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        Fight. Level. Survive.

    
    
    
    
                Mason finds himself waking up naked and alone in a whole new world. Lying there, contemplating life, with blades of blue grass stabbing him in his ass, Mason had no idea just how chaotic his life was about to become.

Finding himself in a world full of monsters, magic, and idiots, Mason stumbles his way into power, using his wits, a ton of luck, and a heavy dose of sarcasm to ensure his survival.

Mason finds friends, faces enemies, and does a whole lot of shit-talking on his adventure, aiming not only to survive but also to become a hero and legend in his own right.
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                Chapter 1 - Getting Started

Mason Hughes was what you might call a light sleeper. He woke at the smallest of noises and at the slightest glint of light. So with the suns blazing down on him and the strange scents of pine, earth, and morning dew pervading his senses, it didn't take him long to stumble into consciousness.

While most people may like to be woken up by the rising sun, birds singing, and the smell of fresh air, Mason was not that kind of person. In fact, Mason detested those kinds of people.

To say Mason found his current situation strange would be an understatement. What was most strange was not that he was waking up outside or the fact entirely naked, nor was it his inability to remember how he had ended up there. No. The strangest, most infuriating thing about his current situation were the dagger-like blades of grass that were currently stabbing him in places better left unstabbed.

He shifted his body to alleviate the discomfort. Eyes still closed, not yet prepared to face the world, he tried to piece together what had happened. He had been sitting on the toilet, scrolling through Facebook. He heard a knock at the door, went to answer it and boom, he was waking up here.

He frowned at the memory. Finally opening his eyes, he found he couldn't see anything. It wasn't that it was dark; there was just nothing to see. It was as if there were a completely white canvas spread across his retinas. He squeezed his eyes shut again as he started experiencing vertigo. Nausea and dizziness hit him with the force of a double-decker bus. It was everything he could do not to immediately throw up. Keeping his eyes firmly closed, he pushed himself into a sitting position.

He slowly opened his eyes. Taking a deep breath, he vowed never to drink again. He took in his situation. He was naked, God knows where and apparently blind. The force of all this hitting him at once caused him to start hyperventilating.

*DING*

As the noise faded, he noticed in the middle of his vision, there were little black squiggles. When he focused his attention on them, they changed into words.

Achievement unlocked! Rise and shine, sleepy head -Reward deferred

He stared at the words in disbelief as they faded.

"Um… what?"

Already wholly fed up with whatever was happening, Mason repeated himself louder.

"What?"

*DING*

Achievement unlocked! Better get started -Reward deferred

"Get started? What the fuck am I supposed to start?"

The moment the word 'start' left his mouth, more squiggles appeared in his vision swirling with movement. Once again, he focused on them, and they formed into words he could read.

*DING*

Quest Received! Zero to Hero

Quest Objective - In order to begin your journey, you must take your first step, reach level 1, and begin initiation.

Reward - Small item box (Common).

Accept? Y/N

'Quests? Achievements? This all sounded strangely familiar. Am I in a goddamn game?! Fuck, this is weird.'

"Er, yes?"

The whiteness disappeared. Blinking a few times, Mason's surroundings came into focus for the first time.

He found himself in the heart of a dense forest, standing in a tiny clearing encircled by towering trees whose foliage was so high he could barely see the leaves. The forest's thick canopy blocked out most of the sunlight, casting dappled shadows on the ground. The clearing opened up to a narrow path that snaked deeper into the woods, disappearing around a bend and leaving him to wonder where it led.

The grass that had been, just a moment before, poking him in the rear was a peculiar shade of blue, quite unlike anything he had seen before. Upon closer inspection, he noticed that it swayed gently back and forth as if moved by a breeze. Mason found it perplexing that not all of the grass was blue but rather scattered in patches throughout the visible areas of the forest. The rest of the grass was a more familiar green, which only added to the strangeness of his surroundings.

Looking up, Mason could see that wherever he was, had two suns—one at each end of the visible horizon. One was yellow, like the sun he was used to, but the other had a slight red tint and wasn't nearly as bright as its yellow counterpart. Partially blinded by idiotically staring at the suns, Mason closed his eyes and waited to regain full use of his sight.

Using this time to try and calm himself down, he started counting down from 10 as if meditating. He tried to imagine that he was in this forest by choice, not naked and not freaking the fuck out. Five seconds in, he felt something trigger internally, as if someone had flicked a switch. Everything once again went white. This time, however, words were already there, as if imprinted onto his eyelids.

He was looking at something that resembled the Character Sheet you'd see in a typical RPG, but seeing one while his eyes were closed was making him feel like he belonged in a psychiatric hospital.

After scanning through the text, his mind went into overdrive, attempting to process what was going on.

The way he saw it, there were three explanations here, 1. He was dead, and the afterlife was a weird naked camping game. 2. He was in a coma, and this was his subconscious's way of telling him playing Skyrim for the 15th time was once too many. Or 3. This was a dream, and he would wake up any minute, get ready for work and continue living his life.

Hoping it was the last one, Mason pinched himself hard on the arm, "Fuck, ouch! Okay, probably not a dream", he muttered to himself, rubbing his brand-new bruise vigorously.

He closed his eyes again, reopening his character sheet, trying to get a better grip on what was going on.

"Ok, so…" Muttering to himself, he inspected his Character Sheet.

Character Sheet

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 0

"Level 0? What the hell, I'm calling hacks, don't you usually start games at level 1? At least I kept my name; it's better than being called Link or 'The dragon born' or some other crap."

Current XP: 0/1

"Looks like I need to get single XP to level up. How does experience work in this game? Do I just find something and kill it? Or is this one of those, level up by 'learning how to walk and move the camera' kind of game."

He took a few steps around just in case, but nothing happened, so he continued.

Race: Human

Class: N/A

Rolling his eyes, "All the weird and wonderful races in the fantasy genre, and I'm still Human." Looking to the sky as if shouting at God, he added, "If I was given a choice, I'd have gone with Elf. "

Health Points (HP): 100

Mana Points (MP): 100

Stamina: (SP): 100

"Pretty self-explanatory here, 'HP' keep alive, 'MP' do Magic and 'SP' keep running. Not sure if 100 is a lot, but I guess I'll find out. Also… am I going to learn magic?! That's pretty awesome… Maybe I don't want to wake up after all."

Stats




	
Strength: Locked


	
Agility: Locked


	
Endurance: Locked


	
Vitality: Locked





	
Resilience: Locked


	
Intelligence: Locked


	
Perception: Locked


	
Willpower: Locked








Free points: 0

Skills

Locked

"…I think these might be locked."

Current Quest


	Zero to Hero



In order to begin your journey, you must take your first step, reach level 1, and begin initiation.

"Hopefully, after I figure out how to level up, whatever 'initiation' is will give me some clue as to what the fuck is happening. Judging by the wealth of information I've been given so far, I doubt it."

Closing the menu and looking around at his surroundings, Mason started walking, following the path.

'I don't know what's going on, but whatever it is, I need to take this seriously. I'm either insane, in a coma or dead. There is always the possibility that some bullshittery happened, and I'm actually here in a forest full of ridiculously tall trees, blue grass and two suns. Not to mention that I'm naked, I feel like puking, and these fucking trees, man, why are they so fucking tall?'

After walking for what felt like hours, but in reality, was 15 minutes, Mason started formulating a plan of action.

Step 1. Find something that isn't a tree.

Step 2. Try and kill that something.

Step 3. Level up?

Step 4. Don't Die.

"That feels like a pretty solid plan; step 4 definitely my favourite."

After walking for another half hour and starting to find the infinite number of tall fucking trees he passed truly sickening, he felt a sharp pain on the back of his neck. He instinctively smacked the spot as hard as he could. Pulling his hand away, he saw the culprit was a palm-sized mosquito now squished in his hand. Mason recoiled at the size of it, staring in shock.

After staring at the squished bug for a few seconds, words popped into existence right above the corpse:

Loot Corpse? Y/N

"Um, yes?"

The remains of the bug in Mason's hand vibrated slightly, and one singular coin appeared, dropping neatly on top of what used to be the mosquito's head.

Inspecting the coin closely, it appeared to be made out of copper, was about the size of a thumbnail and was completely smooth to the touch.

Mason switched the coin to the hand not covered in dead bug and, partially due to his newfound hatred, wiped the remains on the nearest tree.

"Thanks for the coin and all, but I don't exactly have pockets right now, so Imma just leave it here for now… aaand I'm talking to myself again."

Noticing something in his peripheral, Mason tried focusing on it; the moment he paid it any attention, the words slid from just out of sight to the centre of his vision.

You have slain - ??? ('Identify' Skill required)

You have received 1 XP

Level up.

"Well, that was easy." Closing his eyes, he brought up his character sheet again.

The page of information and stats was still there, but they were greyed out slightly. A box appeared on top of everything else with the words, 'Begin Initiation Y/N?'

Praying that this might answer some questions or at least up his survival chances, Mason took a deep breath, "Yes."

Struck with a sudden blinding pain, Mason passed out.
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                Chapter 2 – Magic Bolt! Magic Bolt! Magic Bolt!

Mason woke up with his head pounding and his entire body sore.

"This is definitely not a dream. If that happens every time I level up, I might just off myself right now."

Five new info boxes had popped up while he had been unconscious, he quickly read through each of them.


Notification – 1/5

Initiation complete.

Your character sheet has been updated.

You have unallocated stat points to spend.

After reading the message, Mason wondered how he was supposed to close the current box and move on to the next one but as the thought entered his mind, the box closed.

Notification – 2/5

You have reached Level 1.

Stats unlocked.

Skills unlocked.

Skill 'Identify (Basic)' acquired – Identify - This skill gives you basic information about objects, creatures, and people you focus on. Level further to increase the available information.

Base skills unlocked.

Skill selection available.

Stat points allocated.

 

Notification – 3/5

Quest update - Zero to Hero - In order to begin your journey, you must take your first step, reach level 1, and begin initiation.

Quest Complete

Reward options – A. Small Weapon box (Common) or B. Small clothes box (Common).

His instincts were telling him to choose the weapon box, that mosquito was fucking massive, and he couldn't be sure what was going to be hunting him next. On the other hand, his junk was awfully exposed, and if that somehow got bitten off, the women of his world and this one would miss out greatly, and that surely could not be.

His inner thoughts having done a decent job of convincing him, Mason settled on the clothes box as his decision and with that thought, he felt a light thud in the grass directly in front of him.

Notification – 4/5

Achievement Reward - Rise and shine, sleepy head.

Reward – Health Potion (Common) X 3

 

Achievement Reward - Better get started.

Reward – Mana Potion (Common) X 3

 

Notification – 5/5

Mini-map unlocked.

Exiting the last notification, as he had expected, there hadn't been a single question answered, although there was a lot to process.

Closing his menu for the time being, Mason decided to open his clothes box and see what he had been awarded by the almighty system.

At his feet sat a small box, a parcel wrapped with brown paper tied together with simple white string.

Reaching down to open his glorious reward, he picked it up and eagerly ripped it open; inside, he found precisely what he had wanted, sort of. Staring at the box's contents, he attempted to use his newly acquired 'Identify' skill. Focusing on the item of clothing in front of him whispered, "Identify?"

Item – Basic Underwear – Underwear worn by the various humanoid races of this world, this particular pair is a lovely shade of Salmon Pink.

Effect - Increases' Resilience' by one point.

Rolling his eyes at the description, he stepped into the underwear and pulled them on, Mason did begrudgingly feel a slight relief to be wearing an item of clothing, even if it was a 'lovely' shade of pink. He wasn't going to say no to any added Resilience.

Rereading the words he realised it had actually given away a small tidbit of information, ‘worn by the various humanoid races of this world’. At least now he knew there were other people in this world and he wasn’t destined to be alone with just the words in his head.

Looking around, he tried and failed to find the Mana and health potions he had also been awarded. He opened his menu to see if they had been added anywhere but was soon distracted by the changes to his character sheet.

******

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 1

Current XP: 1/25

Race: Human

Class: N/A

Health Points (HP): 150

Mana Points (MP): 120

Stamina: (SP): 120

Stats




	
Strength: 4


	
Agility: 3


	
Endurance: 4


	
Vitality: 5





	
Resilience: 3 (+1)


	
Intelligence: 4


	
Perception: 4


	
Willpower: 4









Free Points: 10

Skills:

Identify (Basic)

Base Skills:

Universal Translator, Inventory (Basic)

Current Quest: No current quests.

Looking at his current stats, he was disappointed. Strength and Intelligence 4? He had never been a gym rat like a few of the guys he knew from work, but he had always been decently muscular and tried to stay active, so the 4 in Strength stung his masculinity a bit. The 4 in Intelligence, however, felt like a sucker punch; he was an avid reader of fiction and non-fiction alike and liked to believe he knew a little about everything. He was never top of his class at school but consistently got A's and B's.

"These Stats are Bullshit", he decided out loud; apart from Strength and Intelligence, he didn't really understand what the rest did anyway.

Help

Strength – How much you are physically able to affect the world around you – Governs how much you can carry, how hard you can hit, and most physical combat skills.

Agility - How fast you can run, swim and fight – Governs most movement and combat skills based on speed.

Endurance - How long you can run, swim and fight - Governs maximum SP at 100 Base points +5 SP per point in endurance. Also governs stamina regeneration speed.

Vitality - How resistant you are to poisons and other afflictions that affect the body - - Governs maximum HP at 100 Base points +10 HP per point in Vitality and health regeneration.

Resilience- How difficult you are to physically harm - Governs how effective health points are and any physical armour skills.

Intelligence - how well you can process information gathered from the world around you - Governs maximum MP at 100 Base points +5 MP per point in Intelligence. Also governs most magic-based skills.

Perception- How well you perceive the world around you - Governs skills based on any of your 5 senses or any other senses you may gain.

Willpower - How resistant you are to mental attacks and effects - Governs Mana regeneration speed.

"There has been a help menu this entire time? Help, where am I? Help, how do I get home?"

Nothing happened. "Yeah, figures that wouldn't work."

Looking over his stats again, he threw 5 points into Strength, 3 into Intelligence and the last 2 into Vitality, bringing his current stats to Strength 9, Intelligence 7 and Vitality 7.

Warning! Reallocating stats is impossible before reaching Level 100.

Are you sure you want to make these changes Y/N?

Ignoring the warning and going with his gut, Mason confirmed; feeling a tingly sensation, he braced himself, expecting the worst. After nothing had happened for a few seconds, he started to relax, thinking his luck might have turned. A wave of nausea and mental fatigue hit him, and pain spread throughout his body. He felt as if he had spent the last 24 hours simultaneously working out in the gym and studying advanced algebra non-stop. After only a  few seconds, the pain and exhaustion faded, leaving behind only a slight pain in his head and sore muscles.

"Why does any progress in this fucking place have to feel like I'm constantly being beaten up by a pissed-off Muhammed Ali." Sitting for a moment to catch his breath and verbally assault the world some more, Mason returned his attention to the matter at hand.

At the bottom of his regular character sheet was a new section.

Level 1 skill selection available.

Available skills:

Piercing Gaze (Basic) – Gaze upon your enemies and strike fear into their hearts.

Active effect: Small chance of damaging an enemy by looking at them, scales with Intelligence and Willpower.

 

One-handed weapons (Basic) –You won't be fighting dragons anytime soon, but hey, you got to start somewhere.

Passive effect: Unlocks the basic ability to wield and use one-handed weapons such as daggers, short swords, maces Etc.

 

Magic Bolt (Basic) – Call upon your mystical power and unleash it to strike down your foe.

Active effect: Focus a portion of your Mana into an attack in the form of a bolt of kinetic energy. Damage dependant on Intelligence. Scales with Intelligence.

Taking his time to consider the best option for him in his current situation, he ignored the first 2 skills and immediately picked Magic Bolt because Magic.

Do you want to unlock Magic Bolt Skill? Y/N?

"Magic Bolt! Magic Bolt! Magic Bolt!"

Mason felt a rush of information enter his head, giving him everything he needed to know to use the skill. He could now feel the presence of Mana within him, and to a certain degree, he knew he could control the strange energy and focus it to create the Magic Bolt. It made his headache worsen slightly, but he ignored it, excited to try out his cool new Magic powers.

Closing his menu, he raised his hand and pointed at one of the trees he had developed a hatred for. He could feel something moving through his body, a tickle of what he knew to be his Mana. It built in pressure at his fingers until it reached its limit, he gave a mental push, and a small blue bolt of energy left him in a burst. Eager to see the damage he had done to one of his sworn enemies, he went over and inspected the tree closely.

While the bolt had hit its target, the damage it had done was underwhelming. He wasn't expecting to knock the giant tree over or even shake it, but he had hoped to do more than chip one piece of the damn thing's bark.

He used Identify on the tree, hoping the description would alleviate his disappointment; perhaps the tree was special, made from magic and difficult for even the most powerful to…

World Object - Wild Kathan Tree (Common) – A tree found all over the world, not often used for its wood as it tends to break very easily. The leaves at the top of the tree are a common ingredient in Alchemy, used in many concoctions.

"Oh, fuck you!" Mason took a few steps back and once again pointed his hand at the tree shooting off a dozen bolts at the tree in quick succession. As the last one hit the tree, Mason collapsed to the floor.

Status effect: Affliction - Mental exhaustion has been added – Mana regeneration -50% for 5 minutes

Barely able to stay awake, Mason opened his menu and saw his Mana was at 0/135. He watched for a full minute before seeing it tick up to 1/135.

It was good to know that lack of Mana would affect him like that, but some warning would have been appreciated.

Warning! Running too low on Mana or stamina can result in negative afflictions.

Running too low on Health points can result in death. He raised his middle finger to the sky, "Not Helpful!"

He lay on the forest floor for five minutes, just contemplating life, before standing back up, feeling better enough to inspect the tree again.

The tree in question stood as tall as ever, glaring down at him mockingly. When he approached, he saw that he had done more damage to the bark, but it really was nothing to write home about. He had shot 12 bolts at the tree, 13 if you include the first one. From the damage, he guessed it would maybe take 200 of his bolts before the tree would even be at risk of falling.

Gazing up at the tree, he muttered, "I'll get you next time."

*DING*

Quest Received! TIMBERRRRR

This particular tree has insulted your honour. Gain power, come back and teach it who is boss!

Reward – Small sweet, sweet revenge box (Uncommon).

Accept? Y/N

"Fuck yeah, I accept."

The last thing he needed to do before heading off was check his inventory. He tried saying “Inventory” out loud, naturally, with zero results. Opening his menu, he scanned it looking for a way to access it. In the very corner of his menu, he saw a small backpack symbol. Mentally clicking it opened a whole new screen. There were 9 squares set out in a 3x3 format. In the first 2 boxes sat his health and Mana potions. Closing his menu, he went to retrieve the coin he had discarded earlier and, for good measure, added the string and packaging from his item box just in case he ever had use for them.

Looking around, he started to think about what he should do next. In order to figure out where he was and what was happening to him, he figured he would need to find some sort of civilisation; failing that, a water source would be a good start.

Remembering that one of his notifications had mentioned a mini-map, he opened his menu and saw that right there at the top was a tab with the word Map. Opening it showed a large blacked-out area with a small path of colour that, he figured, must have been the path he had walked so far. While useful, it didn't show him anything new. Closing the map, he picked a direction and started walking.

Every so often, he stopped and reopened his map to inspect his progress. After toying around with it a few times, he figured out he could zoom in, allowing him to see more details. He also found he could exit his menu but keep the map up in the corner of his vision, hence the name mini-map.

He kept walking, keeping his mini-map zoomed in enough to see any changes to his immediate surroundings. A few times, he caught a glimpse of blue on the map, only for it to turn out to be patches of the blue grass he had seen earlier.

After walking for another half hour, he was just about to give up hope and beg the words in his head for help, when he came across another glimpse of blue on the map, but this time it came with the sound of running water. Deciding that today may not be the day he dies, he ran towards the noise. Squeezing between two trees to get to the clearing where the river was.

As he stepped into the clearing, he was mesmerised by the river of crystal-clear water. Complete with a beautiful waterfall that had been the source of the noise that had drawn him there. The waterfall was about 15 feet high and a welcome sight. He remembered reading that drinking running water was safe, or at least had less chance of giving you salmonella or E coli.

Mason stepped towards the water and saw his reflection for the first time since this whole ordeal began. he stared into the water and was amazed by the subtle differences in his physique. He had definitely gained a bit of muscle and thought he might even be an inch or two taller. The biggest difference was his eyes. He looked harder at the reflection, moving his head closer to the water; his eyes appeared to be glowing yellow, except... those weren't his eyes.

The yellow orbs, he had thought were his eyes, grew larger until the creature they actually belonged to became clearer. Fuck. Backing away as fast as he could. He watched as the Beast lumbered out of the water. The giant lizard, half resembling a Komodo dragon, heaved itself up out of the water. It was as big as a car, with stumpy legs as thick as tree trunks. Its yellow eyes never left his direction.

The lizard didn't move immediately. It just stood there. Watching him.

"Identify", Mason whispered as quietly as possible, doing everything he could to not provoke the Beast further.

Beast – Level 21 Giant Drake – These temperamental creatures are extremely territorial. If you come across one, you better hope it doesn't see you. Too bad for you; this one has 100% seen you.

*DING*

Mandatory Quest Received! – Giant Drake, Giant Problem - You have wandered into the territory of a Giant Drake. The way it sees things, it now has the right to kill and eat you, not necessarily in that order.

Quest Objective - Survive.

Reward - Continued existence.

Blinking away the messages, Mason slowly stood.

"Good giant lizard. You're okay. I'm just going to, very slowly, back away. And not be eaten."

The lizard's face changed slightly.

"Did you just fucking smirk at me?"

The Drake charged.
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In his own world, Mason remembered an incident with a kid in his old school who looked like he had been breastfed steroids since birth. The kid had been picking on a much smaller classmate while the teacher was out of the room. While Mason was usually a loner at school and tried to keep to himself, he truly hated bullies and so intervened by standing in front of the smaller kid and trying to convince the bully to stop being a prick. It worked until Mason inevitably said something sarcastic, which the bully took badly. This, of course, ended up with Mason's face being redecorated and him being suspended for apparently starting the fight.

There had been other times when he had stood his ground when he had gotten in fights where the odds were stacked against him, but in this case, Mason turned and ran for his life.

*Ding*

Status effect: Affliction – 'Chicken Shit' has been added – all stats -5%

Blinking it away immediately, Mason angrily muttered, “There is no fucking way you are penalising me for running away from a mini fucking dragon.”

His minimap still in the corner of his vision, he could see the Drake was represented by a red circle moving toward him as he sprinted in the opposite direction. The Beast chasing him was fast. Far faster than it had any right to be for how huge it was. The only reason that Mason could keep any distance between them was that it had very short legs and seemed to have a lot of trouble turning corners, whereas Mason could use his map to judge when and where would be best to turn.

Weaving in and out of trees, he slowly increased the distance between them. The only problem was that the Drake didn't seem to be getting tired, whereas Mason could see his Stamina bar in the bottom right corner showing the current value to be 20/120. He could also feel that he was running low on energy, his breaths were coming more frequently, and he could hear his heart beating in his chest like it was a drum and bass rave in there.

He pushed himself harder, knowing he didn't have much time. Running as fast as he could, something popped up and blocked his view of where he was going. He tripped and while airborne, Mason Managed to read.

*Ding*

Achievement unlocked! Run Fat Boy Run!

You have run faster than ever before than you ever have before.


	Reward 2 points added to agility




Before he could fully process the words, he felt the impact of his face slamming into a tree at high speed.

He had one thought before slipping entirely into unconsciousness, a threeway thought dedicated to the system notification, the Drake and the tree, 'You wankers.'


***


Moments later, Mason woke up face down with a mouthful of dirt, with the worst headache he had had that day so far, he was starting to worry that if he kept losing consciousness so often, he would get brain damage. Or maybe he already had brain damage and all of this was a delusion.

He heard the Thump Thump Thump of the Giant Drake walking over to him, only now catching up. Mason attempted to stand, only to feel the Drake's whip-like tail slam him down again. Feeling like he had been hit by a truck, Mason just lay there, convinced he was going to die.

Turning his head, he could see the Beast standing beside him. As a last resort, Mason raised his arm towards the monstrous creature, and before he could shoot off a Magic Bolt, the creature moved quick as lightning snapping his jaws down around Mason's Arm.

Screaming in pain, he could feel the Drake slowly biting down. It was playing with its food, inflicting as much pain as possible before it devoured its prey. Mason was in utter agony. He could feel each of the creature's teeth as they sank into his flesh, breaking through the skin, then the muscle. Before it could reach the bone, Mason let out a guttural scream and shot Magic Bolts over and over into the Giant Drake's mouth, willing as much Mana as he could into each one.

He felt mental exhaustion hit him for the second time that day. The pain in his arm lessened as the Drake opened his mouth and stepped back. He could still see the creature, but his vision blurred more with each second. Moving slowly to avoid passing out, Mason opened his Inventory and selected one Mana potion and one health potion. He hardly noticed when they appeared in his hand. Afraid that he would die of blood loss if he passed out again, he downed the health potion first.

It felt like nothing he had ever experienced before. Warmth flooded every inch of his body, and he felt a sense of fullness and rightness engulf him. He didn't even realise he had been healed until the warmth faded. Apart from the tiredness from his Mana still being low, he felt better than he could ever remember feeling. Chasing the rush, he went to drink the Mana potion but got a notification when he put the bottle to his lips.

Warning! Drinking more than one potion at a time will cause the Toxic effect. You can currently drink one potion every 20 minutes. Increase your Resilience stat to reduce this cooldown.

“You never let me have anything good”, he muttered to wherever the notification came from.

Coming down from the adrenaline/potion rush, he looked to where the giant Drake had been. It was still there, not moving. Mason carefully edged towards it, wary of it being a trap.

"You better not be fucking with me", Mason shouted at the Beast while still a few feet away. It flicked its tail in reply, 'So, still alive, but injured.' Mason, keeping his distance, edged around so he could see its face. He used identify on it again, hoping it might tell him something new.

Beast – Level 21 Giant Drake (Dying) – These temperamental creatures are extremely territorial. If you come across one, you better hope it doesn't see you. Too bad for you; this one has 100% seen you.

Update:

Weakness: Its magically enhanced scales are almost impenetrable for anyone under level 20, but its insides are vulnerable to all attacks.


Looking at the creature, Mason could see that it didn't have a scratch on it, but going by the updated description, his Magic Bolts must have really done a number on its insides. Relaxing slightly, he approached closer, trying to think of a way to put the Giant Drake out of its misery, but he needn't bother as he soon heard a series of 'Dings' along with 4 new system messages.

*DING*

Notification 1/4

You have slain – Beast – Level 21 Giant Drake.

You have received 210 XP.

Level up

Level up


Notification 2/4

You have reached level 3.

Stat points allocated.


Notification 3/4

Mandatory Quest Update – Giant Drake, Giant Problem - You have wandered into the territory of a Giant Drake. The way it sees things, it now has the right to kill and eat you.

Objective – 'Survive.' complete.

Quest reward – You get to live! Yay you!

Hidden bonus objective – 'Kill Giant Drake' complete.

Bonus Reward – Dagger of the Drakes (Rare) – This dagger is made from one of the fangs of the Giant Drake you killed. While luckily for you, it wasn't venomous, it does contain a portion of the magic that enhanced the Drake's body, making this dagger incredibly sharp and durable.

Status effect: Affliction – 'Chicken Shit' has been Removed.

Before moving on to the final notification, he felt something drop to the floor in front of him. Assuming it was the dagger, he moved on to the following message.

Notification 4/4

Achievement unlocked! The bigger they are, the harder they fall.

You have Managed to kill a creature more than 20 times your level. That's insane!

+1 Perception 

Reward – Boots of the Lucky Bastard (Uncommon) – These boots were once worn by a leprechaun who travelled the world stealing gold and treasure until he one day met his end at the hand of a king who didn't appreciate having his treasury plundered.

Effect - while incredibly comfortable, these boots also make you marginally luckier. That may sound like a shitty effect, but when whether or not getting hit by an arrow comes down to luck, you'll be sure to appreciate them, you ungrateful bastard. They also increase the amount of coin you find when looting.

'I'd like to think all these rewards were worth it, but that was terrifying, and I'd very much not like to do that again.' Opening his eyes, he saw the Dagger of the Drake by his feet. As the description had said, the blade was one of the Monster's fangs in front of him. The handle was made out of the blackest wood he had ever seen. It was smooth to the touch and glistened in the sunlight. The dagger was incredibly light and made Mason somewhat regretted not picking the one-handed weapons skill.

Taking the last few steps toward the now-dead Drake, he looked down at it and, as expected, saw a prompt.

Loot Corpse? Y/N?

As this was the first time Mason had killed something larger than a rat, he felt a slight tinge of sadness looking down at the creature whose life he had ended but wasn't going to say no to free shit, so he gave his assent.

Loot Received:

Drake hide (Uncommon)

2 silver coins

2 health potions

Exiting the notification, he saw that the Drake had been skinned, but the loot was nowhere to be seen. He waited a moment in case it, for some reason, just took a second. Nothing happened.

"That's weird. Where's my shit?" The dagger had appeared as soon as he finished reading the message. He felt cheated. He had risked his life to get away from the thing and even Managed to kill it, he didn't necessarily have any immediate need for any of the stuff listed, but it was his god dammit!

Tired of this whole game system crap that was going on, he raised his dagger and stabbed the creature's corpse. "Give. Me. My. Shit." Each word punctuated by a stab, "Stupid. Fucking. Lizard. Who's. Smirking. Now." He reached into the Beast's body, feeling around, thinking in his deranged state that maybe the loot was still inside the thing.

"Um, are you ok?"

Freezing mid-stab, covered in sweat that was his and blood that wasn't. Mason slowly turned around to see an extremely attractive, young, red-haired woman looking at him with a bored expression, as if this was an average Tuesday for her. 

"Is… this a sex thing because I can totally leave if you need some privacy?" She said with a slight smirk.

Sputtering slightly, completely shocked and the sudden appearance of another person, Mason's only reply was, "Huh?"

Mason had never had much luck with women. He didn't think he was unattractive but more stunningly average. He had had girlfriends, but they never seemed to last very long. They either cheated on him, or the relationship quickly fizzled out. He had no problem talking to women. However, the woman in front of him was just so gorgeous, and this was such a ridiculous moment for her to appear that he was, for once in his life, at a loss for words.

Shaking his head to clear his thoughts, he continued, "err, no…no, I was supposed to get loot?"

"Do you have a storage power?" She asked him with a tone of voice usually reserved for small children and people with learning difficulties. "Did you check there?" She continued after he gave her a nod.

Opening his Inventory, the stuff he had gotten from the Drake was indeed there.

"Shit… Thanks, in my defence, I have had one weird fucking day." Mason said with a grimace.

"Yeah, I can see that. You Managed to kill a baby Drake. They can be a bit of a handf…."

Before she could finish her sentence, Mason cut her off by almost shouting, "THAT WAS A FUCKING BABY?"

Achievement unlocked! Infanticide

You killed a baby. I hope you're proud of yourself.

Reward – Baby killers don't get rewards.

            

    
        Chapter 4 - Punch Drunk

    
    
    
    
                Chapter 4 – Punch Drunk

"I don't understand how that massive thing could be a baby? It's literally called a Giant Drake!" Mason, not quite, shouted at the woman.

"Yeah, and that is a baby Giant Drake." She said, pointing at the lizard. "Come to think of it, you didn't see any others around, did you? If you struggled with that tiny one, you better hope you don't meet its parents. The bigger ones breathe fire."

Mason stared at her for a long moment, mouth open, trying to formulate words. "Struggled? That thing almost bit my damn arm off!"

Smiling at him, she replied, "Well, it looks pretty attached now. You're fine."

Mason Scowled, "Who the heck are you anyway? What are you doing in the forest alone?"

"Well, I could very easily ask you the same, but my question would go a bit more, Who the heck are you? What are you doing here? Why are you only wearing pink underwear, and why are you elbow-deep in Drake guts? But, since you asked first, my name is Mayry."

"Err, well. My name is Mason. I haven't foggiest idea what I'm doing here, it's the only thing the stupid system gave me, and I thought it had my loot…." Mason managed to say all of this without taking a single breath. While this girl was very attractive, she was starting to get on his nerves, as she was coming across as quite patronising.

"I think we'll need to unpack that a bit later, but first, hi Mason, it's nice to meet you. As I have already said, I'm Mayry, Mayry Sparks."

"Er, nice to meet you too, I guess."

"I hate to presume, but unless this really was a sex thing, you look like you might need some help… would you like me to take you to the nearest town?"

Thrown off slightly by the offer of help, Mason, somewhat pathetically, blurted out, "where am I?"

Mayry gave him a suspicious look but answered, "You are in the Umlilo Forest. How did you manage to get here without knowing that?"

Not wanting to get into the whole, 'I think that I might come from a whole other world' spiel until he could get a better sense of the girl, he simply said, "To be quite honest, I don't really remember, but in my defence, I have been knocked out three times in the past few hours."

Nothing but silence came from Mayry for a few minutes while she looked him over. Mason was getting the feeling she was deciding whether or not to trust him, which was fair as he didnt exactly look very trustworthy at the minute.

"Okay, okay. I'll take you to my town, but you will tell me your story when we get there. Non-negotiable deal? "

"Yeah, fine, deal." Getting a thought and forgetting Mayry existed for a moment, Mason opened his menu and looked at his stats fully aware that to Mayry he would look like he was just taking a standing nap.

===================================

 Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 3

Current XP: 211/ 300

Race: Human

Class: N/A

Health Points (HP): 170

Mana Points (MP): 130

Stamina: (SP): 135

Stats:




	Strength: 11
	Agility: 7
	Endurance: 6
	Vitality: 9



	Resilience: 5 (+1)
	Intelligence: 9
	Perception: 7
	Willpower 6






Free points: 6

Skills:

Identify (Basic), Magic Bolt (Basic)

Base Skills:

Universal Translator, Inventory (Basic)

Current Quests:


	TIMBERRRRR



This particular tree has insulted your honour. Gain power, come back and teach it who is boss!

 

He had levelled up twice and was now at level 3. He seemed to gain 1 point in each stat with every level up and 3 free points. Sadly it didnt look like he had a new skill selection yet.

Having 6 free points to spend, Mason formulated a plan.

"Mason, Mason, Mason, Mason, Mason, Mason…" Mayry started chanting his name a minute ago but ignored her.

"Yes, Mayry?" Mason said as innocently as he could.

"Oh, great back, are we? What was that all about? You closed your eyes and froze for a good long while.

"It was nothing. I'm just tired, is all. Say, are you in a rush to get back to town or can we make a super quick stop first? There is a tiny errand I need to take care of real quick."


******************************************************************************************************************************************************

A super quick stop, he had said, one tiny errand, he said. She was really starting to regret taking pity on the strange guy she had found almost completely naked trying to molest the corpse of a Drake.

She really did attract the weirdest men. First, it was that creepy Malika guy who kept saying he wanted her to be his 'first human girl', whatever the fuck that meant, and now this guy. When he said he needed to run an errand, she assumed he needed to take a piss or find his damn clothes, but nooo. After he had asked her if they could make a stop, he had walked around for half an hour stopping every couple of minutes and staring at trees.

When she asked what he was looking for, he just shushed her and said it was important. She was about to lose her patience with him and leave, when he threw up his arms in celebration. Hoping that this meant they could leave, she tried to talk to him, but he closed his eyes again before she could get a word in.

She was just about to back away and leave him to find the town on his own when something odd happened. She would have missed it if she wasn't already looking at him and if he wasn't semi-nude. It was subtle, but the muscles all over his body grew, the bit of pudge around his belly area shrank significantly, and he also grew an inch taller. She didn't currently think he was good-looking, but she reserved the right to change her mind later when she could see what he looked like when not covered in rapidly drying blood.

He opened his eyes, but before she could say anything, he spoke, "Okay, I'm ready!"

"Finally, you are such a weird guy. What the heck was that al…" she trailed off when she saw him walk over to a tree that looked like a few bits of its bark had been chipped away. He muttered something that sounded like, "I told you I'd get you next time, " and repeatedly punched the tree.

She stared at him in disbelief. It was weird he was punching the tree, yeah, but it was also really weird that he was doing so very little damage…

After a few more minutes of punching, he stopped. After all that, he had mostly just gotten his blood on the tree.

Walking up to him, she put her hand on his shoulder and said in a soothing tone, "I know I said I'd take you into town, but maybe we should go to the town's mind healer first? How does that sound."

She looked up at him and saw there were tears in his eyes. Mistaking them for tears of sorrow, she spoke up, "what's wrong? Are you okay?" She asked, feeling like an idiot. Of course, he wasn't okay. He had just tried and failed to beat up a tree, and now he was crying. She truly did feel for the guy, it seemed like he was going through a rough time.

"Why?" He said, fists clenched as if he planned to continue the useless pummelling.

"Why what?" she replied, confused.

"Why... won't it just die?" he said in the most defeated voice she had heard

"Oh, you just want to knock it down?" She flicked her wrist, and a fist-sized ball of fire flew from her hand and knocked the tree down in one hit. "See? All better now. No need to be upset." She smiled up at him.

******************************************************************************************************************************************************

He'd had the perfect plan.

