, ‘What are your greatest weaknesses?’ but with real answers instead of those fake ones like, ‘I work too hard.’”

“Our worlds really share a lot of stereotypes for the weirdest things but then none of the major ones. Anyways… I’m clingy.”

“Every girl here would kill for a clingy man.”

“I get jealous. When Stella texted me about some other guy looking at her chest, I felt so jealous that it made me sick, but I didn’t say anything because I thought I was overreacting and didn’t want to sound crazy over something like that.”

“Again, every girl here would kill for a guy who cares about her enough to get jealous over her.”

“I spend more time thinking about dungeons than you.”

“A man who has hobbies is attractive, and we all already know you’re a dungeonsexual. Plus, it’s cute when you fanboy over them or get so lost in thought that you start rambling to yourself without noticing you’re talking out loud.”

“I’m indecisive and can’t figure out what I want my personality to be like.”

“Oh no, you don’t act the exact same way all the time, you know how to surprise me, I get to experience a bunch of different sides of you, and any of your moods that don’t make me want to pounce you on the spot make me want to spoil you rotten with how cute you are. Gosh, it’d just be so much better if you were a one-trick pony with the personality of a dead fish.”

“I love bomb.”

“Are you even trying now?”

“Wait! I know!” I felt pretty confident in this next one. “I overcorrect for my past and get upset at people who don’t deserve it, like when I got upset over you being upset at me planning on killing myself to become a Reaper!”

Rosie sighed and then smiled. “And then you almost immediately realized your mistake, apologized, and changed your mind. You, a man, who claims you are not perfect, changed because a couple of girls were sad and scared they would lose you. You put us above your own plans and prioritized your safety even though you were super excited for it. How. Horrible.”

“It’s not fair when you counter every single issue I have.”

“It’s not fair when I tell you to tell me your imperfections and then there aren’t any imperfections. What’s next, I’m going to tell you to make me chicken nuggets without any chicken, and then you make me chicken nuggets with chicken still?”

“What kind of analogy is that?”

“The kind that perfectly sums up the current situation. I think. You’re still perfect even as a chicken nugget.”

“Was that really the message of the analogy?”

“It is now.”

“By the way, what’s your favorite sauce for chicken nuggets?”

“Barbeque! Yours?”

“No idea. Never had chicken nuggets.”

“… how?”

“I guess they were too much effort or considered too unhealthy to serve us at the nursing home. The closest we got probably was… maybe baked, breadless chicken strips? But I always saw people talk online about the best sauce, so I was curious if you had a favorite. Oh, that reminds me. One time, they gave us those chicken strips, and I bit into it and saw it was still pink inside. I told the nurse on duty at the time, but she said it was fine and not to worry about it. Anyways, let me tell you, getting food poisoning when you’re a cripple who can’t even get out of bed without help, and while throwing up hurt every still-feeling inch of my body, was not fun.”

Rosie stared blankly at my face for a few moments. “I hate everyone from your world other than you.” Then she sighed, stood up, put on her slippers, and held her hand out to me. “Come on.”

“Your tits?” I asked.

“No. Nuggets. I’m taking you out to get chicken nuggets. Right now.”

“That’s—just a tiny bit embarrassing. I mean, a younger girl taking an older guy out to get chicken nuggets at night.”

“I’m not letting you touch my boobs ever again if we don’t go.”

“One, doesn’t that hurt you even more than it hurts me? And two, yes, ma’am.”

“Yes, and good answer. And don’t cum on the nuggets, either.”

“Aww.”

Naturally, it wasn’t possible to leave and go grab food without Lupa sensing a food-related quest and tagging along. And once Lupa was with us, we weren’t going to exclude Stella and Jeanne, so the five of us went out and got chicken nuggets as it approached midnight.

I had to put the clothes Stella bought for me on since I didn’t have any other casual clothes to wear around yet, but all the girls had pajamas on, and… that was a very nice sight. Lupa wasn’t the only one wearing Rosie’s pajamas that were too big for her anymore, either. Jeanne joined in. The feminine pajamas of Rosie looked kind of out of place on Jeanne, but she still looked great in them. However. Lupa, at least, could partially fill out the chest of Rosie’s pajamas. Jeanne… could not. At all. The result was the pajama top looking like it had a massive V-neck.

Zero cleavage. At all. Pure flatness. Jeanne didn’t have small boobs, she had no boobs. A completely smooth chest aside from her nipples. She looked so smooth that one might have thought she didn’t even have those, but I confirmed she did since it was hard not to see when the loose “V-neck” kept on hanging away to accidentally flash me.

Or maybe it wasn’t on accident since I caught Jeanne smiling at me a couple times after it happened.

Then there was Stella. Earlier, we stopped by Stella’s place on the way back to ours to get some of her clothes and other things girls needed, so she had her own nightgown to wear. And… yeah. It was every bit as outrageous in the cleavage department as her usual clothes.

I got to go to get chicken nuggets with four, beautiful women in their nightwear.

It was great.

We also went to a place that existed in the original game—a legally distinct totally-not-a-ripoff of a famous chain that went by the name of McDungeons. Because of course it was named that.

I would have felt bad for ordering a hundred chicken nuggets at midnight, but the—of course—all-female employees in there were more than happy to give us anything we wanted since I was there.

Then, with a mountain of chicken nuggets surrounded by every different type of dipping sauce available, we got to work experimenting.

Rosie’s favorite was still barbeque.

Me and Jeanne liked sweet and sour sauce the best.

Stella liked the ranch.

And then Lupa liked the honey mustard.

Rosie and Stella had this sort of… parental feeling to them as they mostly watched me, Lupa, and Jeanne eat. Which was amusing. The three of us had the most trauma, not that it was a competition, with the least normal experiences, and we were also the oldest. Yet, the two youngest girls of the group were the ones looking over us with sweet smiles, happy to let us have fun trying out all the different sauces.

And Jeanne, despite being centuries old with such a cool, noble feeling surrounding her most of the time… couldn’t hide the sparkle in her eyes as she tried each new sauce.

I wanted to help her experience even more new, “normal” things.

Rosie and Stella probably felt the same way about us.

More importantly, we realized that one hundred nuggets were not enough to split between the five of us.

I was full after fifteen, and Jeanne tapped out after nine, but…

Rosie ate twenty-three.

Lupa ate twenty-two.

Stella ate thirty-one.

And those three girls, especially Stella, looked like they could easily eat more.

Me and Lupa both ended up staring at Stella’s chest after realizing how many she ate while still wanting more.

No wonder she was the bustiest one there.

“Ah… that was so worth it,” Rosie said now that the two of us were back in the guestroom, alone.

“I’m pretty sure you’re not supposed to sleep right after eating,” I said. “But I won’t complain about that.”

“Oh no, I guess that means we have to spend more time talking to each other instead of sleep. So horrible.”

I wrapped my arms around her to hold her as she sat between my legs, resting her back against my chest while tilting her head enough to keep her horns away from stabbing me in the face. “It’s the absolute worst, isn’t it?”

“Totally.” Rosie let out a long sigh before resting her hands on top of my own. “It’s crazy thinking about everything that happened in the last week.”

“Yeah?”

“I mean… I went into my very first dungeon, almost got killed, and then I was saved by a literal isekai protagonist. A man who is not only a literal isekai protagonist, but the walking wish fulfillment of every girl on the planet. Then we cleared the dungeon on that same day, and then went and cleared another one. Then another. And even more. And we got Lupa, became friends with Stella, you got a legendary drop that you gave away to a crying girl, we defeated a boss for the first time in the world, and then you saved Jeanne. Just a couple of weeks ago and I thought it’d take me years still to maybe find any guy willing to take me as one of his wives. Now, I’ve got an unbelievably perfect-to-the-point-where-it’s-annoying guy, three new friends sharing him with me, I helped kill a boss for the first time… and it still feels like we’re only just beginning. With our relationship, with dungeons—I feel like I’ve had years of excitement squeezed into such a short time, but it still feels like we’re only at the beginning.”

I kissed the back of Rosie’s head after hearing all of that. “And just a couple of weeks ago, I was still stuck in bed, unable to live on my own, effectively imprisoned and kept alive whether I liked it or not, thinking I would never get to experience anything like this for as long as I lived. I thought the closest I would ever get to anyone caring about me was a rotation of nurses who only saw me as a duty on a checklist to get out of the way with. Now, there’s everything you said, but… I’ve got a body I can move, a family that loves me, a world to explore, four girls who I can’t get enough of—I wonder which one of us is luckier. Nah, it has to be me.”

“No way, it’s totally me. Especially seeing as how I can feel a certain something poking me in my lower back.”

“… I get a great view down into your cleavage from here, so.”

“You’re lucky those nuggets weren’t enough to fill me.” Rosie turned around so that her chest pressed against mine now, and I felt her hands reach between us to rub at my bulge. “We can do it, but only if you make sure to keep my head held down when you finish so that not a single drop of cum gets anywhere other than in me.” Rosie winked. “We won’t have to worry about leaving a smell or cleaning up then.”

I chuckled and asked, “Well, what else are your handlebars for? Though, you sure you want to have to buy another new nightgown so soon?”

“I already told it’s not new. But… if it makes you happy, I wouldn’t mind outgrowing this one.”

“I think you’ve already outgrown it by most standards, not that I’m complaining. It looking too small for you now is hot.”

Rosie smirked and slid toward me, dragging her breasts up my chest, so that she could kiss me. Her hands continued rubbing at my bulge as we shared our longest kiss together yet. A nice, sensual kiss that connected our bodies together, our tongues occasionally dancing with one another.

And once it ended, I said, “You taste like barbeque sauce.”

“And you taste even sweeter than normal, “Rosie replied.

“Maybe we should have brushed our teeth again after getting back.”

“Are you saying you don’t like the taste of my kiss?”

“Not at all.”

Rosie tilted her head, her eyes still looking into mine. “Then it’s not a problem, right?” Something about how she asked that while looking at me in such a way made me throb like mad in my pants.

“You’re… insanely beautiful right now.”

Rosie blushed a little, but not as much as I would have thought. Her ears still flapped, though. “Too bad for you, I’ve gotten used to you saying such embarrassing, unrealistic things randomly.”

“Does that mean you don’t enjoy them as much anymore?”

Rosie shook her head a little. “Not at all. It just means all the energy I wasted on feeling embarrassed gets to be spent on being happy instead. It also means you’ll have to try even harder to tease me in the future.”

“I’m looking forward to putting you in your place sometime.”

“Then I’ll look forward to you giving me a reason to pounce you and show you who’s stronger.”

Our lips reunited after that as she pulled my pants down enough for my cock to spring out. A pleasured gasp escaped her lips as she felt it smack against her abdomen and the underside of her breasts, and she wasn’t the only one to let out a little noise of pleasure from that.

Rosie was already moaning every now and then from kissing, but that moaning only increased in intensity and volume as she pressed her breasts down against my now-bare cock. The softness of her nightgown felt great rubbing against it, but knowing that the tip was grinding against her under boob had a big impact on my arousal. Her hands gripping the shaft to slowly, gently pump it also helped.

Then our kiss broke off again for Rosie to ask, “Want me to ask the other girls to come in here and help? I know you won’t settle down after only one release.”

I shook my head and kissed Rosie again. “I want it to just be me and you tonight. They’ve got their own nights with me coming up. Though… sometime in the future, I’d be lying if I said I’m not looking forward to having all of you at once.”