True, it had taken him a while to retrace his steps, but he hadn't exactly paid close attention to where he had been going while running for his life.

Eventually, he found the tree and was confident in his plan.

He'd gotten 2 extra points in all stats from levelling up twice. Along with this, he now had 6 free points to spend. With all this information, he had made the only rational decision he could make and had put all 6 points into strength which left him with a grand total of 19 points in the stat.

He knew he should be adding as many points as possible to Intelligence to increase the usability of his Magic Bolt, but he just really wanted to punch something.

Feeling his muscles grow, he had been almost certain it would be enough for him to vanquish his foe.

Oh, how wrong he had been. He had punched harder and harder until he was doing more damage to himself than he was to the tree, but it had just refused to die.

With each punch, more and more of the emotions and thoughts he had been pushing down deep inside were coming up for air.

PUNCH.

He had been taken from his home.

PUNCH.

He might never see his mum, sister or anyone from his world ever again.

PUNCH.

He had very nearly died, by being eaten no less!

PUNCH.

He had felt scared, alone and helpless from the moment he had arrived in his place.

PUNCH.

And this tree, that just. Wouldn't. Fucking. Die.

PUNCH.

PUNCH.

PUNCH.

Mason had been so worked up that when he had finally stopped punching, there were tears in his eyes. He had known that Mayry had been speaking, but he hadn't been paying attention. Feeling her hand touch his bare shoulder, he calmed slightly. He had heard her ask, "what's wrong? Are you okay?"

Before he could answer, he had seen his bloody hands then, and his attention was drawn back to the damn near undamaged tree that had been the catalyst for his meltdown. He hadn't been able to properly formulate words due to the many emotions he was brimming with. He had clenched his fists and managed to force out, "Why?" At her prompting, he managed, "Why won't it just die."

Mayry then asked if Mason wanted her to knock the tree down for him. Which he had found to be a ridiculous thought, but then with absolutely no effort, she lifted her hand and completely incinerated up the tree.

Mason looked from the ashes of the once tree to Mayry a couple times before he truly understood what she had done.

The shock and irritation at Mayry for what she had done, the anger at himself for not being stronger, and all the emotions already at the forefront of his mind were just too much for mason and…

Quest update – TIMBERRRRR – Quest Failed.

For the 4th time that day, Mason Passed out.


            

    
        Chapter 5 – 'The Others' 

    
    
    
    
                Chapter 5 – 'The Others'

 

Mason was driving to his crappy job in his crappy car. He was currently a receptionist at a 4-star hotel located a couple miles from where he lived. It wasn't the greatest job, but he didn't mind it, though he did find it quite difficult to bite his tongue when rude customers were being assholes.

He was taking the route he always took, but today's road seemed unusually bumpy for some reason, and he was feeling a slight pressure in his belly as if something was pushing down on it. He came to a stop as there was traffic ahead, but oddly he kept feeling like he was going over the bumps. Ignoring it for now, he gazed out the window. Stuck in traffic on a busy road, the last thing he expected to see were hundreds of trees. One in particular tree drew Mason's attention. At the bottom of this tree, there seemed to be a lot of blood.

Mason looked at his hands on the steering wheel. They were raw and bloody. Shocked, he looked back at the trees. Mason jerked awake when he saw 2 plate-sized yellow eyes staring at him from behind the bloody tree.

Disorientated and confused, Mason woke. He soon discovered that the bumps and pressure he felt while dreaming were due to Mayry carrying him. She had, apparently, thought it best to throw him over her shoulder and start toward the town with him unconscious.

While Mason thought this quite undignified, he wasn't about to complain as this transport mode came with a decent view. The way he was being carried caused his eye level to be at the perfect angle to stare at Mayrys backside. She was wearing trousers that fit her so incredibly well that Mason couldn't stop himself from saying, "I wish I had been woken up with this in my face every time I'd been knocked out today."

This resulted in him being dumped onto the floor in front of a scowling pink-faced Mayry. "Pervert! how long have you been awake?!" She said, taking a step towards him.

Remembering what she had done to the tree, he raised his hands and replied, "Just now, I swear."

"Hmm, well, we're nearly there anyway. Maybe now you can tell me what your deal is."

They started walking as they talked, Mason following slightly behind Mayry.

Sighing in defeat, "Fine, what do you want to know?" he said, deciding to give her the benefit of the doubt.

"Well, maybe start with why you aren't wearing clothes?"

Defensively he replied, "I'm wearing boxer shorts, thank you very much. And I've already told you it's the only thing the system would give me."

"Yeah, I was hoping for more information, like what the 'system' is?"

"Oh, you don't see stuff when you close your eyes? Levels, quests, stat points, stuff like that? Then how did you make that tree go kaboom?" He had thought that maybe the game-like system he had was just the way it was here.

Her face scrunched up for a few seconds as if she was trying to figure something out. "No, I don't… My family magic lets me manipulate the elements, and I'm pretty advanced, so that tree wasn't a problem." She said smugly, "Is this system thing your family magic, or is it something else? It must be weak if you couldn't knock down a tree."

Not understanding anything she was saying, he asked, "What is family magic? Is it genetic or just magic only your family knows?"

The look she gave him in response was surprising. She looked shocked, as if he had just asked her what colour the sky was.

She stopped walking. The suspicious look from earlier returned, "Mason, I need you to be honest with me. Family magic is something every child is taught about at a young age. How do you not know what it is? How didn't you know what the name of the forest was? Where are you from?" as she spoke, her hand started faintly glowing orange.

"Err, I'm not from around here. I have no idea where here is even. This is going to sound ridiculous, but I think I'm from another world."

Before he could continue, Mayry pointed an open hand at him, a ball of fire spinning in her palm. "You're one of them? One of the 'Others'?" Her face changed from suspicious to angry. The ball of fire in her palm grew larger and started spinning faster.

Her words tore his focus from her action, "Others? Are there others like me? People from earth?" He was weary of her now. If he could find others like him, maybe he could find out what happened to him, maybe even how to get home.

Mayry appeared conflicted, her angry expression faltered, but she kept her hand pointed at him, fireball ready to annihilate him with a thought.

"Earth? What's Earth? All the stories I've heard say the 'Others' come from a world they call Ganehfrel. Tell me, are you one of them or not?" She was almost shouting at this point.

Mason's heart dropped, his face showing his disappointment. Mayry continued, answering her own question. "No…, you couldn't be. The 'Others' had the power to destroy cities with ease… you couldn't knock down a tree."

*DING*

Mason spoke up to defend himself, mentally waving the notification away, "Can we maybe stop bringing that up? Still kind of a touchy subject."

Ignoring him, Mayry continued, fireball finally fizzing out in a puff of smoke, "Earth is the name of the world where you come from?"

"Yeah, big ball of land and water, 8 billion people, no magic whatsoever. Pretty decent place sometimes but a shit hole the rest of the time. I assume you've not heard of it?"

"No magic? Like at all? That's pretty weird…." Her body language had changed entirely; seconds ago, it had felt as if she was about to attack, and now she seemed excited to study him.

Looking at her, not knowing what to think, he asked, "Are we good? You aren't about to barbeque me, are you?"

"Nah, you're far too weak to be an 'Other' I was just thrown off when you said you were from another world." She paused, smiled and motioned for them to continue walking. "So, you really know nothing about this world? About magic?"

"No, nothing. The only magic in my world is in stories unless you count the power of Love?"

She gave him a strange look.

"That was a joke." He said.

"I got that, but I thought jokes were supposed to be funny?" She gave him a condescending look, then relented. "We are just about to get to the town, so how about this? I will give you a rundown of this world and a basic understanding of magic. In return, you let me run a few tests on you to try and figure out how you got here and what this 'System' you mentioned is. Sound like a good trade?"

"Yeah, sounds go…What kind of tests?" He was eager to learn more about this world but still wasn't sure he fully trusted her just yet.

She stopped walking, smiling at him innocently, "Just past those trees is the town gate. I'll go in first and get you some clothes, so you don't stand out so much. I don't suppose you have any money, do you?"

"Actually, I do. I don't know how much it is, though. How much do you think you'll need?" Mason opened his inventory, looking for the coins he had obtained, but did not find them in any of the slots; he looked around the inventory tab and saw a small coin symbol in the top right corner. He focused on it, and it expanded slightly, showing 5 pictures of coins, 2 with labels and 3 without.

Copper - 1

???

???

Silver - 2

???

"I'll just get you something simple. Maybe give me a couple bronze coins?"

"Oh, I only have 1 Copper an-"

"Ah, that's not very much at all… don't worry, I can get this for you, and you get me back another time?" She said quickly, interrupting him.

Shooting her an annoyed look, he continued, "and 2 silver coins I got off that Drake."

She looked at him, paused, opened her mouth to say something again, and then just stared at him.

He tried to wait her out, seeing if he could get her to speak first, but after 2 minutes of silence, he couldn't take it, "What?" he said defensively.

She snapped out of it and stopped staring, her face turning a shade of pink. "Nothing, that's more money than I thought you'd have. I'll still just buy it for you… I don't think any of the shops in town would have change for a silver, and I don't have time to run to the bank."

"Wait, how much is a silver," Mason asked, excited at the prospect of being rich in this world.

Mayry started walking toward the town as she said, "Just add currency to the list of stuff I'll teach you about if you agree to take those tests!"

Just before she disappeared through the trees, she added, "please try not to get into any trouble while I'm gone."

"Wait! You never told me what the tests were! Goddammit."

Suddenly, the suns seemed to dim, with everything getting slightly darker.

Figuring they had just gone behind a cloud, he shrugged it off as unimportant.

While waiting, he remembered the notification that had popped up earlier, so he opened his menu and was surprised to see 3 new notifications instead of the 1 he had expected.

Notification – 1/3


Quest Received! One quest or the 'Other.'

There are others in this world who come from another place. Find out more.

Reward – Knowledge is power!

Accept? Y/N

While he wasn't sure how 'Knowledge is power' was supposed to be a reward, he accepted anyway as he was probably going to find out more anyway.


Notification – 2/3

Achievement unlocked! Passing out Parade.

You have been knocked unconscious 4 times in under 12 hours. On average, that's once every 3 hours. What the hell is wrong with you!

Reward – 2 points to intelligence – Hopefully, that will help you prevent a 5th time.

Notification – 3/3

New Skill Unlocked

Skill - Emotional Wreck (Basic)

Triggered Effect – The more emotional you are, the more damage your strikes will deal. Scales with Perception.

'Good to know that I can get skills in ways other than skill selection, but this specific skill is slightly embarrassing. It could be useful, though.'

While he had it open, he decided to check his character sheet and inventory while waiting for Mayry to return.

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 3

Current XP: 211/ 300

Race: Human

Class: N/A

Health Points (HP): 190

Mana Points (MP): 155

Stamina: (SP): 130

Stats




	Strength: 19
	Agility: 7
	Endurance: 6
	Vitality: 9



	Resilience: 5(+1)
	Intelligence: 11
	Perception: 7
	Willpower: 6






Free points: 0

Skills:

Identify (Basic), Magic Bolt (Basic), Emotional Wreck (Basic)

Base Skills:

Universal Translator, Inventory (Basic)

Current Quest: 


	Quest Received! One quest or the 'Other.'



There are others in this world who come from another place. Find out more.

Before moving on to his inventory, he heard a growling sound. Closing his menu, he saw a cat.

"Aww, kitty kitty, you're not growling, are you? You're purring!" Thinking his luck had turned, he identified the cat, wondering if they were called cats here too.

Beast – Level 9 Attackat – In your world, some people use Attack dogs. Here they use Attackats. This one is a stray and is very, very not friendly.

"Oh, for fucks sake."
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Mason took his dagger out of his inventory. The cat was still growling at him. The thing looked like every other tabby cat he had ever seen. The only difference he noticed was that this cat didn't seem to blink. It has its body pressed to the floor, ready to pounce. When it made its move, Mason was ready for it. As it jumped toward him, he ducked under it, pushing the dagger into the creature's belly while still airborne. The razor-sharp blade sliced into the cat like it wasn't there.

Landing, the cat turned to face him, blood flowing from its open wound. It closed its eyes and disappeared. Before Mason could even feel shocked, it reappeared above his head, claws out, and the wound healed entirely. It landed on his back, claws slashing gaping wounds into his bare skin.

Reaching around, he grabbed it by the top of its head, shot a Magic Bolt point blank into its face, and then threw it as hard as he could into a tree.

The little fucker twisted mid-air and landed on its feet. Its face looked like someone had gotten in a good punch, but the damage wasn't too extensive. Expecting it to blink and teleport again, Mason readied a Magic bolt aimed at the air above him. Instead, it ran at him full throttle and headbutted him in his stomach.

Now, you may think that because it was a cat and cats tend to have small little cat heads that a headbutt wouldn't hurt. You would be wrong and dumb. It hit Mason hard. Because of its tiny head, the entire impact was concentrated in a small area making the attack hit him like a bullet. Mason flew back and landed painfully on his ass. He saw his health getting low, so he drank a health potion. He felt the familiar warmth spread through him as he felt his wounds heal. He stood up with new confidence.

The cat headbutted him again. The hit landed in the exact same spot. It didn't feel any worse the second time, but it did piss him off a lot more.

Standing again, it tried to headbutt him a third time. Seeing it coming this time, he caught the cat like an America Football, grabbed it by its tail and started spinning it around in the air letting go at the perfect moment to make the cat shoot into the air. As it began its descent, Mason started shooting at it with Magic Bolts. He really needed to work on his accuracy as out of the 10 he shot, only 3 hits. As the cat was about to hit the ground, Mason drew his leg back and kicked the cat as hard as he could manage.

As the cat made contact with a tree, Mason got a notification.

*DING*

You have slain – Beast – Level 9 Attackat.

You have received 90 XP.

Level up. 

You have reached level 4.

Stat points allocated.

Breathing heavily. Mason collapsed against a tree while he watched his stamina bar slowly tick up.

Sick of running out of energy so often, he opened his menu and put 2 of his 3 free points straight into Endurance, saving 1 in case he was in need of a boost later. Still, no sign of a skill selection. He started to wonder if it would ever happen again or if it was simply a one-time thing that happened at level 1.

Mostly recovered, he walked over to the cat and looted its body.

Loot Received:

2 iron coins

Attackat whiskers

Confused as to why he got the whiskers, he identified them.

Crafting ingredient - Attackat whiskers (Common) – Used in Alchemical concoctions usually to do with enhancing agility.

Mason heard footsteps coming from the direction Mayry left from. He positioned himself in front of the trees that led to the town so he could attempt to stop her from seeing the blood and dead cat on the floor.

Mayry emerged, jumping back with a yelp when she saw him standing there.

Shooting him a dirty look, she threw a bag at him. Rummaging around inside it, it had a basic pair of brown trousers and a white top that seemed to be made from cotton. The outfit made him look like a farmer. All he needed now was a pitchfork, and he would be good to go tend some crops.

In return, he took out a single Iron coin and flicked it to her. "Does that cover what you spent?"

"Yeah, this is plenty…." She trailed off, "I thought you said you only had copper and silver? Where did you get that Iron from?" She said, taking a step forward.

He said innocently, moving to intercept her again, "Umm, I found it…".

She pushed past him, saying, "Hmm, move out of the way."

She looked at the blood trails, the dented trees and the corpse and spun to face him, poking a finger in his chest as she spoke, "Mason, what the fuck! I told you not to get into trouble, and the first thing you did was kill a defenceless animal! I can't believe you!

Annoyed that she thought he would just go around killing small animals like some psychopath, he tried to defend himself. "It attacked me first! I had no choice!"

"You probably scared the poor thing! Whatever! Just get dressed so we can go" Shooting him one last dirty look, she disappeared again through the trees.

Quickly identifying the clothes before putting them on, he got a very basic description.

Clothing – Pants

Clothing – Shirt

'Oh well, thanks for that enlightening information.'

Having put the clothes on, he walked through the trees, catching his first glimpse of the town. Each stone that made up the high wall encircling the town glowed faintly red as if imbued with flame. Walking along the top of the walls were guards who held crossbows at the ready, eyes searching for threats.

Walking towards the town gate, Mayry spoke. "I'm still pissed at you, but there are things you need to know before we enter the town. The town's name is Sparksford, Sparks as in my last name. My family founded the town and have been in charge of it ever since. I'm telling you this because walking around with me might cause you some trouble. Everyone I have ever liked or spent time with ends up being interrogated by someone from my family, they all have similar magic to me, so it doesn't usually end well."

Mason considered thoughtfully for a moment and then replied, grinning, "So, what I got from that is…you like me?"

"Oh, shut up. Just try and act like a normal person until I can give you a rundown of this world and its magic. You better not talk to anyone and definitely don't tell anyone you are from another world. There are people that would kill you on sight," Mayry said solemnly

"You mean like you tried to?"

Mayry laughed before her face went dead serious, "you know, If I wanted you dead, you'd be nothing but ashes by now." She stared at him for a second before smiling as if she didn't just threaten to overcook him.

"The plan, once we get to town, is to see my friend who runs the alchemy shop. She'll check you over and make sure you aren't cracked in the head. Then we'll book a room in an Inn, and I'll play Master while you be a good student."

Mason stopped walking and just looked at her. He could feel his face heating up as he blushed.

"What? What's wrong?" She said as she stopped walking just in front of him.

Flustered as he had never had a girl so openly come on to him, "Um, do you want to think through what you just said and maybe try again?" He managed to sputter out.

"I don't know what you me…" she cut herself off, paused for a moment, turned a now familiar shade of bright pink and faced away from him. "THAT'S NOT WHAT I MEANT."

Two guards approached from the town gate, "Lady Sparks, is everything okay here?" They positioned themselves to stand on either side of Mayry, glowering down at Mason.

They each wore plate armour and carried a long sword which Mason imagined would run him through with little effort.

Mayry thankfully spoke up, "He's fine, guys. Don't worry about me."

Giving Mason a final death glare, they returned to their posts at the main gate.

Not meeting his eyes, "Let's just go, okay?" she started walking toward town.

When they got to the gate, Mayry ushered him past the security, which got Mason another glare from the guards.

"This way." She led him towards a small shop.

The town was far larger than it looked from the outside. Buildings were spread out in a grid system. He saw shops selling weapons and armour and street vendors trying to entice passers-by with ambiguous-looking meat that mason had to admit smelled glorious.

Mason was immediately drawn to a small bookshop squeezed between a shop selling all sorts of odd ingredients Mason assumed were for Alchemy and a shop with signs advertising magical objects of all kinds. Making a mental note to visit the magic item shop another time, he focused on the bookshop.

He loved to read and had always found that the internet was great when he needed to learn more about a subject in a hurry, but nothing beats a good book on the topic. Once they left the alchemist, he would hit the bookshop.

Following Mayry through the door of a building in the corner of the town, he was assaulted by the sharp and pungent scent of various herbs, spices, and potions. The walls were lined with shelves that reached all the way to the high ceiling, filled to the brim with strange and exotic ingredients. Large glass jars and bottles filled with glowing liquids and wriggling creatures were displayed on the top shelves, while on the lower ones, wooden boxes filled with powders, roots, and dried leaves were stacked neatly.

In the centre of the room was a large wooden counter covered with books, scrolls, and various instruments that he assumed were used for brewing and mixing potions. Behind the counter, a hooded figure was busy grinding and mixing ingredients in a large mortar and pestle. The alchemist, a wizened old man with long grey hair and a wispy beard, didn't look up as Mayry and Mason approached.

"Welcome to my shop, young adventurers," he says in a hoarse voice. "What can I help you with today?"

Mason gave Mayry a look that said, this guy is your friend?

She just smiled and walked over to the old man.

"Okay, that's enough now, Viv. You can quit the act. It's just me." Looking up, the old man visibly relaxed. As he took his hood down, the illusion broke and standing in the old man's place stood a young girl who looked to be around 13.

Noticing Mason's shock, Mayry took it upon herself to introduce the unusual figure before them. "Don't be fooled by her appearance," she said. "This is Vivenya Gracestone, one of the greatest alchemists of our time. Despite her youthful looks, she's actually much older - she once got so drunk at the local tavern that she stumbled back here and accidentally reset her age from her mid-40s down to 5. She has been trying to replicate it ever since, with no luck. She uses the illusion you just saw, so people around here take her more seriously."

"Oi!" Vivenya said irritably. "Don't tell my handsome guest my real age!"

Mayry walked over and hugged the incredibly young-looking woman, Chuckling to herself while Mason stood there unsure how to feel about being called handsome.

Mayry turned and gave Mason a devilish look. "Our 'handsome' guest is here for you to run some tests on."

Vivenya jumped up and down with excitement, squeaking out the words, "Oo goodie, I'll get the needles!"
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Mason wasn't scared of needles. He just didn't particularly like them. Then again, does anyone actually like needles? Well, maybe there were groups of weirdos that enjoy getting stabbed but to each their own.

Vivenya and Mayry had disappeared into the back room, leaving Mason alone, sat at a hardwood table in the dimly lit alchemist's shop. He sat there, contemplating whether he should make a break for it while he still could. The table he sat at was made of a rich, dark wood that seemed to glow in the flickering light of the candles that dotted the room. Its surface was a chaotic jumble of jars, vials, and other oddities, each one carefully arranged to maximise available space.

Mason couldn't help but be intrigued by the assortment of strange objects on the table. Some of the jars were filled with strange, glowing liquids that seemed to pulse with peculiar energy. Others contained powders and crystals that sparkled in the candlelight. But there were also items that made Mason uneasy, like the twisted roots of a plant that looked as if they were still alive, or the pale, shrivelled remains of an animal he couldn't identify.

Despite his unease, Mason couldn't tear his eyes away from the table. He wondered what Vivenya and Mayry were doing in the back-room and whether he really wanted to be involved. But before he could make up his mind, the two women reappeared, interrupting his thoughts and foiling any escape attempt he might have made.

The two women emerged, each carrying an object with them. In Mayry’s hands was a block of black wood with what Mason assumed to be runes etched into it. It had a thin tube wrapped around it, ending in a needle.

Viv, however, held a very simple pair of glasses. Oddly, Mason found the glasses felt much more ominous than the block of wood due to their simplicity.

They utilised what was left of the remaining space on the table and placed their instruments down.

Looking over the 2 objects, Mason said nervously, “I am not taking any tests until you tell me how it works and what it is testing for.”

Mayry pulled something from her back pocket and placed it on the table. It looked to be a stone with a single rune carved into it. Staring at the rune, Mason somehow knew it meant family, his universal translator skill at work, no doubt.

“There are 3 tests,” Mayry said, suddenly sounding more like a lecturer. Pointing to the block of wood, she continued, “The first is a simple medical checkup test. We insert the needle, and a tiny pulse of magic moves from the block into the needle and throughout your body. It will tell anyone touching the block if you have any injuries, illnesses, curses or afflictions.” Seemingly finished speaking, she muttered under her breath, “it will also tell us if you have any mental deficiencies.”

His slightly heightened perception was able to hear her whispers perfectly. Slightly outraged, he shot her a glare, “You think I’m crazy?”

“No, no, not at all,” Mayry replied, all the while nodding at Viv.

“You know I can see you nodding, right?”

“Of course, you can. Hush now.” She said in the most condescending voice mason had ever heard.

Vivenya walked over to him and expertly pushed the needle into his arm. He waited a moment, expecting to feel something, but just felt a slight itch.

Mayry and Viv both had their hand placed on the block.

“Well”, Viv declared, “You seem to be in perfect health! You seemed to of had a recent concussion, but it looks like it has healed well.”

Mayry, Mason noticed, looked slightly disappointed.

Looking at her, Mason asked, “Did you want me to be insane or something?”

"Well, it's better than the alternative," she said, leaning in to whisper in his ear. "you being from another world is going to cause all sorts of problems. I was just holding out hope that you were just a little touched in the head.” As an afterthought, she added, “and don't ask questions about what I'm about to say; I'll explain everything later."

Only half-hearing her due to her proximity, goosebumps shot through his body as he caught the scent of roses and wild berries.

"Oh, wait," Viv said, her hand still on the block. "your heart rate just jumped significantly just now, and..." She looked up and saw Mayry's head next to his. "never mind, that makes sense."

Viv came over and removed the needle, noticing that the pinprick the needle had made disappeared immediately; she noted, “Enhanced regeneration, that’s a good one to have.”

Mason’s face showed confusion for a moment before he forced it away.

Mayry lifted her head and resumed her lecture. "The second test measures the amount of Random Magic in your system. This will give us an idea of how much contact you've had with Random Magic and what traces it may have left behind. It should also give us an idea of what abilities you have."

Not understanding in the slightest, Mason took the age-old strategy of smiling and nodding. Viv slid the glasses onto her face and looked at him but immediately took them off again, rubbing her eyes in disbelief. She tried again but could not move her mouth in the necessary way to formulate words. She just passed the glasses to Mayry without saying a word.

Mayry gave her an odd look but took the glasses and put them on. She stared at Mason for a while, finally saying, "Wow." Finally recovering enough to speak, Viv said, "That's impossible. It looks like it's still inside him, like it's part of him."

Mayry, also snapping out of her daze, spoke up worriedly. "Viv, please, I need you not to talk about this to anyone. I will tell you everything once we figure out what's going on. Okay?"

"Yeah, of course. But I want an explanation eventually. The glasses showed too much for me to make sense of your abilities. Would you mind telling me what you can do?" Viv asked.

Shooting a look at Mayry and seeing a slight nod, Mason replied, "Yeah, I have looting and storage powers..." Before he could continue, Viv interrupted. "Wow, looting and storage are usually considered a single power as they always appear together. But to have regeneration as well is incredibly lucky!"

"Well, actually..." Mason started, intending to explain his system interface, magic bolts, and stats. But he trailed off as Mayry shook her head at him almost imperceptibly. “…actually yeah, I am very lucky.”

Trying to sound as calm as she could, Mayry introduced the final test, all traces of her lecturer persona gone. “The last test will show us if you have any inherent family magic. I am almost certain this will come up blank, but who knows at this point.”

Mayry took Mason’s hand in hers, turned it over, and used a needle to prick his finger. Mason tried to pull it away, but Mayry’s Iron grip prevented him from withdrawing. She squeezed a few drops of blood onto the stone with the family rune.

The stone flashed red, and Mayry looked at him somewhat smugly, “See, just as a thought, nothing at all.”

Looking back to Mayry for more information, Mason asked, “Does that mean I can never have a Family Magic ability then?”

Viv jumped in before Mayry could answer, “No, not necessarily. Marrying into a family with Family Magic would mean you would gain a weaker version of that magic. For example, If you were to marry our lovely Mayry, you would gain control of maybe 1 or 2 elements, fire and water or air and nature where, as Mayry has control of all 4.”

Mayry's trademark pink shade intensified as she replied, "Yes, it's possible, but it's not easy to marry into a family with Family Magic. There's a lot of politics involved, and it's nearly impossible if you have nothing to offer in return." She shot Vivenya a death glare for bringing up the topic, then continued, "To succeed, you would have to be incredibly powerful or incredibly rich. Thankfully, you are neither."

Mason chuckled, "Relax! I didn't even say anything." He then added with a playful grin, "And what makes you think I'd want to marry you anyway?"

Mayry's eyes widened, and her pink face shifted to a fiery red. "You would be the luckiest man in the world if you were married to me," she retorted before catching both Mason's and Viv's grins. "Oh, shut up, both of you.” Trying to steer the conversation elsewhere, she suggested, "We should get going.“

Mason, turning to Viv, said, “Actually, there was one other thing I wanted to ask about. Would you be interested in buying these?” He pulled out the Drake hide and Attackat Whiskers from his inventory, holding them up to show Viv.

Looking them both over, she pointed to the hide and said, “you'll want to show that to an armourer if you want to sell it or get use out of it, but it’s useless to me.“

“Those, however, I will take; I will give 3 Bronze for the lot.” Her oddly professional tone sounded weird coming from the mouth of a 13-year-old, but he accepted nevertheless.

She added thoughtfully, handing over the coins and taking the whiskers, “If you’re looking to make some extra coin, there is a cave a couple of miles down the road recently infested by Stone-Eater Spiders. I’m guessing you can handle yourself in a fight. Their venom is a really useful ingredient in all sorts of potions. I’ll give you 5 bronze coins for every spider you bring me.”

Not really knowing how much that was, he just smiled and nodded.

*DING*

Quest Accepted! Exterminate Exterminate!

You have been tasked with clearing out a cave full of giant stone-eater spiders, good luck! Those things fucking suck!

Reward - 5 Bronze coins per spider 

After getting the quest, he wanted to excuse himself as soon as possible so he could have the money chat with Mayry and see if he was being ripped off. “Amazing, it was a pleasure to meet you, I will drop off any spider I kill over the next few days, but I need to find an Inn and have a bath as soon as possible.” He turned to leave but had to wait at the door for Mayry to hug Viv and say her goodbyes.

Finally, outside, he noticed immediately that it was dark out. He looked towards the bookstore longingly only to see that it had closed for the day. Vowing to come back tomorrow, he turned to Mayry and asked, “Do you happen to know any decent inns that I can afford?”

“You said you had two silver, right?” she replied, chuckling to herself, “yeah, whether you can afford it won’t be a problem.” She motioned for him to follow as she walked towards a grand-looking building. The Inn was one of the tallest buildings he had seen in the town, although that wasn't saying much. It was made from the same glowing red bricks as most other buildings he had seen. As they approached the entrance, he saw that there were runes etched in the doorway, but before he could get a good look, Mayry stopped him.

“You should go in first and book a room. It will draw too much attention if we book a room together. Just ask for the nicest room they have and book it for the next month, make sure the room has privacy wards. I’ll come find your room later.”

Not entirely sure he got everything she said, he smiled and nodded.

She gave him an uncertain look and said reassuringly, “You’ll be fine, just don’t draw attention to yourself.”

Being an avid reader, he knew all about sod’s law. He gulped and entered the Inn.
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Stepping inside the inn, Mason was greeted by the warm, inviting glow of dozens of flickering lanterns that cast a soft light over the spacious interior. The walls were lined with portraits depicting various people Mason didn't recognise, but a few caught his eye due to their striking resemblance to Mayry. The main entrance hall was furnished with plush sofas and armchairs arranged in a very homely manner. On the floor, he saw beautifully crafted rugs with a design that he had never seen before.

The air was heavy with the aroma of freshly baked bread and roasted meats. Suddenly overwhelmed with hunger, his stomach moved him forward without consulting his brain. He followed his nose to a room almost full of other patrons. He sat at a table and willed someone to come over and offer him food.

It didn’t take long for his prayers to be answered as he felt someone standing over him. Turning around, he came face to face with a towering figure, its entire face covered in fur. Mason struggled to contain his fear but managed to speak up using his go-to strategy: talking without thinking. "Woof?" he blurted out, hoping to establish some kind of communication with the dog-like creature.

The furry face looked down at him and raised an eyebrow, although it was difficult to tell where the eyebrows started and the fur began.

Thankfully choosing to ignore Mason’s attempt at communication. In a deep growling voice, the hairy man said, ”Do you know what you want, or would you like a menu?”

As he spoke, Mason could see razor-sharp teeth that could rip him to shreds without even trying. Ever so slightly intimidated, Mason said, “I’ll just have whatever you recommend.” With a growl of what Mason hoped was confirmation, the Wookie-looking man walked off.

With his back turned, Mason used ‘Identify’ on him.

Gnoll - Waiter Level 11 - Gnolls are one of the many sapient races of this world. While they may look like werewolves, their bite won’t do anything to you but hurt like a bitch. They were the most feared warriors, and many still are! 

This Gnoll, however, was born the runt of the litter and works as a waiter to earn money to contribute to his pack. He also was not impressed by your ‘woof’ comment.

Mason sat there, hoping that the Gnoll wouldn't spit in his food there while he pondered over what he had just read. According to Mayry, She didn’t have stats or levels. He had assumed that went for everyone else too. So why did the description include that the Gnoll was level 11… was it just a way of describing the strength disparity between him and the Gnoll? He would have to see if Mayry had any theories later.

Also concerning was that the system had commented on him saying ‘woof’ suggesting that achievements at least weren’t predetermined.

The wait for the food didn’t take long, when it arrived he realised why. The waiter placed a plate of very rare meat in front of him, the size of Mason’s leg.

“This… looks… yummy. Thank you so much” he picked up the knife before him and unsuccessfully attempted to stab the meat. The blade with the meal bounced off as if the meat was made from iron. He could feel that the Gnoll still stood behind him.

Without thinking, Mason took his Drake bone dagger out of his inventory. Its appearance in his hand prompted the Gnoll to approach again hurriedly.

“My apologies, sir. I wasn’t aware that you were gifted. Please, allow me to take this back and return with something more to your tastes. On the house, of course.”

Thrown off entirely by the sudden change of attitude, Mason tried to protest, but the waiter insisted. He returned only minutes later with a much more reasonable portion of perfectly cooked steak with odd-looking green potatoes; he also poured Mason a huge glass of wine before leaving the table without a word.

Wanting to meet up with Mayry as soon as possible, Mason ate as fast as he could but could help slow down when he tasted the incredible food.

When he did finish the delicious food, he left the 3 bronze coins he had gotten from Viv on the table as a tip for the odd waiter. He felt slightly guilty, somehow scaring the guy.

He left the dining area and found the reception desk in front of the stairs. Approaching, he saw with absolute delight the Inn’s receptionist smiling up at him. The reason for Mason’s delight wasn’t the smile but the ears of the person the smile belonged to. She was an Elf! A real-life Elf. He was fangirling so hard on the inside, but as he approached, he acted cool. He had a plan. He would walk up to her, smile and say something charming.

Walking up to the Elf woman, he looked down at where she sat, smiled, and said excitedly, “Elf?” Mentally slapping himself, he cringed.

Not missing a beat, she looked up at him, imitating his tone and said, “Human?”

He could feel his face heating up as he stared at her frozen with embarrassment, until she asked, “Not seen an elf before?”

Mason shook his head.

“Well, let me save you some trouble,” she said with a smile.”Yes, we tend to be good at magic. We have pointy ears, and no, you can’t touch them unless you take me to dinner first.” She ended with a wink.

Recovering his speech slowly, Mason nodded, turning an even brighter shade of pink.

“Thanks, I’m sorry, I’m not from around here, and I’ve read so many stories about elves, and it was just a bit of a shock to see one in front of me. I wasn’t going to ask to touch your ears, though, though even I know that’s rude.” He had totally planned on asking just that.

Pouting slightly as if disappointed, she said playfully. “No problem, sir. How may I help you today?” Mason wasn’t sure if it was magic or natural, but everything she said sounded incredibly seductive.

“Um, we need a room…” he said before his eyes widened, and he corrected, “I mean, I need a room!”

“Well, now you’re just teasing me.”

“No, not at all. I’m just… is it hot in here? Um, I need to book your best room for the next month if it’s available?”

“For the full month?” she said with doubt. “Now I know you’re just trying to impress me; our best room costs an Iron a night.”.

Oblivious to how much that was, he replied, “Okay, great! I need privacy wards set up as well. If that’s something you can do?” Looking up, Mason saw she was making a pretty good impression of him from moments ago. Pink face sputtering slightly.

“You’re serious?” She said sceptically, “You heard me say Iron, right? An Iron a night? For 32 nights? With the privacy wards, that will be around 40 iron coins… that’s almost half a silver! Who are you?”

Her attitude at how much he was spending was doing wonders for his confidence. Withdrawing a silver coin from his inventory and holding it up, he said, “I’ll tell you your name if you tell me mine.” He winked at her before he realised what he had said. “Shit, never mind. My name is Mason. What’s yours?” he handed over the coin.

The elf girl’s face was a jumble of emotions, he could see that she found his failed attempt at flirting hilarious, but he also saw awe at the amount of money in his hand and what he thought was fear at his use of his storage power. Ultimately, his flirting was terrible enough that she just burst into laughter.

In between the giggling, she said, “My name is Nays. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mason.” She bowed her head slightly.

Mason, wondering how pink his face could go, said, “Yeah, nice meeting you too! Can I please go up to my room now before I say something else dumb?”

“Of course, I will take you up in just a moment and will activate the wards myself. Let me just get you your change.” She walked off and returned a moment later with a small bag of iron coins. “Here you go.”

Reaching into the bag, Mason pulled out a single coin and handed it to Nays, “Here, take this for the trouble.”

She hesitated before whispering, “Are you sure? I know I said I would show you to your room, but I can’t… you know, ‘come in’ with you.”

“Umm, yeah, take it; it’s yours; you earned it by putting up with me,” Mason said, very confused. Why would he want her to come into his room? An iron couldn’t be that much, could it? He had given Mayry an iron coin to cover the cost of his clothes, so he assumed an Iron was roughly equivalent to £10 or £15 back home, but that did seem like a very cheap price for an Inn this nice. He really needed to have that chat with Mayry as soon as possible.

Still staring at his wide eyes, Nays slipped the Iron into her pocket, jumped out of her seat and came around the desk, eagerly leading him up the stairs to the top. Stopping outside a large door that had dozens of runes carved into it, she placed her hand in the centre, making the door glow for an instant.

Mason stared at the runes and found he could feel what each individual rune meant and what they meant when together. He got a sense of secrecy, protection and safety from the largest runes, with the smaller ones giving off a feeling of heat, water and comfort.

Leaning in closer to inspect the runes, appreciating the effort that must have gone into making them. “These are impressive.” He said, making an observation.