“I should really stop bothering calling you perfect all the time or else I’ll be the one seriously leading a dead horse to water so I can’t beat it.”

I laughed. “You remember that stupid thing I said?”

“Do you think I wouldn’t remember every single thing you’ve ever said?”

“I don’t know if that’s you being perfect, or you being a woman.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Sorry, just a little bit of sexism from my world. The stereotype was that women remembered everything to hold every possible thing against men.”

“The only thing I plan on holding against you is the chest that you can’t stop staring at every time we cuddle.”

“Hey, I still look at your face forty percent of the time.”

“Uh-huh. Whatever you says, boobspire.”

“Sounds like you want me to—”

Rosie let go of my cock to grab my wrists, holding them against the mattress with no effort. “Nuh-uh. I’m in control tonight. I’m doing this my way, nice and slow, so we both get to enjoy it for as long as possible.”

“All I was going to do was suck your tits for a little.”

“I knew you were. That’ll get me too weak and then I won’t be able to hold back and everything will be over in an instant. Tonight, I’m the one doing all the work. Got it?”

It was time to get a little smug. “Are you sure you don’t just want to go slower so you don’t have so much milk in the morning?”

Rosie looked away.

Bullseye.

“That—that… might be part of it,” Rosie said. “Also because I need to buy new clothes ahead of time before I literally can’t fit into the ones I have. I’m not going to walk around the city with my boobs hanging out.”

“Good. Wait… does armor automatically adjust to changes in weight?”

“Yeah, thankfully. There’s no way I’d be getting a new armor set every time you make me go up a cup size.”

“Alright, because that could have been bad once we get you some more expensive and rare armor. I wouldn’t want to put a pause on our sex life so that you can’t fit into your armor anymore.”

“You really are a dungeonsexual. Worrying about me fitting into my armor more than having sex.”

“… we need to have sex in a dungeon sometime.”

“Of course we do. Fine, but not one full of undead.”

“But—but what if I want to do a new challenge to have sex in every single dungeon?”

“That’s—”

“Think of how much more sex we’d get to have. And we wouldn’t need to worry about cleaning anything up because the dungeons get their environments reset, basically automatically cleaned, every single night.”

“… that’s… a good idea…”

“Sure, it might mean a group of women walk into a dungeon and see a giant puddle of cum left on the ground, but… they probably won’t mind.”

“… they would probably try drinking it.”

“The women of this world are freaks, huh.”

“Don’t underestimate how desperate they are.”

“I think I might somehow still be underestimating them even after everything I’ve seen.”

“A-anyways… I’ll consider your… proposal for a challenge to have sex in every dungeon…. Sev. Why did me saying that just make you moan and throb so much? The stuff about being a dungeonsexual is supposed to be a cheeky joke.”

It was my turn to look away after being called out. “I—I really like dungeons, alright? There was even one fan artist who personified each dungeon as a cute girl back on Earth.”

“… someone turned the dungeons into cute girls?”

“Yeah. Even Seth liked their art since it often got shared on the official social media for the game.”

“You’re both weirdos.” Rosie sighed before gripping my cock again. “That’s enough about dungeons. Back to dealing with this thing that kept poking my head earlier.”

“I like when it pokes your boobs even more,” I said.

“Trust me, I’ve been able to tell.” Rosie leaned back enough for my cock to freely stand up between us. “Seriously… this thing is way too big.”

“You complaining?”

“Not at all.” She leaned over and kissed the tip. “I love it. Hehe… that made it twitch. What? Are you weak to something like that?”

“Hearing you say that you love it is… as hot as it is kind of embarrassing.”

“In that case.” Rosie, with a smug, teasing expression, started stroking my cock again as she leaned up to my ear to whisper, “I love your dick, Sev. It’s as perfect as you are. Look, I can barely fit my fingers around it.”

I thought she’d use her tits, but maybe not. Instead, she pressed her breasts against my chest and whispered into my ear while stroking my length from base to tip, and that was driving me wild.

“Hehe… you like this, don’t you? Are you going to cum, Sev? You teased me about being a quickshot before, but maybe you were projecting back then.”

“Rosie… you’re seriously going to make cum at this rate,” I said, trying my best to hold back, but it felt too good.

The next thing I heard was… well, probably something equivalent to that ASMR audio people recorded, because Rosie started kissing and licking my ear.

There was no holding it back after that.

She’d already been rubbing and teasing me the entire time we were talking, and then she started messing with my ear like that while giving me a handjob.

I came.

And for the first time, I got to see just how much force there was to my orgasm.

It was like a fountain.

The first rope of seed shot up with enough speed to hit the ceiling and splash all around the room, and then there was another, and another. Each pump of her hand squeezed another blast of seed out. They did get slower and not go so high after the first few, but still. Just that first shot on its own was probably enough to fill a cup.

As for Rosie…

She was the one who wanted me to cum inside her without wasting a drop so that we didn’t have to clean up.

But once I started cumming, she couldn’t stop staring at the sight with awe, her mouth hanging open with need.

The fountain-like eruption only lasted around five seconds, but my orgasm didn’t end there, nor did the flow of my seed.

It was kind of like a volcano.

It started off with a grand eruption, then it switched over to slowly seeping out, and there was enough to completely coat my shaft and her hand.

And there was still more.

But despite how much of a mess she was making, Rosie tightened her grip around my shaft as if she was really trying to squeeze every last drop out. The way she milked my cock reminded me of the way I milked her. She’d start at the base and then slowly tighten her grip the closer she got to the tip. Then she relaxed her fingers, slid back to the bottom, and repeated that.

My total orgasm—being the time it took for my cum to finally stop—took around thirty seconds.

Thirty seconds of incredible, body-tingling, toe-curling pleasure as Rosie literally milked every last possible drop of cum out from my cock.

And it was everywhere at that point.

It was on the ceiling. Because it splashed against the ceiling, it splattered all over the room, including onto us. Then there was just how much she milked out of me that formed a notable puddle of cum between my legs.

Her milking me throughout the orgasm really did a number on me, too. I couldn’t stop panting after that.

Rosie then brought her cum-soaked hand to her lips and pushed a couple of fingers into her mouth. Apparently, even just licking my cum off her fingers was enough to make her climax, because she moaned pretty loudly and trembled while doing it.

And that repeated a few times until she her hand was licked and sucked clean.

Then, once she was done, she saw that I was still hard and looked at me with that teasing, smug smile again.

“Ro—Rosie,” I said. “We—we should stop here and clean up. We’ve seriously already made a mess and—”

Rosie ignored me and went for my neck, kissing, licking, and biting as her hand gripped my shaft again to start pumping once more.

I knew we needed to stop.

But I didn’t want to.

After toying with my neck for a couple minutes as she jacked me off, she returned her lips to my ear and said, “I don’t care about the mess anymore. You made me an embarrassed mess by milking me, so now I’m going to do the same to you. I’m not stopping until there isn’t a single drop left.” She nibbled on my earlobe for a moment. “Unless you tell me to stop.”

“That’s—that’s impossible to tell you.”

“See?” She pressed her lips right up against my ear before whispering, “You and your dick are perfect, Sev.”

I came again.

And it wasn’t the last time I was going to cum for the night.

Holstaurs were proud, forceful, stubborn, bold, and brave. They were known as fearless warriors and women who knew what they wanted in the lore.

I thought that, maybe, Frolin’s genes nerfed her just like how they nerfed her chest.

But no.

I was wrong.

Once Rosie was in control and lost in the moment, she showed off what holstaurs were all about. She was like a bull and my cock was a red flag waving in front of her.

Rosie did her best to milk me dry.

The following morning was…

Well.

Frolin and Ailsa decided to go out for breakfast, there were candles lit all over the house, Stella ended up staring in total disbelief at the state of the bedroom, Jeanne went to find cleaning supplies as soon as she saw it, and Lupa wasted no time pushing past us to go roll around on the bed that was still an absolute disaster.

The… good news? Was that my cum didn’t seem to get all… dried and crusty. It basically had the same exact texture it had from when I first let it out, just that it cooled down to room temperature. And rather than dry and stiffen the sheets of the bed, the sheets just stayed damp instead, like they were wet from water despite being soaked with cum.

But still.

Rosie and I were pure red and regretting our total lack of self-control from sharing a bed alone for the first time.

It was bad.

Really bad.

Our night of shared pleasure cost two hours of humiliation, regret, and cleaning up in the morning.


Chapter Twenty-Two

The Vampire and the Hero

It was awkward after cleaning up. Or well, me and Rosie felt pretty awkward. Lupa was happy to rawdog a block of cheese in the fridge for breakfast while Jeanne helped herself to a cup of tea made by Stella.

Stella also couldn’t stop staring at me with eyes full of wonder for most of the morning… and I was pretty sure she took a few licks of cum whenever I wasn’t looking since I caught a bit left on her lips at one point.

Lupa was much less shameless about licking some if it up while we were cleaning.

The women of this world were seriously something.

Anyways.

We gathered in the dining room for breakfast that Stella cooked for us. That simple task made her extremely happy going by how she was humming the whole time while cooking and couldn’t stop smiling once she sat down to join us.

Rosie was still pretty red, and I probably was, too.

“My first night will be like that too, right?” Stella asked, looking at me with eager eyes.

“… it wouldn’t be fair to say no,” I said. “But… maybe we should invest into getting our own place… so we don’t bother Frolin and Ailsa.”

“I’d say you can come stay with me, but my apartment is way too small for everyone. You saw it.”

“Yeah…”

Then Stella looked at Rosie and asked, “How many times did he even cum to do all of that?”

Rosie jumped upon hearing the question before stuttering out, “That—that was… eleven times.”

Stella dropped her fork. “Eleven?! In one night?! A guy?! That’s crazy for so many reasons! Not to mention that it looked like the aftermath of a thousand guys in there!”

… I was pretty sure that, going by what I knew of the average, realistic ejaculation by Earth standards, that I came more than what a thousand guys could… per orgasm… but I couldn’t bring myself to say that because of how absurd it sounded.

“The worst part,” Rosie continued, “is that… he… he was still hard by the end of it. He… even after all that… still had more. But I was too tired to keep going…”

Stella’s jaw looked ready to drop to the floor. “Seriously?! I already heard from Lupa that he’s crazy in bed, but eleven times and he still wasn’t empty?! And the room looked like that?!”

Rosie looked down and nodded.

“We’ll have to get a bedroom with a drain in the floor or something. Or get a really big bathroom for all of us to mess around in.” Then Stella looked at Jeanne and asked, “How are you staying composed hearing all of this? You’re in this with us now, girl!”

Jeanne set down her tea and, with a calm smile, asked, “Why would I be surprised about such an unrealistic man proving that he is unrealistic beyond measure? Nothing can shock me more than the fact that he cherishes me as much as he does. Even were I to find out that his emissions are enough to fill an ocean, I would not be more surprised.”

“Girl… we need to love on you so hard that you start to be shocked by things actually shock-worthy. I mean, I get it, Mister Perfect is over here making all of us think we’ve gone crazy and are hallucinating his existence, but you should still be more shocked by what that bedroom looked like.”

“It does not even begin to compare in my eyes.” Jeanne lifted her cup back up to take another sip of tea. Then, Jeanne looked me in my eyes to say, “But do not mistake my lack of surprise for disinterest. The list of futures to look forward to has only grown after such a sight.”

There was something about the way Jeanne said that sort of stuff that drove me wild. She was way too smooth.

“His—his ears,” Rosie said. “As… the first wife… it’s my responsibility to teach my co-wives about his weakness!”

Lupa stopped eating, Stella took out her phone to take notes, and Jeanne raised a single eyebrow.

“That… was all from… just my hand… while using my mouth on his ear.”

“… seriously?” Stella asked.

Lupa, Stella, and Jeanne looked at my ears.

I set down my fork so I could cover my ears up. “My ears aren’t for breakfast,” I said. “The pancakes are.”

Lupa then sniffed the air and said, “Mm. Master got hard.”

“How can you tell that just from sniffing the air?!” I asked.

“I already memorized the scent. Strong nose.”

I took one hand off my ear and covered my face instead. “Isn’t this—isn’t this too much teasing first thing in the morning?”

“Master, red. So cute.”

Stella gulped and asked, “Do—do I really get to see a sight like this every morning for the rest of my life? How am I supposed to do literally anything without walking around with a huge smile all day if this is how I get to start my day? Isn’t this way too crazy?”

Rosie, who started all of this, stuck her tongue out at me despite still being flustered herself.

And then Jeanne said, “I will keep in mind that you would prefer my lips against your ear rather than your neck.”

I seriously felt like a piece of meat being stared at by four starving wolves.

It was awesome.

Still embarrassing, though.

With breakfast over, we got properly dressed for the day, went over our plans, and headed out.

Stella had work, Jeanne was going to stay back and do some more cleaning to repay Frolin and Ailsa for letting her stay with them, and then me, Rosie, and Lupa were finally going to go get our classes.

Lupa already had all of her prerequisites achieved from what I asked her, and Rosie worked on finishing her prerequisites while grinding in the dungeon with Jeanne the other day. She even picked up a two-handed hammer from Tabitha that basically looked like a giant rectangular rock attached to a stick. It was pretty basic looking, but it was cool at the same time.

I also had to make sure that I kept my hood covering my face and walked around with my hands either tucked into my pockets or covered by Rosie’s and Lupa’s hands.

I became a vampire, after all.

Not only did everything look so much brighter than usual in the daylight to the point where it took my eyes a while to adjust and gave me a headache for a few minutes after stepping outside, but I started burning every time any sunlight touched my skin. It took less than a minute straight of exposure to the sun to burn me to death.

But staying covered up was pretty easy, so. I wasn’t that concerned. Not to mention that, as I leveled up and got more health, it’d become even harder to die from something like that. Exposure to the sun only did twenty damage a second. The average DoTs later in progression would deal hundreds of damage a second while being shrugged off with simple healing.

So, yeah.

It was risky at the start, but it would become a total nonissue later on. I could probably even set up a build that stacked so much health regeneration that I could passively counter the burning from the sun, allowing me to walk around in it with no problem… aside from feeling the physical sensation of burning constantly.

At least it didn’t catch me on fire or anything. It just felt like something extremely hot was touching me whenever sunlight reached my skin.

But aside from the sun trying to cook me alive more than usual.

In order to get our classes, we had to go to none other than a building that most players only ever visited four times at most in a run since only the player character needed to actually visit it. Once to acquire their first class, again at level thirty to get their second class, a third time at level fifty to specialize their first class, and then a final time at seventy-five to specialize their second class.

Of course, there was also the ascension of the first class at level one hundred, but that wasn’t done here.

As for where “here” was, that was one of the most obligatory buildings in every single fantasy setting.

A cathedral. To be more specific, it was a cathedral dedicated to the Goddess of Progress. She didn’t actually have anything to do with the “system” in the lore, since the system giving everyone classes and levels was a thing that existed even in the original game’s canon, but her cathedral was still the only place where characters could unlock their classes for… reasons that Seth never bothered justifying.

It was a beautiful cathedral, too. Tall, very… well, cathedral-y. Like something out of the Victorian era. Probably? I didn’t know cathedrals as well as I knew the insides of hospital rooms.

It was just pretty and had a giant, pointy tower reaching toward the sky that looked like a spike.

Also.

My face started sizzling because I looked up too high and exposed it to the sunlight.

“This sunlight thing might take some getting used to,” I said.

“Master, here,” Lupa said. Of course, she immediately followed that up with licking my face where I got burned. “Mm. All better.”

“Maybe I shouldn’t get used to it if it means getting licked. I wonder, if I take my pants off…”

Rosie flicked the side of my head. “Don’t you dare burn that.”

“What, so it’s okay if I burn my face, but not my dick? I see what’s more important to you, Rosie.”

“Don’t burn either of them!”

“But then how else will I get you two to lick them?”

“… I’m not even answering that. Come on, I want to get my class, and I’ve had enough sex talk today to last… for at least a couple more hours.”

“You hear that, Lupa? The girl who tried milking me dry last night is saying that she’s had enough sex talk.”

Rosie reddened up after hearing that, but I didn’t get to enjoy her expression for long since I felt Lupa suddenly go in for my neck. And after biting me for a couple seconds, she said, “I’ll do more than only try to do it tonight, Master.”

“Maybe we should focus on getting our classes after all.”

Rosie sighed and said, “Now you know how I feel. Alright, come on.”

With that, we went inside.

Or tried to, at least.

It was crazy busy.

“Is… it always like this?” I asked. It was borderline empty in the game.

“Yeah,” Rosie answered. “People come here to worship, then there are adventurers coming here for class stuff, a lot of adventurers also come here to get blessed before heading out, then there are the people who need healing and would rather come here than go to a private healer, and then there’s all the girls who just kind of… hang around to watch adventurers come and go, waiting to see if anyone will pick an interesting class and stuff.”

“I see.” I also saw that, just like in the game, even the nuns who were on duty at the cathedral were dressed in ways that emphasized their breasts. Their outfits were like totally normal nun outfits except for hugging their waists extra tight while leaving their cleavage out in one way or another.

The way they showed their boobs off was even related to the structure of the religion, as I found out through the game’s worldbuilding.

At the bottom of the hierarchy were basic nuns who showed off cleavage the normal way. Above them were novitiates who covered up their cleavage to instead show off side boob, causing them to almost look like they were wearing aprons rather than whatever their dresses were called again. Then above them were the sisters who showed no cleavage nor side boob, but had holes cut out right at the entrance to their under boob.

I sure wondered what Seth was thinking of doing with those holes when he designed them that way.

Beyond sisters, the ranks showed more and more skin, such as showing off thighs and legs, their arms, and so on, until the highest ranked members of the churches looked more like slutty cosplayers than holy worshippers.

Oh, and there was a pope, a male one which came as a huge surprise to me given how the world was, but he never showed up in the game and wasn’t really relevant in any way. All I knew about him was that he existed and that basically all the highest-ranking members of the religion were in his harem. There was even one line of dialogue in the game that implied he had the largest harem in the world, technically numbering in the thousands.

I wondered what kind of man he was.

…

It was probably all those little bits of random worldbuilding he tossed in here and there, that had absolutely no impact on the game itself, that resulted in the world being the way that it was.

Just how many of those tiny little lore drops Seth randomly spread through the game would have impacts I had no idea about?

“Welcome,” the two nuns at the entrance to the cathedral said in unison once we reached the front of the line. They were pretty nice to look at, but what they really accomplished was making me want to see my girls dressed up as nuns. Mainly Rosie and Stella.

“Oh my, a man,” the nun on the left said, hand on her cheek. “That makes the second one to grace us in recent days.”

Considering that Seraphina could be recruited at this very same cathedral after getting your health dropped below 20% at any point, the other guy was most likely that bastard.

“Do not let your eyes wander,” the nun on the right told the one on the left.

“Of course!” the other replied. “I am merely stating a fact. It would be improper to have eyes for another man now that one has blessed us with his body.”

I had… a bit of a bad feeling about that.

Their choice of words clearly implied that they only recently found a man who had “blessed them” with his body, at the same time there’s a guy going around taking other girls who were characters in the game, including Seraphina?

Walking into the church confirmed my suspicions.

Most of the girls who weren’t members of the church looked at me and whispered their usual things, but all the nuns seemed totally disinterested. One of them even asked a fellow nun, “Do you think we should buy new underwear for the next time Thor visits?”

… Thor?

Did this guy seriously name himself Thor?

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered under my breath.

“What was that?” Rosie asked.

“Mm, Master said cheesus christ,” Lupa answered.

“I don’t think he said cheesus.”

“Rosie… aren’t I good enough for you to let me dream?”

Lupa was far too effective at targeting us with her cuteness.

Rosie started petting Lupa in front of everyone while saying, “You’re such a good girl, Lupa. But he still didn’t say cheesus.”

“Mm… at least I get pats,” Lupa said, nuzzling up against Rosie’s hand.

I’d explain to them the cringe of a man naming himself Thor later.

Sure, my name wasn’t that much better in the cringe department. It was just a shortened version of my original handle I used for gaming online, xxSeventhSwordxx. I was a teen the first time I used that. Then it got shortened to Seven around the time I became an adult, and then it got shortened again to Sev since people I talked to were too lazy to type out Seven every time. Did its origin make me cringe? Yes. Was it as bad as unironically naming myself Thor? No way.

And if it was the guy who I thought it was, then… man. The name he went by online, “Dungeon God,” was already cringe enough.

Anyways.

The main hall of the cathedral was reserved for worship and adventurers receiving blessings. We had to make our way to the right wing of the cathedral where there was another line and a whole crowd of observers. Watching adventurers come here to pick classes was a pretty popular pastime, apparently.

Lupa also did her best to keep all non-nuns away from me. Though, with just how high the humidity was, even she was struggling to intimidate everyone into submission.

But humidity aside, we got in line with Rosie in front and Lupa behind me. The line proceeded pretty smoothly, though there were a couple of girls who got stuck on deciding their classes. Part of me was really tempted to help them out with theorycrafting, but… I resisted since I didn’t feel like getting swarmed by every girl around when they were already on edge.

They weren’t the only ones on edge, either.

I couldn’t shake the weird feeling I had in my gut.

If every nun in the church was already obsessed with whoever this Thor guy was, who else in the city was already wrapped around his finger, and to what extent did he plan on gathering girls for his harem?

He was probably enjoying this world in the way that most men from Earth would. He was happy to take advantage of how easy and desperate the women were.

I had four girls without even trying to in just a week. How many girls could someone who wanted to spend all day having sex go through in that same amount of time if they actually tried?

“I’m up!” Rosie said. “Alright, let’s see!”

It was finally Rosie’s turn to pick a class.

At the front of the line, now in front of Rosie, was an orb on a pedestal that featured a system screen floating above it. A list of every class she was able to choose popped up as soon as she placed her hand on the orb.

“That’s—that’s more than I thought I’d see,” Rosie said. “But… oh, there! Juggernaut!”

“You sure that’s what you want?” I asked.

Rosie nodded with a bright smile. “It’s the build we decided on together, plus it sounds cool… ignoring what it was called in your world, plus I didn’t buy that hammer and get those kills for nothing, so I’m sure!”

“Then you know what to do.”

With another nod, Rosie turned back around, selected Juggernaut, and confirmed her choice.

The status screen displayed her choice for everyone to see.

[Class Acquired: Juggernaut]

//Juggernaut

//Class Type: Base

//Main Attribute: Strength

//Secondary Attribute: Vitality

//Juggernauts are unstoppable beasts who rampage across the battlefield while effortlessly wielding weapons most would struggle to ever get off the ground, and the only way to stop a Juggernaut’s rampage is death.