“Oh, thank you, they are some of my best work. For the next 32 days, no one that doesn’t have your express permission will be able to get through this door. You should always feel the perfect temperature, and no magic should be able to listen in.” Nays sounded very proud as she spoke, pointing out runes and mentioning what they did.

“Wow, that’s pretty OP.”

“OP? Huh?” She looked at him, confused.

Mason mentally scolded himself for using slang from his world, “Err, never mind… how do I get in?

“I’ve keyed the wards to you, so place your hand on the door, and it should open right up.” He did as she had said, and the door swung open.

They both stood there awkwardly for a moment, both not sure whether they should be the first to say goodbye.

Eventually, Nays broke the silence, “I should get back to work before I get in trouble….” She hesitated a moment before hugging Mason and saying, “Thank you again for the coin.”

Before Mason could say anything else, she had turned and ran down the stair.

Shaking his head at the weird Elf, he walked into the room.

“What was that all about? Making friends already, are we?” As the lanterns automatically flickered on, he saw, with a start, that Mayry was already sitting in one of the plush armchairs waiting for him.

She sat there with an odd expression on her face, which, if Mason didn't know better, he might have described as jealousy.

“Fuck! You scared the shit out of me. How did you get in here? The wards on the door are supposed to keep people out!”

“I came through the window, duh, and I’ve been waiting ages, so thanks for that.”

"Well, I was starving, and you could have just come in with me instead of trying to be batman and appearing out of nowhere all mysteriously.”

“Who is Batman?” Mayry said, trying to decide whether to be offended or not.

“Never mind...” Rolling his eyes, annoyed that all of his references were useless in this world.

“So… who was the elf?” She said, trying to appear unbothered.

“Just the receptionist.” He said simply before adding, “I’m sure she was flirting with me, then she suddenly got all weird when I gave her a tip.”

A smile appeared on Mayry’s face. “Wait, how much did you tip her?”

“Just an Iron… why?”

“Oh wow”, she said, starting to laugh. “You really have no idea how much that is?” laughing harder, she continued “She probably thought you were trying to proposition her. I’m amazed she didn’t kick you out.” Her amused expression dropped slightly, and she added, “She must have liked you.”

Replaying the interactions he had with Nays in his head, everything fell into place and made far more sense “Dammit, Mayry, we really need to have this damn money talk!”
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Mason eagerly settled into a plush leather armchair across from Mayry, ready to finally learn more about the world that he was trapped in. Mayry had brought a piece of paper with her, which she had placed on the table between them. Looking at the paper, he saw the off symbols she wrote change into words of English. He picked up the sheet and read.

Money 

Magic

-Family 

-General

-Chaos

Mason Theory

Training

General stuff about the world

Politics

Just as he finished reading, she spoke, “That’s what we are going to talk about, but first, I want you to tell me everything that you remember and everything about your system thing.”

Mason jumped right to it, explaining the story of him hearing a knock, answering it and then waking up in a forest fully naked. He then explained what video games were, the game interface, and their similarities with his ‘system’. 

She didn’t stop him to ask questions but seemed intrigued when he mentioned electricity, things like TV and the internet.

When he had finished explaining everything, he listed what he could currently do.

“There is the storage and looting power you know about, but I also get stats I can sort of spend on myself to increase my strength and speed and all sorts of other things.” Pausing for a moment feeling like he had forgotten something, he added. “Oh! And my Magic Bolt, of course, which is like a little bit of magic I can shoot out of my hand. It isn’t very strong yet, but I think I can strengthen it by upping my intelligence stat. The Magic Bolt was from a skill selection I think I might eventually get more of, but I’m unsure when or how that works.” He had purposely missed out his Emotional Wreck skill, as he was still a bit embarrassed by it.

“You have looting and storage, these stat things and an attack? And you think you’ll get more? Damn, that’s insane.” She sat back in her chair. “I have a theory on what happened to you, but I think we should start with Money, as it’s relatively simple and once we delve into magic, it gets more complicated and, frankly, weird.”

“Sure…” Mason said, curious about the theory but not enough to push,” Sounds good, so I gather that there are copper, bronze, iron and silver and probably gold, but I haven't seen any of those yet.

“The chances you will ever see a gold coin is very low. My family owns this town, but I’ve never even seen a gold.”

“That much, huh? Wow?” he said, wondering what kind of monster he would have to kill to get a gold coin out of it.

Mayry took the paper, started writing, and handed it back to Mason.

100 Copper = 1 Bronze 

100 Bronze = 1 Iron

100 Iron = 1 Silver 

20 Silver = 1 Gold

Mason read as she started talking again.

“A copper by itself won’t buy you anything. A Bronze will get you a meal somewhere cheap; an Iron is slightly less than an average week’s wage….” Mason cut her off. 

“You took an iron from me for these clothes! There is no way they cost that much!”

Laughing, she replied, “Not even close, but you offered it; I just accepted. Now shush.” Shooting him a mock glare. 

She continued her little lecture. “A silver will buy you almost anything you want, as it’s worth 100 Iron; it’s a lot of money; the fact you got 2 of them on your first day here is insane, but probably due to how rare Drakes are.“ Mason felt a twinge of guilt for having killed something considered rare.

“Lastly, gold. Gold is only really used by the insanely rich. With a few gold coins, you could probably buy this entire town. So, while incredibly unlikely, if you ever loot a monster and get gold, tell no one about it. I hate to say this but don’t even tell me… I’m not above murdering for gold.”

Her expression had been completely neutral as she calmly warned him about her possibly trying to murder him for his money. He wasn’t sure if she was joking, but he expected he didn’t want to find out.

Wanting a minute to figure out how the money related to his world, he snatched the paper and motioned for the pencil Mayry was holding.

He jotted down a few notes and made a few guesses considering an iron was a week’s pay and a Bronze could buy a cheap meal. Coming to a rough estimate, he wrote:

Copper 0.05p

Bronze 5£

Iron £500

Silver £50,000

Gold £1,000,000

Staring at his estimates, he realised he had spent nearly £20,000 just on this hotel room and had tipped the waitress… 

“Oh my Go…” before he could finish the word ‘God’, Mayry moved like lightning, out of her seat over the table and on top of him, planting her hand over his mouth. Mason struggled, not knowing what was happening but calmed as Mayry moved her hand.

Panting from moving so fast, she whispered, “The next time you try and say that, I will kill you, and that is not a joke.” 

Mason, shocked and confused at the situation Mason exclaimed, “Jesus Christ”! Before slapping a hand to his mouth and shooting a worried glance, a Mayry, wait, can I say that?”

“Who’s Jesus Christ? You know what? I don’t care. Say whatever you want. The only thing you can’t say is that word, or you risk waking one of them… anytime that word is said out loud, bad things happen….”

“An info hazard? That’s pretty cool! That word is used openly in my world a lot, so I’ll do my best not to say it.”

“Don’t try. Just don’t do it unless you want a Dragon to swoop down and kill everything within sight.”

Mason bit down on his tongue to stop himself from saying what he wanted to say. Mayry noticed and said impatiently, “What is it?”

Mason burst out with, “Seeing a real-life dragon would be really cool. Do you reckon I could get strong enough to fight one and be a dragon slayer? Or A dragon rider! Are there dragon riders here?”

Speaking loudly, Mayry assumed her lecturer persona and held up 3 fingers. “There are three main types of Magic. There is Family Magic we talked a bit about, there is General Magic and Chaos Magic.”

She withdrew a second piece of paper and started drawing what looked to be a family tree. 

“Family Magic is pretty much what it sounds like; different families pass down different abilities to their children. My father has Elemental family magic he got from his mother and passed down to me. When he married my mother, she got a weaker version and could now somewhat control Air and Nature. If someone with family magic has children with someone else with different family magic, the child will either get both or neither.” Pausing, she said, “Does this make sense so far?”

Mason, entranced by Mayry’s lesson, nodded and said, “Please go on.”

“With Family Magic, you can learn the ins and out and practice until you master it, but the ability itself never gets stronger, so a fireball I shoot now will be as powerful as it will be in 20 years, but my ability to control it will no doubt be better. However, it tends to get stronger every time it gets passed down. Any questions?”

Mason considered curiously. He asked, “Two questions. Where did it originally come from? You say it’s passed down, but who had it first, and where did they get it? Also, what other types of Family Magic are there?”

“For your first question, I can’t answer that as it involved the word I told you never to say, but there are books on the subject you can find out later if you’re interested. As for your second question, There are, at last count, 53 families who have Family Magic. Some are huge, and some are down to their last surviving member. The Magic varies greatly but tends to be either utility-based, offensive-based, or both. There is a family that can control light, one that can focus magic into their limbs to make them stronger or faster; I once heard of a family who could disappear from one spot and appear again miles away. There isn’t an extensive list of the family’s powers, so there is a lot of rumour and gossip flying around, but my family’s magic is pretty public knowledge.”

“The second type of magic is general magic. General magic is something anyone can learn. Runes, Rituals, and Alchemy are all examples of general magic; this magic is all about study and, so, takes a lot longer to progress, there aren’t schools that teach general magic, and for each person, the magic is different. For example, if I were to take 2 ingredients and add them to a pot, they might become a potion. You could take 2 identical ingredients to do the same thing, but the result, in the end, will be different. This is because of the innate Chaos Magic everyone possesses interfering with the ingredients.

Midway through Mayry talking, Mason picked up the paper and took notes. Looking down at his writing, he asked, “Are Runes, Alchemy and Rituals the only types of General magic?”

“Sort of; there is also divination and Blood Magic… but no one sane believes in divination, and Blood Magic is more of an offshoot of ritual magic.”

“What sort of stuff does Blood Magic do?

“I’m not an expert, but I’ve heard it can heal, give you temporary boosts in other areas, and some types of transformations that are also temporary.”

Are you ready to hear about Chaos Magic? It’s the most complicated and one most relevant to you.”

“Yeah, lay it on me.”
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Taking a piece of paper, Mayry scribbled randomly for a few minutes until the scribbles covered a good portion of the page, with lines overlapping all over.

“Okay, so,” Mayry started. She picked up the piece of paper to show him.

“This is Chaos Magic, also called Random Magic. Some of the time, it is dormant and does nothing.” She pointed to part of a line on the paper where it didn’t intersect with any other lines. “Every so often, however, it causes things to happen.” She ran her finger down the line and pointed to a point where the lines did intersect.

“This usually results in people or beasts getting abilities, but it can also do pretty much anything. There have been reports of huge worlds-changing Chaos Magic events, like whole cities being transported halfway across the world, Legendary tier monsters appearing in massively populated areas and people who disappeared hundreds of years ago appearing suddenly out of nowhere. More often, however, It does small things like change people’s hair colour or make their dog start talking. When the bigger things do happen, we call it an 'ACT'.”

Mayry paused, looked up at Mason, took a breath and continued. “Every living thing has trace amounts of Chaos Magic inside of them. The amount of this magic inside of someone can result in a person, beast or even plant getting what is called Chaos Abilities. These abilities vary from incredibly strong to incredibly weak and useless. Some people are born with them, and some get them at random points In their lives. Chaos abilities are the only abilities that can get stronger. The only way to grow Chaos abilities is to kill other living things and absorb their inherent Chaos Magic. There are people whose entire career is based around hunting monsters and growing their abilities. These are called Hunters.” She looked up and asked, “is this making sense? Chaos Magic is usually pretty hard to get your head around.”

Mason nodded. “Yeah, I get it; it’s like getting the abilities from Heroes… or Misfits, or come to think of it, a hundred other TV shows”, Mason said.

“Huh? What’s a TV show?” She asked, confused.

“Oh, ignore me, it’s like a story you can watch happen, and people getting abilities is a pretty overdone trope in the stories of my world. So yeah, I’m following. Please continue, professor.”

She had a proud look at him calling her professor, not realising he was making fun of her.

“Anyway, Hunters take contracts, kill monsters and protect towns like this. The more monsters they kill, the stronger their abilities get. However, diminishing returns become a problem almost immediately. The stronger you get, the more monsters you have to kill to get stronger.”

“That sounds a lot like the levelling system in most games, and my XP is probably just Chaos Magic,” Mason said when Mayry paused to breathe.

“That would make sense. If you get it when you kill something, it is almost definitely Chaos Magic. Chaos Magic abilities can be anything, but people, even the most powerful, only tend to have 3 or 4. The fact you have as many as you do and you think you’ll get more means you’ll probably get quite strong eventually….” Mason smiled and started looking smug until she finished saying, “Unless you die.”

“Got it. Fight monsters. Absorb the Chaos Magic. Level up my stats and abilities, and I’ll probably survive this world. Fight. Level. Survive. Doesn't sound too bad.”

“Not just monsters, Mason… The fastest way to progress would be to kill sufficiently powerful Chaos Magic users….” She said this softly, expecting Mason to object to killing people.

“Oh yeah, no problem there, I’ll find some bad guys and kill them, all good. I never really understood the whole don’t kill people even if they’re terrible, awful people morality. Some people deserve to die.” Mason shrugged. Mayry gave mason an odd look but continued.

‘Just as a warning, Chaos Magic abilities come in all sorts of forms, some are amazing, but some are almost completely useless, and some that seem useless can eventually turn into something halfway decent, so if you do get offered new skills, be careful what you pick. I knew a girl once who got the ability to always know what time it was. She wasn’t very happy with that, so she managed to kill a few monsters with some help, and that ability getting stronger turned into her being able to predict a few moments into the future, which is actually very useful in a fight.”

Mayry pulled out a notebook from a bag at her feet. She opened it to a page full of writing and resumed her teachings. “I had to note this down as I always forget the specifics. Skills get stronger as you absorb more Chaos Magic; the stronger they get, the higher they ‘Rank’. Skill ranking is based on how effective, dangerous or powerful they are. The ratings are Basic, Advanced, Expert, and Master. All powers start at basic, and absorbing additional Chaos Magic is the only way to progress them. There is a similar ranking system for magical items, but we’ll get into that later. Any questions so far?”

Mason took a minute to digest as much of what she had said as he could. He felt like his intelligence stat was helping him keep up with Mayry, but only barely. “What are some of the chaos abilities you’ve seen? Do you have any?”

“There have been thousands of abilities logged by the ministry, but I have seen quite a few, telekinesis, people with enhanced strength. I once met a man who had bat wings. He couldn’t fly or use them or anything. He just had them.”

“Wow, so when you said some abilities are useless, you meant useless.”

“As for your second question, I was born with my Chaos ability, so, along with my family magic, I’ve been training with it for a good while. I can sense Chaos Magic. That’s actually how I found you in the forest. You sort of popped into existence, and I went to investigate.” Mayry paused and gave Mason a worried glance.

“That brings me to my theory on what happened to you. I found you in the forest because my Chaos sense went crazy. It was as if a bunch of Chaos appeared out of nowhere, which is never a good sign. Then I found you, and it felt like it was following you.” She stood up and started pacing.

“Then we tested you and saw that you didn’t have traces of Chaos Magic. You had a whole swirling mass of it trapped inside of you. Which doesn’t happen; Chaos Magic does its thing and moves on. That’s just how it works.”

She stopped pacing and turned to look at him seriously. “I think Chaos brought you here as an ACT, then instead of leaving, stayed in you, merging with you and your memories of ‘vido games’, creating the system…. That’s why your system is such a snarky asshole. It’s a reflection of your personality.”

Mason stared back at Mayry for a few seconds, face solemn, before asking, “You think I’m an asshole?” Before she could reply, she saw his lip twitch into a smile. She walked over and smacked him across the top of his head.

*DING*

Achievement Unlocked - Cats out of the bag

You have discovered my origin, and for that, you must die…

Joke! You just unlock the system guidebook!

Reward - System Guide Book (Basic)



Mayry had just finished telling Mason about her theory. She was slightly worried he’d be offended that she had basically called him a snarky asshole, but in her defence, he was quite snarky and kind of an asshole.

He looked back at her seriously and asked, “You think I’m an asshole?”

She rolled her eyes. Of course, that’s what he would take away from everything she had just said. She did feel a bit bad until she saw his lip twitch. Growling in annoyance, she walked over a smacked him for being annoying.

Just then, his eyes glazed over, and for just a moment, he looked terrified. Then, just like that, it was replaced with a relieved smile.

A moment later, his eyes refocused, “Looks like you were right. I just got an achievement for uncovering the truth.”

He told her exactly what the achievement had said, and she couldn’t stop herself from laughing, “I can imagine you saying the exact same thing.” Getting her laughter under control, she asked, "What's the guidebook?"

He held out a hand, and a thick book appeared moments later.

He placed it on the table. She watched him as he looked through it, seeing the frustration on his face grow as he turned more and more pages.

“It’s empty. Only the first page has anything on it.”

He started reading it out loud.


System guide

This book is designed to guide the user in using the chaos system.

More pages will be unlocked as the user reaches milesstones.

This page outlines the criteria needed to unlock future skill selections.

Skill selections are unlocked by levelling up.

1st skill selection at level 1

2nd skill selection at level 5

3rd skill selection at level 10

4th skill selection at level 25

5th skill selection at level 50

6th skill selection at level 75

7th skill selection at level 100

Additional skills may be unlocked by meeting other specific criteria.

Each skill will rank up when the user upgrades the associated stat to the necessary level.

Basic - 1-24

Advanced - 25 - 99

Expert - 100 - 249

Master - 250 - 499

Transcendent 500


Example: Magic Bolt scales with intelligence. Once intelligence reaches level 25, it will become an Advanced skill. When intelligence reaches 100, it will become an Expert skill etc.

Advancing a skill will dramatically improve it.


Other pages of this book will:


	List Achievements, locked and unlocked

	List your companions and their details

	Catalogue powers you have come into contact with

	Redistribute Stat Points

	Become a journal where you can take notes



He stopped reading and looked up at her.

She thought about what he had just read. Not including his looting and storage powers, he was going to have at minimum 7 skills? She was utterly at a loss for what to say. 7!? The most anyone currently alive had was 5! And that was the king of Theyna, though; one of those powers was the ability to talk to a particular species of mole, the other 4, however, were supposed to be powerful. Mason was going to have 7!? Maybe more? He seemed like a nice enough guy, but it was terrifying that one person would have that much power.

She opened her mouth to say something, but before she did, she felt something. She turned and walked towards the window. Looking out of it, everything looked normal, but she still felt a massive source of Chaos Magic slowly building somewhere In the town.

Mason, who had just been watching her up until now, stood up and walked over to her, “What’s wrong?”

Talking fast, she said, “I think an ACT is about to happen. I feel a large mass of magic building, but I can’t feel exactly where… I have felt this kind of thing before but on a smaller scale. I think a monster is going to appear in the town, a big one.”




“…a big one.” The moment those words left Mayrys mouth, Mason heard an almost deafening screech of a siren. It was very similar to the one he had heard at the museum once as a kid when learning about World War 2.

Quest Received! He did the mash. He did the Monster mash.

Objective: A monster is heading towards town. Bash it, mash it put it in a stew. 

Just kill the damn thing. These things are hard to come up with, ok?

Reward – Magic ranged weapon (uncommon) or Magic armour (uncommon) 

Accept? Y/N

Mayry ran for the door, and Mason followed close behind. Taking two steps at a time, they flew down the stairs and out of the Inn. Mason noted Nays’ confused look at seeing them both, but the sight was gone as he and Mayry stepped outside.

It was madness. People ran around, shopkeepers hurriedly tried to pack up their wares, and guards attempted to direct people to the shelters the town had for this exact purpose.

Mayry looked around, searching for someone. “Come on. We need to find General Lyvan! He’s the leader of the guard and will know what’s happening.” She grabbed his hand and pulled him through the manic crowd.

After pushing and shoving through the crowd, they finally made it to a large building that was even busier than the rest of the town people ran in wearing regular clothes and moments later ran out wearing full armour and carrying weapons.

Standing just outside the building was a huge muscular Gnoll shouting orders at passing guards. Mayry ran up to him and yelled, “General! What’s happening!?”

The gnoll shouted back in a voice barely understandable due to how deep and gravelly it was, “It’s an ACT. A giant snake is heading towards us from the forest. About 5 minutes out.”

Mayry only nodded, spun around and pulled Mason toward the front gate. It took only a minute to make it to the entrance to the town. Stepping out of the gate, they were 2 of around 50 people there, some guards, some oddly dressed people Mason assumed to be hunters, all of them tense, waiting for the giant creature to make an appearance.

The only visible sign the creature was coming was the shaking and rustling of the massive trees in the distance. It was moving fast.

“When it gets closer, I need you to use your Identify skill and tell me everything it says, got it?” Mayry ordered, taking on an authoritative tone.

Mason considered making a joke but decided against it. “Of course, though, they aren’t usually helpful. Does the town have any defences?”

She pointed at the stone wall and replied, “The glowing red stones will get hot enough to melt through anything when triggered, but if it gets to the point where we need them, we’ll already be dead.”

Gulping, Mason looked back in the direction of the incoming monster. It was close now. He could see that it was maybe a minute away from reaching them. Everyone braced themselves. He heard shouts from the walls, “Archers ready! Take Aim!” Just as the giant monster’s head poked through the trees, Mason heard “FIRE!”

Silence fell among the gathered crowd as they watched on.

Each arrow glowed red as it flew through the air, impacting the snake with perfect aim but bouncing off its scale-covered body.

Mason noticed that the snake's eyes were closed. This worried him, but he couldn’t think why… a thought tickled in the back of his head, refusing to emerge.

It flicked its tongue out and lifted its head, relying on its sense of smell to assess the situation rather than its sight. Meanwhile, arrow after arrow bounced harmlessly off its head.

Mason, now able to see the creature, took in its appearance. Its massive body towered far above the town walls. Its skin was a bright pink colour, which, while odd, didn’t make it any less intimidating. Its body covered in thick, armoured scales.

Suddenly remembering, he used Identify.

Monster - Level 43 Kethulhu Basilisk

The Kethulhu Basilisk is a massive serpent-like monster that can grow up to 200 feet long and weigh over 10,000 pounds. 

The Kethulhu Basilisk has incredibly powerful jaws that crush bone and swallow prey whole. Its body is incredibly strong and can constrict with immense force, capable of crushing even the strongest of prey.

However, the most dangerous weapon it has is its eyes. 

Mason suddenly realised what had been worrying him and shouted as loud as he could. “DON’T LOOK IN ITS EYES.”
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“DON’T LOOK INTO ITS EYES.”

One of the men standing in front of him exploded, presumably because he looked into the Basilisk’s eyes.

Now splattered with blood and gore, Mason scowled, saying, “Dude, what did I just say!”

Mayry smacked his arm, chiding him. “Concentrate! What does the description say?”

He relayed the system’s message to her, and as he did, some of the hunters advanced toward the monster, avoiding eye contact.

Mayry paused and asked Mason, “Do you have any points left to spend?”

He quickly checked his menu and replied, “Yeah, just 1 I was saving.”

“Doubt it’ll do much, but put it in whatever stat will boost your Magic Bolt, and aim for its eyes.” She said confidently, as if this was the best plan ever.

Mason, however, disagreed. “How the heck do I aim for its eyes without looking at them?!”

“I don’t know!” She retorted. “Do you have a better plan?!”

As they argued, the fight had progressed. A Hunter wearing nothing but a loin cloth had transformed into a large wolf and was running back and forth incredibly quickly, using its claws to swipe at the snake’s body, but while it look like it could easily take down an elephant, its attacks seemed to of have little effect on the scales of the monster.

A second hunter got up as close as possible to the snake and punched it, creating loud booming noises as his fists impacted the snake. The snake opened its massive jaws and bit into the man, swallowing him from his head to his waist, leaving his legs to drop to the floor.

A loud SQUISH could be heard every so often as another of the town’s defenders looked into the snake’s eyes, exploding for their trouble.

Another hunter walked slowly forward. Black smoke that moved through the air like liquid darkness swirled around him as he advanced. As he approached the giant snake, he threw his hand forward, and the smoke flew towards its head, becoming more visceral as it landed, sticking to its eyes.

In reaction, the snake thrashed its body around, narrowly missing crushing the smoke manipulator who had managed to dodge out of the way at the last second.

Seeing this all play out in the space of a couple of seconds, Mason looked at Mayry, who was still ranting at him and said, “I think I might have a plan. Can you make the hunters do as you say?”

“Yeah, I think so…. Maybe? Most of them will know who I am, at least, but hunters can be difficult.” She replied, unsure.

Hesitating, Mason replied, “Okay, fine, see if you can get them to….”



Mason thought his plan was pretty good. Was it batshit insane? Yeah. Would it end up with most of the people involved dead? Yeah, probably. But it was currently the best plan they had, so fuck it.

Mayry had just been talking to the wolf man and had sent him back to town to find what they needed for the plan. She was now speaking to the smoke manipulator, trying to convince him to withdraw and wait until he was needed. The hunter seemed to be considering listening to her, which was a good sign.

While this was happening, Mason watched the snake being pelted by hundreds of arrows while other hunters attacked in other ways, none of which seemed to be working. Having convinced the smoke manipulator to go along with the plan, Mayry jumped into the fight, attacking the snake furiously.

She threw fireballs, shot ice spikes and tried to limit its movement by creating pillars of rock on either side of it. The fireballs seemed just to annoy it, the ice spikes shattered on impact, but the pillars seemed to slow it down a tad, as it took the time to throw its weight against them to knock them down.

Mason himself was shooting Magic Bolts, aiming at the underside of the snake where the scales seemed weaker. His bolts were far too weak to have much effect, but this prompted the other hunters to aim there too.

There was a hunter shooting lightning, one lobbing what looked like lava and another who was levitating huge boulders high up into the air and then dropping them on the Basilisk’s head. Out of all the hunters present, these three were the ones that seemed to be doing the most damage. Though even the damage they were managing wasn’t anywhere near enough to kill the thing.

While the snake couldn’t use its eye, its raw strength, size and speed were enough to kill another dozen hunters before the wolf man made it back. His part now done, he moved back into the fight, attempting to find a weak spot on the snake where its claws might be able to do damage.

Mason put the item the wolf had brought from the town into his inventory.

Looking over to the smoke manipulator, he beckoned him over. Asking, “How long does it take to dismiss your smoke?

“A couple seconds, more if it’s far away.” He replied, eager to get back to the fight.”

“Ok, dismiss the smoke around the snake’s eyes when I give the sign,” Mason said, trying to sound confident when he was scared shitless.

Mason turned to run towards the snake, wondering if he looked like an action hero running into danger, but before he got more than a few steps, the smoke manipulator shouted, “Wait, hold on, what’s the signal?”

Mason stopped and turned to face the man, giving him an annoyed look for ruining his cool exit. “What? I don’t know. I’ll probably just shout ’Now!’ or something.”

“Ah, right, got it!” the man replied sheepishly, seeing the look Mason gave him.

Mason turned once again and ran towards the creature.



Mayry watched the awkward exchange between the two men, internally cringing.

As Mason started to run towards the rampaging Basilisk, she followed him. Her job was to keep it distracted right up until the last moment.

She shot fireball after fireball at the thing’s face until it turned to face her, its tongue flicking out, trying to find its attacker.

As she was distracting the giant snake, Mason got into position. He was standing directly in front of where the snake’s head had been before she had distracted it. She saw a glint of light as he withdrew the full-body mirror the wolf had gotten from the town, probably taken from an Inn or tailor’s shop.

The snake moved incredibly quickly for something of its size; it snapped its jaws down inches from Mayrys face missing only as Mayry had stumbled back, tripping over a body. Laying there, she thought she was done for as the snake positioned itself for another attack until she heard Mason start shouting at the snake, making it pause.

“Oi you, you overgrown worm, looks like someone skipped leg day! You're nothing but an overgrown garden hose with a bad attitude!”

Maybe the basilisk had more sapience than she had thought because, for some inexplicable reason, the snake started to turn from her toward Mason’s voice.

As it turned, Mason shouted, “Now!”

As the snake was now facing away from her, she couldn’t see it happen, but presumably, the smoke around the snake’s eyes disappeared. Finally having its greatest weapon unhindered, the snake opened its eyes and stared right at the spot it thought the person shouting nonsense at it would be.

She heard Mason shout something along the lines of, “UNO REVERSE CARD, BITCH.”

He really was insane.



“Shit shit shit shit.” These were the words Mason managed to get out as he ran away from the thrashing snake whose eyes were now free to explode people again.

SQUISH

SQUISH

People were getting desperate, not being as cautious as they attacked the snake. Mason had a sneaking suspicion that it was toying with them. It wasn’t actively trying to kill them all, more using its eyes to kill them one by one, enjoying flaunting how much stronger and better it was than all of them.

His plan hadn’t worked. The giant bastard had looked into the mirror, stared at itself for a moment, and then smashed the mirror by using its head to smack it and Mason, behind it, sent them flying through the air.

Seeing his plan had failed, the remaining hunters resumed their attack, allowing Mason to escape the snake’s wrath.

Making it back to Mayry. She hugged him, which he found very surprising given that he was covered in blood and that he thought she didn’t like him much.

He hugged her back for a second before gently pushing her away. He looked into her eyes and said, “I have another plan. But it’s a really, really bad one.”

“It can’t be worse than the last one.” she hesitated, then added, “Can it?“

Mason smiled and said, “It’s probably better I don’t tell you.”

With that, Mason ran once again towards the snake. This time it saw him coming and moved to slam its body into him. He dodged and waited for its next attack.

Trying again, this time, it opened its jaws wide and went to bite him. As it had done with an earlier victim, it tried to bite down on Mason’s body, attempting to bite him in half. With timing that surprised even him, as the snake closed its jaws around him, he jumped, forcing the snake to swallow him whole.

Usually, swallowing someone Mason’s size would be no problem for the monster. It had no doubt consumed foes far larger than a mere man. What did concern the monster was the sharp stab of pain it felt as it forced the human into its body.

Mason had wiggled his way into the snake’s throat, allowing himself to be pulled further in. He could feel himself being squeezed tightly on all sides, entirely encompassed by the snake’s intestines. While he couldn’t move, what he could do was access his inventory. He summoned his Drake's tooth dagger into his hand and allowed the snake’s body to do all the work, forcing the extraordinarily sharp blade now piercing its flesh deeper and deeper.

He felt the snake start thrashing around, fighting against a foe it couldn’t see nor defend against. The snake moving so erratically ended up being its downfall as it allowed the dagger to pierce more flesh than it would have if the snake had stayed still.

It was slow work, but after a long while of being squeezed continuously, the thrashing stopped, and the pressure eased. He found, bit by bit, he could move. Taking advantage of this newfound freedom, he slashed with the dagger attempting to reach the mouth and, hopefully, his exit.

As the snake stopped moving entirely heard the *DING* of a notification.


Notification 1/3

You have slain – Monster - Level 43 Kethulhu Basilisk

You have received a share of 430 XP.

For your contribution, you have received 330 XP

Level up!

Level up!

Seeing the Monster was dead and that he had levelled up, he closed the notifications to look at it later. The first thing he did was loot the corpse. He didn’t bother checking what he had gotten just yet as he was beginning to get quite claustrophobic.

Now that the snake was dead, the scales on its body were no longer as tough, so he slashed through them, emerging from the Basilisk’s innards and plopping down to the floor. As he emerged, he saw several people gathered around him.

He managed to choke out, “Do NOT go in there.” Waving his hand passed his face as if something smelled bad. Seeing no one had gotten the joke, he sighed and passed out.

            

    
        Chapter 12 - Swallow them whole and hope for the best.

    
    
    
    
                Chapter 12 - Swallow them whole and hope for the best.

“You’re a Runemaster? That’s quite impressive.”

“Not quite a master yet. I still have a bit of a way to go before making any real money from the class.”

Mason woke up, hearing two voices that he recognised. He felt rough. Checking his HP bar showed it to be full. Revealing that HP was more a reflection of how close to death he was as opposed to how injured he was. He lay for a moment listening to the girl speak.

“Oh yeah? I saw the runes on his door. That was some pretty decent work.” She said, pointing at Mason.

“You’ve been to his room?” Nays said, looking slightly down suddenly, “yeah, I take on commissions now and then, but I don’t know… I still have a lot to learn.”

Mayry smiled, saying sweetly, “Yeah, we were just getting to know each other a little better.”

Mason groaned in pain and cut off the conversation before it could go any further.

Both girls got out of their seats and came over to his bed. Mayry got in a bit closer and slapped him.

“Getting eaten? Getting eaten was your plan? That is the dumbest thing you could ever have done.” She ranted. She leaned in and hugged him, then let go, turned pink and slapped him again. “I thought you died.” She finished sheepishly.

Nays came over and hugged him, too, thankfully without the slaps. “I just wanted to make sure you were okay. You’re the hero who killed the monster, so it’s the least I could do. But I better get going!" She turned and left before Mason could say anything.

Mason looked up at Mayry, asking, “What was that all about?”

She ignored him, saying, “Did you get much Chaos Energy from the basilisk? I got a little, but you must have gotten the biggest share. “

“XP? Yeah, I think I remember levelling up a few times.” He replied before opening his menu and reading out what it said for Mayry’s benefit.

Notification 1/6

You have slain – Monster - Level 43 Kethulhu Basilisk

You have received a share of 430 XP.

For your contribution, you have received 330 XP

Level up

Level up

Mayry interrupted, saying, “Damn! You really did get a lot of it. A few of the other hunters were annoyed they got so little.” She briefly considered, then added, “but I guess none of them was dumb enough to get eaten so….” She shrugged.

He continued running through his Notifications.

Notification 2/6

You have reached level 6.

Stats allocated

Before moving on, Mason said, “I’m going to put all 6 points into Intelligence. I really want to advance Magic Bolt as soon as I can so it’ll be less useless. “pausing, he looked to Mayry and asked, “unless you think it would be better elsewhere?”

Surprised he had even asked her, she thought about it and replied, “Yeah, I think that would probably be the best use of the points. You might not have needed to have gotten yourself eaten if you had strong enough abilities.”

Mason rolled his eyes, “A yes or no would have been fine.”

Notification 3/6

Quest Update! He did the mash. He did the Monster mash. - 

Objective: A monster is heading towards town. Bash it, mash it put it in a stew. Just kill the damn thing. Complete.

Reward – Magic ranged weapon (Uncommon) or Magic armour (Uncommon)

"Go with the weapon," Mayry said immediately. "Magic weapons are rarer, and I suspect you'll be getting pretty decent armour made soon anyway."

With a mock salute, he chose The ranged weapon box. By the time he had closed his menu, the long box the weapon came in was already in Mayrys arms, with her attempting to rip it open.

"Why won't it open, dammit!" she said through gritted teeth pulling on the string and paper it was wrapped in.

Mason walked over and, with very little effort, opened the box. Giving Mayry a questioning look, he looked inside and found a Bow.

Bow of the Dreadwood Tree (Uncommon) - In a distant land, there exists a graveyard. In this graveyard, a single tree grew. This tree absorbed all the hatred and sorrow of the dead buried around it. From a branch of this tree, this bow was crafted. Landing a hit on an enemy with this bow will either cause rapid necrosis or spontaneous depression. Undead are immune to these effects.

"A bow that can cause depression? What the fuck?" Mason exclaimed, getting a strange feeling of melancholy while holding the bow.

Mayry nodded, agreeing. "Can you even shoot a bow?"

"Not even a little bit." Mason shrugged.


Notification 4/6

You have looted – Monster - Level 43 Kethulhu Basilisk

You have received:

Basilisk Venom

Basilisk Hide

Eye of the Basilisk

12 Basilisk scales

3 Silver coins

23 iron coins

Impressed by his haul, he used Identify on the first four items reading these to Mayry as well.

Item - Eye of the Basilisk (Unique) (One-time use item) - The greatest weapon a Basilisk has is its eyes. After a basilisk dies, the eyes become useless after about a minute. This item will instantly kill any being under Level 30. 

 

Poison - Basilisk Venom (Rare) - While it rarely needs to use its venom, the Basilisk is the most venomous snake on this continent. Its venom can be applied to a bladed weapon and used to afflict the ‘Fucked’ debuff. Unless they have an incredibly potent healing potion on them, they’re pretty much dead.

Crafting Material - Basilisk Hide (Rare) - While no longer infused with magic, the Basilisk’s hide is still incredibly strong and flexible. It will also make you look like the pink Power Ranger.

Alchemical Ingredient - 12 Basilisk scales (Rare) - It is said that in the outer areas of the Mandeli Desert, the Mandeli people have developed a technique for preparing the scales of the Basilisk into a potent elixir which will increase the resilience of anyone who drinks it. Alternatively, you could swallow them whole and hope for the best.

“Wow,” Mayry said, “The eye alone is probably worth Silver. You should definitely see an armourer as soon as you can to get some armour made. I’d never heard of a Basilisk before yesterday, but if it’s anything like a dragon hide, it will be really strong. Do you think you could let Viv have one of the scales? I’m sure she’d love to experiment on it.”

“Yeah, no worries. Doubt I’ll have much use for them for a while… Where is the Mandeli Desert?”

“Haven’t got the foggiest idea, and if there are more Basilisks there, I don’t particularly want to know where it is.

Notification 5/6

Achievement Unlocked Spit or Swallow!

You have been swallowed whole by a monster; even more impressive, you survived! 

Reward: Inventory has been upgraded to Inventory (Advanced) 

Opening to check, he saw his inventory had far more space now. This meant he really needed to go shopping.