	Gain an additional 2 Strength and 1 Vitality per level.
	Martial Skills that scale using Strength have improved scaling.
	You may now wield two-handed weapons with only one hand.
	Lose 30% Critical Chance, but gain 15% increased Damage with all attacks and Skills while wielding at least one two-handed weapon.


[A new Skill has been acquired for becoming a Juggernaut.]

//Rampage

//Type: Martial (Juggernaut | Active)

//Stat: Strength

//Cooldown: 600 seconds

//Rampage across the battlefield in a state of pure rage for 15 seconds. During this time, you will not have control over which enemy you attack and will not care about avoiding attacks, but you will deal additional Damage scaling with your Strength while taking 15% less Damage. Current Bonus: 32.5%

There were already whispers about Rosie from girls degrading her looks and talking about how the class was fitting for a “cow,” but that didn’t stop Rosie from turning around with a huge smile to hug me in front of everyone.

The Rosie from before would have felt nervous and been afraid of ruining my reputation by hanging around me. She was willing to put distance between us for my sake.

The Rosie now gladly clung to me, wrapping her arms around my neck, as she hopped up and down with pure joy. “I did it!”

“You did,” I said, hugging her back, further putting the other women around in their place. “Great job, Rosie.” I kissed her forehead after that.

Rosie couldn’t stop grinning and giggling once I did.

“Rosie, good job,” Lupa said.

“Thanks! You want to go next since I don’t feel like letting go of Sev?” Rosie asked Lupa.

“Mm. Okay.”

With that, Lupa walked up to the orb, placed her hand against it, and didn’t hesitate at all to select Duelist as soon as she saw it.

[Class Acquired: Duelist]

//Duelist

//Class Type: Base

//Main Attribute: Dexterity

//Secondary Attribute: Luck

//To challenge a Duelist to a one-on-one fight is to resign yourself to death. These masters of dueling can only be fairly defeated by those with equal skill.

	Gain an additional 2 Dexterity and 1 Luck per level.
	Martial Skills that scale using Dexterity have improved scaling.
	Deal an additional stacking 1% Damage per hit when attacking the same target, stacking up to 100 times. Dealing Damage to any other target will remove all stacks.
	Generate significantly increased aggro on enemies you attack first.


[A new Skill has been acquired for becoming a Duelist.]

//Challenge

//Type: Martial (Duelist | Active)

//Stat: Dexterity

//Cooldown: 180 seconds

//Challenge your opponent to a duel, forcing them into combat with you for 10 seconds. Neither of you will be able to attack any other targets during this time, and nobody else will be able to interfere with your duel. Whoever deals more Damage during the duel will receive the Duel Victor buff for 20 seconds, granting them increased Damage scaling with your Dexterity. Current Bonus: 55%.

I was ashamed for forgetting to mention that Lupa could totally count as an off-tank with her build. Plenty of players on Earth built Duelist to be a parry tank in the first place. Even if tanking wasn’t our intention with her build, she’d still be able to do it if she ever needed to take the heat off Rosie for a little bit.

“Master,” Lupa said, standing in front of me and Rosie. “Praise me.”

“Good girl, Lupa,” I said, reaching around Rosie who was still hugging me to pet the top of Lupa’s head. “And congratulations on your first class.”

Lupa’s tail wagged as she came around to hug my side.

Of course, the girls around us whispered absurd nonsense about how crazy it was that I was letting not just one, but two girls hug me in public, how I was hugging back, petting a canid’s head, so on and so on.

I was getting pretty good at tuning their whispers out. Even if it was nice to feel like a piece of meat to every girl around at first, the only ones I had any interest in being eaten by were ones I already called mine.

Not to say that I wouldn’t call more girls mine in the future, but I wasn’t looking to expand the party anytime soon.

Probably.

“Alright, your turn!” Rosie said, breaking off the hug and taking Lupa with her. “Though, I can’t say I have the best feeling about you doing this around so many people… but it’s never going to get better.”

“Thankfully,” I said, “no matter what the class’s reputation might be, I have a feeling most girls around will be happy to tolerate it.” Anyone who was worried could probably be relaxed just by winking at them, after all.

Anyways, I walked up to the orb and placed my hand on it.

Yep.

That was a lot of classes.

And surely enough, the Hero class was up there.

As far as I could tell, the status screen only showed everyone around the selected class once it was chosen, not before, so I opened it up to look at it.

//Hero

//Class Type: Base

//Main Attribute: Vitality

//Secondary Attribute: Luck

//A legendary Hero, favored by the goddesses, destined to one day defeat the world’s most dangerous dungeons and to defeat its gravest threats. Only those of truly remarkable skill may ever hope to become a Hero, for a Hero must be unstoppable in the face of evil.

	Gain an additional 5 Vitality, 3 Luck, and 1 Intelligence, Strength, Wisdom, Dexterity, and Charisma per level.
	All Skills have significantly improved scaling.
	Once per day, when your Health reaches 1, you will recover all of your Health, gain immunity to all sources of Damage, deal 100% increased Damage, and have 50% increased Critical Chance for 30 seconds.
	You and all Party Members will gain 25% increased Experience from all sources.
	All Party Members will receive 50% increased Health and deal 25% more Damage.
	Receive a 75% discount with all merchants who recognize you as a Hero.
	Increase the rate at which you develop bonds with companions by 200%.
	All enemies drop 50% more loot with a higher chance of dropping rarer items.
	Treasure chests will always have at least one Epic-quality item.
	The Fairy Queen, Titania Ul, destined companion of the Hero, may be recruited in the Fae Lands. This unique companion may accompany the Party without occupying a slot.


Yep. It was just as disgustingly overpowered as it was in the game.

However, seeing that bit about the increased bond rate… how would that work in a real world? In the game, increasing bond with companions basically meant taking them into dungeons with you. That was how romance got unlocked.

But I already “romanced” Stella and Jeanne without ever stepping into a dungeon with them.

I had to assume that, instead, the class would simply make girls develop romantic feelings even faster than normal… which was even more fucked up than me having forbidden knowledge about them.

I hesitated to move away from that class, though.

If that “Thor” didn’t already choose a class, then he was probably going to pick Hero, if he was even eligible for it. If he did, that would put me at a serious disadvantage against him if he turned out to be a problem somehow.

But the fun of clearing dungeons would be permanently lost if I chose Hero. Simply becoming a vampire already made me stronger than I would have liked without feeling like I earned it. Stacking Hero on top of that would make me far too powerful and make this world a peace of cake.

As far as I was concerned, Hero was the worst class in the game specifically because it was the strongest class in the game outside of extreme cheese builds.

But then there was Titania. Unfortunately, she was an exclusive companion to the Hero class since it was a tradition for heroic protagonists to have fairy sidekicks in RPGs.

If I didn’t accept the class, then it was possible I’d never get to recruit her if I ever wanted to. However, if I didn’t… then, well, considering that her first interaction with the player in the game involved her getting upset from being woken up from a dream and then dueling to prove his worth while getting revenge from being woken up, I was pretty sure she’d be happy to be left alone.

I sighed, closed the Hero description, and chose the class I came here for.

[Class Acquired: Vampire]

//Vampire

//Class Type: Base

//Main Attribute: Dexterity

//Secondary Attribute: Charisma

//The Vampire, predator of the night, a threat to all with blood, who excels in fighting with their body and magic alike. Their thirst for blood is unquenchable, and their fighting makes sure to extract as much blood as possible from their foes.

	Gain an additional 2 Dexterity and 1 Charisma per level.
	Martial Skills that scale using Dexterity and Magic Skills that scale using Charisma have improved scaling.
	You heal for 5% of Damage dealt whenever you attack an enemy suffering from any form of Bleeding. If your Health is full, it will instead restore Mana, and Mana gained this way may temporarily go over the maximum amount.
	You may turn any living monster into your thrall by dominating it in battle. Thralls are monsters forced into servitude who will loyally serve you in combat and match your level, but you may only have one.


[A new Skill has been acquired for becoming a Vampire.]

//Rose Transfusion

//Type: Magic (Vampire | Active)

//Stat: Charisma

//Cooldown: 60 seconds

//Inflicts Rose Transfusion on the target for 12 seconds, converting 10% of Damage dealt into Health restored to the attacker.

There it was.

Using the weapon I had in mind, I basically guaranteed healing with every single attack I’d be making for a while, and I’d also help out with some party-wide healing utility.

I also knew exactly what kind of monster I was going to turn into my thrall for maximum coolness. As long as it was a living monster, meaning anything but an undead, it would work. Even things that didn’t really make sense to be thralls since I felt like there was sort of an… implication that something needed blood for it to work.

And so began the gossiping.

“A Vampire?! How?! Didn’t they get hunted to extinction?!”

“A guy… and a Vampire? What… what are the chances of that happening? How is it even possible?”

“I want him to suck my blood while I suck his dick.”

Yep.

There was always something horny.

That wasn’t all, though.

Those same nuns, who had no interest in me before, whispered to one another quietly enough I couldn’t hear, but their expressions were clearly displeased.

Seeing as how their religion was responsible for hunting vampires to almost extinction, I wasn’t surprised. They had no reaction in the game, probably because Seth didn’t want to deal with writing that sort of interaction, but it wasn’t the game anymore. Because he never wrote that the church was alright with more vampires around, I had to assume they defaulted to a more realistic option: detesting me.

I made sure to wink and wave at some of the whispering nuns just for fun. They ran away.

Between them apparently already having a man and me being a vampire, and now a Vampire—a Vampire vampire, even, that must have been enough to scare women away from me for once.

But that was alright.

I had more than enough girls in my life already.

“That class looked way better than you made it sound!” Rosie cheered, clinging to me with excited eyes. “And it’s going to help me with tanking so much! Ah, finally, I won’t have to chug so many potions…”

“Just wait until I get some proper healing skills,” I replied.

“Master, cool class,” Lupa said.

“A cool pet needs a cool owner, right?”

“Mm. Master is cooler. Always the coolest.”

“I don’t know about that. Anyways, let’s get home and figure out what dungeon to go hit up.”

The girls nodded, so we went on our way. I also pulled out my phone so I could send Stella a text letting her know that I officially became a Vampire… which got me thinking that I needed to get Jeanne a phone. I couldn’t leave her being the only one of us without a phone now.

Ah, I was so excited to go test out my new choice of weapons in a dungeon, especially with my new class. And now, with a proper class, I could really get into dungeon grinding! I had so many skills to unlock! So much experience to gain! The introductory phase of the system was officially over and it was time to have all the fun in the world with the system to create the ultimate build! I couldn’t wait to—

“Master!” Lupa said, raising her voice in front of me as she tugged on my arm.

“Sorry,” I said. “I was thinking about dungeons again. What’s going—”

“Sev,” Rosie said, “look.”

The room filled with cheers.

“A Hero!” one of the women shouted.

“It’s the first Hero in centuries! And a man!” shouted another.

“Let me join your party! Please!” And then there were countless variations of that shout.

And then one of the nuns whispered as if praying, “Ah… for our Thor to be chosen as a Hero. He truly is the greatest man to ever walk our world.”

That gut feeling I had turned out not to be for nothing.

Hero had a single unlock prerequisite: beat the game at least once with any other character and class. It was understandable that there were Heroes in the world’s history since that was part of the lore, but, as far as I was aware, I should have been the only one in the world capable of selecting that class now unless my theory was right.