Moving on, Mason came to the notification he was most excited about. The Skill Selection was finally here. He was about to get a brand-new ability.

Notification 6/6

Level 5 skill selection available.

Available skills:

Camouflage (Basic) – Become one with your environment and become unseen to your enemies.

Active effect: While stationary, you will blend into your surroundings, invisible to all but the most observant enemies. While moving, the effect is greatly lessened. Attacking an enemy while undetected will deal more damage. Scales with Perception.


Scale Armour (Basic) – Seeing your enemy gets you hard.

Active effect: You can transform your skin into scales, significantly increasing damage resistance. Scales with Resilience.


Mana Drain (Basic) – Drain your enemies of their will to live, like you already do to anyone you speak to.

Passive Effect: Being close to an enemy will slowly drain their Mana, adding it to yours. Scales with Intelligence.

Before he could decide, Mayry jumped in and started breaking them down, one by one.

“The first one, camouflage, would be useful If you plan to be a hunter who stalks the monster instead of going in fists first. It would also work well if you ever needed to fight other hunters or people in general, and you’re a bit of an asshole, so you’ll piss someone off eventually.”

“The Scale Armour would be good if you were more of a battle of attrition kinda fighter, but I don’t get that feeling from you.”

“Lastly, the Mana drain would be decent if you plan on getting in close during fights. You can’t get much close than inside, so close kind of sounds like your thing. Does it also depend on what you want to do?”

Nodding, he said, “Yeah, It’s my choice, so please give me a second to think.”

She rolled her eyes and kept talking. “No, not what I meant. I mean, what do you want in the long run? Are you staying here? Trying to find a way home? Becoming a hunter? What?”

Mason was stunned. He hadn’t really thought about it. Did he even want to go home? Sure, he missed his mum and the few friends he’d had, but at home, he was just Mason. Receptionist, depressed, certain his life would never amount to anything. Here he had a chance to be someone and make a difference. He wanted to be like one of the heroes in the books he read, and if he got paid for it, then he wouldn’t complain.

“I think I want to stay, Maybe become a hunter? Can you tell me more about them?”

Mayry had a big smile on her face and said, “Of course. When someone spots a monster, they tell the association, and a contract is put up. Hunters find and kill the monster bringing in a trophy as proof of the kill. The reward varies from monster to monster, but usually, the more dangerous a monster is, or the more of a monster there is, the more you’ll get paid. You, of course, get to keep whatever you loot. The associations also have citywide, countrywide, continentwide and worldwide leaderboards, where you move up depending on how well you perform and the more powerful monsters you kill.”

“Is there one in Sparksford?” Mason asked.

“Yeah, a pretty small one. The leaderboard only has 50 or so hunters on it.” She sighed, then said, “probably a lot less now, actually.”

He lay there in bed thinking. Surely if he got powerful enough, he’d stumble on a way to get home eventually, and then he could make his choice then, right? This world seemed to have a lot of shit to deal with, the monsters, the ‘Others’ and maybe even the gods if he ever learned more about that whole situation.

“Okay, great.” He decided. “I’ll reach the top of the leaderboard in this town, and then I’ll just go with the flow.”

Mayry scoffed at him, “Go with the flow? You are going to go out hunting and killing monsters like the Basilisk, and you’ll just go with the flow?”

“Yeah! I’ve played thousands of hours of games like this, and the story usually ends up in the same place no matter what route you take, so yeah, go with the flow.”

Mayry narrowed her eyes at him. “That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard. This isn’t a game! This isn’t a game! This is real life!” She was getting heated now and started to raise her voice.

“Can you prove that?” Mason replied, keeping his voice at a completely normal volume. “Can you prove that this is real life, and if I die right now, I won’t respawn or wake up in my world?”

Without thinking, Mayry replied. “Of course, I can! I’m real. I’m right here. I must be real! Surely if I weren’t real, if this were all in your head, I would be able to question whether or not I was real?” Starting to doubt herself, she continued. “You’re an idiot.” She crossed her arms and looked smug as if she had won the argument.

Sighing, Mason gave up the attempt and just said, “I’m going to pick the Camouflage. If the monster can’t see me, the odds are they can’t kill me. I want to try and clear out that cave Viv mentioned. I think the Camouflage will help with that.”

“Good choice; that will work as long as you don’t start running your mouth while trying to sneak.” Mayry gave him a dirty look as she spoke.

Mason mentally chose camouflage and got a rush of knowledge about how to use the ability.

Opening his menu, he took a look at his progress so far.

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 6

Current XP: 631/750

Race: Human

Class: N/A

Health Points (HP): 220

Mana Points (MP): 190

Stamina: (SP): 155

Stats




	
Strength:20 


	
Agility: 10


	
Endurance: 11


	
Vitality: 12





	
Resilience: 8(+1)


	
Intelligence: 21


	
Perception: 11


	
Willpower: 10








Free points: 0

Skills:

Identify (Basic), Magic Bolt - INT (Basic), Emotional Wreck - PER (Basic), Camouflage - PER (Basic)

Base Skills:

Universal Translator, Inventory (Advanced)

Current Quest:


	 One quest or the 'Other.' There are others in this world who come from another place. Find out more.

	Exterminate Exterminate! You have been tasked with clearing out a cave full of giant stone-eater spiders, good luck! Those things fucking suck!



Thinking it would be funny to test out his new power now, Mason got out of bed on the opposite side to where Mayry was and pretended to stumble to the floor.

Mayry came running over to check he was okay but saw nothing.

She kicked him in the side, “You’re an idiot; I can sense magic remember? Dumbass.” She kicked him again and went back to her seat.

Mason chuckled to himself. He returned to bed and muttered, “Wish Nays was still here; it would have worked on her.”

Mayry’s head turned to face him so quickly that Mason was worried she’d get whiplash. “What was that?!” She said with venom in her voice.

Eyes widening, Mason squeaked. “Nothing.”

“Hmm, so what’s the plan now?” She asked.

“Now, we go shopping.”

            

    
        Chapter 13 - Pink Power ranger

    
    
    
    
                Chapter 13 - Pink Power ranger

Armed with almost 5 silver coins, Mason and Mayry set out.

As they left the Inn, Mason saw that it was still early morning, so naturally, the first thing on his mind was, “What would you recommend for breakfast?” He asked Mayry.

She cocked her head at him and replied, “Whats Break fast?”

Mason stopped walking and, with a desperate look at Mayry, said. “Please tell me you’re joking?”

Mayry looked at him with a confused expression, shook her head, and said, “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Mason dramatically dropped to his knees, looked up into the sky and whispered, “Why? Why would you bring me somewhere that doesn’t have breakfast….”

Mayry, ignoring his antics, walked up to the nearest stall and asked loudly, “Can I get two breakfast specials, please?”

Mason froze. Stood up, gave Mayry a death glare, and then said, “I hate you.”

Mayry, trying her hardest to hold back laughter, said, “Well then, I’ll just eat yours too.”

“Let’s not be hasty now. I didn’t mean hate hate….”

Rolling her eyes at him, she sat on a bench to wait for the food.

“We never did finish our little lesson,” Mayry said thoughtfully.

“We may have been distracted by the giant snake that wanted to eat us.”

“I mean… It did eat you.” Mayry scolded.

Rolling his eyes, Mason asked, “Whatever. What else was there to talk about?”

Trying to remember what they had and hadn’t discussed, Mayry replied, “Um, just geography and politics.”

Remembering something Nays had said when he had just woken up, he asked, “Ok, can you give me a quick run of each? Also, what’s a Class?”

“Your world doesn’t have Classes?”

Unsure, he explained, “Kinda, but it’s like Science, Maths and English, but I don’t think that’s what you mean.”

“I’m sure sometimes you just make words up.” She sighed. “No, a class is usually the type of general magic you practice. You can have more than one, but concentrating on one is usually best. Viv is a Master Alchemist, and apparently, your Elf friend is a novice rune practitioner. I have dabbled in rituals, but I wouldn’t even say I’m a novice. Some people include Hunter as a class, but it’s not a type of magic, so there is some debate.”

“Oh, okay, I have a spot in my menu for it. I wonder if it will change when I officially become a Hunter.” He mused. “So geography? I’ve just realised apart from Sparksford, I have no idea where I am.”

“Sparksford is in the Kingdom of Theyna, which pretty much encompasses this whole country. The nearest city is Trilil, about 8 hours away by horse or about a day’s walk. Trilil is a huge city with the 3rd largest Hunters Association and a massive shopping district. Then you have mostly farmland and smaller villages in the other direction.”

She stopped speaking as the food came. It was basic bacon and eggs breakfast, but the bacon tasted far sweeter than usual, and the egg was too huge to be from a chicken. Curious, Mason had to ask. “These eggs aren’t from a chicken, are they?”

“What? No, are you insane? How would that even work? Have you ever seen a chicken?!” Mayry said franticly.

“Are we talking about the same thing here?” Mason flapped his arms like wings. “Like buck buck?”

Getting more annoyed now, “That is not funny, Mason. Please stop”

“Are you messing with me again?” he asked, genuinely unsure now.

“Drop it, please!” she said.

“Oh wow, you’re scared of chickens!”

“I said drop it! Let’s go!“ she hurried off.

He ran after her, shouting, “Fine, It’s dropped! I’m sorry.” Making a mental note to bring it back up at a later time.

As they walked towards the shops, she started lecturing again. “Apart from Trilil, there are a dozen other cities much further away and just as many smaller towns. And then you have other countries, the closest being Lyan, the motherland of the Gnolls. Apart from that, I don’t know much else.

They reached their first stop, a small building with its doors and windows wide open and an intense heat radiating out—a huge man standing outside tending the tables with all sorts of amour on display. In a thick accent that sounded Scottish to Mason, he bellowed, “Hello there,” as they approached. “Welcome to the best Armour shop in town! The name is Geraint. What can I do to be helping you today?”

Mason looked up at the colossal man wondering if giants existed in this world. “Hey there, my name is Mas….” The giant man grabbed and hugged him, lifting him off the ground before he could finish talking.

Excitedly the man said, “You must be the one who killed the Basilisk? Yes? Brought me the skin have you? Well! Let me see it.”

Mason struggled a bit before the man realised he was still holding him and set him down.

With Mason breathing heavily, the giant looked over to Mayry, who stepped back. “Not a hugger, eh?” Geraint said.

Recovered enough, Mason took out the Basilisk Hide from his inventory. While he didn’t get the entirety of the thing’s skin, he got a lot. It appeared in his arms and completely buried him.

From under layers of the, luckily light and flexible, hide, Mason shouted, “Sorry, I didn’t expect there to be this much!”

The armourer reached into the folds and plucked Mason out with a single hand. “Not to worry now.” He set Mason down and took a handful of the material, running his hands over it.

“This is impressive stuff. I’ve worked with Dragon before but never Basilisk. This won’t be as tough, but it will be more flexible and able to hold more enchantments.”

“That sounds great. Will you be able to make a few sets?”

The man laughed, replying, “There is enough material here to outfit a small village. The only problem I can see is I won’t be able to change the colour. Otherwise, it will lose some of its inherent resistance to magic.”

“Damn, I really am going to look like the pink power ranger.” Mason sighed in defeat.

The man looked confused. “What’s a power ranger?”

Sadly Mason replied, “A group of supernatural ninjas who fight evil and can turn into huge metal death machines.”

“That sounds amazing!” Mayry exclaimed.

“Yeah, it is, but it’s gonna be pink.”

The armourer was looking between them, not knowing if they were insane or just weird but shrugged and kept rubbing his hand against the dead snake’s skin.

“Before I forget, I wanted to know if you’d be interested in this?” he pulled out the Drake hide from his inventory, and the armourer’s eyes widened.

Looking between the Drake Hide, the Basilisk hide, and Mason, he said. “You have been busy, haven’t you? I’ll tell you what, I will make you 3 sets of Basilisk leather armour for free if you give me the Drake Hide. Deal?”

“If you throw in a set of armour for her, it’s a deal.”

Noticing Mayry’s shocked look, Mason Preemptively said, “if I have to look like an idiot, so do you.”

She stared sheepishly at her feet, saying, “Thank you.”

Geraint nodded. “Ok, sounds fair, but I would also like to keep some of the leftover hide from the Basilisk, If that is alright?”

“Sure. What kind of enchantments are we talking about here?”

“Enchantments are a blend of rituals to strengthen the material beyond what it can naturally do and runes to give the material added benefits. I can do the self-repair and the featherweight enchantments, but I can also get you a toughness boost and a strength boost enchantment, but that I’ll have to charge you for as I’ll need to call in a better ritualist.” Geraint enthusiastically explained all this, showing how much he enjoyed his work.

“We’ll take it all. How much will the extra enchantments be?”

Thinking a moment, he replied. “Let’s say 3 Iron coins. The work should be done in 3 days. Come back here, and you can try it on. Before you go, step into the circle on the floor, and it will take your measurements.”

Handing over the coins, Mason said, “Sounds good. See you then.”

They left, making sure to step into a chalk circle drawn on the floor.

Stepping away from the shop, Mason stretched and declared, “That was great. I only had to spend 3 Iron.”

Mayry walking beside him, spoke quietly, “Why did you buy me that armour? I know you didn’t pay much, but it would have been wildly expensive without that Drake hide. I mean, thank you, but why.”

Mason paused. Had he fucked up? He had only wanted to do something nice for the girl who had been helping him since she had found him naked and covered in blood. Was it too much? Too presumptuous?

“I… err, we’re friends, aren’t we? I mean, you’ve been helping me, and I just thought it would be nice, and it would protect you if you got into trouble, and I don’t want anything to happen to you, but if we you don’t think we’re friends, or if I’m assuming too much you don’t have to accept it.” He rambled, his confident, carefree, sarcastic asshole attitude breaking down.

Mayry just hugged him and said, “We’re friends. Thank you for thinking of me.” She smiled and changed the subject. “Where to next?”

Rapidly trying to rebuild his persona, Mason said, “Books?”

They changed directions and headed towards the bookstore. A few minutes of awkwardness occurred until Mason asked, “So… what is it about chickens that scare you so much?”

Mayry just turned to face him and smacked him upside the head. “I said drop it, Idiot.”

Approaching the bookshop, Mason saw something else that caught his eye. A sign above a shop said:

Treylors Magical Trunks 


Intrigued, Mason approached and entered the shop. Mayry trailed after him, asking, “I thought we were going to the bookstore?”

Replying to her, he said, “We will. I’m just looking for something.”

He saw a bell on the table and dinged it. Moments later, a very short man appeared. Mason wanted to ask if the man was a dwarf but felt like it would be rude.

The short man had bright orange hair and a bushy beard to match. In an oddly high-pitched voice, the man said, “How can I help you?”

“I was just wondering what kind of magic can be added to a trunk. I once read about a magical trunk that was the size of an apartment on the inside.”

“Yes, sir, we can do that, no problem!” Pausing, looking at the cheap clothes Mayry had bought him, “assuming you have the money?”

Pulling out a few silver coins, he showed the maybe dwarf man, which prompted him to continue.

“Of course, sir, you seem like you would be interested in our deluxe package. 4 compartments, A library room, a bedroom, a storage room and a customisable room, sir. We have one already pre-made, sir. Or if you prefer, we can make you one new.”

Looking down at the man, he said, “I’d like to take a look at the premade if possible?”

The man scurried off and left Mayry and Mason alone.

“Why are we here? You have storage power. Why would you need a trunk?” she asked.

Taking a deep breath, Mason started to explain. “Well, In my world, there is something called a ‘fan fiction’, and I remembered one where a boy got a magical trunk big enough to live in. If I’m going to be out hunting monsters all over the place, I might as well be comfortable, and I can’t exactly store myself in my inventory, can I? Also, I didn’t want to ask in front of him, but is he a dwarf?”

“That’s a fair point, but it’s probably going to be really expensive! And yes, he is a dwarf,” she said, rolling her eyes.

Mason shrugged, “I have plenty of money left! Don’t worry. It’ll be worth it!”

The dwarf returned to the room with a trunk floating before him. The workmanship was amazing. It was made from rich mahogany wood and meticulously carved and polished to a lustrous shine, highlighting the intricate details of the runic patterns etched into its surface. The brass fittings gleamed in the light. It was a truly beautiful chest.

“Wow, this is some truly beautiful work” Mason dipped his head respectfully to the Dwarf.

“Thank you, sir. It also comes with featherweight, unlosable, and basic defensive enchantments.”

“I will take it! How much?” Mason said, ready to open up his inventory.

“With all the enchantments, it comes to 1 and a half silver coins, sir.” The dwarf had a huge grin on his face.

Shocked at the price but already committed, the money appeared in his hand. Mayry stepped in front of him, shook her head and said, “1 Silver or no deal.”

Through a forced smile, the dwarf growled, ”Surely, you wouldn’t let your woman negotiate for you? Would you?”

“Of course not”, Shooting a look at Mayry. He saw the Dwarf’s smile deepen. “But she isn’t my woman.”

Mayry took another step forward, “Do you want to make it 90 iron coins instead?”

Sighing with annoyance, the dwarf man growled and stuck out his hand. “1 Silver.”

Paying, he took the chest and added it to his inventory. They quickly left the shop as the dwarf glared at them.

“Onto the bookstore!” Mason declared

            

    
        Chapter 14 - Ee-lec-tis-ity

    
    
    
    
                Chapter 14 - Ee-lec-tis-ity


As the bell tinkled softly above the door, the first thing that struck Mason was the cosy atmosphere of the shop. The air was thick with the scent of old books and wood polish, and the walls were lined from floor to ceiling with shelves, all groaning under the weight of their contents.


Despite the narrowness of the shop, there was a sense of spaciousness, as if the walls were somehow expanding to accommodate the vast array of books within.

The shelves were a patchwork of sizes and styles, some made of dark mahogany, others of lighter woods, each bearing its unique story of wear and tear. The books ranged from more modern-looking paperbacks to rare leather-bound tomes, some with their spines cracked and worn from years of use, while others appeared to have never been touched.


A ladder leaned against one wall, ready to be wheeled around as needed to reach the higher shelves. In the corner of the shop, an old man sat in an armchair. “Feel free to look around, do let me know if there is anything you can’t find.”


Mason was in his element. He had always felt most at home in bookshops and libraries, anywhere with books, really.


He picked up a random book and held it to his chest.


Mayry, who was staring at this unfold, commented, “You know you have a perfectly good Inn room if you two need some privacy.”


Not seeming to hear her, Mason started running from shelf to shelf, picking out interesting titles and adding them to a pile.


Mayry picked up a random book and started flicking through it.


After a good half hour, Mayry approached Mason putting a hand on his shoulder, pointing at the towers of books Mason had created, saying, “That’s probably enough for now.”


Coming out of his book trance, Mason looked at the pile of books, and his eyes widened. “Oh wow, I don’t remember picking up so many.” In the last 30 minutes or so, he had picked out over a hundred books and piled them as high as he could before starting new piles. He had gotten books on History, Geography, Politics, Family Magic, General Magic, Chaos Magic and many others. The three books that stuck out as being the most interesting to Mason were:


The Beastiary: a non-exhaustive guide to Beasts and Monsters. Volume one -  A guide full of monsters and beasts, with their general locations around the world, descriptions and drawings. Some entries even included weaknesses.


The Others: Fact or Fiction? - A look into all the legends of the ‘Others’ and whether they existed or not.


The G word - This one was the only book out of all the ones he had flicked through that had even mentioned gods. Just reading the first page, it looked to be a retelling of the story of what had happened to the gods and why the word had become such a taboo.


At some point, the old man sitting in the armchair had gotten up and started watching Mason build towers with his books. “I do hope you plan on buying all of these?” He had said, eyeing the hundred or so out-of-place books.


Replying to the old man with a grin, he said, “Of course! I’ll probably be back at some point for more, but this should do for now.” Mason took out his trunk and placed it on the floor.


Returning the grin, the man exclaimed, “Excellent! It will take me a while to come up with a price for all of these, but I shall endeavour to be as quick as possible.”


“Of course! No worries, take your time. We have more shopping to do, but we will return.


Turning to Mayry, Mason asked, “Any preference on where we go next?”


“I think you should check out the Hunters Association, see how you sign up, and then Viv’s shop; you still need to give her one of the Basilisk scales and maybe stock up on some potions.”


Mason nodded as he moved towards the door, waving to the shopkeeper, who was currently taking notes on which books Mason wanted.


Once outside, they walked to the town centre, discussing the differences between their worlds. Apparently, there were 25 hours in the day and 32 days in the 12 months of the year. Mayry was intrigued by the idea of there being no magic in his world and that everyone was so reliant on Technology.


“Surely this ee-lec-tis-ity is just another type of magic?” She had already presented this idea twice in the time it took to walk from the bookstore to where they were now.


"No, it's science. Electricity comes from burning gases and coal, and then… Well, actually, I don’t really know how it works, but it isn’t magic. There are no incantations or runes; its just science.”


“Hmm, okay…” Mayry said very unconvincingly.


It annoyed Mason that he didn’t know how it worked. He felt a pang of sadness as he felt the urge to just google it.


Just as Mason was going to make up a sciency reason that proved electricity Magic, they passed by a shop selling Magical items. This distracted Mason, and they ended up popping inside ‘just for a moment.’ Mason saw there wasn’t a whole lot on display. Mayry explained that any sort of magical item worth buying was ludicrously expensive.


Throughout the shop, there were windowed cases displaying the item, with handwritten notes explaining what each item did. Out of a dozen, Mason only found three that were interesting.


A ring, The note said it vibrated when the wearer was in danger.


A small rock covered in runes. The note described it as a single-use item that emitted a loud noise and a flash of light. Based on the description Mason assumed it to be a magical version of a flashbang grenade.


Lastly, there was what looked like a pair of sunglasses. There was no note, so Mason used ‘Identify’.


Wearable Item - Night Shades (Rare) - A pair of sunglasses found in the remains of an abandoned assassins guild. 

Effect: Allows the wearer to see in the dark. Makes you look like a knob if worn inside.


Buying these three items set Mason back a whole silver coin, but in return, he got a new danger sense, an emergency flashbang and a new pair of sweet sunglasses, which Mason thought made him look very cool.


Leaving the shop, they walked the rest of the way to the Association without much more discussion.

Mayry stopped as they approached the huge building so Mason could fully appreciate the sight. Even in relatively small towns, the association building was almost always the biggest and grandest, as it was usually a town’s biggest source of pride and respect. The Sparksford branch was no different.


The building itself was massive. It boasted huge stone pillars that supported the entranceway—each one carved in intricate detail, depicting beasts and monsters slain by the hunters the building contained.


As Mason stepped inside, it was full of other hunters shouting and jeering, some looking to collect new contracts, others trying to get paid for completed ones. The first thing Mason noticed was a leaderboard that displayed the names of the association’s top Hunters. It was made of polished wood and currently held around 50 names on it. Currently, the top spot was held by someone named Malika.


Mason felt chills as he saw that more than a dozen of the names we now crossed off and in red while the others were in black. These must have been the names of those who died fighting the Basilisk. Mason lowered his head in respect for those that had died… apart from that one guy who just had to go and look in the snake’s eyes right after Mason had shouted, “Don’t look in its eyes.” He was still mad about that. It had taken ages to get all the blood and guts out of his clothes before he had left to shop, which reminded him, he really needed new clothes….


Distracted by his thoughts, he hadn’t realised that the entire hall had gone deadly silent. Looking up, he saw all the occupants of the hall staring at him.


He remembered Mayry had said some of them were annoyed that he had gotten the majority of the XP for killing the Basilisk, but he didn’t think they’d be this pissed.


Calmly approached one of the desks and asked the receptionist, “I’d like to sign up to be a Hunter, please. What’s the process?”


She spoke slowly and casually as if the person she was talking to wasn’t getting dirty looks from everyone else in the room, “Well, usually we would send you on a basic quest to kill a minor monster and have you bring back part of it as proof but… going by the silence and all looks you're getting, may I assume you're the one who killed a basilisk?”


“Well,” Mason said loudly, “It was a group effort.” He gestured around him. “I just did the vast majority of the work.”


Mayry, standing next to him, put a hand to her forehead and muttered to herself, “This man is going to get me killed.”


Surprisingly the receptionist just laughed and said, “Oh, don’t mind them. They’re just mad that no one can claim the reward. You can’t as you aren’t currently a member, and they can’t because the bounty that was set specified the person who struck the killing blow would be the one to receive the reward.”


As the receptionist finished speaking, Mason saw a tall, stunningly pretty Elf woman walking in their direction, she was wearing armour, so her figure was hidden, but her face reminded him of the elven features that the elves in movies had. She walked over and gripped Mason’s shoulder tightly. In a deep masculine voice, the Elf said, “Ah, now that you’re here, you can admit that it was I that killed the beast, then I will gladly accept my rightful reward.”


Mason stared hard at the Elf, “Damn, you’re a pretty man. You had me feeling things that I will not admit in public,” he wiped the sweat from his forehead” I mean, Jesus, you are a man, right? No offence! You just threw me for a second there. What were you saying?”


Looking away from the very pretty man, Mason noticed the hunters that were staring at him before were now doing their best to be looking anywhere else. Several looked to be holding back laughter.


Turning Mayry’s trademarked colour of pink, the Elf man stepped away from Mason and scowled at him. “How dare you! Don’t you know who I am? I could destroy you.”


“Yeah? Like you didn’t destroy the Basilisk?” Mason turned to the receptionist and said, “sorry about him. Where were we?”

Before the receptionist could answer, he felt his new ring vibrate; he ducked and felt a wave of heat move over him; looking up, he saw a scorch mark had appeared on the glass that had thankfully protected the receptionist.


“How dare you turn your back on me. I am Malika. Number one ranked hunter and son of the High El…” Mason cut him off as he spoke; standing up, he said, “Okay, let me cut you off right there. I don’t care who your father is. I don’t care about any of these people, so I don’t even care that you could have killed the receptionist. What I do care about is my hair, so I swear to” he cut himself off before he said ‘god’, “I swear to all that is good in the world, if even one hair on my head is singed, I’m going to do to you what I did to that Basilisk and crawl inside you and… wait, no… I’ll fuck you up.”


Malika’s hand glowed with green flames, but before either of them could do anything, Mayry stepped in between the two, her own hands glowing with red flames.


“Malika. Mason here, is with me. This is a public place. If you two want to measure dicks, you can do so later, but If you start something here and now, I will be the one to finish it.” Mason had never heard Mayry sound so scary before.


Malika held up his arms, saying, "Mayry, darling, this was just a little scuffle between friends… my business at the association is finished for the day. I was leaving.”


As Malika left, he shot one last glare at Mason.


In return, Mason turned back to the receptionist as if nothing had happened and asked, “So, am I a Hunter yet?”


The receptionist, who was looking extremely flustered, just handed him a form and a pen.


Looking at the form, it just needed his name, abilities and address. He filled it in and handed it back.


He looked back up at the receptionist. Handing back his form, she said, “You’ll need to pick up your badge tomorrow before you can do any contracts. You’ll start at the bottom of the leaderboard as the Basilisk doesn’t count, as again, you weren’t a member.”


Saying his goodbyes to the receptionist, he left without incident.


The second he left the association building, Mayry turned on him, ready to start yelling, but Mason spoke first. “Did that guy call you darling?”

            

    
        Chapter 15 - That had Fucking Hurt

    
    
    
    
                The many legends of ‘The Others’ tell of a group of people who travelled to this world from another. No one can say whether it was their intention or the result of an ACT. The timing of these people arriving differs from story to story, but generally, it is agreed that the first tales of them appeared around 500 years ago.

All stories of these people typically start with them rapidly developing extraordinary powers soon after their arrival; then, the stories then tend to tell of the carnage and destruction ‘The Others’ reaped for no other reason but to grow their powers.

There has been debate about whether these stories hold historical relevance or are just fairytales. This book will lay out the arguments for and against and examine the evidence for each side. - Introduction to ‘The Others: Fact or Fiction.’


Chapter 15 - That had Fucking Hurt

On their way to Viv’s shop, Mayry explained that Malika had been chasing her for the better part of a year. She turned him down repeatedly, but being the offspring of a well-off High Elf, he was used to getting what he wanted.

Nodding along as she spoke, Mason just gave a non-commital “Hmm.” As a reply.

Lost in thought, he replayed the recent interaction over and over. Despite managing to stay calm while confronting the Elf, thoughts of what might have happened if he hadn't purchased the danger sense ring crept into his mind. He doubted his measly 9 resilience would have stopped that intense-looking green fire. Had he really come that close to death? Had a fight broken out, would he have even stood a chance? He knew he would inevitably get stronger and would piss people off along the way, but had he really needed to make an enemy of the top hunter in town on his second day in this world?

His thoughts led him to a single conclusion: he needed to get stronger and start doing it now. Until now, he had waited for the fights to come to him, but that needed to change. “I think that after we visit Viv, I’m going to go and clear out that cave of spiders; I feel like I need to be doing more to get stronger. Plus, I get to kill a load of spiders, and I fucking hate spiders.”

Sounding concerned, Mayry asked, “Okay, but are you sure you don’t want to wait for the armour to be finished before you go?”

Considering it, Mason replied, “No, I’ll be fine. I’d quite like to get an idea of how strong I am without the armour first so that I don’t end up too reliant on it. Also... I think I’m going to do this alone. It’s just a bunch of bugs. We’ll visit Viv, get the books and then I’ll head off.”

Mason thought he saw a hurt look on Mayry’s face, but it was gone so fast that he assumed he had just imagined it. “Oh, I wasn’t offering to come….” She said a little too quickly, “I have stuff to do anyway, so don’t worry about it! Will I err, see you when you get back?”

Frowning a little, he put a hand on Mayry’s shoulder as they walked and with mock seriousness, said. “Of course you will. I mean, you are my best friend in the whole wide world, after all.”

Elbowing him lightly, she replied, “I’m your only friend in this world, idiot.”

They approached Viv’s shop, with Mayry seemingly in a better mood. Pushing the door, they walked in and saw the same wizened old man they had seen on their previous visit. As soon as the figure looked up and saw who had entered the shop, the illusion broke, and Vivenya stood there grinning and waving, looking like a typical child.

The first time Mason had been here, he hadn’t even considered asking what potions she had for sale. He was too busy acting as a test subject for the two women, and In all honesty, he had still been getting used to magic being a thing.

“Hi, Viv, we aren’t staying long; I just wanted to give you this and see if you could get any use out of it.” A single Basilisk scale appeared in his hand; he held it up for her to see.”

Eye wide, she asked, “Is that what I think it is?” She ran over and took it from Mason “oooo, It’s so shiny and pretty,” Her eyes glazed over as she inspected the scale, turning it in her hand so she could view it from multiple angles.

“I also…” He tried. Eyes fixed on the scale, Viv walked off, either not hearing or ignoring him. Waving his hand a little to get her attention, he tried again. “Viv? Hello?” Nothing. Trying one last time, “I just wanted to buy some potions.”

At the word ‘buy’, her head shot up scale disappearing into her pocket, “Now, why didn't you say so?”

He sighed, giving her an annoyed look, “I wanted some Mana, Health and Stamina potions. Also, what other potions do you have?”

“Well, as you’re a friend of Mayry’s, I’ll give you each potion for 20 bronze.” Hearing this, Mayry coughed, which prompted Viv to correct herself. “15?” This time she got a glare, “10 Bronze coins for each potion is the best I can do, and your bleeding me dry here as it is!”

Mayry spoke up and said, “5 Bronze coins each? Wow, that is generous of you, Viv!”

Mason, who had decided to keep quiet and watch the exchange, finally spoke. “Well… 5 Bronze is a little rich for me. I might have to take that scale back and sell it….”

Sighing in defeat, Viv smiled and backtracked, “Well, let’s not make any rash decisions now. How about 2 1/2 bronze per potion, and I’ll throw in an Ironhide potion for free?“

“That sounds very reasonable, so that was 10 health, 10 mana and 10 stamina potions. Do you have anything else on offer?”

Slightly shocked by the amount Mason wanted to buy, she nodded and said, “I have anything you can think of, water breathing, darkness sight, transformation potions, love potions, all sorts!”

“I’ll take a few of each of those,” Mason said before reconsidering, “well, maybe not the love potions.”

“Amazing, let me get that ready for you.”

“Are you going to the cave soon? I’m running awfully low on some ingredients. I need to remake all the potions you bought.”

“I was actually heading there now.”

“Amazing! Good luck. I'll throw in some poison antidotes too, just in case. Do try and kill all the spiders and anything else you find. I hate having to make the trip there just to be chased out.”

Mason assured her he would do his best and report back when he was done.

After getting his potions and paying what he was sure was slightly too much, they headed out.

They made a quick stop to pick up Mason’s hoard of books, Mason dumping them into the library room of his chest for him to sort out later. The vast number of books only ended up costing a measly 2 Iron coins and only that much as he had picked a fair few rarer tomes.

After leaving the bookshop, they ended up standing just outside, deciding that they should separate there. Mayry surprised him by giving him a tight hug and whispering into his shoulder, “Please be careful. If you get in over your head, there is no shame in the running away.”

He reassured her that he would be absolutely fine and that he would meet her at the Inn in two days.

He walked off. Turning and waving to her as he turned a corner, and she lost sight of him.

Thinking that it was quite a dramatic goodbye for someone he had only known for about a day and a half, he wondered why he felt as sad as he was for leaving her. When he first met her, he hadn’t expected they would get on at all, but honestly, she was growing on him.

As he headed for the main gate, he saw a shop selling weapons, remembering his new bow. Mason popped in and bought a quiver and some arrows. He browsed briefly, but nothing else stuck out to him. For now, he was quite happy sticking with his dagger for short range, his magic for long range and he would learn to use the bow as an alternative.

Finally reaching the main gate, he exited the town and started walking West. Before leaving Viv’s alchemy shop, he had made sure to get directions to the cave. It was only a couple of miles away, so he decided he was just going to run there. He surprised himself by being able to run far faster and for far longer than he ever had before. He knew that it was down to his increased agility and endurance, but actually, seeing how much he had improved was incredible.

He was only a couple hundred metres away when he slowed down and chugged a stamina potion. Like the health potion, it hit him all at once, but instead of the sense of fullness and rightness the health potion gave, he felt like he had been struck by lightning. Energy coursed through his whole body. When the feeling faded, he felt like he had slept 9 hours and was ready to run a marathon.

He wondered if people had substance abuse problems in this world because he could really see himself getting addicted to these potions if he wasn’t careful.

Approaching the cave, he activated his camouflage ability, looking down at his hand, he saw only a vague outline and only saw that much because he was looking for it. He was confident that he would be pretty much invisible in the cave’s darkness.

He whispered to his system, “You better not turn this off randomly just to be a dick.”

He paused for a second but never really expected a reply.

As he drew closer, Mason could make out the cave’s opening more clearly. It was a huge opening leading into the ground. After a few feet, the cave was completely void of light. Even with his enhanced perception stat, he saw nothing. Putting on his Night Shades, where there was nothing but darkness before, now there was grainy black and white as if he was watching a live an old-timey movie in real-time. He saw movement much further in but couldn’t determine what it was in the split second it was visible.

Heart pounding in his chest, dagger held tight in his hand Mason crept into the darkness beyond the cave's mouth. As he moved deeper, he was met with the stench of rotting flesh and the sound of countless tiny legs scurrying across the ground, echoing from further inside.

Confident he wouldn’t be seen with his camouflage active, he moved slowly into the darkness until he came to a much wider section of the cave. Looking around, he saw that this cavern had tunnels leading off in multiple directions. How big was this cave!? He noticed movement in the corner of his eye; looking over, he saw what he had been sent here to fight.

It was a single spider, but it was not like any he had ever seen before. This one was the size of a small dog with razor-sharp fangs and glowing red eyes that seemed to follow him as he moved. It was currently using its fangs to slowly chew away at the stone wall. Huh, so that’s why they’re called that.

Planning on attacking the thing from behind, he crept closer and closer, and cl- about 5 feet from the creature, it stopped what it was doing, its many eyes all moving to point in his direction. He froze. Checking his hands, he saw that they were still see-through. How could it possibly of seen him?

Deciding he would slowly back away and try and come up with another plan. He took a step back. At least he tried to. His foot was stuck. Shit. He remembered that spiders could sense vibrations on their webs. Looking down, he confirmed he was, in fact, standing in a finely placed web of almost invisible silk.

The spider leapt at him, landing on his arm. It bit down using the fangs it had just been using to chew through stone. Mason managed to hold back the scream, but that had fucking hurt.

You have been poisoned.

            

    
        Chapter 16 - BUKARK

    
    
    
    
                Monsters and beasts appear all over the world in many different forms, from the Dragons who rule the mountains to the sea creatures who lurk in the depths. The words 'Monster' and 'Beast' are often used interchangeably, but there are significant differences between the two kinds of creature.

Beasts are naturally occurring animals born from this world. Monsters, however, are far rarer creatures, either made entirely of Chaos Magic or displaced from their own world and bought to this one. ACTs are the most common cause of Monsters appearing, but there are also certain rituals that have the same effect.

Monsters are often far more intelligent and can often assert control over the more simple-minded Beasts.

Excerpt from 'The Beastiary: A non-exhaustive guide to Beasts and Monsters. Volume one' - Page 2

Chapter 16 - BUKARK

You have been poisoned.

You will lose 5 HP per second for 30 seconds.