So, if someone else was able to select it…

“Oi!” shouted a voice that was all too familiar to me. “Back up! Stop crowding around my Master!”

The crowd backed up as commanded, letting me see through it to get my first look at the new Hero.

Standing in front of the orb with a familiar dragon girl at his side as well as two other companions from the game was a man who looked like he was designed to be as… stereotypically manly as possible. The kind of guy found on the covers of romance novels for women and as the protagonists of action games from the 2000s. Tall, buff, sharp jawline, short hair and shorter facial hair, tanned, and wearing heavy armor that made sure to leave his muscles exposed for looks.

He looked so “perfect” that it was borderline uncanny.

And, aside from Valencia, the others were there, too. Caeli and Seraphina, but also two other girls who I didn’t recognize from the game with giant breasts. As for Caeli and Seraphina, their outfits looked even more sexualized than they did in the game, and all of the girls had metal collars around their necks just like Lupa had at first. Excluding Valencia, those girls weren’t supposed to be slaves.

“Anyone who wants to party with me is welcome to join my guild,” the man said. “We just founded it earlier today, so there are plenty of spots open for obedient women.” Then he looked straight at me before looking at Rosie and Lupa. “But I’m not interested in used goods.”

I found myself stepping forward to get between him and the girls as they reached for their weapons.

“So, you’re my opponent, huh?” he asked, looking straight at me with an annoying smile curling his lips. Even his voice was stereotypically deep and masculine sounding to an annoying degree. “The goddess who sent me here has a message for you.” A goddess sent him? That confirmed it wasn’t Seth, not that Seth would ever send this bastard here in the first place. “You can give up and go back to Earth if you want. Otherwise, only one champion gets to stay standing, and I don’t plan on dying.” He reached behind the two girls closest to him to grope their asses in front of everyone. “This world is too damn great to not take for myself.”

He clearly had more information about whatever was going on than me. As far as I knew, there were no external conditions attached to my existence with this world. But the annoying asshole in front of me made it sound like only one of us would get to stay, and his words implied we wouldn’t both survive.

Valencia stepped forward with that usual cocky grin I saw of hers in the game. “That’s the kid you have to kill, Master? Heh, he looks pathetic compared to you. You should let me kill—”

Lupa stepped in front of me with her daggers drawn. Not a single word needed to leave her mouth to get her intent across.

“Haah? A canid? A mutt doesn’t think she can stand against a dragon, can she?”

Lupa remained still and silent, her eyes never once breaking contact with Valencia’s. The stillness of her tail and ears reminded me of when she dueled Jeanne, and I knew it was for good reason.

Both girls looked ready to fight to the death then and there.

“No fighting is allowed in the city,” I said, placing my hand on Lupa’s shoulder to calm her down and pull her back. The nuns in the background were already rushing around to warn the others about what was going on, too.

Lupa sheathed her daggers but stayed in front of me.

“That’s right,” the guy said. “Control your bitch there. She—”

I looked him in the eyes and said, “You’ve lost weight, Dungeon God.”

I knew it.

That annoying man took a step back with a shocked expression before wearing a really pissed expression.

“You always were the trashiest content creator for Custom Dungeon World,” I said. “I’m surprised to see you change your looks when you had no problem talking about how ‘proud’ you were to be a fat bastard before.”

“How the fuck do you know me?” he asked.

“I lived, breathed, and slept everything CDW more than anyone else. You think I wasn’t watching and listening to every content creator for the game while I was playing it? I recognized the way you speak as soon as you opened your mouth, plus your taste in girls matches your tier lists. Watching you reminded me that no matter how bad most players were, there was always someone worse.”

“Who the fuck are you? Tell me. Now.”

“I’ll pass. I mean, even when using broken builds, you still cried and whined about how unfair the post-endgame bosses were. I beat those bosses with the worst builds just for fun.”

“Fucking liar. That shitty antagonistic dev made those fights almost impossible on purpose since he got pissed off at players beating the rest of his shit fights and—”

“Skill issue.”

He started going red.

It didn’t matter that he made himself look like the exact stereotype of a man who everything else would think was handsome, stoic, and confident.

He was still a loser who got ragebaited by having people call out his skill issue.

But as soon as the other girls with him pressed their bodies up against him to soothe his ego, he calmed down with a stupid, perverted grin on his face.

On my side, I had two women getting ready to defend me while I focused on another man.

On his side, he had a harem of barely dressed women pressing their bodies against him while he clearly enjoyed it, and that was after making a display of groping their bodies and becoming a Hero.

It was obvious from looking around.

Most of the women in the room were on his side, not mine. Every local member of the church was probably already in his harem, too.

“I don’t know who you are,” he told me, “but I’ll make this world mine. A weak soy bitch like you who doesn’t know how to appreciate women doesn’t belong here.” He reached around to grope the chests of the women at his sides, causing each one of them to moan out and tremble with pleasure in front of everyone. “I suggest giving up, because you won’t beat a Hero, and killing you will take time away from fucking my women.”

I wanted to put him in his place right there.

But I knew causing any more of a scene was a bad idea, especially when I chose a class like Vampire while he chose Hero. Not only would it be terrible optics on top of everything else, but there was a chance he was objectively stronger than me depending on his gear. I didn’t trust the fact that he didn’t have a weapon equipped. For all I knew, he was hiding an overpowered weapon in his inventory that could kill me in one strike. Even if he couldn’t, his party would back him up and so would the church’s nuns.

Then there were the whispers from all the other girls watching.

“Look at how he grabs them! Do you think he’ll do that to me if I join his guild?”

“I’m so jealous of his slaves…”

“A total hunk of meat, Hero, and a man who touches his girls in public? Am I dreaming? Is he real? There’s no way, right?”

The low standards of this world’s women didn’t only apply to me.

I knew I should have just walked away and let it end there. Pissing him off was risky when I didn’t know his capabilities, it wasn’t like I could try to kill him in front of everyone, and any response I gave him would make it look like I was letting him get under my skin.

But I didn’t want to.

I ignored assholes like him all the time as a kid, and all it did was empower them. It let them feel like they won. Taking the “high road” and “being the bigger man” didn’t mean shit when they were happy to roll around in the mud while slinging it at everyone else.

I opened my mouth to say something.

But I stopped when I heard Rosie whisper, “So this is what the other men from your world are like,” to herself. Then she stepped forward while holding an arm out in front of me, guarding me even now as she declared, “My husband is a million times the man you are.”

The way he looked at Rosie’s tits instead of her eyes made me want to kill him on the spot. The bastard replied, “The only reason you’re tolerating that weak bitch is because he saw you first. You’d be screaming my name every night if I had you. Too bad you’re used goods now, Rosie. I’m not interested in sluts who can’t even save themselves for me, no matter how nice their tits might be.”

“How am I going to scream anyone’s name when Sev keeps my mouth full all night? It’s already hard enough to breathe, let alone scream.” Rosie… looked so damn smug saying that.

And hearing that, all of the bastard’s girls except for Valenica looked down at my crotch while the bastard himself looked like he had no idea how to reply.

“Mm,” Lupa said, clinging to my arm while deliberately making a show of pressing her breasts around it. “Master’s too big and cums too much. Almost drowned.”

Rosie nodded and placed her hand against her cheek before letting out a little sigh. “Right? He’s so troublesome, Lupa. I never thought I’d get myself a husband who can cum that much, over and over again, who doesn’t even fully fit between my boobs.”

“Master’s dick is the true final dungeon boss. I really like when he bites me, too.”

“I still can’t get enough of how he spends so long milking me every morning. Geez, he already makes me pass out from pleasure at night, then he makes me pass out again right after I wake up. What a brute. You’d think he’d show me a little mercy after making me cum dozens of times taking my virginity, but nooooo.”

The whispers shifted.

“A man who actually milks a holstaur? I thought men hated that?”

“Did she say… he bites her? Why would a guy bite a girl, especially a canid? There’s no way she’s telling the truth… right?”

“Hey, she had to be exaggerating when she said her mouth is too full to scream, didn’t she? I’ve never heard of a man that big before… that’s like, the kind of thing you would see in hentai, not real life.”

“Dozens of times? Is—is that even possible?!”

That was one way to find out that hentai existed in this world.

I also had to admit that I felt pretty embarrassed… but beyond satisfied at the same time.

Valencia stepped toward us while shouting, “Quit your bullshit! No man is that big! Are you trying to humiliate my Master by spreading lies?!”

Rosie’s smug expression somehow turned even more smug as she asked Valencia, “Why would I lie about something that can easily be proven?”

Valencia was the only one of the girls who didn’t take the bait to look at my crotch again.

She really was a ride or die kind of girl.

If that bastard already had Valencia on his side… there was no killing him without killing her, because she was exactly the type who would spend her life trying to get revenge no matter how much time passed.

However, even if I could respect her loyalty…

She was kind of an idiot.

Valencia, with a loud voice full of bravado, proudly declared, “Unlike this weakling who spreads lies about her man, I’ll have everyone know my Master is almost three inches! And he can even cum twice a night! Enough to fill a spoon!” Valencia crossed her arms over her chest, doing her best to imitate how smug Rosie looked. “How’s that? Are you jealous of the truth when all you have are lies?”

I didn’t want to body shame.

I really, really didn’t.

There was nothing wrong with men whose cocks were around three inches. Nothing at all. They were my brothers in arms who I would defend from anyone who tried to degrade them over their size.

That being said.

It was really, really hard not to laugh, and my face probably showed it seeing as how that bastard turned even more red than he already was once he looked at me.

Rosie was doing her best not to laugh, too.

But then there was Lupa.

Lupa used her pointer finger and thumb to estimate three inches before holding it against her arm in comparison. “Mm? So little,” she said, completely serious, not even trying to play along or anything at that point. “Too tiny to cuddle with.”

The deadpan way she said it was the finishing blow to me and Rosie while also stunlocking Valencia into not knowing what to say, like she was trying to figure out if it was even possible or not in the first place in her head.

“I—I think we’re good here,” I said, trying not to laugh so hard I was about to cry.

“Y-yeah,” Rosie said, sounding the exact same. “Let’s go home. I’m starting to feel bad for his… little thing at this point.”

I felt sorry for all my brothers in this world and back on Earth who were around three inches, or even smaller, but I knew this bastard was the type of guy who would absolutely be insecure about his size, and there was no problem body shaming someone like that who admitted he wanted to kill me, right?

It was totally justified body shaming.

Of course, the rest of the girls in the room were back to whispering.

“What—what did she mean by comparing it to her arm?! Is she saying he’s as big as her arm?!”

“Cuddle with?! A dick so big that it can be cuddled with?! There’s no way that’s real!”

“How could anyone call three inches little? Isn’t that average, almost kind of big?”

This world was so absurd.

But I loved it even more after that.

And the real finishing blow didn’t even land yet.

“Hey, bastard!” the real bastard shouted at me. “Don’t—don’t you walk away from me! I’m not done with you! Talk to me like a man instead of letting your bitches—”

“Hey,” Rosie said to me, “Sev.” She made sure to put emphasis on my name while being extra loud with it as if she wanted to make sure everyone heard my name. “Can we hold hands on the way home?”

“Obviously,” I answered. “You think I could resist holding hands with such a beautiful girl?” I interlocked my fingers with her, prompting Rosie to happily snuggle up against my side while holding hands.

“Master. Hand,” Lupa said.

“Of course.” I did the exact same with Lupa.