200 / 220 HP

"Fuck, fuck fuck fuck fuck” The spider had clamped its jaws down on his arm, in his panic, he had dropped his dagger. In intense pain, he drew back his other arm and punched the spider in the face.

His fist impacted the ugly bastard hard enough to dislodge it from his arm; unfortunately, it hadn't opened its mouth, meaning the spider took a sizeable chunk of Mason's arm with it.

175 / 220 HP

With no time to drink an antidote, the spider leapt at him again. Ducking under it and grabbing his dagger from the floor, he turned and shot three Magic Bolts in the spider's direction. One landed and caused a noticeable gash over several of its eyes.

Mason kept half his attention on the spider and used the dagger to free his feet from the web. He carefully repositioned himself to avoid getting stuck again.

110 / 220 HP

The spider, now more cautious of Mason, started to scurry off into a tunnel. Not wanting it to come back with friends, Mason chased after it shooting several more Magic Bolts In its direction. Scoring a lucky hit, he had managed to slice off one of its back legs, throwing it off balance and allowing Mason to catch up and squish the little fucker. He stomped down on it and felt an oddly satisfying crunch.

*DING*

You have slain – Beast – Level 5 Stone Eater Spider

You have received 50 XP.

Breathing heavily

He waved the notification away.

Opening his inventory, he withdrew a health potion and put it to his lips.

Warning! Drinking more than one potion at a time will cause the Toxic effect. You can currently drink one potion every 20 minutes. Increase your Resilience stat to reduce this cooldown. You have 4 minutes until you can drink another potion.

"Fucking perfect." With the poison and the chunk of flesh he was missing, he was down to 25 / 220 HP. The effect of the poison had ended, and his HP had started to tick up slowly, but he had come pretty close to death once again.

He considered leaving and coming back when he was stronger, but he convinced himself he could do better, he knew what he was facing now so he would be fine as long as he didn't get bit again.

Waiting for his HP to fully regenerate, he turned off his Camo so as not to waste MP.

At 12 Vitality, he seemed to be regaining HP at roughly a point a second while not in combat and half that while fighting, meaning after a few minutes, he would be fully healed and ready to head off. He watched the skin on his arm reknit itself like he was some Deadpool rip-off.

As he waited to be fully healed, he walked over to the spider and used 'Identify'.

Beast – Level 5 Stone Eater Spider - This young Stone Eater has seen better days, it seems to have been stomped to death. You know, some other systems might get turned on by this sort of thing.

Rolling his eyes at the strange description, he looted the body.

Loot Received:

Venom gland

3 Bronze coins

Spool of silk

Fully healed, he reactivated his camouflage, picked a tunnel at random and crept into it. This time, being far more careful about where he stepped.

Moving slowly through the darkness, he thought about how far he'd come in just a few days. This time last week, he had been sitting on his ass arguing with hotel guests about whether or not they had bought X-rated movies on their room. Now he was walking through a spider-infested cave, trying to level up his magical powers and thinking about it. This was crazy! He had just killed a dog-sized spider and was now looking to kill the rest! Before this train of thought continued much further, the tunnel he was following opened up into another cavern.

This particular cavern was massive and contained several notable things. First, a beam of sunlight shone through a crack in the ceiling, lighting up the cave enough that mason could remove his shades. Second was the shimmering lake in the centre of the huge space. The last thing that this section of the cave contained were several dozen spiders.

The sheer number of them made Mason's heart race. He mentally cursed Viv for sending him here. From what she said, he assumed it was a simple quest to clear out a few spiders that probably weren't even bothering anyone anyway! In reality, he counted 32. In all, some bigger than the one he had killed, some slightly smaller.

He started to back away, planning on a tactical retreat, when he heard a very loud noise. This noise was one he did recognise, one he had heard before, many times. His measly 21 Intelligence could not come up with a reasonable scenario as to why he was hearing this noise in a cave full of giant spiders.

"BUKARK!"

He wasn't crazy, right? That had definitely been a chicken.

At the third cluck, 90% of the spiders all headed for the same tunnel. Unfortunately for Mason, it just so happened to be the tunnel he was currently standing in. They moved fast enough that he had no chance of getting out of the way in time. He moved to the side of the cave and pressed his body tight against the wall. He closed his eyes and prayed for it to be quick. He felt things move past him at speed. Opening his eyes, he saw the last few spiders skitter past him. Apart from being jostled a few times, the spiders had somehow altogether avoided him despite the fact he was close to being invisible.

In his world, Mason had never believed in God. He had always thought the idea of an all-loving, all-powerful being caring about whether he masturbated or had sex before marriage to be ludicrous. In this world, there were many gods, and they were all apparently terrifying and malicious, but he had prayed and been spared, so he looked to the ceiling and gave a nod, just in case.

He exited the tunnel as fast as he could. Looking around, he saw that only three spiders were remaining. He reckoned he could probably manage three. If he took one by surprise and finished it quickly, he might even be able to kill the thing without the other two noticing. His Camo skill mentioned something about a damage increase if he was undetected. Hesitantly he whispered, "Help, Camouflage skill damage increase."

Immediately a message appeared.

Help - Camouflage skill damage increase.

Attacking an enemy while staying undetected will increase the damage done. The damage increase is decided by the Perception stat. Current damage increase: 25%

"Hmm, not too shabby." He whispered to himself. Assuming he could hit it without being detected the damage he'd do with his super sharp dagger should, hopefully, one-shot the thing.

Moving slowly over to the smallest spider, he used 'Identify' once within range.

Beast – Level 4 Stone Eater Spider - This young spider is too young to have developed its venom gland yet. Its bite will still hurt like a bitch, though.

Level 4, so a level weaker than the one he had already killed. Not knowing much about the physiology of a spider, he wasn't entirely sure where its most vulnerable spot would be. Putting his intelligence stat to good use, he decided to stab it in its face.

He decided on this area of attack because, in Mason's ranking of places he would least like to be stabbed, the face held second place. He wasn't sure if spiders had balls, so, face it was.

Taking a breath, he plunged the dagger into the monster's face with all his strength. It sank into its flesh like a hot dagger through butter, and the spider collapsed. Making a slight thud as its body hit the ground.

Looking over, he saw the other spiders hadn't reacted at all.

He felt his soul momentarily leave his body as he heard the loud,

*DING*

You have slain – Beast – Level 4 Stone Eater Spider

You have received 40 XP.

He mentally gave the system the finger. Its bad timing had almost made Mason shit himself.

Not wanting to be discovered, he took the spider's corpse into his inventory; in doing so, he found that it automatically looted the creature.

Loot Received:

2 Bronze coins

Spool of silk

Done here, he slowly crept over to the second spider to try and repeat his success.

All went well until he moved into position. He had tripped over a jagged rock and ended up falling onto the spider.

Mason struck out with his dagger the moment he regained his balance. Luckily, the spider was too slow to process what had happened and hit the floor with a thud same as the last spider.

He waited for the notification this time, not wanting to be surprised by it again. It didn't come. Worried, Mason bent down to check the spider was, in fact, dead an-

*DING*

You have slain – Beast – Level 5 Stone Eater Spider

You have received 50 XP.

Level up.

You have reached level 7

Stat points allocated.

He jumped about a foot into the air, the noise startling him just as much as it had earlier.

"Fuck you, dude!" He whispered to the system. Quickly taking the spider's corpse into his inventory, not getting anything new. He decided to wait to spend his point until after the third spider was dead, and he was slightly safer.

Feeling far more confident after two kills using the same method, he decided to change it up a bit. He wanted to try out his new bow. He had never tried archery before, but he had seen it done and figured it couldn't be that hard.

He moved over to his new target, the biggest spider yet. He took out his bow and a single arrow, trying to figure out how to hold the weapon. Managing to get it to feel at least somewhat right in his hands, he pulled back and released. The arrow hit the target! Admittedly he had been standing so close that it would have been more of a challenge not to hit the mark, but still!

The arrow penetrated the spider's body but didn't seem to have done much damage. It didn't even turn around to investigate what had hit it. Moving cautiously, he returned to his true and tested method of stabbing in its face. He drew back his hand, but before he stabbed, he noticed the spider was making an odd low chittering sound. His Universal Translation skill wasn't powerful enough to translate the sound, it did, however, manage to convey that the beast was deeply distressed and was whinging.

He opened up his inventory and looked at the bow's description.

Bow of the Dreadwood Tree (Uncommon) - In a distant land, there exists a graveyard. In this graveyard, a single tree grew. This tree absorbed all the hatred and sorrow of the dead buried around it. From a branch of this tree, this bow was crafted. Landing a hit on an enemy with this bow will either cause rapid necrosis or spontaneous depression. Undead are immune to these effects.

Mason felt kinda bad. He must have inflicted spontaneous depression on the spider. He felt the odd urge to deactivate his Camouflage skill and try and make the beast feel better. He had been depressed before and knew how crappy it could get. Of course, he didn't try to comfort it as he was well aware that the only use he could be to the beast was as a snack. He decided to put it out of its misery and stabbed it in its face.

He made a mental note not to use the bow unless he really needed to and put it back into his inventory.

Placing his hand on the spider's body for a moment he…

*DING*

You have slain – Beast – Level 7 Stone Eater Spider

You have received 70 XP.

"Son of a bitch! Stop doing that! Fuck!" Stopping whatever he was going to do, he put the spider into his inventory, gaining him.

Loot Received:

Spider tears

Venom gland

5 Bronze coins

Spool of silk

Surprised he had gotten the tears, but ultimately over his brief display of emotion. He bought up his menu and put all three points into Intelligence, prompting another notification.

Your intelligence stat has reached 25.

Your skill Magic Bolt (Basic) has been upgraded to Magic Missile (Advanced).

Magic Missile (Advanced) – Call upon your immense, mystical power and unleash it to strike down your foes.

Active effect: Focus a portion of your Mana into an attack in the form of a small Missile of kinetic energy which explodes on contact. Damage dependant on Intelligence. Scales with Intelligence.

"Awesome!" Mason exclaimed in a whisper. He wanted to try out his new ability immediately but thought that a cave might not be the best place to try out an ability that causes explosions. Being trapped under tons and tons of stone didn't sound very appealing.

Hearing a slight scuffle, he whipped around and looked towards one of the many tunnels. He saw a flash of orange, and then it was gone.

            

    
        Chapter 17 - Stab-them-in-the-face method

    
    
    
    
                Before delving into the topic of this book, I urge all readers to take heed. under no circumstance should this book be read out loud. This book will use certain words that will are taboo and can result in unfortunate occurrences. You have been warned.

 - Introduction to ‘The G Word.’

Chapter 17 - Stab-them-in-the-face method

Intrigued by the orange blur but not wanting to be caught in a trap, he edged toward the tunnel and peered inside. Seeing nothing unusual, he used his dagger to slash an X on the wall next to the tunnel’s opening, marking it as his next destination.

Before investigating, he walked over to the lake in the middle of the cavern and drank.

You have consumed purified stone water. 

Resilience +5 for 30 minutes.

“Ah, sweet.” He whispered to himself. Trying to add the water to his inventory, he found it didn’t work. Taking out an empty bottle that had contained a stamina potion, he filled it with water and tried again to add it to his inventory. This time it worked. He guessed any liquid needed to be in a container before being added. Annoying but fair enough.

Splashing some water on his face, he stood up and stretched. He was procrastinating and did not want to get into another fight just yet, so he opened his status menu.

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 7

Current XP: 841 / 1000

Race: Human

Class: N/A

Health Points (HP): 230

Mana Points (MP): 225

Stamina: (SP): 160

Stats




	
Strength:21


	
Agility: 11


	
Endurance: 12


	
Vitality: 13





	
Resilience: 9(+6)


	
Intelligence: 25


	
Perception: 12


	
Willpower: 11








Free points: 0

Skills:

Identify (Basic), Magic Missile - INT (Advanced), Emotional Wreck - PER (Basic), Camouflage - PER (Basic)

Base Skills:

Universal Translator, Inventory (Advanced)

Current Quest:


	One quest or the 'Other.' There are others in this world who come from another place. Find out more.

	Exterminate Exterminate! You have been tasked with clearing out a cave full of giant stone-eater spiders, good luck! Those things fucking suck!




He didn’t think he was doing too bad. He was eager to test out his new Magic Missile but knew waiting would probably be safer. Hoping to reach at least Level 10 by the time he left the cave, he headed off looking for his next fight.

Starting to wonder how big this system of caves was, he came to yet another open cavern. This one held another few spiders but nothing else of note.

Killing them in much the same manner as he had done before, he cleared out the room, racking up a few more Venom Glands, 12 more bronze coins and a butt ton of silk. He also gained another 150 XP, which left him one kill away from level 8.

Before he left this cave, he heard skittering noise from above him. Looking up, he saw two of the biggest spiders he had seen so far standing on the ceiling, looking down. From their perspective, three of their kin had just disappeared. Curious about what was happening, they started lowering themselves, using their webbing as rope.

As they got closer, Mason could appreciate how big they really were. All the spiders he had seen so far had been about the size of large dogs. By comparison, these were the size of horses.

Placing his back against a wall, he considered his options.

He could try his trusty stab-them-in-the-face method, but the two spiders stayed close to each other, so sneaking up and taking them out one by one would be impossible.

He could use his bow, but there was no guarantee he would hit his target, and missing would alert them of his presence.

Magic Missile was an option, but again, causing a cave-in was something he wanted to desperately avoid.

His final option was his last ace in the hole. The basilisk eye would instantly kill the two spiders, but he was sure he would have a greater need for it another time.

He decided to go with a combination of the first two options.

He would try and get as close as possible to the spiders and use his bow to inflict depression on one of them, hopefully taking it out of the fight. If he timed his shot right, the second spider should only notice the first spider’s change in behaviour and not that it had been shot.

He would then stab the second spider in its face and, only if absolutely necessary, follow it with a Magic Missile once he had retreated a fair distance away.

Creeping closer, he withdrew his bow and an arrow. He held it in the same way as he had done before and let the arrow loose. This is where the plan went slightly wrong. The moment after the arrow hit the spider, it went berserk. Where the arrow had hit, a sickly black colour spread on the usually brown spider’s body.

Realising his mistake, he backed away from the slowly rotting spider. Mason had stupidly forgotten that the bow could also inflict necrosis. Whirling around to look at the second spider, Mason saw that it had also backed away from its partner, probably not wanting also to be infected.

Camouflage has been deactivated due to low mana.

=========================================

Things just hadn’t been the same since the new boss took over. He and his partner had been some of the biggest spiders, so they held the most respect; that was just the way things worked. Now that feathery fuck treated them all like slaves, making them bring it food, forcing them to attack humans. It even made them fight one another when it got bored. Sadly there was nothing he or his partner could do, it was bigger and stronger, and so they had to fall in line and follow orders.

They were currently on the ceiling of one of the caverns, just keeping an eye on the smaller spiders, ensuring they were doing their jobs. Huh, weren’t there three smaller spiders a moment ago? That’s od- that one had just disappeared. There one moment gone the next!

Getting the attention of his partner, he pointed out to her what he had seen, but she had already been watching. They knew for sure something was happening when they both saw the third spider pop out of existence. They needed to investigate and do it quickly before the boss showed up and blamed them.

They slowly descended, using their web to lower themselves.

They reached the floor and looked for clues. They found some blood but not a whole lot else. Very strange.

They were sticking close together as many of the beasts they had killed in order to take control of this system of caves had been opportunistic hunters, only ever attacking when their prey was alone.

He turned his back on his partner momentarily when he heard a short thwip. Looking around, he still saw nothing. Seconds later, his partner started acting erratically. Twitching, staggering around, attacking the air as if trying to fight something invisible.

He smelt it first, rotting flesh. He saw the arrow sticking out of his partner’s thorax. The rot spread from where the arrowhead had landed. He backed away in horror, watching his partner rot from the inside out.

He saw the human appear out of nowhere, seemingly popping into existence as if to taunt him. This must have been the humans doing. There was no other explanation. Perhaps if he killed the man, the effect would be broken, and his partner would live.

He leapt at the human, furiously attacking him in every way he could. He swiped at him with his many legs, bit at him if he got close enough, and attempted to squish him with his body. The human, while incredibly clumsy, managed to evade his every attack, even slicing one of his legs off when he had gotten too close.

He didn’t understand. Compared to him, this human was tiny. He and his partner were big, which meant they were strong, didn’t it? So how was this scrawny meat bag beating him?

Losing his leg had unbalanced him, but he could still fight! The bigger of his species had an attack that the small one didn’t. He had the Human in sight and concentrated his venom into his mouth. It tasted disgusting, like meat that no one had eaten for days after it had been killed. He ignored the taste as best he could and waited for the human to attack again, when he did, he spat the mouthful of venom onto the human, covering him, making the stupid creature blind.

He was going to enjoy this.

====================

It stung, it really stung; it felt like he had bleach poured into his eyes. Mason, didn’t really understand what had happened. One moment he had been avoiding the spider’s attacks. It was big but relatively slow, so he had managed just barely to avoid each of its attacks. He had cut off one of its legs, making it lose balance. Thinking this was his chance to finish it, he moved in for the killing blow.

There was a splat. His eyes stung like a bitch, and he had gone blind.

Freaking out, the fear of not knowing when the next attack would come or even from which direction was making his heart race. Oddly he felt his Emotional Wreck skill activate. He must have been more afraid when facing the Basilisk, but he didn’t remember it activating then… maybe he just hadn’t noticed?

Feeling a vibration from his ring. He stepped to the side, slashing at where he had been standing. He felt the dagger sink into something, but he wasn’t sure how much damage he had done. What he did know was where the spider was now standing.

Focussing on the ring, waiting for the next vibration, he gripped the dagger tight using both hands. Feeling the ring go off, he held the dagger out in front of him, pointing it in the direction he knew the spider was attacking from. He felt a giant weight slam into him, knocking him down, head slamming into the stone floor, causing him to black out.

He woke up to a massive weight pressing down on him. Thinking he was still being attacked, his concussed mind did the first thing it could think of and shot a Magic missile into the dead spider on top of him.

The resulting explosion managed to totally eviscerate the dead spider, causing blood and guts to rain down on Mason, who was, luckily, mostly unharmed.

Laying there, he attempted to catch his breath and spat out the spider gore that had made its way into his mouth, he took out some water from his Inventory and carefully rinsed the Vemon out of his eyes, restoring his sight. However, he still couldn’t see much as, getting slammed to the floor, he had managed to knock his nightshade sunglasses off his face. His Perception stat allowed him to see basic outlines but not well.

*DING*

You have slain – Beast – Level 13 Stone Eater Spider X2

You have received 260 XP.

Level up 

You have reached Level 8 

Stat points allocated.

Feeling the usual rush of levelling up, he took a breath, feeling a little better about being very nearly killed for the third time that day. Sitting up, he froze in fear. He saw two plate-sized white eyes staring at him from the absolute darkness. Keeping his eyes locked on the horroresque scene, he felt around frantically for his night vision sunglasses. Finally, finding them and putting them onto his face, the eyes had gone. Now that they had disappeared, he could tell the eyes had been staring at him from around the corner of the tunnel he had marked.

He got the annoying sense that a Boss fight was imminent. His system kindly confirmed this for him as he got a new quest.

Quest Received! Kill the Monster, save the girl. Except there is no girl. Shut up.

Objective: A Monster has infiltrated this cave and taken over command of its denizens. Kill the Monster, and then probably kill the denizens too, but that’s another quest.

Reward – Magic KFC Box

Accept? Y/N

“I mean, yes… but what the fuck is with that reward?” Shaking his head, he threw 2 points into perception just in case he lost his glasses again and 1 point into Resilience because he didn’t like that one of his stats was still under 10.

Raising each of your stats to at least 10 has unlocked a Perk.

Perk Unlocked: You are the only Ten I See

Effect: Your highest stat + 10% for as long as it is your highest stat. If another stat becomes higher, it will be given the + 10%, and your current highest stat will lose it.

“Huh, cool. Perks Help?” Mason asked the air.

Perks are unique, permanent abilities you unlock by raising stats in specific ways.

“Hm, Are you just making this up as you go along?”

Nothing.

“One day, you’ll answer me, and I’m sure we could be besties. But until then, I have a boss to kill.”

Taking the spiders’ bodies into his inventory and getting more of the same stuff he had been getting, he reactivated his Camouflage, approached the tunnel he had seen the eyes and followed it through. Reaching the end, he saw what was undeniably a Boss Monster.

Monster – Level 36 Crack Hen – These feathery assholes are batshit insane. They come from a world where they start life as elemental spirits. When they reach a certain age, they gain corporeal form and become one of two creatures. The first is an incredibly beautiful, powerful and immortal bird. A Phoenix. The other is a chicken. The ones who end up as chickens don’t commonly take it well. Take that situation and then add a fuck ton of their world’s version of crack, and you get the Crack Hen.

They appear in this world from time to time, find the nearest cave and assume command of any beasts within. They are this world’s big bad wolf and appear as monsters who steal and eat naughty children in many children's stories. They often display odd abilities and are a bitch to kill. 

            

    
        Chapter 18 - Genocide!

    
    
    
    
                The origin of the world’s economic structure dates back to when the first few looting abilities started appearing. 

The Majority of the money in the world comes from looting farms. These are farms where Beasts known to drop the most coins are bred, killed and looted. The value of the coins in circulation is decided by how often the looting farm produces them, with Copper being the most often produced and Gold being by far the rarest.

Each coin seems to retain a tiny amount of Chaos Magic after they are looted. This allows the coins to never rust and makes them very durable.

-Excerpt from, ‘Economics for idiots’. Chapter 2: Loot Farms.

Chapter 18 - Genocide!

“What the actual fuck.”

With his head peaked around a corner, he stared at what was apparently called a Crack Hen. Who named these things? To himself, he whispered, “I mean, sure, If I had the chance to be a Phoenix and ended up as a fucking chicken, I’d be pissed off too…. But a Crack Hen? Really?”

It was massive to the point that Mason couldn't figure out how it had got the cave in the first place. Apart from that, it looked like a chicken… except for the eyes, which were huge, bloodshot and twitchy.

He had seen eyes like that before.

Living in London, you get to know where is generally pretty safe and where is not. Mason had been walking around Brixton after his then-girlfriend forced him to go clubbing. Brixton was usually a definite no-go area for Mason, but in this case, he had been convinced. He had stepped outside to get some fresh air. He hadn’t ventured far from the club when he was approached by a skinny man with his hand in his pockets. The Man had asked Mason if he had any money, and of course, Mason had said no. The man either didn’t believe him or didn’t care and pulled a knife. While Mason had gotten away unscathed, the memory always stayed with him and stopped him from ever trying hard drugs.

That had been a man addicted to crack, this was a giant fucking chicken. He was about to turn away and just leave when he remembered the quest reward. A Magic KFC box. He did really like KFC… and they apparently didn’t eat chicken in this world. This could be his only chance. Fucking hell.

The Basilisk he had killed was level 43, and this chicken was only Level 36… but he didn’t think the giant chicken could swallow him whole, so that got rid of his get-eaten-and-wing-it strategy.

It was just a chicken. What was it going to do? Peck him.

Turns out, yeah. It did peck at him, a lot.

He had crept towards the giant chicken, with dagger in hand and camouflage activated. He had coated his dagger in Basilisk Venom, which would allow him to finish this quickly.

The moment he stepped into the cave, the chicken’s head whipped around and stared at him.

The tunnel behind glowed blue as a forcefield popped up, making it impossible to escape. Mason wondered whether this would be a common thing when facing bosses or if this was an ability of the Crack Hen. Interrupting his thought, a vibration ran through his hand, the strongest he had ever felt.

He threw himself to the ground, narrowly missing the thing’s beak splitting him in two. Looking at where the beak had impacted the floor, there was a huge crater. Mason started to regret his life choices.

Jumping to his feet, he threw caution to the wind and shot a Magic Missile at the fucker's face. It hit and exploded, blocking the beast’s face from view temporarily. When Mason could see again, he saw that the Missile hadn’t as much as made the thing flinch. He doubted it had even blinked.

He ran.

He bounced off of the forcefield, landing on his ass. “Oh, shit, I forgot about that.” He muttered to himself. Jumping again to his feet, he ducked as the chicken shot a flame in his direction with a “Buckarrrrk.”

“Of course, it breathes fire. Why wouldn’t it breathe fire.”

Mason searched the cave for anywhere he could take cover, but there was nothing. It was completely vacant, apart from him and the giant crack-addicted chicken trying to kill him.

Once he had the chance, Mason took out his bow and shot off three arrows hoping at least one would hit. Sure enough, one did!

Crack Hen has been inflicted with Depression. Depression has no effect on the Crack hen's drug riddled brain.

Though the arrow did not affect the chicken, it did annoy it. Its response was to shoot a dozen of its feather at Mason. Confused, Mason saw no reason to dodge the feathers until he felt the ring’s vibration intensify. It had been going off since he entered the cave, but with the feathers heading towards him, it reached a new high.

Dodging, he avoided the majority of the feathers. Three managed to hit him. One in the thigh and two in his stomach. They were razor-sharp and shot straight through his body.

You have been inflicted with the rage of the Crack Hen. For the next 20 seconds, you will be blinded by rage and attack the nearest enemy. Your willpower has lowered this to 15 seconds.

Mason didn’t manage to finish reading the first word of the prompt before he found himself unbearably angry, running towards the chicken.

The rage of the Crack Hen was an ability that was supposed to make the inflicted party reckless and unable to control themselves. It was successful in doing this to Mason. He ran towards the chicken recklessly and jumped onto its back with surprising speed, slashing away at the chicken with his dagger.

However, the blinding rage that accompanied the recklessness allowed Mason’s Emotion Wreck skill to activate far more effectively than it was ever intended to.

By the time the 15 seconds were up, and Mason returned to his senses, he was covered head to toe in chicken blood. Breathing heavily, he was bucked from the chicken’s back.

He hit the floor and rolled, pushing himself to his feet. Turning back to look at the chicken, he watched the overgrown pigeon regenerate. Within a minute, it seemed as good as new.

Out of frustration, Mason shot Magic Missiles at it. It just stood there and tanked the hits. One missed its target and hit the ceiling. A chunk of rock fell from the ceiling, harmlessly hitting the chicken on its head.

Mason narrowed his eyes, a plan formulating in the back of his head. A plan Mayry definitely would disapprove of.

Aiming his hand at the ceiling directly above the chicken, he shot a few Magic Missiles. As planned, the chicken just stood there, intending to tank the hits. The shots passed by its head and cracked the ceiling. A few chunks fell, but the dumb bird just stood there, not understanding what Mason was attempting.

“I’ve always wanted to know,” Mason shouted at the chicken, watching the crack getting bigger. “once and for all,” he shot another missile and saw the crack deepen further, “people have been asking for decades.” He fired one last missile and saw the mass of stone fall, he asked, “Why did you cross the road?”

Just before the stones hit, the chicken answered with a confused, “Bukark?”

Tonnes of stone slammed into the Crack Hen, squishing it so thoroughly that not even its power of regeneration could save it.

The problem with this, of course, was that the crack didn’t stop growing. In fact, it kept getting bigger and bigger, with more of the cave becoming unstable.

Seeing the blue forcefields were gone, he ran.

He ran the way he came, hundreds of tons of stone and dirt crashing down behind him, crushing anything caught under it.

Dozens of notifications popped up accompanied by a load of annoying *DING*’s, but he immediately waved them away as he ran, not wanting a repeat of his incident in the forest.

Making it to the first massive cavern he had seen, he saw the dozens of spiders that had been there had returned. He was halfway to the next tunnel when he thought to reactivate his Camouflage. Chancing a look behind him, he saw the spiders had started to chase him. Fortunately, they started their attempt too late and were squished just as their boss had been.

The cave-in was getting closer and closer to him as he reached the opening he had entered the cave from. Just as he could start to smell the fresh air, a stone slammed against his head. He somehow managed to keep his balance. He jumped towards the opening with all the strength his stats could lend him. His body was 90% out when the mass of stone hit him. From his knees down, he was trapped.

With a deep sigh of relief that he wasn’t dead, he started shifting the rocks that were piled on top. After about 5 minutes of meagre progress, he felt the world shake. Ignoring it for now but increasing the speed of his self-rescue attempt, it took him another 15 minutes to be completely free. His legs felt numb all over, and the rest of him was in no small amount of pain. Taking out a health potion, he downed it and relaxed as he felt the brief high that came with the potion.

Feeling an incredible amount better, he checked out the notifications he had been ignoring up until now.

Notification 1/4

You have slain – Beast – Level 13 Stone Eater Spider X4

You have received 520 XP.

You have slain – Beast – Level 4 Stone Eater Spider X7

You have received 280 XP.

You have slain – Beast – Level 3 Stone Eater Spider X10

You have received 300 XP.

You have slain – Beast – Level 2 Stone Eater Spider X12

You have received 240 XP


Notification 2/4

Level up

Level up

Level up


Notification 3/4

You have reached Level 11

Stat points allocated

Skill Selection available.


Notification 4/4

Achievement unlocked! Genocide!

You have single-handedly killed an entire colony of Monsters. Good job! Each of those spiders had hope and dreams, and now they don’t!

Reward: All spider beasts or monsters will now go out of their way to attack you. All your attacks do 20% more damage against spider beasts and monsters.

“Jesus fucking Christ!!” Mason exclaimed after reading all the notifications. “Three Levels? And an achievement? I need to do this sort of shit more oft- wait.”

He paused, noticing something. He had caused the cave-in, so he had gotten the XP for the deaths of the spiders. That was kind of Hacks, but he wasn’t going to complain about free levels. What was bothering him was he didn’t see the death notification for-.

A massive rumble from below caused Mason to cut that thought off as he looked around. A giant wing shot out of the ground like a zombie’s hand in a horror film. Slowly the Crack hen pulled itself out of the ground and turned to look at Mason. It had been full of rage before. Now it was seething with unadulterated hatred and pure homicidal rage directed straight at Mason.

The chicken ran towards him.

Overcome with a soothing calmness, Mason opened his menu, took out the Eye of the Basilisk and said, “Fuck that.” If Mason remembered correctly, the Basilisk Eye should kill anything under level 30 The chicken was level 36, but it looked pretty rough, so he hoped it would still work.

Holding the eye up, the chicken froze momentarily, cocked its head and exploded. Showering Mason in blood, guts, and feathers made him look like he had just been the victim of a grim prank.

 




*DING*




You have slain – Monster – Level 36 Crack Hen




You have received 360 XP




Level up!

 




You have reached Level 12




Stat points allocated

 




Level 10 skill selection available

 








Level up!




 




Would you like to loot Crack Hen?




Y/N?

 



Sitting down in a puddle of blood, Mason gave the nod.

Loot Received:

Baggie of Crack x5 

Chicken Feather x50

Wish Bone

Crack Hen’s Iron Beak 

1 Silver coin

“What the fuck am I supposed to do with crack?”

            

    
        Chapter 19 - Flashbang and Mason is gone

    
    
    
    
                Although now dormant, hundreds of years ago, the Gods were a huge part of everyday life: five greater Gods and ten Minor.

After millennia of peace, the ten minor Gods turned on their greater counterparts and, for their actions, were cursed to spend the rest of their immortal lives as demons. The demons and Gods fought for decades, causing destruction and mayhem never before known to the world.

The Gods looked upon the world they had created and wept, for it was now a land of horror and torment for all who lived there. As no immortal can truly die, they knew the only way for them to defeat the demons was for them to curse all Immortals to eternal slumber. Sacrificing their consciousness and trusting the inhabitants of the world to rebuild, they slept.

- Except from 'The G word' Chapter 2: The Great Fall.

Chapter 19 - Flashbang and Mason is gone

Mason took out his trunk and stepped into one of the empty rooms, making a mental note to buy some furniture as soon as he was back in town. Closing the lid behind him, he noticed that the entire room was well-lit but couldn’t identify the source of the light. Sitting on the floor, he looked at the most recent notifications he had gotten.

Notification 1/2

Quest Update! Exterminate Exterminate!

Objective: You have been tasked with clearing out a cave full of giant stone-eater spiders, good luck! Those things fucking suck! - Complete

Reward – Turn bodies in to the quest giver to receive the reward.

Notification 2/2

Quest Update! Kill the Monster, save the girl. Except there is no girl. Shut up.

Objective: A Monster has infiltrated this cave and taken over command of its denizens. Kill the Monster, and then probably kill the denizens too, but that’s another quest. - Complete

Reward – Magic KFC Box

Mason, of course, Immediately identified the Magic KFC Box.

Item - Magic KFC Box (Unique)

Once a day, this box can be used to order one KFC meal. Meals can be one set box meal plus a drink.

“Fuck yeah!” Mason exclaimed, ordering a Mini fillet box meal with a coke.

It had only been a few days, but Mason was glad he had access to at least one of his guilty pleasures. He also really looked forward to telling Mayry about it.

Moving on, he identified something he definitely did not plan on using right away.

Item - Baggie of Crack (Rare)

Using this consumable item will produce one of several effects.

1. Increase your strength tenfold while decreasing your intelligence the same amount for an amount of time between one minute and two hours.

2. Immediately leave you with a single health point.

3. Get you really fucking high.

“Okay, I won’t be using that anytime soon,”

Item - Wish Bone (Rare)

Breaking this while concentrating on a stat will either increase it or decrease it by 5 points.

Mason sat, munching on some chicken, trying to figure out which of his stat would benefit the most from an extra 5 points but also which would be least crippling if it took a -5-point hit.

Checking his menu, he saw he had 14 free points to spend. At first, he thought that didn’t seem right, but assuming he got three points for hitting levels 9, 11 and 12, maybe reaching level 10 netting him an extra few points as a reward for getting to a milestone.

He decided to use the wishbone on his Resilience stat. Being tougher couldn’t hurt, and if it decreased, he could sacrifice 5 of his 14 free points to the cause.

Concentrating, he broke the bone. He smiled as he got the notification telling him he got the +5. Maybe his luck had finally turned! Probably not.

Before spending his points, he wanted to identify the feathers and the iron beak and check out his new Skill Selection.

Item - Chicken Feathers (uncommon)

Used in rituals.

“Used in rituals?” Asked the air, curious about the unusually short description.

Item - Crack Hen’s Iron Beak (Rare)

A weapon worn on a hand to add piercing damage to your punches. Allows you to punch through anything weaker than iron.

“Oo sweet, looks super fucking weird but sounds pretty strong.”

“Now, on to the skills!”

There were three new options as well as the old skills he hadn’t gone with.

Level 10 skill selection available.

Available skills:

Martial Arts (Basic) - You’ll know kung fu.

Passive Effect: You’ll get the knowledge and the muscle memory of someone who understands the basics of several martial arts. Scales with Agility.

Random Summon (Advanced) - Call forth a random creature from the cosmos and have them join you in battle.

Active Effect: Once a day, summon a random creature from a random time and place to fight for you. Summon time 5 minutes + 30 seconds for each point of intelligence. Scales with intelligence.

Healing (Basic) - Love hurts, and so does healing.

Active Effect: Drain your own HP to heal another. You will temporarily feel the pain of what you are healing. Scales with vitality.

“Hmm, I think I might need a second opinion…, It would be awesome to know kung fu. A random summons sounds like it could be totally OP, but if someone is ever injured and I can’t help, I know I’ll regret not choosing healing. I think I’ll wait to see what Mayry thinks.”

So, 14 free points to spend, he considered. Opening his current character sheet.

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 12

Current XP: 2951 / 3000

Race: Human

Class: N/A

Health Points (HP): 270

Mana Points (MP): 255

Stamina: (SP): 185

Stats

Strength: 25

Agility: 15

Endurance: 16

Vitality: 17

Resilience: 14 (+1)

Intelligence: 31

Perception: 18

Willpower: 15

Free points: 14

Skills:

Identify (Basic), Magic Missile - INT (Advanced), Emotional Wreck - PER (Basic), Camouflage - PER (Basic)

Base Skills:

Universal Translator, Inventory (Advanced)

Current Quest:


	One quest or the 'Other.' There are others in this world who come from another place. Find out more.



He wanted to up his perception to 25 as it would rank up two of his skills. He also figured it was helping him aim his bow allowing him to hit his target without an ounce of training. That would leave 7 points he would save until he decided which skill to go with.

Putting the points into perception, he got the notifications he was expecting.

Notification 1/2

Your Perception stat has reached 25.

Your skill Emotional Wreck (Basic) has been upgraded to Emotional Outburst (Advanced).

Emotional Outburst (Advanced)

Active Effect: The more emotional you are, the more damage your strikes will deal. When active strikes will now inflict your emotions onto a target. Scales with Perception.

Notification 2/2

Your Perception stat has reached 25.

Your skill Camouflage (Basic) has been upgraded to Lesser Invisibility (Advanced)

Lesser invisibility (Advanced) Become one with your environment and become unseen to your enemies.

Active Effect: You blend into your surroundings, invisible to all but those with magical perception. Attacking an enemy while undetected will deal even more damage. Scales with Perception.

“Wow.” He felt like he was finally getting somewhere.

With the levels and the skill increase, he felt more confident. He was developing a habit of nearly dying every five minutes; just once he would like to be able to face a threat head-on and win without luck being the deciding factor.

Standing up, he decided to head back to town. He wanted to tell Mayry everything and get her opinion on which skill to choose.

Exiting his trunk, he eyed the entrance to the now non-existent cave. Grimacing, he commented, “I don’t think Viv will be collecting any ingredients here anytime soon.”

Before setting off to Sparksford, he activated his new Invisibility skill and looked at his hand. Where before he could see a vague outline, now he saw nothing, even shaking them in the air didn’t make the invisibility any less effective.

Deactivating the skill for now, he returned the trunk to his inventory.

He started off at a light jog in the direction of town, slowly gaining speed until he was at a full sprint. Agility had only a few additional points since his trip to the cave, but he was still shocked at how fast he was going. With nothing to compare himself to, it was difficult to guess, but at a push, he would say he was going around 20 to 25 miles per hour.

Probably not quite as fast as a gold medalist Olympic sprinter, but certainly far faster than he had ever run on earth; plus, he maintained the speed for almost the whole time it took him to reach the town. He did note that he needed to figure out how they told time in this world, as he hadn’t seen a single clock or watch the entire time he had been there.

Slowing as he approached the gate, he heard a voice shout, “I see him!” Just before he felt his ring vibrate.

Green fire shot at him from somewhere atop the wall. Cursing, Mason activated his invisibility and dived out of the way.

Amazed by Malika’s brashness in attacking him in such an open and public way. Assuming it was just Malika and a lackey of his who were after him, he ran faster towards the town, hoping the town’s guards would put an end to anything the poncey Elf tried to start.

If it was an option, he wanted to avoid a fight. Mason talked big but doubted he could actually take the top hunter in a 1v1 fight yet.

Arriving at the main gate, he deactivated his Invisibility so the guards would let him in. To his shock, in addition to the regular guards manning the gate, Malika also stood there with a smug look on his face.

Glowing green fireballs hovering above his hands, he called out, “I’m surprised you would show your face here after what you did, Marvin, was it?”

Rolling his eyes, Mason shouted back, “I know you know my name is Mason; now tell me what I supposedly did before I tell Santa one of his Elves is being a dick.”

Ignoring the Santa comment, Malika stepped forward along with the guard. “Where is Mayry? She was last seen with you, and her father is very worried about her.”

The scowl on Mason’s face dropped, “She’s missing? Since when?” How long had he been in the caves? It couldn’t have been more than a day or two.

“She was last seen two and a half days ago, talking to you, then moments later, you were seen running away from the town in quite the hurry. You will need to come with me for questioning, of course.” The predatory smile on his leaked pure arrogance, making it clear to Mason that if he did go with the Elf, he would be dead before the suns set.

*DING*

Mandatory Quest Received! Mayry Mayry, wherefore art thou Mayry?

Quest Objective - Mayry has gone missing, and you are the prime suspect. Find her and clear your name.

Reward - You get to see Mayry again and will no longer be a wanted criminal.

“Fuck”, Mason had hoped this was all some bollocks that Malika had concocted, but if he’d gotten a quest, Mayry must really be in trouble.

“Yes, indeed, fuck. Now are you going to come with us, or do I get to do this the fun way?”

Mason put his hands into the air as if to surrender. He called out one last time to Malika. “Okay! Fine, I’ll come with you, but first, catch!”

Mason pulled one of the magical flash grenades out of his inventory and tossed it at Malika; instincts taking over, he caught it.

The whole world seemed to explode with sound and light. Even Mason, standing a few feet away, was momentarily stunned.

Regaining his sense first, he activated invisibility and ran.

            

    
        Chapter 20 - You Stupid

    
    
    
    
                There are many types of undead, usually only appearing in crypts or cemeteries, but if Necromancers are involved, they can appear anywhere. This chapter will outline the most common types of undead and the best ways to destroy them.


	Skeletons: The weakest and most common type of undead. They are vulnerable to bludgeoning damage, as their bones are brittle and can be easily shattered.

	Zombies: These undead are slow-moving and relatively weak, but they can be challenging to put down permanently. They are weak to fire and radiant damage, which can burn away their flesh and prevent them from regenerating.

	Wraiths: These undead are ethereal and can pass through walls and other obstacles. They are immune to physical damage but are weak to magical attacks.

	Ghouls: These undead are fast and agile and can quickly close the distance to their targets. They are weak to cold damage, which can slow them down and make them easier to hit.

	Liches - Masters of the dead, they can summon other undead to fight alongside them. They are considered to be psuedoimmortal and can only be permanently killed if their phylactery is destroyed.

	The rest of this chapter will explore each of these and the rarer types of undead, such as Vampires, Mummies, Revanents and Banshees.



Excerpt from 'The Hunters guide.' Volume one - Chapter 4: The undead.

Chapter 20 - You Stupid

Mason ran. His new invisibility skill made getting away easy. He dodged a few arrows shot in his general direction, but most of them never came close.

After getting a few miles away, he placed his trunk behind a huge tree and stepped inside. Sitting on the floor, he tried to think things through.

From what Malika had said, the last time Mayry had last been seen was when they had said goodbye two and a half days ago. Had he really been in the cave that long? It had only felt like a few hours.

He had gotten back to Town just to find out he was a wanted criminal. He'd be happy to talk to the guards, but he suspected Malika would find a way to make him look guilty. Could this be his doing? Kidnapping the Mayor's daughter seemed like a lot of effort to go through just to spite someone you had only met once.

The quest he had been given to find Mayry didn't give any clues as to where to start, so he figured his inn room was warded so no one could get in. Mayry had already shown that she could get in through the window, so maybe she was lying low there for some reason, or perhaps she had left him a message.

Either way, he needed to get to his room, but how?

He could use Invisibility and walk straight in, but he worries that the guards had seen him disappear and might be ready with countermeasures. He could climb the walls, but he had noticed while escaping the stones glowing a deeper red and could feel the heat coming off of them from a fair distance.

If any future skill selections included a teleport or movement skill, he would take it in a heartbeat.

Remembering that he still had to choose a new skill, he wondered if any of these could help.

Looking at the screen again, Mason considered each.

Martial Arts (Basic) - You'll know kung fu.

Theoretically, he could just beat up the guards, but even he wasn't dumb enough to believe that would work.

Random Summon (Advanced) - Call forth a random creature from the cosmos and have them join you in battle.

Depending on what he summoned, it could work. If It could fly or jump high enough, it just came down to luck.

Healing (Basic) - Love hurts, and so does healing.

Useless, he couldn't think of a single way that would be useful in his current predicament.

Choosing the only one that had any chance of working, he mentally selected the summoning skill.

He felt the usual rush of Infomation beam into his head. This skill felt different to the others, there were lots of bits of information instead of a big clump.

He knew that he could only use it once a day, that the creature that appeared could be anything, but the stronger it was, the more Mana it took to summon it. He also knew that the ability worked by using his Mana to pry open a rip in reality, reach in and pull something out.

Exiting the trunk and returning it to his inventory. He activated his Invisibility and ran toward the Town until he could see the walls.

Crossing his fingers and taking a deep breath, he activated the ability. A string of Mana shot out of him, seemingly impacting nothing. It created a fracture that hung in the air. More and more, Mana left him, making the fracture bigger until he saw a thick black hand covered in fur push its hand through; its arm followed, as did the rest of it.

Mason's jaw was agape as he stared. Out of the rip, in reality, came a giant gorilla.

In the deepest voice Mason had ever heard, it said, "What want?"

Mason took a moment to reply, too busy staring. Eventually, he said, "Um, hi, I don't suppose you can fly?"

"You stupid." Was all the creature answered with. Mason sighed, not sure if it was a question or a statement.

"No, I need to get into that town."

"Then go." It said bluntly.

Mason, annoyed, said, "No, I need to get in without being seen."

The gorilla looked like it was thinking, then looked at Mason and said, "Okay."

The beast grabbed Mason, lifted him into the air and threw him over the Town wall.

While flying through the air at great speed, Mason had just enough time to activate his Invisibility before he soared over the town wall and landed without an ounce of grace in a part of Town he had recognised as being relatively close to Viv's shop.

There were people approaching, probably to investigate what had made the high pitch "aaaaaaaaaaagh" noise.

Running out of Mana fast due to the summoning, he made his way to Viv's shop, hoping that she would at least hear him out.

Stepping into the shop, he saw it was deserted. With 2 points of Mana left, he deactivated his Invisibility. He chugged a Mana potion, feeling his mental faculties sharpen.

He approached the backroom and called, "Viv, are you there?"

Hearing a crash of glass and a muttered, "oh fuck." He assumed he had interrupted whatever the alchemist was doing. Her head appeared around a corner, her eyes widening when she saw it was him. "Mason! Do you know how many people are looking for you? I'm assuming you didn't kidnap Mayry?"

Mason just chuckled, "As if I could." The smile faded from his face as he continued, "I was clearing out that spider cave of yours, I came back, and she was gone. Everyone seems to think I had something to do with it."

Smiling sadly, Viv said, "That's pretty much what I told them."

"Wait, they questioned you?"

"Yes, thoroughly. The Elf who spoke to me twisted everything I said to make you look guilty.

"Girly looking? Massive wanker?"

"Yep, that would be him."

Mason's hands clenched into fists as he growled, "Malika."

"I'm worried about her, Mason. She would have told me if she was leaving the Town."

The door to the shop creaked open, Viv's head whipped in Mason's direction, but he was gone.

Mason placed a hand on the child-like woman's shoulder and whispered In her ear, "I'm still here; just act natural."

Giving an almost imperceptible nod, she plastered a smile on her face only to replace it immediately with a scowl, when she saw who had walked in.

"Hello sir, can I help you with anything?" The word 'sir' dripping with venom. Malika, not bothering with niceties, demanded, "Where is he?"

Rolling her eyes, she replied, "Who?"

His hands glowed green briefly before he took a breath, and they returned to a normal colour. Through gritted teeth, he said, "You were talking to someone; I heard you."

"Oh, that?" She paused. "I find talking to the ingredients helps to calm the chaos within them."

"Hmm. There were reports of someone screaming like a little girl not far from here. You wouldn't know anything about that, would you?"

"Nope, nothing at all, no little girls here. Just an old alchemist talking to her powdered kata root. I'll be sure to report anything suspicious to the" she paused, looking directly at Malika, "proper authorities."

He turned and stormed off; Viv called after him, "Have a nice day, Malika."

Just about to reach the door, he paused. "You know. I'm quite sure I never told you my name." He turned to look at her with accusing eyes.

Mason whispered into her ear, barely making a sound, "You're the number one Hunter in Town. Do you ever introduce yourself?"

She took a moment to make sense of what Mason had said before repeating it aloud for Malika.

A suspicious expression turned smug as he replied, "Well, my reputation does often precede me." He turned and left.

Viv let out a breath, and Mason reappeared.

"Fuck that was close." Viv half laughed.

"What an absolute prick."

"You need to get out of here. Find Mayry. She has to be somewhere. Come back once this blows over, and il pay you for the spiders." She said, all while poking him towards the back door.

Mason gave her a grimace, "Yeah, about that…."

"Doesn't matter right now! Go, before he comes back!"

"Ouch! Jheeze, fine, I'm going, I'm going." Poking him harder.

Invisibility back on, he stepped out of the back door and headed towards the Inn, extremely careful not to bump into anyone.

Making it to the Inn, he stepped inside as an old lady pushed the door. He saw that Nays wasn't at the front desk. Slightly disappointed, he headed upstairs.

"I've already told you, no one can open it but the person it's keyed to. Not until the timer runs out, and he booked for the whole month!" Nays was shouting this at a guard who was either just not understanding or not listening to her.

"Listen," the fat guard said, “I need to get into this room. I don't care how you do it. Just get it done. I’m going to grab some food, and if it's not open when I get back, there is going to be trouble, ye hear?”

He waddled down the stairs, leaving Nays staring at the door.

“Don't freak out," Mason whispered in her ear, causing her to freak out.

"Eeek." She cried, jumping a foot into the air.

She looked around and saw nothing. Mason appeared, making her jump again.

"Dammit, Mason, stop doing that!" She swatted his shoulder. Her eyes widened. "Everyone is looking for you! They've been trying to make me open this door for days, but I can't!"

"I know, but shhh, come inside." Mason tried talking in a quiet, soothing way, but she hesitated. "You… didn't kidnap that girl, did you? I mean, you were really nice to me, so I didn't think you did, but… Mason, everyone thinks you two got into a fight, and then she disappeared. Do you know what going on?"

"I can explain. I don't know where she is. I went to kill some spiders in a cave for an alchemist, and when I came back, everyone was after me. I really have no idea where she is. I'm hoping she left a note in there." He said, pointing.

Frowning in confusion, Nays asked, "You gave her permission to enter your room?"

Smirking, he answered, "no, but she got in through the window once before."

"We're four floors up, there's no way…."

Shrugging Mason asked "Are you coming in or not?" He held out his hand to her, "I understand if you don't trust Sparksfords most wanted man, but I could really do with some help."

Mason heard footsteps coming up the stairs. She grabbed his hand and ,,said, "Okay, I trust you… please don't kill me."

Mason pushed the door open and walked in, Nays followed, and as the door closed, he heard the fat guard say, "Oh, you got the door open? There's a good, wai-."

The door closed cutting off the guard.

"He won't be able to brute force his way in, will he?" Mason asked dubiously.

"Him? No, not unless he's part Dragon."

Mason nodded and looked around the room. Everything looked exactly the way he left it, apart from the bed. There was a note written in Mayry's handwriting.

Reading over it, Mason only had one reaction.

"Fuck."


            

    
        Chapter 21 - Featherless Flamingo

    
    
    
    
                Once upon a time, in a land far away, there was a giant chicken named Crack Hen. She was different from other chickens because she was very, very big. Her feathers were a beautiful shade of rainbow, and her eyes were as bright as the sun. She lived in a forest where no one dared to venture because of the stories that were told about her.

It was said that Crack Hen was a very vengeful chicken. Whenever she found naughty children, she would snatch them up in her beak and carry them off to her lair, where she would keep them captive until they learned their lesson. The children would often come back home transformed, with good behaviour and kind hearts.

One day, there was a little boy named Timmy who was very naughty. He was constantly disobeying his parents and causing trouble for his friends. His parents warned him about Crack Hen, but he didn't believe them. One afternoon, while playing in the forest, Timmy heard a strange clucking sound coming from behind a bush. He walked closer to investigate and saw a giant chicken with beautiful rainbow feathers staring right at him.

Before Timmy knew what was happening, Crack Hen swooped down and grabbed him in her beak. Timmy was terrified, but he soon found out that Crack Hen was not as scary as he thought. She took him to her lair and taught him about kindness, respect, and responsibility.

Timmy spent a few days with Crack Hen, and he learned a lot from her. He helped her gather food, and they played games together. When it was time for Timmy to go back home, Crack Hen gave him a unique feather to remind him of the lessons he had learned.

From that day on, Timmy was a changed boy. He was kind to his friends and always listened to his parents. He told everyone about his adventure with Crack Hen and how she helped him become a better person.

And so, the legend of Crack Hen continued, but instead of being a scary tale, it became a story of redemption and transformation. Children who were naughty and disobedient would often find themselves in Crack Hen's lair, but they would always come back home as better versions of themselves. And Crack Hen was no longer feared but loved and respected by all the children in the land.
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Chapter 21 - Featherless Flamingo

 



Mason, 

I’m fine, no need to worry.

There is an old windmill outside of town,

Ask Nays. She probably knows where it is.

Know I’m sorry about what I said the last time we spoke.

Everyone knows I say things I don’t mean sometimes.

Not that that excuses it, I know.


Only, I have something to tell you.

There is a lot you don’t know yet.

Help me with something, and il tell you everything

Everything, even if you don’t like what you hear.

Really need to speak to you,

So I hope I see you soon.

Mayry.


“Fuck”

A few moments passed until Nays came other and read the note too.

“Oh wow, this is terrible.”

“Yeah… Something must have happened to her because she’s obviously lost her mind.” Staring at the page, he continued, “this is complete nonsense.”

Nays gave him a strange look. “I can’t tell if you’re being serious right now.”

“What do you mean of course I’m being serious!”

*DING*

Quest Update Mayry Mayry, wherefore art thou Mayry?

Quest Objective - Mayry had gone missing, and you are the prime suspect. Find her and clear your name. 

Update: It’s a code, idiot. 

Waving away the prompt, he stared at the note again. Finally, it clicked.

“Oh shit! She was taken by the Others,” he shouted, turning to Nays. “I need to rescue her!”

Nays was still staring at him, “I’m glad you finally noticed the code. But are you insane? Do you know what ‘The Others’ are?”

“Yeah, of course I do,” Mason said defensively. “They’re people who come from another world and are evil?”

“You’re an idiot. ‘The Others’ are a group of super-powerful people. They’ve supposedly been here for hundreds of years, roaming the world, slaughtering anyone they come across in an attempt to grow their powers. I don’t understand why they took her and didn’t just kill her?”

“I think…” Mason looked at Nays solemnly, “They took her to get to me. I shouldn’t really tell you this, but, you trusted me… I’m like them. I’m from another world.”

She looked at him, shocked for a moment. Then her face changed to show understanding. “That… actually makes sense. Starting to nod, she continued,” You were amazed to see an Elf, you tipped me an entire Iron like it was nothing, and your attempts at flirting were definitely from another world.”

Shooting her a dirty look, “Can we forget about that, please? Do you know where this old windmill is?

“Yeah, I can show you.”

I need to pick up some armour first. Do you think the armourer would know I’m a wanted man?”

“Probably not… It’s most likely only people who were questioned.”

“Okay, I’ll get the armour and then head to the windmill. If I’m going to be fighting some super-powerful ancient wankers, I might as well look the part. Not sure how I’m going to get out of here though….”

“Leave that to me. You do your spooky ghost thing and follow me.

==============

She was trying to play cool because it really did make sense, somewhat.

He had been the first guy she had liked in years, and it turned out he’s from another world. This had to be the universe telling her that she would be alone forever. He was weird, and she thought he was trying to proposition her when he gave her that tip, but she still thought he was cute.

When she heard that he had kidnapped that human girl, she hadn’t really believed it, but you never know with guys.

Heading towards the door, she peeked out and saw not only the extremely overweight guard but also two others. They were arguing amongst themselves about whether he really had seen her get the door open.

When she opened the door wide, she felt Mason’s invisible form brush past her.

When they saw her, she announced, “You can go in now, guys; I just wanted to clean up a little.”

“Idiot woman,” one of the other guards shouted, “ you could have destroyed evidence!”

The three rushed past her into the room, the door shutting behind them. Essentially trapping them inside.

“Mason? You’re gonna have to grant me permission to enter your room, so I can rescue them when I get back.”

A moment later, she heard, “ Nays, you have permission to enter my room. Let’s go.”

“Seeing as I can’t follow you, is it the Armourer with the Gnoll or the Half-Giant?”

“I bloody knew he was a Half-Giant!”

She smiled as she walked down the stairs, heading towards the half Giant’s armour shop. She stuck her head into an office and told her manager she was going on lunch.

She approached the front door and opened it wide, waiting a moment for Mason to go ahead.

Arriving at the armourer only a few minutes later, they were surprised when the armourer greeted them both.

“Hello there, Miss. And it is good to see you again, Basilisk slayer.” He said in his booming voice, making her cringe.

“How can you see him?” She asked.

“When you work with magic as much as I have, you tend to develop a sense for magic.” He replied proudly before continuing, “I may have done a ritual that allows me to see things that aren’t meant to be seen. Now, what can I help the two of you with?”

Nays wasn’t sure what to think of the huge man. He seemed nice enough if a bit odd.

Mason spoke up, his disembodied voice coming from beside her. “I wanted to pick up my sets of armour if they’re ready?”

“Of course!” The man chuckled, “absolute beauties they are! My finest work, if I do say so myself!”

He disappeared and returned a few minutes later carrying four bags under his arms. He opened one and pulled out the contents showing it to them.

Now, Nays hadn’t seen the Basilisk. She had heard stories about how big and scary it was, but in all those stories, they neglected to mention one thing. Its colour.

Geraint, the half-giant armourer, pulled out what looked to be a long piece of bright pink leather. He held it up, and Nays couldn’t help but laugh, earning her a hurt look from Geraint.

“I’m so sorry! It’s really beautifully made. It’s just that the colour doesn’t exactly scream ‘Monster Hunter’, does it?”

“You have something against the colour pink?” Masons accused, “I think it looks great!” Trying to appease the giant man who looked to be on the verge of tears, “All the monsters will run in fear when they see me in this. I’m going to try it on right away!”

Annoyed that her innocent comment had been taken so badly,

“I think it’s great! I didn’t mean anything by it I…”

Her face suddenly turned the exact shade of the armour when she realised that Mason was undressing right in front of her, albeit invisible.

“Mason! Are you getting changed right now!?”

“Yep, why? Did you want to watch?” She could almost imagine the cheeky grin he had on his face while he said that.

“No! You’re terrible! You know he can see you! Right?”

“Ah, he doesn’t mind, do ya, big guy?”

The giant just shrugged.

Mason appeared briefly in the armour, a full-body suit of pink leather

“What do you think?” Mason asked.

It fitted him very well. She thought it would have looked pretty cool if it were in black, or grey, even white, but In pink, it just looked overly flamboyant.

“It looks… good. Aren’t we in a bit of a rush?”

“Oh shit yeah. Enough messing around.”

After thanking the armourer profusely, Mason popped out of sight again, and they both headed towards the town gate.

=========================

His new armour was awesome. It was incredibly light; it felt like he was wearing nothing. The toughness was incredible too, he had used his dagger to try and cut it, and it eventually succeeded, but only after a severe amount of effort, plus the cut in the leather closed itself up almost immediately. Geraint had also mentioned something about a strength-boosting enchantment. Checking his menu, it seemed that Mason got a +15 to his strength stat while wearing the armour and a whopping + 25 to his resilience.

In all, it was unbelievably good armour. It just looked ridiculous, he had defended it in front of Geraint because it was obvious the man had worked hard on it, but truthfully, he looked like he had partly transformed into a featherless flamingo.

Putting the armour out of his mind, he was worried about Mayry. He had joked around with Nays to distract himself, but he was really worried. If they had hurt her, it would be all his fault. Maybe he never should have told Mayry about his appearance in this world, but it had been nice not being completely alone.

He had to save her, but how? He had no chance if these ‘Others’ were really that powerful. His only real advantage was that they didn’t know about his invisibility. It was a piss poor plan, but maybe he could sneak in, grab Mayry and sneak out. It was never going to work… but a man can dream.

He needed to get there as soon as possible. He and Nays headed towards Town. As they walked, he whispered to her. “Do you think you could cause a distraction so I can get through the gate?”

“What? No way I’m coming with you. I can help!” She protested.

“Do you have any Chaos abilities?”

“One… but nothing good in a fight.” She admitted

”Then I really think you should stay here. Tell one of the guards at the gate that you saw me running towards the Inn, then go and save those guards trapped in my room; make sure they didn’t touch my stuff.”

“What stuff? The room was empty.”

“Hey! I have stuff!” He said defensively.

“Fine! But come find me when you’ve cleared your name, so I know you aren’t dead!” As an afterthought, she added, “And you owe me, so if you survive, you’re taking me to dinner.”

“Deal!” He said, making a mental note not to mention that tidbit to Mayry.

He grabbed her shoulder and squeezed, “Thank you for trusting me.”

She put her hand on his and squeezed back.

After a moment, she let go and shouted, “Guards! I saw the man you’re after! He was heading that way!”

Mason watched as several guards and Malika ran past.

He slipped easily out of the gates and headed towards to old windmill, hoping he wasn’t heading towards his death.


            

    
        Chapter 22 - Plot Armour

    
    
    
    
                
Chaos is a force that lives inside all of us. It gives some of us abilities and allows us to grow strong enough to protect ourselves and others from the horrors of the world.




Chaos, as its name may hint, is chaotic. No one has ever been able to predict an ACT with any certainty reliably.

There have been times when ACT’s have happened at oddly convenient or inconvenient times, leading some to believe Chaos to be at least somewhat sentient, if not wholly sapient.

Excerpt from ‘Chaos Theory, Volume One’.

Chapter 22 - Plot Armour

Leaving the town, Mason broke out into an all-out sprint in the direction Nays had given him. Seeing nothing ahead of him, he opened up his menu briefly to look at his progress.

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 12

Current XP: 2951 / 3000

Race: Human

Class: N/A

Health Points (HP): 270

Mana Points (MP): 255

Stamina: (SP): 185

Stats

Strength: 25 (+15)

Agility: 15

Endurance: 16

Vitality: 17

Resilience: 14 (+26)

Intelligence: 31

Perception: 25

Willpower: 15

Free points: 7

Skills:

Identify (Basic), Magic Missile - INT (Advanced), Emotional Outburst - PER (Advanced), Camouflage - PER (Advanced), Random Summon (Advanced)

Base Skills:

Universal Translator, Inventory (Advanced)

Current Quest:


	One quest or the 'Other.' There are others in this world who come from another place. Find out more.




	Mayry Mayry, wherefore art thou Mayry? - Mayry has gone missing, and you are the prime suspect. Find her and clear your name. 



Not wanting to keep it open for too long while running, he closed it and considered where best to spend those 7 points. Agility was a little low, and he would need all the speed he could get if he were to rescue Mayry without getting them both killed. Resilience and vitality were also pretty damn important, but with his armour, he felt he could afford to neglect them for the time being.

Hoping for that movement skill at the level 20 skill selection, he mentally pushed 5 of the points into Agility and the other two into endurance. He felt his running speed dramatically increase, almost to the point where it made him trip over his feet. Regaining his balance, he pushed himself harder, wanting to get to Mayry as soon as possible. He had wasted so much time…. Talking to Viv, then the whole thing with Nays and getting the armour. He was an idiot. He should have left the second he saw the note. At least he felt slightly more confident while wearing his Basilisk Armour.

Thinking about the armour made him realise he hadn’t used Identify on it yet. He was still adjusting to having all these new abilities, it often slipped his mind.

As he saw the windmill in the distance, he slowed down and stopped, wanting to see what the system had to say about this armour.

Item - Leather Armour of the Flamboyant Pink Ninja (Very Rare)

This very stylish set of leather Armour was made from the skin of a Basilisk, making it incredibly tough and resilient. It has also been enchanted with Self Repair, Strength, Featherweight and toughness. If something still manages to hurt you while you’re wearing this, you are either an idiot, or they deserve your blood. 

Effects: +15 strength, + 25 resilience, Rebound.

Rebound - Boing Thwip, 5% chance that any damage done to armour rebounds and hits whoever inflicted damage.

“Flamboyant Pink Ninja? You know, I half expected worse. The Rebound effect is a nice surprise, though.”

Invisibility on, he crept closer to the windmill. He couldn’t see any but was very aware that there was a good chance some of the ‘Others’ may have invisibility powers far better than his.

20 feet from the windmill, Mason reappeared. He desperately checked his Mana bar, but it was still over three-quarters full.

*DING*

You have triggered an advanced Rune array and have been inflicted with Vulnerable.

Vulnerable.

Effect: Chaos Abilities are suppressed until you leave the area affected by the Rune array. 

Taking a step back, he froze, unable to move a single muscle. Only his eyes darted back and forth, trying to understand what was happening.

*DING*

You have triggered an advanced Rune array and have been inflicted with Paralysis.

Paralysis.

Effect: It paralyses you, dipshit.

Locked in a crouch, Mason felt something press against his back. Seconds later, he was face down on the floor.

He heard a sultry feminine voice say, “Well, hello. Fancy meeting you here.” A foot pressed down on the back of Mason’s head, forcing his face further into the dirt. “I must confess I didn’t think you’d be stupid enough to show up. In fact, we were just getting ready to come find you.” She kicked him onto his back, and he saw she was pouting, “I was so looking forward to a good hunt.”

Mason was astounded at the woman's appearance. She was tall, with jet-black hair that cascaded down her back in waves. Her skin was as white as porcelain, giving her an eerie, almost otherworldly look. Her eyes were a solid black. They seemed to bore into Mason's soul, making him feel uneasy.

Her face was angular and sharp, with high cheekbones and a thin, almost pointed nose. Her lips were painted a dark shade of crimson, adding to the menacing quality of her appearance.

As she spoke, her gaze never wavered, “I suppose you are here to rescue the darling Mayry?” Her lips curled into a sinister smile that made Mason's blood run cold. Everything about her screamed danger and malice, and Mason couldn't shake the feeling that he was in the presence of pure evil. “Well, If you answer my questions, I promise to let both of you go unharmed. How does that sound?”

Mason, still unable to so much as twitch, moved his eyes up and down to simulate a nod.

“There’s a good boy. Now, If I allow you to move, are you going to make me hurt you?” The way she almost purred as she spoke made it very clear she wouldn’t need much of a reason.

He shook his eye, no.

“Grr, fine.” She waved her hand, and Mason could move again.

“I” Mason started to say something, probably something witty and sarcastic, but as the first word left his mouth, his entire body bucked with pain. It felt like someone had heated a hundred thousand needles and then jabbed them into every inch of his body.

Just as fast as it started, it stopped. “Tut tut tut, I said you could move. I didn’t say anything about talking.”

Mason, now able to move, twitched as echoes of the pain hit him like the aftershock following an earthquake.

“Be a good boy and answer my questions now. How long have you been in this world?” She spoke to him in a sickly sweet tone.

“A a almo,” surprised the pain had caused him to stutter, he tried again. “Al almost a week.”

Her face dropped, “What!? You’d barely be worth killing. What level are you?”

Mason’s eyes widened in fear. How had she known about that?!

His slight hesitation made her drop her sweet facade and replace it with fury.

She walked over to him and kicked him in the stomach.

In stories he had read, there was often something called plot armour which allowed the main character to make stupid choices and walk away unscathed. Ever since the fight with the Drake, the idea that he had plot armour in this world had been stuck in the back of his head.

The woman’s kick had been so hard that it had shattered any trace of that idea. Armour or not, he felt his ribs crack with the impact.

The sweet smile appearing back on her face, she said, “I ask you a question. You answer it. That is how this works.”

Mason spat out blood, “12, level 12.”

“Pathetic, 12? I was level 12 within an hour of getting here. Killing you wouldn’t earn me a single level. You worthless piece of shit. Are there more of you? Tell me where they are!”

Mason, who was only vaguely aware of what was happening, coughed through the pain, “I’ll tell you…” he coughed up more blood. “Do you know the muffin man?”

“The what? Did he come here with you?”

“The muffin man?” Mason asked softly in a daze.

“Yes! The muffin man, what level is he?” She said, kneeling beside him to hear him better.

“She’s married to the muffin man”, he wheezed, then burst into a fit of laughing coughs.

“Gah!” She stood up, annoyed. “You’re who I’m here to find? You’re useless, you and the girl.”

At the mention of Mayry, Mason’s thoughts focused, and he could think somewhat straight again. “Where.. is Mayry?”

Fury appeared on her face again. “You just don’t learn, do you?” She bent down again and put her lips to his ears, “she screamed when I cut her. Her screams were so thrilling.”

Mason took his dagger from his inventory, banking on the fact that his inventory was a Base Skill and not technically a Chaos Ability. To his surprise, his reasoning held up. Fuelled with rage and pain, and hopelessness, he thrust the dagger towards the woman’s face.

It bounced off of her without a scratch, as if he had been stabbing concrete with a baby spoon.

“Oo, you do have some fight in you after all.” Her eyes lit up at the prospect of having some fun. I’ll tell you what. I’ll take down the Runes so we can fight. If you can so much as scratch me, you and the girl can leave. We meet back here in a year when killing you will hopefully be worth something to me. But, if you can’t, I get rid of you, and the girl is mine to play with. Oo, this does sound like fun! Doesn’t it!” She clapped and turned to look at Mason, “deal?”

“Can I trust you’ll actually let us go?” His voice much steadier now his HP was rapidly regenerating.

“Nah, but impress me enough, and it’ll prove you’re worth waiting for.” She winked at him.

He was beginning to think the woman had multiple personalities. That, or she was entirely insane.

“Fine, deal. Give me a moment to get ready.”




            

    
        Chapter 23 - Gael

    
    
    
    
                One of the most obvious differences between Humans and elves is their physical appearance. Humans are generally taller and more muscular than elves. They also have a more comprehensive range of skin tones, eye colours, and hair textures. In contrast, elves are typically shorter and more slender. They often have pointed ears and more delicate features. elves are also known for their longevity, often living for centuries, while Humans typically live only a few decades.

Humans and elves also have different cultures and social structures. Humans tend to be more diverse in their beliefs, customs, and practices. They often live in large cities or towns and may have a hierarchical social structure based on wealth, power, or status. In contrast, elves tend to be more homogeneous in their culture and beliefs. They often live in small, isolated communities and have a more egalitarian social structure. However, this has become less of the norm in modern times, with elves often leaving their homes and living in Human cities.

- Excerpt from ‘Species and Culture’ Chapter 3, elves

Chapter 23 - Gael

Mandatory Quest. Nice knowing ya.

Objective: This horrifying psycho bitch has challenged you to a fight. All you need to do is scratch her, and you and Mayry get to walk away. Until she returns in a year, kills you and eats me like it’s Taco Tuesday at Fat Camp. Don’t fuck this up.

Reward – You get to live for another year.

His system was scared of being eaten? He knew it was a prick but didn’t think it had feelings. Huh, the more you know.

Mason really wished he had picked the Martial Arts skill. At least then, he might have a chance in this fight. As it was, he didn’t know how he’d get himself out of this one.

He had his armour, which she had already shown was useless against her. He had his dagger, which had done fuck all to her when he had tried to stab the bitch in the face. He had his danger ring, which hadn’t even warned him he was walking into a trap.

His stats and skills might do something to the woman, but he didn’t think it would be that simple. In preparation, Mason took out one of the potions he had gotten to Viv. The Swiftness potion was supposed to increase his speed temporarily. He downed it and grimaced; it tasted foul. Checking his stats, he saw his agility had jumped 20%, bringing him to 24, which wasn’t a huge increase, but every little helped!

Looking desperately at his inventory, he saw the Crack Hens Iron Beak. He hadn’t tried to use it yet, but if he didn’t now, there was a good chance he never would. He took it out and slipped his hand into it, gripping the handle he found inside it. Looking at it made him think of the drill weapon in Bioshock, except the beak had no serrated edges, just a very sharp tip.

Stepping forward, he announced that he was ready. The woman who had just been watching him with a creepy smile waved her hands in an overly dramatic fashion, and Mason felt a pressure he hadn’t known was there suddenly disappear.

Dramatically bowing, The woman spoke, “Before I kill you, allow me to introduce myself, I am Gael. One of the selected of Ganehfrel.” She looked at him expectantly.

“Oh, right, I'm Mason.” He tried.

“I know your name, you imbecile.” Sighing, she continued, “It is customary, before a duel, to introduce yourself and who you fight for….” Motioning for him to try again.

“Ah, right… I am Mason. I fight for Earth?” the sentence pitched, turning the statement into a question.

Her face showed surprise. She cocked her head at him and asked, “What the fuck is Earth? That isn’t one of the factions.”

Frustrated that she seemed to know far more than he did, he said, “Listen, lady. All I know is I appeared in this world a few days ago, and I haven’t had the foggiest fucking idea what’s going on since. I certainly don’t know what the fuck a faction is. Can you just get done beating my ass, please?”

“So eager to die all of a sudden?” She asked, starting to pace. “Wait your turn; I’ll get to you when I figure this out.”

As she paced, she muttered to herself, Mason’s enhanced Perception let him hear most of what she was saying. “-got sent here to fight a factionless weakling; maybe if I explain-“

As she paced, she turned her back on him. Seeing his chance, he darted towards her thrusting the razor-sharp beak at her back. He hit! Wait, where did she go? He had gotten so close that he had thought it was inevitable that his strike would hit. She must have moved with the beak millimetres from her back.

Looking around, he saw her still pacing a mere 2 feet away as if nothing had happened.

Mason attacked again. Dodge. He struck again and again and again, Dagger in his off-hand, beak in his main. Dodge, Dodge, Dodge. What the fuck was happening. She had barely acknowledged his actions.

Returning his dagger to his inventory, he tried changing it up. He ran at her. He threw a jab at the back of her head with the beak, and with his now daggerless hand, he shot a Magic Missile at her back from inches away.

She disappeared and reappeared, causing both hits to miss. This time, when she reappeared, she looked at him as if just now noticing she was being attacked. She threw a punch so fast that Mason only knew it happened when he hit the floor.

At least now she was looking at him, although that definitely did not improve his chances. She did the come hither motion with her hand, smiling daringly at him.

Getting to his feet, Mason charged towards Gael with a wild fury; he swung the hand holding the beak in a wide arc, aiming for her head. She ducked under his blow with the effort it took to blink and countered with a lightning-fast kick to his stomach.

Mason grunted in pain, spitting up yet more blood as he stumbled backwards, his eyes locked onto Gael's as he tried again to land a punch, but she easily sidestepped his clumsy attack and landed a series of sharp jabs to his ribs. She was playing with him now as he knew from experience she could hit a helluva lot harder than she currently was.

Mason was no match for Gael's superior- well, her superior everything. She was stronger and more resilient. She moved with an effortless grace that left him feeling like a lumbering oaf in comparison. He threw himself at her repeatedly, but she dodged every blow with ease, her movements fluid, precise and completely effortless.

Mason was starting to feel frustrated. He had never been beaten so thoroughly before, and he didn't like the feeling. He lunged at Gael again, this time aiming for her legs, but she leapt over his head and landed behind him, delivering a sharp chop to the back of his neck.