It was the ultimate finisher to the combo.

The girls of this world—of course they were so damn horny when 95% of the population was female with the remaining 5% barely being able to tolerate women while having the exact opposite of sexual interests.

The vast, vast majority of women everywhere were ridiculously pent up and desperate on a biological level.

But what came after that biological need was filled?

My understanding was that most women, even in relationships with men, might have been close to sexually satisfying themselves… but almost none of them were emotionally satisfied, too.

As far as the women were concerned, something like a blowjob was mutually beneficial and men were the selfish ones for not liking them. They both got to feel pleasure from it. Even if men preferred vaginal, many of them still accepted blowjobs even if it was out of obligation.

But handholding?

Like they said, handholding was the lewdest act of them all.

A pure, wholesome, innocent display of love.

There were men who tolerated getting their dicks sucked, but how many of them were willing to hold hands with a girl?

How many of them complimented their girls, especially in public, without any sexual reason to do so?

“Have I mentioned how much I love you two?” I asked Rosie and Lupa.

And how many men actually loved their harems?

“Hehe, not enough!” Rosie answered, acting extra spoiled by resting her head against my shoulder.

How many girls got to feel spoiled by their man?

“Master, I want a belly rub when we get home,” Lupa said.

“I’ll give you one for as long as you want,” I replied.

How many girls got to selfishly ask for belly rubs rather than be afraid to ever ask for anything more than permission to suck a dick every other week or so?

I satisfied my girls in far more ways than only sex.

But I did also make sure they were sexually satisfied.

And far better than that bastard ever could satisfy his own girls going by how they looked at my crotch.

The gossiping went wild after that. It was mostly the same except about romantic things rather than sexual things, but there were a few voices that stood out to me.

“Sev? Is that the same Sev who beat the first new boss in years?! They must be that party!”

“Sev… white hair, a total hottie… he has to be the same guy who gave a crying girl a legendary drop from a dungeon. I didn’t believe he was real, but… a god amongst mortals exists before us…”

“I want to carve his name into my skin.”

… alright, maybe that last one didn’t count, but those first two made it obvious why Rosie made sure to say my name so loudly.

Most of the whispers were still in favor of the bastard back there since… I was too unbelievable for most of the girls to believe what Rosie and Lupa said before, but at least some of them shifted to praising me.

Meanwhile, the shittiest content creator for Custom Dungeon World shouted some more nonsense back where we left him, but whatever shit he was vomiting from his mouth didn’t matter as we left the cathedral.

What mattered was how, as soon as we made it outside, Rosie and Lupa both seriously tightened their grips on my hands, and their happy, peaceful expressions were replaced with murderous rage.

“You two have no idea how happy you make me,” I said before turning them both so that they were in front of me, and then kissing each one of them. “Thank you. I love you.”

“I love you too, Sev,” Rosie said with a genuine smile. “But I’m still furious, and no amount of being cute is going to make me not want to shove my mace up his ass, okay?”

“O-okay.”

“Rosie, not enough,” Lupa said. “Cover him in honey and leave him in the woods after.”

… I was pretty sure I just watched Rosie cheer up more from what Lupa said than the kiss I gave her.

“That’s a great idea,” Rosie said. “It’d be a shame if we found a giant pincer ant colony to drop him off in front of.”

“Mm. And give him potions so he stays alive longer and doesn’t pass out.”

…

The rest of our walk home consisted of the two, cute, otherwise wholesome girls I fell in love with talking about how to gruesomely torture a man to absolutely maximize the suffering he felt.

Was being happy the appropriate response to that?

Because it made me extremely happy.

Also a little scared.

And horny.

I was so messed up.

I explained everything to everyone once we made it back to the house. Frolin and Ailsa joined in on listening since they were home, too. I’d tell Stella about it later once she got home.

“So… he was like a streamer,” Rosie said. “But a really annoying one.”

“And he was shit at the game,” I made sure to add on. “It sounds like someone else brought him here, too, and it sounds like we’re in some kind of contest now. And from the way he phrased it… I’m guessing whichever one of us dies first loses.”

Frolin, surprisingly, had something to say on the matter. “You told us before that this Seth fellow got in trouble for dating multiple girls, right?”

“Yeah?”

“And this new punk from your world was brought here by a goddess?”

“Right.”

“Hmm… if I was writing a story where I wanted a setup like this… aha! I would have the scorned goddess send a champion after Seth’s chosen champion to ruin what he cares about! Since there probably isn’t much she can do to him directly, I’d have her target his passion!”

“So, you think that this mysterious goddess sent him here to kill me for revenge against Seth?”

“That’s how I would write it, but you never know. They do say that reality is often stranger than fiction. Something that would make a good twist or motivation in real life could be seen as terrible, lazy writing in a story.”

Jeanne then spoke up to say, “Excuse me, but if he said there can only be one winner—implying that coexistence is not possible—there must be some rules at play.”

“Hmm, she’s right. Then maybe… aha! Some third party has officially sanctioned this match, and whoever wins will help their respective god win! If you,” Frolin looked at me, “win, then Seth wins! If that punk wins, his goddess wins! Because a draw wouldn’t decide which one of them wins, only one of you can survive! Either she proposed it to defeat him and ruin his passion in one go, or he proposed it because he’s confident that you’ll win!”

“So,” I said. “In other words, because Seth was a cheating womanizer, I’m now being forced to defend him in court with my life.”

“Well, it’s just a theory, but it’s as legitimate as anything else until you hear from one of them yourself.”

Rosie held my hand and asked, “Are you okay? How do you feel?”

“I’m fine, just annoyed. But… that bastard already implied he’d be fine with killing me. If he wants to insult this world and trample all over it while telling me to my face that he’ll kill me, I can’t be blamed if I make the first move, right?”

Normally, someone in my position might be opposed to violence. They would want to talk things out. Look for a third option. Even if they had no problem killing monsters in a dungeon all day, they would never dare think of killing another human. If they did kill another human, it would only be after they were forced into a corner and left with no other option.

But I didn’t become a vampire because I planned on dying.

I became a vampire because not even time was allowed to take me from the world I loved.

And I wasn’t going to let anything or anyone take me away from my new family.

Jeanne showed me a proud smile and said, “As far as I am concerned, he began a fight to the death as soon as he made his intent obvious. Only a fool would wait for the other to make the first move.”

“Red dragon is mine,” Lupa said. “Threatened to kill Master. She lost the right to her life.”

Then there was Rosie who sighed and said, “I’ll have to teach those other girls to have some standards. I’m supposed to be the easy one, but those girls might as well go after a dead roach if that’s their taste in men.”

I was too lucky to have such wonderful companions.

Though, I was worried about Frolin and Ailsa. What if they got caught up in trouble because of me? I didn’t want—

“I can tell what you’re worried about, dear,” Ailsa said to me. “Don’t you worry about us. I still have my hammer in the closest.”

Frolin practically swooned at his wife’s words. “And I’ve still got my staff.”

“You know,” I said. “I know you two used to be adventurers, but what levels—”

“Forty-nine,” Frolin answered.

“Fifty-two,” Ailsa said.

I blinked a couple of times when I heard that. “Aren’t you two ridiculously strong compared to most people here? I thought the low forties was as high as the pros have gotten?”

“That’s true for most,” Ailsa said. “But Frolin and I have always been considered weird by others. So, don’t you worry about us, alright? And if you would like help at any point, please let us know.”

“I’d feel guilty getting you two involved after everything you’ve done for me… but I’m not going to turn down any help.”

“Good answer,” Frolin said. “I was gonna be real pissed if ya rejected our offer. Family’s got to look out for each other, right?”

I felt uneasy the entire conversation, but Frolin washed away most of my fears with that one sentence.

Even if it was already more than obvious, he reminded me once again that I wasn’t alone—that I had family who actually cared about me in this world. Family who wouldn’t just abandon me because I wasn’t good enough for them. Family who was willing to protect me even if it meant putting their own lives at risk.

Someone who didn’t appreciate the beauty that this world had to offer didn’t deserve to live in it.

“Alright,” I said. “I’m not going to waste time letting him consolidate power more than he already has. He already formed a guild and looked like he was trying to recruit as many girls as possible, plus I’m pretty sure he’s fucked his way through the whole church already, so I’m going to need to get more allies myself. Level and gear gaps can’t make up for an overwhelming difference in manpower at our levels.” I looked at Ailsa and Frolin. “You two are stronger than the rest of us combined when it comes to the system, so could you spar with us?”

“Spar?” Frolin asked. “You won’t get experience that way, and you could get combat practice and experience if you keep doing what you’ve been doing in the dungeons.”

“I plan on that, but here’s my logic. One, this is a real world, not just a video game. Having real muscle, speed, reflexes, and combat experience is a force multiplier on top of having levels, stats, skills, and gear. Even if those things don’t show up on a stat sheet, they still exist and still matter. You all probably have that since you were born and raised here, but I don’t, and I know that bastard won’t, either. Two, monsters and bosses are predictable by design. They have set patterns and moves and don’t deviate from them. Humans are different. We need more experience fighting enemies we can’t predict. Jeanne and Lupa are good for me and Rosie to spar with, but they need someone strong to go up against themselves.”

I thought I was just speaking common sense, especially since we already sparred just a few nights ago, but everyone looked impressed by that for some reason.

“You’re going to go far in this world, darling,” Ailsa said. “Goodness, hearing all of this even makes me want to go back to adventuring. What do you think, dear?” She placed her hand on Frolin’s back. “Should we get our old party back together after this?”

Frolin looked concerned about that idea. “Only if those girls have calmed down. I’m too old to deal with them trying to get in my pants every five minutes.”

“They’re still unmarried last I checked. Won’t you spare them from a life of solitude?”

“I can barely keep up with you, so—”

“Mom!” Rosie whined. “Dad!”

The devilish parents let out sadistic chuckles over the despair of their daughter.

Rosie then looked at me and said, “I’ve got some friends who can help, too. They’ve been adventurers for a while already.”

Me and Lupa both looked at her with disbelief, but I was the only one who asked, “You have friends?”

Rosie narrowed her eyes at me again. “Why would you think I don’t have friends?”

“Well… you’ve been spending all your time around me, and I haven’t heard you mention them before.”

“Do you think a girl who just fell in love and is spending all her time with her new boyfriend is going to be thinking about her friends much?” Then she switched to whispering to herself. “Especially when those same friends are going to cling to my man like crazy as soon as they find out about him and beg me to share…”

“I’m looking forward to meeting them.”

Rosie sighed. “Of course you are.”

“Only because if they’re people you consider friends, then I’m sure they’re great people.”

“Well… I do have pretty good taste in friends, if I may say so myself.”

And then there was Jeanne who finally spoke up again. “I have been hiding from my father’s spies for centuries now. If it would be valuable, I can track that man’s movements and gather information for you.”

“That would be a huge help,” I said. “If possible, learn as much as possible about their classes, levels, and gear.”

“I shall. You should also be wary of him having the same idea.”

“I’m not going to underestimate him, I promise you that. I’d rather overestimate him and treat him like he’s the smartest man alive than make a single mistake from underestimating him. That’s why I’ve already got countermeasures in mind.”

“Countermeasures? May I ask what kind?”

“There are a couple of guys Seth designed who, in hindsight, are his self-inserts. Total bros who I would trust with my life no matter what, and I’m confident that shitty content creator won’t have any interest in getting the help of men. One of them won’t be available for a while, but the first one is already available. I just have to go say hi.” I couldn’t help but to smile. “And I’m pretty sure having the leader of a network of spies and thieves for a friend will be great for gathering intel and spreading misinformation.”

“… you continue to surprise me.”

“I’ll do my best to keep it up. And if anyone else has any suggestions about this, I’ll be happy to listen to them.”

“Going by everyone’s expressions, I would say you have already concocted a rather thorough plan.”

“All I’ve got is a basic foundation right now. But if I know that asshole at all, then I’m pretty sure he’s going to rely on brute force, overwhelming numbers, and overpowered classes and items to try and win. He’s going to be a serious danger since he’ll be like a five-year-old who was given a fully automatic rifle with the safety off, so that’s why we’re going to crush him by introducing him to specialized overkill. A five-year-old with a rifle is still nothing when you drop a hydrogen bomb on him from a hypersonic bomber.”

“I don’t know what those words mean, but I will assume they are great weapons from your world.”

“Something like that.”

Rosie then said, “You’re… getting really into this.”

“I’d be lying if I said I haven’t always hated this guy, and now he’s given me even more reason to hate him. Not only that, but even if I don’t support Seth’s behavior… he’s the reason all of this exists, so I owe it to him to back him up. Assuming that Frolin’s theory is even close to accurate.”

“Speaking of my theories,” Frolin said, “there is one thing I am worried about. If this man really did become a Hero, then… he is going to make waves across the civilized world. I would not be surprised if every leader and person of power knows his name by the end of the week.”

“And so you’re worried that even if I defeat him, I’ll basically be painting a target on my forehead, right? Everyone will think I’m a villain deserving death for killing the ‘Hero.’”

“Right…”

“That’s what I plan on having my soon-to-be bro help with. I have no doubt that this asshole is going to gain as much support as he can as quickly as he can while taking advantage of just how—no offense—trusting people in this world are. Not to mention that—no offense—women tend to throw themselves at any man who gives them attention. Going after him before everyone is convinced he deserves it will be a huge issue. That’s why I’m going to destroy his reputation while boosting my own. The Hero will become the villain, and the Vampire will become the hero.” I let out a sad sigh. “Too bad I plan on dealing with him before I’m a high enough level to get a second class. Choosing the most evil-sounding class just to take out the Hero with sounds like it’d be fun.” Then again, I probably wouldn’t actually take it over Priest like planned.

“You’ve got eccentric tastes, son.”

Rosie glared at her dad. “You’re the last person allowed to call anyone else eccentric.”

“Alright!” I shouted, standing up and stretching. “Let’s not waste any time. The sooner this is dealt with, the sooner I can go back to taking my time having fun with this world. I can’t enjoy myself grinding dungeons and flirting when I know there’s an asshole out there waiting for a chance to kill me. Jeanne, find out as much as you can, but consider locating his base of operations your main objective right now. Rosie, I want you to go get your friends. Frolin, Ailsa—it would be a huge help if you could put together a training program for us that involves sparring and exercise. Lupa, you’re with me to go become friends with a shadow organization.”

Everyone understood their assignments and got to work as soon as I was done speaking. Jeanne was already heading out for the day, Ailsa and Frolin were brainstorming a training regime, Rosie was… pulling out her phone to text her friends, and Lupa was at my side with eyes full of excitement and a wagging tail over getting to meet a group of thieves.

Honestly, there was a part of me that was scared, but… that part of me was scared by how I felt nothing over knowing I was going to have to kill another human.

That was something a good person would struggle with even if it was justified or out of self-defense.

But I didn’t feel that way at all.

I just didn’t care about his life.

He wanted to kill me and take away what I had, so I had no problem killing him.

… if anything, I was looking forward to it.

Maybe because he always reminded me of my bullies as a kid. Or maybe because he was always an unlikable asshole who shit talked the world I loved so much, only ever caring about the girls’ looks.

I didn’t like the idea of being someone who didn’t care about taking another person’s life, but I hated the idea of someone like him getting his fingers all over the world that so deeply mattered to me.

And if I got to help my inner child by finally getting revenge against a bully, then that was all the better.

All the anxiety I felt from before became replaced with excitement.

I didn’t know if that was a good thing or not.


Afterword

Hello, hello! It is I, the author person, Arriande of the Ace. But you can just call me Ace. If this is our first time meeting like this at the end of one of my books, then hey! It’s nice to meet you. If this isn’t your first time reading a story of mine, then thank you for deciding I’m worth throwing more of your money and/or time at.

Now, before I start rambling, let me go ahead and get the obligatory “don’t forget to review the story!” statement out of the way with. Reviews help even more than sales do, so if you want to support me and this series some more, it’d be awesome if you could go spend a couple minutes leaving a review.

Anyways, let’s get to talking about the story!

So, first, just like one of those recipe blogs, I’ve got to talk about slightly related stuff before getting to the main point.

I’ve been struggling with writing for a few months now. Well, half a year at this point. The last book I published was the second volume of To Freely Fly. I told myself I wanted a little break from it and decided that I would work on it after I wrote something else. I was in the mood to write something else and I have more story ideas than I know what to do with. So, I tried a few different stories out, but nothing stuck. What I originally thought would be a one or two-month adventure turned into a three-month adventure, then a four, then a five…

Eventually, I gave up on starting a new series. I had plenty of ideas, and I tried writing a few of them, but nothing really called out to me. I’m a very selfish writer, you see. I only write what I want to write. I don’t really care about what my readers think or want. I appreciate you guys, but I don’t care about writing to the market or doing whatever is trending. I just write what I genuinely love to read and feel passion for writing. I just so happen to be lucky in the sense that what I love to write for myself is also what’s popular enough to make a living off of. Having fifty different ideas for stories at any given moment doesn’t matter if I don’t feel the passion to write them. I’m not going to write them just because they would be popular or sell well. They have to be what I would want to read and, more importantly, what I would love to write.

But I do need to make money, you see. So, I gave up on trying to start a new series and got to work on the third volume of To Freely Fly. Unfortunately, soon after starting it, I realized that the ideas I had for it just… didn’t work. I had a specific waifu I really wanted to add that volume, but there was no way for me to add her that felt natural and made sense. Her existence was too forced. The same was true of a few plot points. So, progress with that was slow.

Then I started reading this manga that I forget the name of. By the end of the first chapter, I was like, “Yeah, I want to steal this idea for myself.” So I did! Kind of. My other story, Lazy Dragon Queen, started the same way. I was reading this light novel, liked the idea, and then stole the basic idea while changing some things around before evolving it into a completely different story. I’m not going to act like I’m some super cool original writer guy who never steals ideas. I steal ideas constantly. Almost every single one of my ideas is stolen. I just steal ideas, mix and match them, and try my best to put my own spin on them.

I guess you could say that my creative process can be summed up as “steal and evolve.”

Back to this story more as a whole, I stole the idea of this sort of super awesome RPG game with tons of customization, but then I changed things. It went from being a sort of awesome RPG for everyone to this awesome RPG with a selfish, womanizing developer who very much made the game cater to men. In that manga, the world was just a typical fantasy world. Here, it’s a random mix of fantasy and modern elements that don’t make much sense just because that’s what the developer decided to do.

Then, while I was writing, I thought, “Hey, I’ve been wanting to do one of those ‘reverse chastity’ stories where gender roles are swapped and there are way more women than men,” so I suddenly included that with no prior planning. I originally planned on the world having a balanced gender ratio, then it became what you just read. I ended up having to go back to rewrite a bunch of the original dialogue between Rosie and Sev since it was originally written before men were going to be so rare and special.

That’s enough on that part of the rant! Time to talk about some other things.

Like our protagonist’s class!

So, I knew that I didn’t want to go the typical “Hero” route that so many of these stories go. Many times, there is literally a class named Hero or something similar which the protagonist either gets given or chooses it themselves. Of course, 99% of the time, they also fight with a sword. I just had to try and be a special boi by picking something else. I also think the whole grim reaper aesthetic is super cool and think that scythes are even cooler, so I decided to have Sev go that route.

But alas.

I couldn’t make him commit to that without turning him into a character I didn’t like—a guy who disregarded the feelings of those close to him to go and do something that might very well get him killed killed. He had to stop thinking that it was just a game. While yes, he probably would have been fine with his original plan, it was a totally unnecessary risk that he only wanted to do because he had an idea for a fun build. He was being too selfish in that situation.

And sure, as an author, I ultimately have total control over the story. I could have changed things or made it so that unlocking the Reaper class had a different, less lethal prerequisite, but I liked the little drama and realization that came as a result of it.

So even though both me and Sev thought it would be super cool to go with the original build he had in mind, we both chose against it and decided to go with something that makes far more sense for his character.

I was finally so close to writing my dream DoT-focused LitRPG, but alas…

Then I decided to add the rival “Hero.” I had no idea I was going to write him when I started, but I suddenly had the idea of there being someone else who loves the world but for all the wrong reasons and loved it. So, I added an antagonist who is basically everything that Sev can’t stand. A shitty bully who looks down on others, shit talks his favorite game, and who only likes the world because he can take advantage of all the women there and be popular with zero effort. In many ways, our new antagonist is a satire of protagonists in similar stories, and also me poking fun at the people I always see in comment sections for similar stories saying shit like, “Man, if I was him, I’d be fucking mad bitches all day every day.”

I’ve also been super into revenge stories lately, especially stories that feature revenge against bullies. So, that played into my decision as well, and I’m sure it subconsciously influenced the existence of him in the first place. I love revenge stories where the protagonist ends up completely destroying the life of whoever wronged him.

And that brings me to the next thing I want to mention.

The more I wrote this story, the more I realized, “Hey, with the kind of story and setting this is, I can just add whatever random tropes I’ve been wanting to use lately.”

I decided that I would add every random thing I wanted to this story. Serious tropes, silly tropes, pure slop tropes, fanservice tropes, trashy tropes, you name it. I decided to go full yolo and threw in whatever I wanted without any shame.

Reverse chastity / mostly women world, girls who love fellatio and paizuri more than regular sex, girls having canonically stronger spines so that they can have way bigger boobs with back pain, harems for men are totally okay and expected, there is a canonical reason for why the girls have sexualized outfits even though they’re meant to be adventurers fighting in dungeons (thanks, Seth!), so on and so on.

Any time something doesn’t make sense, I can just say, “Well, Seth designed the world to be like that, so take it up with him.” Even romance and sex. Romance, sex—really, just any kind of social relationship, the rate at which they form and deepen are accelerated because the game was designed with those as optional, relatively quick side content. It wasn’t like there was an entire dating sim built into the game. Just a few dialogue trees and then boom, done, congrats on your marriage. Since the game was like that, most social relationships in this world are like that. Romantic progress that would normally take months to years can happen in just a few days!

It’s very convenient.

There are also a bunch of other, more serious ideas I had for fantasy stories over the years that I realized I could put into this series, but to mention those would be to share forbidden knowledge, so I’ll refrain from doing so. If you want to learn that knowledge, you’ll just have to keep on reading!

But yeah. For this story, I’ve decided to be even more selfish than usual. I’m really just throwing in whatever I think will be fun. What started as me getting suddenly inspired to copy someone else’s idea quickly evolved into this melting pot of ideas, tropes, and themes that I’ve been wanting to use for years now.