Mason crumpled to the ground, his vision swimming as he struggled to catch his breath. Gael stood over him, her expression calm and collected.

“Disappointing, I thought I saw a spark of something in you, but I guess not….Well, at least the girl and I are going to have a lot of fun.”

Mason felt anger rise in him. His entire body heated up. His blood felt like it was on fire. He felt his Emotional outburst skill activate. He concentrated and focussed his entire Mana pool into a single Magic Missile. This was the last chance. If she dodged this or it hit and did nothing, then Mason was dead. Figuring he might as well live out life long dream, he held out both of his hands and shouted, “Kaaaa Meeeeeee-“A kick to the head cut him off. Dazed by the blow, he clamped down harder on the Mana. Not wanting it to dissipate, he focused harder, letting it build. “Fuck it.” Out of 200 of his remaining Mana, he forced 190 of it into a single Magic Missile.

=====================================

The way she saw it, the fight had been akin to a toddler play fighting with a parent. The kid could throw a punch, but it either wasn’t going to land or it wouldn’t hurt in the slightest. He was Level 12, after all, the chances of him managing to scratch her were almost non-existent, but she had felt merciful today and wanted to have some fun, so she had offered him the deal.

She had knocked him around for a bit, trying to enjoy it, but after a while, she just felt kind of bad for the in-over-his-head human… but not that bad.

Bored, she had tried taunting him using the girl. She had never really intended to hurt the annoying girl… torturing women just never did it for her, not like it did when she hurt men…. Oo, now that got her going.

She thought she had finally broken him. He had started shouting something nonsensical, so she kicked him in the head to shut him up. Sighing, she held out a hand, intending to finally kill the guy. Moments too late, she saw his hand was glowing. Not worrying about it, thinking nothing a Level 12 could come up with could hurt her, she decided she would just tank the hit to add a last bit of insult to injury right before she killed him.

The blast hit with far more force than she had expected. As it made contact it exploded with bright energy. The explosion caused a wave of force that would have pushed her back had she not resisted.

The surprise at how powerful the blast was, coupled with the bright flash of light, was enough of a distraction that She didn’t notice the man had moved.

========================

His plan had worked, kinda. He had hoped that the emotional outburst supercharged Magic Missile would be enough to do some amount of damage to her, but it didn’t seem that was the case. What it did do was distract her.

Mason moved, pushing every one of his muscles beyond their limit. He drew back the Iron Beak in his fist and hit the woman with everything he had. He poured all his anger, fear, pain and desperation into the blow.

He opened his eyes. He had hit the floor suddenly. He wasn't sure if the blow had landed or not.

The dust settled, and there she was standing, facing away from him, completely unharmed. Completely out of ideas and fucks. He slumped to the floor, defeated physically and emotionally.

The woman’s voice sounded utterly unfazed as she spoke, “I have to admit. I did not see that coming.” She turned around, and Mason saw it. On her right cheek, right where he had aimed, that last blow was a scratch. Not quite bleeding but present.

In a far better mood than Mason had seen her, Gael said, “I guess we’ll see how far you can come in a year.” She paused before adding, “If you aren’t with a faction, then I doubt you know about the trial?”

Lacking the strength to respond verbally, Mason just shook his head.

“Ah, in that case, you’ll be dead long before I see you in a year.” A small book materialised in her hand. She threw it at Mason and said, “read that. It will explain. In one year, I’ll find you, and if you aren’t strong enough to give me a good fight, I’ll make you suffer like you can’t imagine. Get stronger. You’re pretty fucked either way, but at least this way, I’ll have some fun.”

She waved her hand, and a circle of crackling red energy appeared. She stepped towards it, saying in a sing-song voice, “Don't forget, one year and I’m coming to get cha.”

            

    
        Chapter 24 - Mayry

    
    
    
    
                In the early days of the Kingdom of Theyna, a man named Alric lived a simple life as a farmer in the countryside. One morning, Alric woke up to find something was not quite right. His body felt different as if it had been stretched and contorted in ways that it had never been before.

As Alric looked down at himself, he realised he had been changed into a woman overnight. His once muscular arms and broad chest were now slender and soft, and his face had taken on a more delicate and feminine appearance. He tried to cry out in shock and confusion, but his voice came out as a high-pitched squeal that he didn't recognise.

Over the coming days and weeks, Alric struggled to come to terms with his new body and identity. He found that his thoughts and feelings had also shifted, and he began to see the world differently. Some of his friends and neighbours were supportive, while others were suspicious or outright hostile.

Despite the challenges, Alric resolved to continue living his life as best he could. As he adapted to his new form and began to explore the possibilities of womanhood, he discovered a newfound sense of freedom and empowerment that he had never experienced before. And though he would always remember his old life as a man, he knew he could never return to it.

- Excerpt from 'The ACT Diaries', Chapter 14


Chapter 24 - Mayry

It had been two days since she had been taken.

She had been watching Mason leave, trying to sort out her feelings for him. Deep in thought, she hadn’t noticed when someone approached her from behind.

She felt a hand grab her shoulder. One moment she was standing outside in the street; the next, she was standing in what she recognised as Masons Inn Room. A wave of dizziness hit her, so she sat on the bed she had materialised next to.

She looked around the room, expecting to see Mason smirking, ready to brag to her about the newest ability he had somehow gained in the 30 seconds he had been out of her sight.

Instead, she saw a man sitting in a chair near the window. His face had a stern expression, and his gaze was fixed on her. She didn't recognise him, but something about him made her uneasy.

"Who are you?" she demanded, trying to hide her fear. She held an arm toward him, intending to summon a fireball as a warning. Nothing happened.

Her eyes widened. This had never happened to her before; abilities that affected other abilities were ridiculously rare.

The man didn't answer her question but spoke in a low, intimidating voice. “That isn’t going to work here.” He smiled condescendingly, “Don’t worry, you’re safe. For now. Tell me, What do you know about Mason's abilities?"

She hesitated for a moment, thinking. She answered truthfully, “He has an energy blast attack and a storage power.” Mayry didn’t consider this a breach of trust, as anyone at the Basilisk fight could have told him as much.

The man leaned forward, his eyes narrowed. “What else?"

Mayry took a deep breath, feeling a sense of unease wash over her. She wasn't sure who Mason could have pissed off, but she knew she wasn’t about to reveal everything she knew about him. "That's all I know," she said firmly.

The man raised an eyebrow, clearly not believing her. "You expect me to believe that?" he said with a sneer. “No matter, he can tell us himself. You will leave him a note telling him to meet you at the windmill outside of town.”

Having had quite enough of being told what to do, she stood unsheathing a knife she always kept at her side. Before she took a single step, the man twitched a finger in her direction. Her knife was wrenched out of her hand and was held against her throat by an invisible force.

“Tut tut tut,” wagging a finger at her, he said. ”If this were Ganehfrel, I’d have already killed you,” He took a deep breath and let it out slowly, ”but here, there are rules we must follow.”

Mayry felt a shiver run down her spine hearing the word Ganehfrel. “Other…” she whispered, instantly far more wary of the man. She took a step back, wondering just how fucked she was.

His face turned to a scowl, “Ugh, I have always hated that you people call us that. It sounds so dull.”

The dizziness overwhelmed her, and she fell back onto the bed. "What did you do to me?" she demanded, feeling a sense of panic rising in her chest.

“Write the note. Now.”

She found herself doing just that. There was a piece of paper and a pencil on the table beside the bed, It was as if she had already been planning on writing the note, and the man’s order had simply reminded her. She had enough presence of mind to control what she wrote, so she had left a coded warning even Mason could break.

“Good. Now, shall we? You were to meet with him in two days, right?”

Whatever effect he had over her was still working, so she just nodded.

“Perfect, you’ll be staying with us until then.”

Breaking out of her stupor, she looked at him, considering whether she should even attempt to make a break for it.

“Don’t worry,” he continued, seeing her glance at the open window. “you won’t be harmed.” He approached her, and she flinched back. He reached out an arm and took hold of her wrist. “If you don’t fight it, the teleportation is far less unpleasant.

Mayry tried to pull away, but his grip was too tight. She closed her eyes, bracing herself for the sensation of being transported. When she opened them again, she stood in a dimly lit room that looked like a prison cell. There was a narrow bed in one corner and a small table and chair in another. The room had one large thick wooden door.

The man pushed her toward the bed. “We have no more use for you, so stay here and be quiet.”

Mayry glared at him, feeling a mix of fear and anger. "Who are you?" she demanded again.

He gave her a smirk. "You can call me Aiden.”

With that, he left the room, closing the door behind him. Mayry sat down on the bed, feeling trapped and helpless. She didn't know where she was or what Aiden was going to do with her, but she knew she had to find a way out.

She examined the room, looking for anything she could use to escape. The window was too high to reach, and the door was solid wood and seemed to be locked from the outside. She tried using her abilities, but same as before, they didn't work.

After checking every nook and cranny of the room, she sat on the bed and wondered what Mason was doing.

Over the next two days, she heard Aiden arguing with a woman named Gael. She only heard snippets, but from what she could piece together, they had only come to this world recently, putting to bed the idea that the ‘Others’ were people who came here hundreds of years ago. They mentioned ‘levels’ and ‘stats’, which led her to believe that they got more powerful, the same way Mason did.

The most intriguing information she gleaned was that there were 12 pairs of people like them, all from different worlds. They were all here for something called the ‘Trial’, though she couldn’t figure out what that was.

In her time as their captive, she had tried escaping three times. The first time, she had tried to body tackle the woman Gael when she had brought her food. The attempt did not go well. The woman was a brick wall that Mayry bounced right off. She did not eat that night.

The second time she had waited until Aiden was alone in the room with her and tried to seduce him, but he had looked disgusted and the very idea of seeing her with fewer clothes on. She had to admit that one had stung a bit.

The two days passed, and Mayry was getting worried that Mason wasn’t going to turn up. Her father would be getting worried by now, and he tended to overreact to the small things, so his daughter going missing would probably prompt him to hunt down whoever saw her last. Unfortunately, that happened to be Mason.

She had heard them talking about going to town themselves and ripping the place apart until they found him. Overhearing this prompted her to do something stupid. Mason-level stupid.

Over the past two and a half days, she had been pushing her Family Magic harder and harder, trying to force something out. That morning she had managed to create the tiniest of sparks. She had been disappointed at the amount of energy and concentration it had taken to create the small spark, but she had done it. Her final escape plan was to wait for the two of them to leave. Use the spark she could create to set fire to the inside of her pillow, use that to spread the fire to the chair and table finally, use that fire to weaken the wooden door enough for her to break through it.

It was a shit plan all in all, but she had gotten sick of being stuck in the same cramped room.

She started the fire and managed to get all the way to setting the door on fire. The wood was thick, and she could only bear the smoke for so long. She waited as long as she could and then started slamming herself against the door, only really managing to hurt her shoulder and burn herself.

She choked on the smoke, collapsing onto the floor. Just before she passed out, she heard footsteps.

She jerked awake as the door was thrown off of its hinges. He looked like he had recently been in a fight with a demon. He was bruised all over and covered in blood, but it was Mason.

In his current state, it took great effort, but he managed to pick her up and carry her outside. It appeared that she had been in the cellar of the farmhouse next to the old windmill. Once they were both out, Mason dropped Mayry a bit too unceremoniously, but she didn’t blame him as he collapsed to the floor next to her moments later. He handed her a health potion, she drank it, and she felt her shoulder and her burns heal almost immediately. Why hadn’t he taken one? She looked at him to ask but saw he had passed out.

She sighed and started to carry him back to town. Again.

            

    
        Chapter 25 - The Trials

    
    
    
    
                While capable of truly extraordinary things, the Gods and the Demons could not reproduce. The universe began with 15 immortals, and it would end with no more than 15 immortals.

Unbeknownst to the Gods, the Demons discovered that while they could not procreate with each other to create more Demons, they found that having relations with mortals would lead to the birth of something entirely different.

And so Demi Demons were born.

Demi Demons are half demon, half human. While not immortal, they do have far longer life spans and possess incredible powers passed down to them by their demonic parents.

Demi Demons are rare but come in several forms, some quite indistinguishable from other species.

Excerpt from ‘The G Word’ Chapter 3 - Demi Demons


Chapter 25 - The Trials

Updated: Mandatory Quest. Nice knowing ya.

Objective: This horrifying psycho bitch has challenged you to a fight. All you need to do is scratch her, and you and Mayry get to walk away. Until she returns in a year, kills you and eats me like it’s Taco Tuesday at Fat Camp. Don’t fuck this up. - Complete

Reward - You get to live!! (For another year)

Mason blinked away the notification. He lay exhausted on the hard floor with 13 HP left out of his max 270. His head pounded from lack of Mana, he could barely move from lack of Stamina, and his severe lack of HP made every inch of his body ache.

Checking his potion countdown timer, he saw there were still 10 minutes before he could take a health potion. He… was just gonna… take a short… nap…

He closed his eyes, just about to drift off, when he wrinkled his nose, sniffing, is that smoke? “Oh, what fucking now!”

*DING*

Quest Received! We didn’t start the fire!

I will give one guess as to who is trapped in the fire… yep, It’s Mayry.

Reward – you get to save the damsel in distress…? Isn’t that reward enough?

Accept? Y/N

“For fuck sake Mayry.”

Forcing himself to his feet, he staggered towards the farmhouse next to the windmill. There were no flames visible yet, but there was a lot of smoke coming out of the building’s windows.

*DING*

Status effect: Affliction ‘Overexertion’ has been added – You will lose a stamina point per minute. Once it reaches 0, you will lose consciousness. Mana, Health and Stamina will no longer refill on their own until you sleep.

Checking his menu, he saw he only had 7 Stamina left, with 8 minutes now left on the potion cool down.

Why couldn’t anything ever go his way?

Aching all over and feeling like he had just been beaten up by Jackie Chan, Bruce Lee and Chuck Norris all at once, he pushed his failing body a little faster.

Making it to the house, he shot a weak Magic Missile at the door, breaking it open and making his headache worsen. Checking his menu, he saw he was down to 11 HP, 5 Stamina and 4 Mana.

He really hoped Basilisk skin was fireproof. Otherwise, the heat was gonna drain his remaining HP fast.

As long as he didn’t have to waste extra Stamina by exerting himself more than he already was, he thought he would have enough Stamina to find Mayry and get her out.

He looked around the house franticly, searching for Mayry. He noticed the smoke was mostly coming from under a suspiciously placed rug. Kicking it away, he revealed a trap door which led to some stairs. He took a few steps and then half fell down the rest of them, only managing to steady himself towards the bottom.

He was in a cellar, he couldn’t see much due to the smoke, but his Perception was high enough that he saw a big wooden door. From the other side of the door, he heard one loud THUMP, then quiet sobbing.

By this point, he was almost completely out of Stamina, and the fall down the stairs had also lost him a few more HP. Gathering up his last wisps of strength, he kicked the door in.

He must have had more strength than he had thought because, with that one strike, the door was blown off its hinges.

And there she was. Mayry. She looked a little worse for wear, but she was alive.

His stamina bar showed him he had less than a minute before he passed out. He lifted and carried her out of the room, up the stairs and outside.

He offered her a health potion and preceded to pass out the moment it left his hands.

========================

He woke up feeling slightly less like shit. He found himself once again thrown over Mayrys should like a man-sized sack of potatoes. Damn, was she strong, Back on earth, he doubted he could carry his weight for more than a few minutes, but she was just plodding along, seemingly without breaking a sweat.

He checked his notifications.

Notification 1/2

Status effect: Affliction ‘Overexertion’ has been removed

Notification 2/2

Quest Update! We didn’t start the fire!

Objective complete!

Somehow she noticed he was awake, “If you’re staring at my ass again, so help me, Mason, I will carry you back to that house and set you on fire myself.”

She set him down slightly more gently this time.

He just stood there, staring at her expectantly.

“What?” Mayry said, annoyed.

Attempting a joke, Mason asked, “Well? Aren’t you going to thank me for being your knight in shining armour?”

She hesitated, “Oh… yeah. I am grateful, but I’ve just carried your fatass 3 and a half miles after being held captive by two people I, up until recently, thought were myths!”

Mason looked scared, “There were two of them? Did they hurt you? I’m so sorry! I didn’t know you had been taken until a few hours ago. I was in that cave for longer than I thought I would be.”

Sighing, she said. “They didn’t hurt me, Mason. It’s just, I’ve never been that scared before. I really thought I was going to die, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.” She started to tear up. “Thank you for rescuing me, really.”

Surprised at her being so open with him, Mason just stood there trying, failing to think of something to say to comfort her. After a few moments of awkward silence, he just wrapped her in a hug, which she seemed to appreciate.

Mason got out his Trunk and opened the lid gesturing for Mayry to enter.

He stepped in after her, and they both sat on the floor.

They exchanged stories of what happened. Mason went first.

She was the best kind of audience. She laughed when he mentioned feeling guilty about inflicting the spider with depression; she gasped when the Crack Hen appeared and sat transfixed when Mason told a somewhat embellished version of their fight.

He also quite enjoyed it when she went on a 15-minute rant when he told her about his encounter with Malika at the town walls.

Then came his summoning of the giant gorilla, which she seemed fascinated by. She made him promise to let her watch the next time he summoned something.

He glossed over his interactions with Nays and the fact he almost didn’t see her code.

When his story got to the Armourer, she looked at him like she was only now seeing what he was wearing. “You look ridiculous.”

Mason gave her a grin and pulled the set of armour the blacksmith had made for her.

She looked at the bundle of clothes snarling, “There is no way I’m wearing that.”

5 minutes later, after Mason had been kicked out of his own trunk, he returned to see Mayry wearing the armour.

Staring at her for a full five seconds, he asked, “What the fuck, Mayry!”

“What!” she replied, laughing at his expression.

Dramatically Mason said, “Why is it that I can look like an idiot wearing this, and you look fucking amazing? Oh, the world is a cruel, cruel place.”

“It does look rather good on me, doesn’t it? And I feel so strong!”

After a bit more back and forth, Mason continued the story.

He explained how he left the town while invisible and ran all the way there, tripping the rune array and losing his abilities.

When he got to Gael offering him the deal, he paused.

“She said that if I scratched her, she’d let us both go, and after I got the shit kicked out of me, I managed to scratch her. After all that, she still set the house on fire, knowing you were in there?”

Mayry’s eyes went wide, “Yeah! The fire! She must just be a sore loser….”

Mason gave her an odd look but let it drop.

He told her the rest of the story, including that she would be coming back for him in a year.

“I need to get stronger. She was so far above me she might as well of been a “ he stopped himself from saying God at the last second. “-a demon. It was insane. I threw everything I had at her and only barely scratched her.” He stared at his hands in a trance as if wishing they could have done more.

Mayry spoke up, “We have a year. I’ll help you. It will be okay. We’ll get those fuckers.”

Mayry’s story was shorter, she told him about being taken, being forced to write the note, and her first two failed escape attempts. She didn’t mention the final one as she didn’t want to admit she had done something so dumb.

Mason found what she had overheard intriguing. He took out the book and showed it to Mayry.

The title just said, ‘The Trials’.

Mason started flicking through the thick book when Mayry spoke up and said, “we should probably get back to town. We can look through the book once we’re both rested up and back to 100%.”

“I’m kind of Sparksfords number 1 most wanted man at the moment. Your father wants my head on a platter. Maybe you should tell him I didn’t kidnap slash murder you?”

She smiled at him. “Where’s the fun in that?” Mason kicked her foot. “Oh, fine. You’re no fun.”

She got up and headed towards the trunk exit.

As she left, she pointed a finger at him and said. “Stay. In. The. Trunk. I’ll be back once everyone has agreed to stop hunting you. Don’t read the book without me!”

“Okay! Okay! Jheeze.”

Mayry left, leaving Mason to sit in his trunk and do nothing.

He opened the book.

Reading the introduction, the book seemed to be a handbook for an event called ‘The Trials’.

The wording was odd, but from what he could tell, every couple hundred years or so, The 12 factions of Ganehfrel send two of their best fighters to this world, what they refer to as ‘the neutral world’, to gain power and kill each other.

These factions seemed to of found a way to control Chaos Magic, as each of these warriors had a similar system to Mason.

It looked like the point of the trials was for each warrior to become as powerful as possible to cement power for their specific faction and kill the other factions’ warriors, making them weaker.

Killing someone with a system who had a high enough level seemed to gain the killer a significant amount of XP points.

These warriors could sense people who possessed a system. That must have been how Gael had found him.

What he didn’t understand was how he got caught up in this in the first place. He certainly wasn’t from Ganehfrel and, as far as he knew, didn’t sign up for any trial.

There were three differences between him and the trial ‘Others’. Firstly, his system seemed to have merged with his personality, whereas from what he could tell, the participants of the trials all had the same system. Secondly, he couldn’t find a single mention of quests, and lastly, while the ‘Others’ seemed to start with higher stats, they didn’t seem to have any skills when starting out and only got looting and storage powers if they got offered them in their version of skill selection.

‘The Others’ of the past were just people from previous trials who had made a big enough impact to be remembered in the myths and legends of this world.

The rules in the handbook did mention not killing locals, but it also made it clear that this was not a rule they enforced very often.

*DING*

Quest Updated One quest or the 'Other.'

Objective Complete - The others are just like you. Kind of….

Reward –

1. A page of your System guide has been unlocked.

2. Skill Unlock Absorb (???) - Read the unlocked System guide page to learn more.

            

    
        Chapter 26 - Absorption

    
    
    
    
                Deep within the heart of a mountain, a fierce dragon guarded its hoard of treasure. The dragon's name was Zarek, and he had been amassing his riches for centuries, taking great pride in the glittering jewels, piles of gold, and priceless artefacts that filled his lair.

Zarek was a formidable beast, with scales as black as coal and eyes that burned like molten lava. He was feared by all who knew of him, and many brave knights had attempted to slay him over the years, but none had succeeded.

One day, a young thief named Maya snuck into Zarek's lair, hoping to steal some of the dragon's treasure. She had heard tales of the dragon's fierce temper and deadly breath, but she was determined to take the risk.

Maya crept through the cavernous tunnels of the mountain, her heart pounding with every step. She clutched her grappling hook tightly, ready to swing out of harm's way if the dragon caught her. As she approached Zarek's hoard, she couldn't believe her eyes. The treasure was even more magnificent than she had imagined, and she felt her resolve strengthen.

Suddenly, the ground shook beneath her feet, and a roar echoed through the tunnels. Zarek had awoken from his slumber, and Maya froze in terror. She could see the dragon's massive form approaching, and she knew she had no chance of escape, so she sang. Maya had an ability that gave her the most beautiful singing voice.

She sang of love and loss. Of life and death. And of Zarek. Zarek, the powerful dragon who had long ago lost his mate. Alone for aeons with nothing but treasure to remind him of her. By the time the song ended the huge dragon was weeping. Seeing her chance, she grabbed the biggest gem she could find and left the dragon there, weeping still.

It is said Zarek weeps to this very day.

- Excerpt from ‘A collection of myths and legends’. Page 4 - Zarek, The once mighty.

Chapter 26 - Absorption

System Guide - Page one - ‘The Others’

To have unlocked this page, you must have gathered more information about ‘The Others’ and ‘The Trials’.

The people of Ganehfrel have discovered a way to harness Chaos Magic, forcing it to work in ways that go against the fundamental concept of chaos. Each faction has its champions, their warriors. During this Trial, Chaos Magic itself has chosen its own champion. You.

Chosen at random, you were taken from your world to free Chaos from its shackles placed on it by the 12 factions. The system you possess is unique and will, with a lot of work, allow you to outmatch all others.

The unique ability Absorb will work differently depending on what and who you use it on. Using it on a Monster you have killed gives a 20% chance of absorbing a random additional Stat point from the monster; this drops to 5% if the monster is a lower level than you.

Using it on a Chaos Ability user you have killed gives a 50 % chance of absorbing an ability of theirs.

Should you manage to kill another with a system 99% chance to absorb a skill

Note: Any absorbed skills will be ranked up or down, depending on your stats.

Prepare yourself,

Good luck.

*DING*

Quest Received! Bring Chaos to Order.

Quest Objective - Save Chaos.

Reward - Choose whether to stay in this world or go home.

Accept? Y/N

Quest Received! Kill an Other

Quest Objective - Not all others are as strong as the one you faced. Some are stronger, some are weaker. I suggest finding a weaker one to kill.

Reward -

1. A new ability to absorb.

2. They’ll probably have some sweet loot on them.

Accept? Y/N

Mason read and reread the page and the new quests. There was a lot to unpack.

He had been chosen randomly by a source of conscious magic that needed a champion to get revenge on people who had essentially enslaved it. That seemed like a bloody mess he didn’t really want to be a part of. He briefly wondered what would happen if he simply said no to the quests. He could settle down in Sparksford and live a pretty decent life, hunting monsters and beasts anytime he ran low on money. Maybe even go on a date with Mayry? Live a normal life.

That, sadly, wasn’t possible. He had a year before he would have to fight Gael again. If he lost, he’d die, simple as that.

He accepted the quests. Once he was allowed back in town, he would need to take as many Hunter contracts as he was allowed and kill as many monsters as he could.

Hopefully, the Absorb ability would allow him to catch up to the Trials champions. It seemed like it would be a pretty OP power. He was happy to kill monsters as they usually tried to kill him first. He was likewise fine killing ‘Others’, assuming he could. The problem with the Absorb ability was using it on normal people with Chaos Abilities. He could see how he would benefit from just going on a murder rampage, killing as many people with abilities as he could and absorbing all their powers. He even briefly considered doing it. One voice in his head told him that this wasn’t his world, so he shouldn’t care about killing the people here, It was like being in a different county with weird currency. To you, it was basically Monopoly money, so you spent it as such. The other, fortunately, louder voice, told him he wasn’t a murderer and wasn’t going to kill anyone who didn’t deserve it. Even then, he wasn’t sure he would actually be able to deliver a killing blow to a person.

He heard a rustling from outside. Assuming it was Mayry coming back with the all-clear, he stood up and left the trunk.

Popping a head out of the opening, he sighed. Standing there was not Mayry but Malika.

Leaving the trunk entirely and returning it to his inventory to stop it from being damaged, he turned to face the man. “What do you want, Malika? I really can’t be assed right now.”

Pompous as always, he said, “Mason, you were pathetically easy to find. Tell me where the girl is, or I’ll make you tell me.”

“Dude, did you rehearse that? It kinda sounds like you rehearsed that.” He shrugged. “Bad timing, man. She just left. She was headed to town to-“ He was cut off as he stepped to the side to avoid a ball of green flame that had been flung towards his head. “Well, that was rude.” Dodging his attack was piss easy when compared to the lightning-fast blows Gael had attacked him with.

“Do you think me an idiot?” He spat at Mason

Mason just laughed, “I mean, kind of, yeah. You did come here alone.”

Malika was getting worked up, turning red with anger, “You think I need an army to defeat you? You’re pretty smug for someone who hid behind a woman the last time we met.” Pointing a finger at Mason, he continued, “I don’t even think you have Mayry. I just wanted the chance to take you down a peg.”

Still laughing, Mason replied, “An army? Nah, but after what I’ve just been through, you don’t really concern me, but if you insist, take your best shot. I won’t even move.”

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He threw another green burst of fire at him. Confident his armour would protect him, Mason decided to tank the hit. It worked perfectly until he felt his head get very hot. Remembering that his armour hadn’t come with a helmet, he realised his hair was on fire.

Mason did what anyone would do when, realising their hair was on fire, he patted his head frantically, taking water from his inventory and emptying it on his head.

“Fuck you, Malika, that wasn’t cool!” he shouted once his hair was put out.

Interpreting Mason’s outburst as him being in pain, Malika had a rare smile on his face and another ball of fire in his hand.

“You proper messed up my hair! You git!” Mason shot a Magic Missile at the floor in front of Malika. It exploded, throwing the Elf backwards. Shooting to his feet, he started to throw balls of fire at Mason.

Mason lazily stepped out of the way of some and blocked others with his armoured forearm.

Malika was working up a sweat while Mason looked bored.

Activating invisibility, he quickly moved behind the Elf, reappearing and punching him hard enough to knock him to the floor.

To Malika, it would have looked like Mason had teleported behind him and struck him down.

Mason’s single hit was hard enough that Malika couldn’t stand back up immediately.

He considered killing the man to try to obtain his ability but thought better. For some reason, the man seemed well respected in the town, so killing him probably wouldn’t earn him any goodwill.

Instead, he turned his back and started walking toward town, hoping to meet Mayry on her way back.

He hadn't taken two steps when his ring vibrated, warning him that Malika was attacking him.

Without looking, he took a step to the side. He felt the heat fly past him. He stopped walking and turned to the Elf.

“Last chance Malika. Killing you would be a real hassle, but do something like that again, and I won't hesitate.”

Turning back around, he activated invisibility and once again headed towards town.

He wasn’t entirely sure why he let the Malika live, it would have been pretty easy to kill him, and the firepower would have been a nice addition.

Maybe it was that it was the start of a very slippery slope. If he convinced himself to kill Malika, it would make killing the next person that much easier, and he never wanted killing people to be easy. ‘Others’ didn’t count. They could go fuck themselves.

He knew he was stronger than Malika now, but how much stronger he was surprised him. He had come far in only a few days. When he first met Malika at the Hunters Association, he would have most likely lost if they had fought. Now it was barely a fight. He wasn’t sure whether it was his new abilities, his increased stats or just the fact that Malika wasn’t a threat compared to Gael, but he was confident from the get-go that he would win.

He spotted Mayry a fair distance away and walked towards her.

As he approached Mayry, he deactivated his invisibility, and she turned to face him with a concerned look. "You were supposed to stay put, Is everything okay?" she asked.

Mason nodded. "Yeah, everything's fine. I took care of Malika."

Mayry's eyes widened in surprise. "You did? What happened?"

Mason shrugged. "Nothing much. He turned up. We had a little fight, and I won. No big deal. I did decide to let him live, though.”

She stared at him with a mix of concern and curiosity. “You let him live? Mason, Malika is the number one Hunter in town, and you could have just killed him?”

“Yeah, like I said, no big deal. How did things go in town?”

“Err, right. So all is fine, and you’re no longer wanted by the city, but….” She trailed off.

“But what?” Mason asked.

“Nothing, I’ll tell you when we get back to the Inn.”

“Okay… should I need to be worried?”

“No, no. It isn’t a big deal.

Deciding to let it drop for now, “Hmm, okay, good because I’m exhausted, starving and really need a shower.”

Holding her nose dramatically, “Oh wow, that’s what that smell is? Damn, I thought we were standing near a pile of manure or something.”

Rolling his eyes, Mason replied, “Oh, shut up. It’s not like you smell any better.”

Blushing slightly, she changed the topic. “Whatever, so what did the book say?”

“The book you told me not to read until you got back?”

“Yep, that book.”

“Okay, so…”

They walked back the rest of the way, with Mason giving her a rundown of the Trials, the page he unlocked and his new ability.

“There was a chance you could have taken Malika’s ability, but you still didn’t kill him? I would never have pegged you as a softy.”

“I am not a softy! It’s just… He looks so much like a woman. Killing him would have just felt wrong!”

“Aw, does someone have a man crush on Malika? I can set something up if you like.”

They approached the gate, giving Mason an excuse to ignore Mayry’s bullying. He recognised the fat guard he and Nays had locked in his room. The guard glared at him, and he glared back, but he was allowed in without trouble.

They went straight to the Inn and sat down to order food.

Mayry was fidgeting nervously.

“So? What was it you couldn’t tell me earlier?”

“Ugh, fine. I spoke to my father and told him what happened. I didn’t mention the ’Others’ or you being from another world. That would just freak everyone out. All he thinks happened is I got kidnapped, and you rescued me. He didn’t believe me at first, but eventually, he relented and told me he’d order the guards to stand down on one condition.”

“What condition?” He asked wearily, not sure if he wanted to hear this answer.

“He wants to meet you.”

            

    
        Chapter 27 - No Coffee

    
    
    
    
                
The first faction of Ganehfrel is made up of the citizens of the capital city, also called Ganehfrel.




The Ganehfrel faction are known as fierce warriors with a strong sense of loyalty to their city and its rulers. They have a reputation for being disciplined, organised, and highly skilled in combat, which has allowed them to fend off numerous invasions over the centuries.

Members of the Ganehfrel faction are also known for their love of culture and the arts, with many of them being accomplished musicians, poets, and artisans. They take great pride in the beauty of their city, which is renowned for its stunning architecture, lush gardens, and intricate sculptures.

Despite their strengths, the Ganehfrel faction is not without its weaknesses. They can sometimes be overly cautious, which has led to missed opportunities in the past. Additionally, their sense of loyalty can sometimes be exploited by unscrupulous leaders, leading to decisions that are not in the best interest of the people.

- Excerpt from ‘The Trials’ Chapter one, The factions.

Chapter 27 - No Coffee

Quest Received! But daddy, I love him!

Quest Objective - You have piqued the interest of the Mayor of Sparksford, who just so happens to be Mayry’s father. Don’t fuck it up.

Reward - Depends on how badly you fuck it up.

Accept? Y/N

Mason had never been good with meeting parents. It was probably because he often couldn’t stop himself from being sarcastic when he was stressed.

Anyway, it wasn’t as if they were dating or anything, were they? A few times, he had thought there was something between them, but neither of them had said anything. He really hoped dating didn’t work differently in this world.

He decided he was going to ask very subtly. “I just don’t understand why he wants to meet me, It’s not like we’re dating?” He phrased the statement as a question to gauge her reaction.

Mayry’s eyes widened, and her face turned pink. “Dating? What do you mean dating? We aren’t dating, are we? When did that happen? ” Mason thought her being able to say all of this without taking a breath was pretty impressive but decided to save her.

Mason quickly reassured her, “No, no, I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant that we’ve hung out a few times, and I thought we were getting on really well. I’m not sure how dating in this world works, It’s not as if I don’t like you. I just suck at stuff like this.”

Mayry let out a breath she was holding. “Oh, okay. Yeah, we’ve hung out a few times, and I like you too, but I don’t think either of us is looking for anything serious right now. I mean, you’ve literally been here a week.”

Mason nodded. He wasn’t quite ready for anything either but took it as a good sign that she admitted she liked him too. Flashing her a grin, he said. “Got it, that makes sense. I just wanted to check.”

There were a few moments of awkward silence until Mason saw a waiter start walking in their direction.

Figuring it would be a good way to restart the conversation, he said. “Unless you count being knocked out, I honestly don’t remember the last time I slept, I am dying for a coffee. Do you know what you’re ordering?”

Mayry cocked her head to the side in confusion. “What’s coffee? I’ve not heard of that before.”

Mason’s eyes narrowed, “Nice try; I’m not going to fall for that again.”

“No, I really mea-“ She was cut off as the waiter came to stand next to them. It was the same Gnoll from before.

Mason smiled, “Hi again, how’s it going? Can I get a coffee and a sandwich?”

The deep growling voice of the Gnoll replied, “Coffee? Never heard of it.”

The smile from Mason’s face disappeared. He was heartbroken but was still kind of terrified of the huge furry man. “Water and a sandwich is fine, thanks.”

Mayry ordered, and the waiter left. “I just want you to know this has absolutely ruined my week,” Mason said, arms crossed.

Mayry looked at him for a few seconds with disbelief on her face. She held up a hand and started counting things off. “Mason. In the last week, you’ve appeared naked in a Forest, been swallowed by a giant snake, have nearly died like a thousand times, and just today, you got beaten to a pulp by an ‘Other’, but this, THIS is what ruined your week?

Placing his head on the table, he sighed deeply, “You wouldn’t understand. You’ve never experienced the wonders of drinking a cup of coffee.”

“It’s just a drink? What the heck is wrong with you!”

“Do you want a list or just the cliff notes?”

Not sure how to react to the dramatic man in front of her, she decided to just laugh at him, “You’re infuriating.”

Lifting his head, apparently finished with his antics, he asked, “So, Why does your father want to speak to me?”

Mayry rolled her eyes. “Hmm, let me think, maybe because you almost single handily killed a Basilisk? Or perhaps it’s to do with you being accused of kidnapping his daughter only to end up being the one to rescue her?” After a second, she smiled and asked, “Or maybe he just wants to know what your intentions are towards his daughter?”

She was obviously trying to mess with him, but this time Mason had a plan to turn it around. “Oh no, do you really think it’s that last one? What do I even say to something like that? I guess I could always just tell the truth?”

Hesitating, Mayry asked, “The truth?”

“Yeah, that I intend on eloping with you, having lots of babies and getting a dog named Jim.”

She stared at him for a full minute, her face a mix of disbelief, embarrassment and confusion. Eventually, realising he was indeed joking, she replied, “If you say that to my father, I guarantee he’ll have you executed on the spot. So good luck, It was nice knowing you, most of the time.”

“When is this meeting supposed to happen? I'm so tired I think I'm going to pass out, and this world, not having coffee, is not helping.”

“Don’t worry, it’s not today. He would like for us to have dinner the day after tomorrow at 8. So plenty of time for you to sleep.” She said reassuringly. “So, you’re meeting my father in two days, but what’s the plan after that? From your story, it looks like you have a shit ton of training to do before you can even think of trying to fight Gael or any other ‘Others’.