As for the LitRPG elements, I’ve decided to be pretty casual with them. I want to do my best regularly bringing them up throughout this series since I have a habit of starting strong with them and then slowing down as the story goes on, so I’m hoping I avoid going that route this time. Since everything is very casual and it’s not super crunchy, I’m hopeful! That being said, despite what I just said… I’ve already got an excel spreadsheet packed full of stats, damage calculations, etc. I’m mostly using that to stay consistent rather than to have more numbers to pack into the story. If I wanted to, I could add way more crunchy stuff to the narration, but I won’t. I’m happy with the current implementation of the system.

The last thing I can think of mentioning is Rosie. Her name, at least. I looked up names for cows and saw it on a list for them and decided to roll with it. Then I realized I already had another cow girl in another series of mine, Lord of Infinity, named Rose.

Oops.

I was really tempted to change the name since, come on, a cow girl named Rose in one book and then another named Rosie in a different book? That was way too close.

Then I figured, “Meh, fuck it, it’s kind of funny and just a silly coincidence.” So, I kept her name.

Finally, there’s Sev at the ending.

All in all, Sev is a very broken boy. He never had a real childhood. Never got to live a normal life. He’s been stuck in bed for most of his life and has always felt like a waste of space who only existed just to play games and be a leech. Between the trauma, the feeling worthless, having a broken body, and then suddenly getting everything that he ever dreamed of and more, I would say that he is nowhere near as mentally stable as he might be acting.

That’s fun to think about, right?

Will he break down? Will he realize he’s going too far? Will he fully commit and embrace this new side of him? Or has this side always been there, and this is just the first time he has ever been justified in bringing it out? If so, will he be able to put it back afterward, or will this be a permanent evolution of his character?

Only time will tell!

There are so many different ways that Sev could come out of this that I’m excited to find out which it is. After all, I don’t even know what’s going to happen for sure. You’ll find out only a little after I do.

That’s all I have to say for now. Probably.

I hope you enjoyed the story, and I hope that you’re looking forward to future volumes! I’m super inspired for this and, rather than be like, “Hey, alright, I published this, time to go work on my other stories,” I’m just going to ride this motivation wave until it needs a break. Hopefully, that means the next volume will be out much faster than usual for my stories, but no promises.

Now for the usual links! I’ll put Sev’s current, full status after the following stuff just in case anyone wants an easy reference for his power level at the end of this volume, and to compare against in the future! Also, review pls.

I’ve got a Discord you can join at: https://discord.gg/Vu9D4XTt9b

If I ever write bonus chapters that don’t make it into the volume or… simply aren’t allowed on Patreon/Amazon for one reason or another, you can find them in the Discord. I’m also in the voice chat almost daily and we often play games together, so you’re welcome to come hang out with us! We even host servers for different games multiple times a year, typically survival-crafter stuff, that you can join to play with us!

You can check out my other series, The Ascension Game, here!

And my other other series, The True Endgame, here!

Any my other other other series, Lord of Infinity, here!

And my other other other other series, Lazy Dragon Queen, here!

And my other other other other other series, To Freely Fly, 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

If you want to follow me on social media, you can check out my X at: https://x.com/ace_arriande

I have a Patreon, too, where I post all my stories and chapters early: 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 that you can check out here: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCGmETU0sr2AIjA0jwq-MsSQ

Thank you once again!


Sev’s Status

Note: Since Sev is between weapons right now and is keeping it secret what the next weapon he’s switching to is, even though it’s probably pretty obvious, I’ll just add the info block for his Sharpened Sickle that never made it into the narration for his currently equipped weapon. You might also notice that some of the “Scaling” skills have different numbers listed than they did at their introduction in the volume, and that’s because… well, he’s got better stats now that scale the skills up. Like Lesser Enchantment: Poison. It only did 2 damage a tick at first, but now it does 5.3.

Also, in case anyone is curious, only the stats in parentheses influence skill unlocks (like when he got new skills for every 20 points in an attribute), but the total number in front of those (base+gear) is what affects scaling for skills. Mana cost also scales! If you’ve got any questions about how things work, you’re more than welcome to join the Discord and ask me!

[Information]

//Name: Sev Rosehearth

//Race: Vampire (3rd Generation)

//Level: 15 (0%)

//Class: Vampire

//Subclass: None

//Dungeons Cleared: 7

[Status]

//Health: 442/442 (340)

//Mana: 153/153 (138)

//Defense: 40

//Vitality: 51 (0)

//Intelligence: 15 (0)

//Strength: 15 (0)

//Wisdom: 10 (0)

//Dexterity: 97 (82)

//Charisma: 50 (40)

//Luck: 15 (0)

[Equipment]

//Sharpened Sickle

//Type: Weapon [Sickle] (Common)

//Requirements: Level 10

//50 – 55 Damage (Slashing)

//Less of a farmer’s tool, more of a makeshift decapitator.

//Adventurer’s Hood

//Type: Armor [Head] (Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 5

//8 Defense | 10 Vitality | 5 Charisma

//A stylish hood for that rugged, cool look perfect for adventurers looking to make a name for themselves.

//Adventurer’s Jacket

//Type: Armor [Torso] (Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 5

//8 Defense | 15 Vitality

//A leather vest with some chain underneath, not that anyone will see it underneath the jacket that looks as good as it protects.

//Adventurer’s Bracers

//Type: Armor [Arms] (Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 5

//8 Defense | 10 Strength | 5 Dexterity

//Sturdy bracers for protecting your arm that come with built-in, fingerless gloves.

//Adventurer’s Pants

//Type: Armor [Legs] Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 5

//8 Defense | 5 Dexterity | 5 Intelligence | 5 Luck

//They might just look like normal pants, but they go nice with the rest of the set.

//Adventurer’s Boots

//Type: Armor [Feet] (Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 5

//8 Defense | 5 Intelligence | 5 Wisdom | 5 Luck

//Knee-high boots for that rugged rogue look, even if the stats aren’t for a rogue.

//Knight’s Promise

//Type: Accessory [Necklace] (Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 7

//21 Vitality

//A promise made, a promise fulfilled.

//New Adventure’s Ring

//Type: Accessory [Ring] (Uncommon)

//Requirements: Level 1

//5 Vitality | 5 Intelligence | 5 Strength | 5 Wisdom | 5 Dexterity | 5 Charisma | 5 Luck

//Proof that you have taken the first step as an adventurer.

Other Effects

//Vampire

//Class Type: Base

//Main Attribute: Dexterity

//Secondary Attribute: Charisma

//The Vampire, predator of the night, a threat to all with blood, who excels in fighting with their body and magic alike. Their thirst for blood is unquenchable, and their fighting makes sure to extract as much blood as possible from their foes.

	Gain an additional 2 Dexterity and 1 Charisma per level.
	Martial Skills that scale using Dexterity and Magic Skills that scale using Charisma have improved scaling.
	You heal for 5% of Damage dealt whenever you attack an enemy suffering from any form of Bleeding. If your Health is full, it will instead restore Mana, and Mana gained this way may temporarily go over the maximum amount.
	You may turn any living monster into your thrall by dominating it in battle. Thralls are monsters forced into servitude who will loyally serve you in combat and match your level, but you may only have one.


//Adventurer’s Spirit

//Set Bonus

//2: Increases Health regeneration by 2 per second.

//4: Deal 20% more Damage to enemies you have not defeated before.

//5: Guided by the desire to explore the unexplored and to hunt the unhunted, treasure chests have a higher chance of spawning while you are present in a dungeon for the first time, and enemies you kill for the first time will drop a bonus item.

Skills

//Lesser Enchantment: Poison

//Type: Magic (General | Active | Scaling)

//Stat: Wisdom

//Cost: 8 MP

//Cooldown: 5 seconds

//Causes the next Damage-dealing attack, skill, or spell used to inflict Poisoned that deals 5.3 Poison Damage every 3 seconds for 15 seconds.

//Spark

//Type: Magic (General | Active | Scaling)

//Stat: Wisdom

//Cost: 9 MP

//Cooldown: 2 seconds

//Shoots a spark of flame toward the enemy to deal 9.3 Fire Damage.

//Power Bash

//Type: Martial (General | Active | Scaling)

//Stat: Strength

//Cooldown: 10 seconds

//Puts extra strength into your attack, dealing 13 additional Blunt Damage.

//Strong Slash

//Type: Martial (General | Active | Scaling)

//Stat: Strength

//Cooldown: 10 seconds

//Puts extra strength into your attack, dealing 13 additional Slashing Damage.

//Goliath Hunter

//Type: Soul (General | Passive | Static)

//Those who are willing to hunt foes beyond their limits strike fear into the greatest of beasts. Even dragons may learn to fear mice.

	You no longer deal reduced damage to enemies of a higher level than you.
	Defeating enemies of a higher level will now grant 25% additional experience per level over yours.
	You may gain experience from defeating enemies more than five levels higher than you.
	You may ignore level requirements on equipment.
	Your presence can be felt by monsters of a higher level, increasing the range at which they attack you from.
	Monsters above your level will recognize the threat you pose and use new abilities and patterns in defense against you.


//Energy Surge

//Type: Martial (General | Active | Static)

//Stat: Dexterity

//Cooldown: 120 seconds

//Instantly restore your energy, resetting the cooldowns of all Martial skills.

//Focus Speed

//Type: Martial (General | Active | Scaling)

//Stat: Dexterity

//Cooldown: 90 seconds

//Focus your energy into your limbs for 58.5% greater movement and attack speed for the next 12 seconds.

//Vampiric Blood (3rd Generation)

//Type: Racial (General | Passive | Static)

//Being a third generation of those who feast on blood grants you the following traits:

	+12.5 Health Regeneration per second but suffer 20 Damage per second in direct sunlight.
	When exposed to moonlight, the Health Regeneration effect is doubled and all Attributes are increased by 25%.
	You can see in the dark, but you have worsened vision in sunlight.
	You can detect all bleeding wounds within 1 mile.
	You gain resistance to Necromantic Damage, but you are critically weak to Fire Damage.
	You require fresh blood to sate your hunger. Not consuming blood for more than three days will result in weakening Attributes. Consuming the blood of particularly powerful victims will grant a temporary boost to Attributes.
	You may no longer have children, but you may turn a mortal into a Vampire (4th Generation) once per year. Cannot be used during the first year.
	You no longer age and cannot die from natural causes but may still be killed.
	You may select the Vampire Class.


//Dual Attack

//Type: Martial (General | Active | Static)

//Stat: Dexterity

//Cooldown: 60 seconds

//Activating this will allow you to use the next Damage-dealing Martial skill twice in quick succession regardless of its cooldown time.

//Double Jump

//Type: Martial (General | Passive | Static)

//Stat: Dexterity

//Somehow, you’re now dexterous enough to perform a double jump by jumping after having already jumped before landing.

//Self-Motivation

//Type: Magic (General | Active | Scaling)

//Stat: Charisma

//Cost: 10 MP

//Cooldown: 60 seconds

//Inspire yourself to increase the Critical Chance of your next Skill by 10%.

//Partygoer

//Type: Magic (General | Passive | Static)

//Stat: Charisma

//Your presence encourages everyone in the party, increasing the highest Attribute of each other party member by 5%.

//Rose Transfusion

//Type: Magic (Vampire | Active | Static)

//Stat: Charisma

//Cooldown: 60 seconds

//Inflicts Rose Transfusion on the target for 12 seconds, converting 10% of Damage dealt into Health restored to the attacker.

And that’s everything!

Don’t forget to leave a review if you enjoyed the story, and thank you for reading!
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