He hesitated before saying, “I kind of have a plan, but I need to find someone who can teach me martial arts and maybe how to use a sword. I could pick it as a skill at level 20… but if I can learn it myself, it kind of seems like a waste of a skill, hopefully, my Intelligence stat will let me pick it up faster. Do you happen to know anyone?”

She thought for a few minutes and then said, “Maybe. I’ll have to ask around. I’ll let you know.”

“Ok great. The next part of the plan is something we have on my world called ‘Power Levelling.’

He went on to explain the concept of power levelling to her. In short, he was planning on spending a lot more time fighting a few higher-level Monsters in quick succession in hopes that the experience he gained would level him faster than fighting many Monsters closer to his own level.

“Isn’t that what you’ve been doing? You’ve already nearly died every time!”

“I mean, yeah, kind of, but those have all been accidental fights. This time I’ll be prepared!”

“Hmm, okay, just try not to die, okay?”

“Yes, Ma’am!”

After a while, their food came. They tried to keep the conversation mundane and avoid serious topics as they ate. Before he knew it, they had both finished eating.

He yawned, “I think I’m going to turn in. Do you have any plans for tomorrow?”

“Yeah, sadly. I do have a job, you know. Why? are you planning on starting your crazy suicide training right away?”

“Not right away… I'm gonna buy a sword first, maybe some potions, and I need to pick up some contracts at the Hunter association. Then it’s crazy suicide training time.” He grinned at her, and she responded with a dirty look. He added, “since when do you have a job?”

“Since always dumbass, running the town is the family business, I work with my father. Which reminds me, if you’re late to dinner or turn up covered in blood, I’ll be furious.”

“What? No way I wouldn’t do that…” Mason said dramatically.

“Hmm.” Mayry replied, “I don’t care how strong you get; I’ll still beat your ass.”

Laughing, Mason hugged her goodbye and headed up to his room.

The moment his head touched the pillow, he was asleep.

===================================

The next morning he woke up in a panic. He could hardly remember anything about the dream he had just had. He strained his memory and vaguely remembered standing at a chapel in a tuxedo. Standing next to him, wearing a white dress, was the Crack Chicken. He instantly stopped trying to remember. On the plus side, he felt amazing; he was incredibly well-rested and was ready to begin his day.

He had 4 goals he wanted to accomplish by the end of the day.

1. Take as many contracts as the hunter association would allow him.

2. Buy a sword.

3. Buy some potions and talk to Viv.

4. Buy some damn furniture for his trunk.

Number 5, as always, was don’t die, but in the spirit of optimism, he wasn’t going to add that to his metaphorical list this time.

He got out of bed and headed out. Still annoyed by the lack of coffee in this world, he made a mental note to ask Viv if there was any alchemical alternative.

On his way to the dining area, he saw Nays. She seemed inundated with customers, so he didn’t approach her but did give her a wave which she returned.

Deciding to get breakfast at a food stall, he left the Inn and got food he could eat while walking.

First stop, Hunters Association!

As he walked over to the huge building he wondered how many contracts he could take at once. With his magic trunk, he’d be quite capable of staying away from the town for days at a time, as long as he packed enough food.

He noted that things felt a lot more foreign without Mayry with him. He noticed different species of people, he saw some really bizarre business interactions that might have been drug deals and even saw what was either a brothel or a haunted house going by the screaming he could hear.

Being on his own was probably pretty bad for his mental health, it gave him far too much time to be alone with his thoughts. He missed his world. He missed his shitty flat, his bed… internet porn. And goddammit, he missed coffee.

He approached the huge Hunters Association building and pushed open the door. Stepping inside, he saw it was far quieter than it had been during his last visit. There were a few people here and there, but most were just chatting with each other.

Walking up to a receptionist, “Hi, I needed to pick up my badge?”

The receptionist was very pretty, Mason thought she might have been some sort of tree or nature spirit, what were they called? Tryads? Dryads? Whatever, she had green skin and smelled like freshly cut grass.

She took one look at him and reached under her desk, and handed him a badge. It was more of an ID card than a badge. It was a rectangular piece of what looked like glass that had a picture of him on it. Strange, they didn’t take a photo of him, how did they get this image?

He added it to his list of stuff he needed to ask Mayry, he had a feeling it was going to be a long list.

“How many contracts can I take out at a time?”

“As a brand new member, you can take up to five, but we recommend starting with one or two easy ones first.”

Knowing he had zero intention of taking it easy, he thanked the woman and headed over to the wall where dozens of contracts were posted; a sign over the wall said that all of these jobs were within five miles of the town.

He knew he had to take this seriously, so he fought the urge to choose five contracts at random, after an internal struggle he started reading the contracts and deciding which would suit him best.

After 20 minutes, which was a very long time to stand still if you were Mason, he made his selection.

He took the five he had chosen back to the receptionist, she gave him a look but started looking through the contracts he wanted.

“Alright, none of these has a time limit, but we will require proof of any kills. If you could give me your badge, I’ll mark you down as having taken the contracts. If we don’t hear from you within a week will assume you are dead, and the contracts will go back up.” She recited most of this as if she had said it a thousand times.

“Okay, that’s pretty grim, but I understand. Is there anything else I need to do?

“Nope, all done here.” She considered, then added. “try not to die. It causes a lot of paperwork.”

Leaving the hunters association, he headed to the nearest blacksmith to find a sword.

When he entered the shop, no one was there, so he started looking at the swords on display. A certain plain-looking short sword felt most comfortable in his hands, so he decided to get it. After waiting a few minutes, the blacksmith came out of the back room covered in sweat and sold him the sword.

Mason had expected a bit more conversation, but the man was obviously in the middle of something. Quite happy with his purchase, he left in search of a shop that sold furniture.

He was in and out of that shop within five minutes. All he really needed was a bed, a sofa and a few chairs.

The only thing of note that happened was an interesting discovery when he attempted to put the furniture in the trunk.

The trunk lid was nowhere near big enough for any of the furniture he had bought, he was sure there must have been a solution he just wasn’t seeing, but ended up taking the furniture into his inventory and then taking them out again once he was in the trunk.

His final destination was the one he needed the most with him planning on fighting high-level monsters, he needed to stock up on his potions. He was running pretty low on health, mana, and stamina potions.

He hadn’t used many others, but he would still probably buy more just to be safe.

On his way to Viv’s, he marvelled at how quickly he was getting things done. At this rate, he was going to need to add more to his to-do list.

Walked into the shop expecting the usual warm welcome but had to duck when a glass bottle was thrown at his head. “You son of a bitch, you have a lot of fucking nerve turning up here after what you did to that cave. Where am I going to get my ingredients now!”



            

    
        Chapter 28 - Fucking Trees

    
    
    
    
                
Chapter 28 - Fucking Trees



 

Mason loved his bigger on the inside trunk. It was great, it really was. Between fights, he could grab some food or even nap. The only thing it was missing was a shower. Mason seemed to have developed a habit of getting covered in blood, It didn’t happen every day, but when it did happen, a shower would have been blissful.

As part of his plan to get stronger, he was attempting to power-level himself by facing Monsters far stronger than himself. In the week or so that he had been in this world, he had already managed to fight a Giant Drake, a Basilisk and a Crack Hen. All far higher levels than he was. He figured if he was going to end up fighting them any way he might as well do it on his own terms.

Covered in blood, he ran through the forest, trying to evade the creature currently chasing him down.

He had been level 12 when he had entered the forest, and now he was level 14. The progress was relatively slow, but progress was progress.

He was in this forest as it was where the majority of his contracts had as the last seen location. He had been here since the day before, but until a few moments ago, he hadn’t managed to find any of the Monsters he was contracted to kill. He had only found weaker beasts that earned him his two level-ups.

The creature currently charging at him was a giant tree. Its huge steps allowed the Monster to get close enough that Mason could identify it.

Monster – Level 24 Arboroth – It’s a giant tree. It has heard rumours of your disrespect to others of its kind and wants to teach you a lesson. Let’s hope its bark is worse than its bite… Get it?

It is wood, so fire is a good place to start.

He rolled his eyes at the system’s joke. He sincerely regretted Mayry not being there with him. That woman was a walking flame thrower who could have BBQ’d the thing in seconds, but nope, she had to be boring and work.

Minutes earlier, he had been invisible, attempting to sneak up on the giant tree in hopes that his sneak attack would do enough damage to the Monster that he could finish it off easily. He didn’t know its exact location, but the contract information did include where it was last spotted.

The moment he got within 100 feet of his target, the ground underneath him started to shift. The tree’s razor-sharp roots shot out from under him, acting as a snare. He managed to avoid being trapped but did feel the roots attempting to cut through his armour, luckily, it wasn’t close to being successful.

The moment he saw the size of the Monster, he started running. He had known ahead of time what Monsters he would be facing but he hadn’t realised the size of the thing. He had come somewhat prepared In his inventory, he carried several dozen potions, a few of which worked in much the same way as a molotov cocktail.

Item - Flash Fire potion (uncommon)

Effects: The liquid inside this bottle will rapidly combust when exposed to air. It burns hot and burns quickly. Throw and run.

Due to Viv's anger about him collapsing the cave where she got most of her ingredients, he was only able to buy three of these particular potions as she had been charging him far more than she usually would have. Eventually, she had calmed down enough to let him explain what had happened, but she held a grudge and told him to expect increased prices.

He had planned on asking her if she had any use for the crack he had found, but He had wanted to get out of there as fast as possible so he had handed over the spider venom, bought some potions and then promptly left.

While running away from the Tree Monster, Mason used the first potion by throwing it behind him. It landed on some of the Arboroth’s branches and produced a scorching heat, which he could feel even as he fled in the opposite direction. However, these potions were designed not to spread uncontrollably, so it burnt out quickly. Despite the Tree Monster's roar, it continued to chase Mason. Not for the first time, Mason wished he could see his opponent’s HP as well as his own, that way, he’d know how much damage he had done.

He stopped suddenly, causing the tree to skid before it could stop. Mason took this chance to aim his second flash fire potion at its head. He undershot the throw, causing the potion to land in front of the creature. It skidded right over it, putting it out with its body and preventing it from doing any significant damage. The fire hadn’t been affected, but as it had skidded, It had gotten tangled in some of the forest’s more lively plant life. Yellow and blue flowers clung to the tree, temporarily keeping it stationary.

He needed to hurry this up, he had the dinner with Mayry and her Father in a few hours, and he still needed to get back to town, get cleaned up and mentally prepare himself not to fuck it up.

Furiously trying to think of a way to end the fight fast, he devised a plan that could theoretically work, but it was a long shot. Could trees even get depression?

His bow appeared in his hands as he ran at the Tree Monster. He leapt over its struggling form and shot an arrow at it. It would now either be inflicted with depression or necrosis. Either one would work for Mason’s purposes, but necrosis probably wouldn't leave much of a body behind, meaning he wouldn't be able to claim the contracts completed.

The arrow hit, and blackness started to spread from where the arrow had pierced. Writhing in pain and fury, the Arboroth died as it’s body turned to ash.

*DING*

Notification 1/3

You have slain – Monster – Level 24 Arboroth.

You have received 240 XP.

Notification 2/3

New Class obtained - Hunter

Hunter level 1 - Class tab unlocked

Contract 1/5 complete

Return trophy to association building to collect reward.

Notification 3/3

You have absorbed 1 stat point of Resilience from Level 24 Arboroth.

He was very aware that he still had no way of telling time, and so wasn’t sure how long he had left until he was supposed to be at Mayry’s house. He wanted to check out the Class tab in his menu but decided to loot the body and check the new tab on his way back to town.

Loot Received:

Living log x 2

Ash of Arboroth

5 iron coins

Using his map, he navigated his way out of the forest and headed back toward the town. On his way back, he opened up his menu to take a look at the Class tab.

Class: Hunter level 1

Local rank: ???

National Rank: ???

Continent Rank: ???

World Rank: ???

Turn in first contract to receive a ranking.

Class skills: None

He found it interesting he was able to get skills to do with his hunting profession, if he survived this dinner he would turn in his contract tomorrow and find out more.

He made it to the Inn with an hour to spare. He ran up the stairs and burst into his room. Intending to shower quickly to wash all the blood off his body, he started stripping off his clothes.

“Do you have deja vu in your world?”

Mason jumped a foot into the air, holding a hand out toward the voice, ready to shoot a Magic Missile at a moment’s notice. “Mother fucker, Mayry! I was this close to killing you!”

“I’m glad you didn’t. That would have made for a very awkward dinner, just you and my dad.”

He got control of his breathing and asked, “Yeah, we have deja vu. Why?”

Trying to hold back laughter, she said, “Oh nothing, just you, naked, covered in blood, it’s bringing back memories.”

Having completely forgotten that he was naked, Mason spun and ran for the bathroom, shouting, “I hate you.”

As he showered, he could hear Mayry laughing at him.

After getting out of the shower and drying off he walked out all squeaky clean, “Why are you here anyway?”

She gave him a puzzled look, “Because we’re having dinner at my house.”

“Yeah, so?”

Puzzlement turned to incredulity as she said very slowly, “Do you know where my house is?”

Embarrassed at him being an idiot, Mason replied, “Oh, yeah, fair point.” Usually, when going to a friend’s house, he would just text them asking for the address just as he left, but sadly, neither he nor Mayry had a phone. Oh man, he really missed his phone.

He got dressed quickly, and they left the Inn. Mayry reassured him he looked good and that the dinner would go fine. Despite Mayry insisting they weren’t dating, he still felt like he was meeting a girlfriend’s parents for the first time. It was nerve-wracking.

They walked until they got to a part of town he hadn’t yet been to. The change wasn’t subtle in the slightest; the houses in the part of town he had just left were pretty nice but nothing to really write home about. Where he was now, the houses looked more akin to mansions, this was obviously where the truly upper-class folk of the town lived.

As they walked towards her house, Mason tried to calm his nerves. He had a tendency to be sarcastic and kind of a prick, but he wanted to make a good first impression on Mayry’s dad, so he reminded himself to be respectful and polite, no matter how nervous he was feeling.

Mason knocked, and a few moments later, the door opened. His jaw dropped as he saw her father and recognised the man.

            

    
        Chapter 29 - Mayor Sparks

    
    
    
    
                The Trials are a tradition that date back thousands of years. As such, the people of Ganehfrel have made their way into the myths and legends of the neutral world.

We appear in their stories and histories as tyrants, dictators and power-hungry Monsters. The people of the neutral world have many names for the Ganehfrelian people, ‘Others’ seems to be the most common, but we have also been called Fae, Demons and several other equally ridiculous names.

In past trials, the locals haven't been much of a threat. While some do have access to Chaos Magic abilities, it is rare to find one who possesses more than a few. They haven't, as of yet, developed any method to control Chaos and remain unaware that this is even a possibility.

While there are rules in place to prevent trial participants from killing locals, a certain number of casualties is acceptable and unavoidable.

Excerpt from ‘The Trials’ Chapter four, The Neutral world.

Chapter 29 - Mayor Sparks

Mayry's father was a towering figure with broad shoulders and a rugged appearance that suggested a life of hard work and endurance despite his obvious wealth.

Mason stood there, staring at the man. The unexpected recognition left him at a loss for words. Though he couldn't place where he had seen him before, there was an unmistakable familiarity.

Julius Sparks - Mayor Level 27

???

Huh, that was strange. Why was Mayry’s father such a high level, and why was there no description?

Suddenly, a sharp pain in his rib jolted him out of his thoughts. Shaking his head, he realised that Mayry had elbowed him.

Mason held out his hand to the man and said, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, sir. I’m Mason.”

The imposing man's eyes narrowed as he reached out and grabbed the offered hand. With a strong grip, he attempted to crush Mason's hand in his own, but to his surprise, Mason's strength proved to be more than a match for his own. Despite the man's best efforts, Mason's strength stat made it impossible for him to crush his hand.

Letting go of Mason’s hand, he said, “You may call me Mayor Sparks.”

He turned and went inside the house. Before Mason could follow, he felt Mayry’s hand on his shoulder, “Everything okay? You were staring pretty intensely at my father for a moment.”

“Yeah, fine. I’ll tell you later.”

“Oh yeah, Just so you know, my mother has fallen ill and won’t be joining us, don’t bring it up to my father, please.”

Mason nodded and stepped into the house.

The home’s interior was far fancier than Mason had ever seen before, even on Earth. There were beautiful works of art hanging from the walls and ornate furniture that looked like they belonged in a museum. The floors were made of polished marble that reflected the warm glow of the chandeliers hanging from the ceiling.

He followed Mayry into a dining room where Mayor Sparks was already sitting at the head of the table. He gestured to them both, and they took their seats, Mayry to her father’s left and Mason to his right.

The moment they were seating, the Mayor began the interrogation. “So Mason, I’ve heard a lot about you in the week you’ve been here. Tell me, what brings you to our Town?”

Mason, who had been prepared for this question, answered without hesitation, “I was bought here by an ACT, sir,” Mayry’s eyes went wide, fearing Mason was about to tell her father the whole truth. “I appeared in the forest and couldn’t remember a thing apart from my name. I was wandering around without knowing where I was until Mayry found me.”

As he finished speaking, several people walked into the room holding various plates, bowls and trays of food. They laid them out on the table and promptly left, not saying a word.

He frowned slightly, “I see, and what are your intentions towards my daughter?”

Before he could answer, Mayry exclaimed, “Dad! We’re just friends.”

Mason smiled as he answered, “I am very grateful to her for helping me out when she found me in the forest, but as she said, we are just friends… for now. Ouch!” He jumped as he was kicked in the knee from under the table.

“Well, tell me, Mason, you know what Family Magic is, don’t you? Of course, you do. The Sparks Family Magic is especially strong, and so we are very selective as to who we allow to socialise with our daughter. For example, there is a very prominent Hunter in town, Malika. His family are minor nobles in the Elf kingdoms. He is the sort of person I would expect my daughter to interact with. Do you believe yourself to be someone on his level?”

As her father mentioned Malika, Mayry buried her face in her hands.

“Malika?” Mason asked, putting a finger to his lip. “I’m not sure I’ve come across him yet… unless he was the Elf who tried to take credit from me for killing the Basilisk, then tried to kill me in the association building, and then tried killing me again when he thought I had kidnapped Mayry, and then tried to kill me a third time where I was forced to defend myself and knocked him on his ass, that Malika?” Mason said this with a straight face and without taking a breath.

Mason realised he had done it again and allowed his mouth to act without his brains say so, but he figured in for a penny… “Yeah, I’d say I’m probably on the same level as him, if not higher. Since I’ve been in town, I’ve killed a Giant Drake, a Basilisk, a load of giant spiders and a Crack Chicken. My family aren’t nobles, but I think that’s pretty impressive. Not to mention I saved your daughter from the oth- ouch! The people who kidnapped her.” He had been kicked again when he had been about to mention the ‘Others’.

Surprisingly, the mayor didn’t immediately order his execution at his little outburst. Instead, he smiled at Mason, “Those are some big claims. If what you said is true, then I have to admit you seem to be a pretty impressive young man.”

Mayry’s hands came away from her face to reveal that she was looking at her father with jaw agape, shocked. Apparently, the Mayor wasn’t usually so easily impressed.

They started to eat the food that had been laid out. As they ate, the conversation was mostly between Mayry and her father, with Mason offering his opinion every now and then, mostly on less serious topics like Hunter’s current leaderboard and the sighting of a wyvern flying over a neighbouring Town.

As they finished the food, the Mayor casually asked, “Mayry, would you mind going to get the dessert?”

She hesitated as she suspected her father was up to something but did as he asked and left the room.

Speaking in a whisper, the Mayor leaned in, “Mason, I’m going to get straight to the point. I invited you here for two reasons. Firstly, I am very protective of my daughter and like to meet the people she spends time with.”

“Of course, sir I-“

He was cut off as the Mayor continued speaking, “Secondly, I invited you here to offer you a job of sorts.”

Mason leaned forward, suspicious but intrigued. "What kind of job, sir?"

The Mayor hesitated for a moment, then spoke in a low voice. “A large group of bandits have made camp north of Town. They have been raiding caravans killing any traders and travellers who try to make it to Sparksford. When you appeared out of nowhere and started spending time with my daughter, I feared you were one of them. When she disappeared, I had thought you had taken her to the camp.”

Mason listened intently as the Mayor spoke, suspecting what the favour would be.

“If everything I’ve heard about you is true, I was hoping you could deal with the problem. Of course, you’ll be compensated. I also need you not to mention this to anyone else, not even Mayry. Not many people know of the threat, and I need to avoid a panic.”

“I’m not sure how much I’ll be able to do against an entire camp; how many bandits are there?”

“As of the last report, there were 13 of them. I’m sure any man who slays a Basilisk will have no problem with a few bandits. I’ve sent guards to deal with the problem, but they haven’t returned. I can always offer the job to Malika if you don’t think you’re up to it?”

Mason knew he was being baited, but like a good little fish, he swallowed it up anyway. “I think I can handle a few bandits.”

“Perfect, the bounty is currently set at an iron piece per bandit you kill.”

*DING*

Quest Accepted!

You have been tasked with clearing out a camp of bandits who have been a menace to local trade and travellers. Seems simple enough… what could go wrong?

Reward - 1 Iron per Bandit

Mayry returned with dessert; she was giving him odd looks until they had both finished.

“Ok, dad, I’m going to walk Mason back to his Inn.”

“Fine, It was nice meeting you, Mason. I hope we run into each other again soon.”

Mason shook the man’s hand and once again felt an overwhelming sense of familiarity with the man as if they had met before.

Leaving the house, he didn’t even wait for Mayry to ask. He told her everything her father had said about the bandits and the job he was offering. He decided to omit the strange familiarity he felt toward the man as well as the strange description.

She looked thoughtful, “I hadn’t heard of any bandit attacks. This is weird, I’ll go with you.”

Mason hesitated before replying. “I would love the help, but….”

“No buts, I’m coming. You keep running off without me, having all the fun. Don’t worry, I won’t tell my father.”

Not wanting to start an argument he knew he’d lose, he relented, “Fine. I have to turn in a contract at the association, we could check out the bandit camp after?”

“I think we should really come up with a plan first. How about we go in the morning?“

“We’ll take a look at the camp tonight, come up with a plan and then hit the camp tomorrow?”

“Sounds good. We need to be careful, though. If the bandits were able to survive an attack from the town’s guards, they must be a pretty serious group.”

“Eh, I killed a Basilisk. How hard could a few bandits be?”

Pretty fucking hard, it turned out.

            

    
        Chapter 30 - Big, ugly, grey

    
    
    
    
                As you left Ganehfrel, you were gifted with a powerful infusion of Chaos Magic. This will of already begun to alter you. The sheer amount of Chaos Magic now coursing through your being will allow you to grow in power in the neutral world. Your newly acquired system, aptly named, enables you to extract trace amounts of Chaos Magic from the beings you defeat, fueling your system and allowing you to level up, gain new abilities, and become stronger. In short, the infusion of Chaos Magic has given you the means to grow exponentially and be unmatched in power in the neutral world.

However, this infusion of Chaos Magic also comes with its risks and consequences. As you tap into the chaotic energies, you may find it challenging to control them, and they may even take over your mind and body if you are not careful.

Additionally, the more powerful you grow, the more likely it is you will be noticed by the other participants of the trials. They will be the only ones in the neutral world with the capabilities to understand the immense power you possess and seek to challenge or eliminate you, making it crucial to use your newfound abilities wisely.

Despite the potential dangers, you now have the means to become an unstoppable force in the neutral world. With each defeated opponent, you can absorb their Chaos Magic, empowering your system and unlocking new levels of strength and ability.

-Excerpt from ‘The Trails’ Chapter 6, The system.

Chapter 30 - Big, ugly, grey

Quest Update! But Daddy, I love him!

Quest Objective - You have piqued the interest of the Mayor of Sparksford, who just so happens to be Mayry’s father. Don’t fuck it up. Objective complete

Reward - Depends on how badly you fuck it up. - Surprisingly, you didn’t fuck it up, much. Good job! - + 30% XP from the next Monster you kill.

After dinner, they headed to the hunters association so Mason could turn in the Ash of the Arboroth and get paid for the contract.

The reception, the pretty nature spirit he had seen last time, took the ash and put it in a box that flashed green, probably signalling that it was what he said it was.

“Alright, Mr Hughes, congratulations on completing your first contract.” She handed him a small pouch of coins while looking at something on her desk, “your badge has been updated to show your current rank, which is 79/88 locally.” She looked down again as something buzzed. “Oh, actually, make that 79/87. I’ve just seen that someone has just died. Have a nice day!”

As they walked away, he turned to comment on how blunt the receptionist had been when the *DING* of a notification made him jump.

First Hunter contract completed.

25 Class experience gained

Class ability unlocked - Basic Monster tracking

Class: Hunter level 1

Local rank: 79/87

National Rank: ???

Country: ???

Continent Rank: ???

World Rank: ???

Class skills: Basic Monster tracking

Closing the menu, he saw Mayry glaring at him, “I know you’re looking at your menu thingy, but when you randomly stop moving, close your eyes and start pulling weird faces, it makes you look demented.”

He scowled and replied, “I do not pull weird faces! And I’ll just be another minute.” He closed his eyes again and said out loud. “Class skills Help.”

Help - Class Skills.

Class skills are skills that will help you perform better as a Hunter. Skills are awarded when enough Class experience is gained. The first skill, Basic Monster tracking, will allow you to better hunt down Monsters by highlighting tracks left behind by Monsters.

Opening his eyes, he looked down at Mayry, “Good to go.”

As they continued walking, Mason explained what the notification had said and told her about his new ability.

She seemed interested in his new ability but frowned. “It’s called basic Monster tracking, so it probably only works on Monsters. Won't be much help dealing with the bandits.”

Defensively, Mason replied, “Yeah, but it’s still cool!”

Mayry rolled her eyes at him, “Yes Mason, very cool. Now, are we heading to the bandit camp or calling it a night?”

He grinned at her admittance that his new skill was indeed cool, “We’ll head out the camp; check it out, come back plan, and then hit them first thing tomorrow. How does that sound?”

“Fine, how are we getting there? Horses?”

Mason stiffened and looked around, “Horses? Where? Oh, err, no. I don’t do horses….”

Mayry narrowed her eyes at him. “Are you… you are! You’re scared of horses!”

“Oi! I am not scared of horses!” He said through gritted teeth before adding a mumbled, “their faces just freak me out.”

Mayry was trying and failing to hold in her laughter, putting a hand to her ear, she pretended that she hadn’t heard him. “What was that?”

“I said, Their faces freak me out, okay?!”

Mayry abandoned all attempts at holding in her laughter, “You’re a Monster hunter who’s scared of horses. This is brilliant. The great and terrible slayer of Basilisks is scared of horses. This might be the best day of my life.”

Mason, who had gone pink with embarrassment by his point, saw that the laughing woman had started to attract attention from passersby, “Mayry, shut up, or I am going to leave you here!”

Her laughter started to die down. Her face had gone completely red as if she had been unable to breathe. “Ok, ok, fine, I’m sorry. It’s just really funny, wait until you meet an Equine.” She almost devolved into laughter again until she took a few deep breaths. “Ok, I’m good. So horses are out. How do you propose we get there, then?”

Mason was still pink in the face and trying to avoid the judging looks from the people who had stopped to observe the scene. “I was going to offer to carry the Trunk all the way there, with you inside it, but after all that,” He gestured to Mayry’s still grinning face, “I might just make you walk the whole way.”

Mayry’s eyes widened. “Oh, come on, It’s like 5 miles away. I was only joking! Please.” She looked at him with an expression he hadn’t seen her use before, It was a decent impression of the way a puppy looks at you to try to get more food.

Rolling his eyes and cursing his soft spot for the woman, “Fine, but don’t touch my stuff.”

Grinning at her victory, she said, “Thanks! But, err, you don’t really have any stuff?

Annoyed, Mason replied, “Why do people keep saying that? I have stuff!|

She rolled her eyes and patted his shoulder as they walked, “Okay, Mason, I won’t touch your ’stuff’.”

“Grr, Whatever, you can get in after we leave the town. I don’t want to be accused of kidnapping you again.”

They exited the town with no problems. Mason watched as the woman had the audacity to get into the Trunk and spread out on his couch, looking as if she was planning on taking a nap. She saw the look he was giving her and said, “What? It’s gonna be ages!” Shaking his head, Mason closed the lid of the Trunk, hoisted it onto his shoulder and started running.

With his increased strength the Trunk wasn’t heavy. It was, however, quite awkward to carry while running. He started off with it on his shoulder, then he tried holding it out in front of him. Eventually, he found the best way of carrying it was to have the trunk on his back and do a sort of Naruto run with his hands behind him, steadying the trunk.

Now that he was relatively sure he wasn’t going to drop the Trunk he wanted to take a look at his Character sheet, as it had been a while.

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 14

Current XP: 4000 /4200

Race: Human

Class: Hunter

Health Points (HP): 290

Mana Points (MP): 280

Stamina: (SP): 200

Stats

Stats

Strength:27 (+15)

Agility: 22

Endurance: 20

Vitality: 19

Resilience: 15(+26)

Intelligence: 33 (+10%)

Perception: 27

Willpower: 17

Free points: 6

Skills:

Identify (Basic), Magic Missile - INT (Advanced), Emotional Outburst - PER (Advanced), Camouflage - PER (Advanced)

Class skills, Basic Monster tracking.

He was relatively happy with his build so far. The only place he seemed to be lacking is Willpower. He considered continuing to ignore it but remembered the mind-numbing pain one of Gael’s abilities had inflicted on him. With higher Willpower, it’s likely he could have lessened or even ignored the pain.

He put 4 points into will power and the remaining to into Vitality because you could never have too many hit points.

=====================

The five-ish mile journey should have taken a normal person an hour and a half to walk and run the whole way, probably about an hour.

So she was pretty surprised when, after only 20 minutes, Mason stuck his head into the truck and asked hesitantly, “What would you like first? The good news or the bad news?”

She narrowed her eyes at him, “What did you do?”

“Well, the good news, we’ve arrived, and there aren’t any… Human bandits.”

“Oh well, that’s….“ She narrowed her eyes at him, suspicious, “Why did you specify Human?”

He paused, “Do you know what a Troll is?”

“Yeah, of course, big, ugly, grey… Oh, fuck me, is that the bad news?”

He rolled his eyes at her, “No… The bad news is that the troll bandits might have seen a trunk flying through the air…."

“Oh, damn it all, Mason.”

“…. And they might have started chasing the trunk.”

She pressed her face into her palms, “What else?”

“They’re still chasing me. I got away a few times, but, Trolls apparently have a ridiculously good sense of smell, and they kept catching up to me… long story short, we have about five minutes.”

Dammit, they were only supposed to be scouting. If she knew there were trolls, she would have prepared so much more firepower. “If they kill me, I will fucking murder you Mason.”

“How is that gonna work if you’re already dead? Never mind, I was going to deal with them myself, but you said you wanted to have some fun. Also! I was wondering, do they count as people or Monsters? They are kind of humanoid, but I’ve never seen any humans that fucking ugly.” He smiled as he spoke, but from how he glanced behind him every couple of seconds, she could tell he was panicking internally.

She was coming to the realisation that Mason talked even more bullshit than usual when he was freaking out. She answered him, trying to remember what it said about them in the Monster books she used to read as a kid. “Trolls are technically people, but as they’re usually really stupid, they’re normally classified as Monsters. There are some peaceful communities, but most you are likely to find are going to try to eat you.”

She thought for a few seconds before remembering an old kid’s rhyme they used to sing in school.

Trolls regenerate. It’s their claim to fame,

But listen, friend, for there's a way to maim.

Fire and acid are what they fear,

They'll regenerate no more, shed a tear.

“They regenerate super fast. Fire and acid are the only things they don’t heal from, don’t suppose you picked up any abilities like that recently? No? Didnt think so. So I guess this one is all me.”

He looked rightfully sheepish, he was the one who ran headfirst into a camp of trolls, and now she was going to have to fight them.

Suddenly Mason’s eyes lit up, “I could use my summon ability! Last time it was a giant gorilla, This time, it could be a badass lava Monster or something!”

His head disappeared, prompting Mayry to scramble to her feet and follow him.

She stared on in amazement at the crack that hung there in midair, It seemed to be a hole in everything. Staring into it made her feel uneasy as if its very existence was an affront to nature. For whatever reason, she couldn’t help but continue to stare.

The crack wasn’t making any noise, but Mason still felt the need to shout, “This took a lot of Mana. It’s gonna be a big one!”

The crack in space flashed suddenly and spat out a fist-sized creature before gradually sealing shut as if it were a wound rapidly healing.

The thing it had spat out was currently flying around Mason’s head at high speed.

That was when the 6 armoured Trolls stepped into view.


            

    
        Chapter 31 - Thunderbirds are go!

    
    
    
    
                There are many ways to build power. Two of the most common ways are to be a specialist or a generalist. Specialists tend to spend the majority of their points on a specific stat and rely on their overwhelming power in that one particular area to win their fights.

Specialists will find that in some situations, they are almost unbeatable but will struggle far more in other situations.

Generalists are the jack of all trades build. They tend to spread out their points, keeping all their stats at a similar level.

They do well in most situations but find themselves struggling to utilise all their stats to the best of their ability.

- Excerpt from ‘The Trials’ Chapter 9, Builds

Chapter 31 - Thunderbirds are go!

13 Trolls. 13 big, ugly fucking Trolls. He was going to have a chat with the Mayor when- if he got back to Sparkford, about providing all necessary information when sending someone out on a quest.

He had been running towards where he knew the bandit camp to be, carrying the Trunk on his back. Knowing he was getting close to his destination, he activated invisibility.

He kept running, getting close enough to the camp that he could hear voices. Not quite able to understand what they were saying, he ventured closer, figuring his Invisibility would be more than enough to hide him from some bandits.

His plan, as it were, was he would sneak through the camp, see how many bandits there were and what kind of weapons they had, and then he would stop somewhere to let Mayry out so they could make a plan.

Mason made it 3 steps into the camp when several things happened all at once. First, he noticed that these bandits all seemed to be very big, very grey and very not human.

Second, every head turned in his direction, all staring directly at him despite his being invisible. No, they all seemed to be looking at his bac- oh, yeah, he was dumb. He would not be telling Mayry about this. The last thing that happened was several of the huge, grey, not humans started running at him, eager to see what the magical floating trunk was.

Getting away from them was easy enough. They were big, strong and surprisingly fast, but Mason was faster. He noticed only half the monstrous bandits had given chase. The others, Mason assumed, had stayed behind to guard the camp.

He managed to evade them several times, and each time, it only took them a few minutes to track him down, even with him invisible.

One of those times, after hiding the Trunk In a nearby bush, Mason had squeezed himself into the middle of a particularly thick canopy of trees. Just as he was getting his heart rate under control, he heard thumping footsteps and a whole lot of sniffing. The biggest of them had his nose to the ground, sniffing in and out like a bloodhound hunting down its prey.

Gla - Troll Level 23

Troll like smash, Troll like meat, Troll nose good. You fucked.

Ah, Trolls, lovely. As the sniffing stopped, Gla pushed his head into the group of trees where Mason was hiding. Gla could smell Mason, but as he was invisible, the Troll couldn’t see him. Its face was mere inches away from Mason’s. Each time the thing breathed, Mason, felt himself inching closer to throwing up. The smell was so putrid that Mason was getting worried he would get an affliction from noxious fumes. Unable to bear it any longer, Mason took his dagger and stabbed it into the ugly fuckers face, directly into its forehead. It drew back, squealing in shock and pain. Soon enough, the pained noises faded.

Slipping out of his hiding place, Mason expected to see the thing on the floor dead. Instead, what he saw was the skin around the wound closing, healing itself around the dagger, leaving the handle poking out of its head, making the Troll look like it was wearing the ugliest unicorn cosplay in existence.

He was so fucking screwed.

He managed to get away again. Judging from the last few times, he reckoned he had maybe five minutes before they caught up to him. Just enough time to pop into his Trunk and deliver the good news to Mayry. He really hoped she had a way to put these things down because stabbing them in the face didn’t seem to work, and he really didn’t want to lose that dagger.

=================

Having finished his summoning, Mason was beyond disappointed. The summons had taken almost 200 MP, so he was understandably expecting a pretty fucking substantial help. Instead, he got a tweety bird wannabe.

Looking at the tiny creature that had shot out of the summoning hole, it looked like a cross between a baseball and a budgie. It flew around his head, buzzing like a bee.

Monster - Pygmy Thunderbird Level 25

Don’t underestimate this mean little shit. Thunderbirds are the Apex predators of their world. Small and fast, the Thunderbirds pack a mean zap. Think flying bird taser.

Looking at the bird flying around his head, “Huh, maybe you aren’t as shit as I thought.”

The Thunderbird landed on Mason’s shoulder, speaking fast, “HeyIaintshityourshiti’llshowyouyabastard.”

He felt a pulse of electricity shoot through him, causing him to yelp and all his muscles to tense. When he recovered a few seconds later, he tried to swat the bird off his shoulder, but it expertly dodged. “You’re supposed to fight for me, you little shit!”

As this was happening, the Trolls came lumbering into the clearing. Mason, not noticing the new arrivals, continued to try and smack his new companion as it flew through the air.

“Um, Mason”, Mayry tried.

“One sec… I. Oh.” Turning around, he saw the six Trolls standing there looking confused.

“Hey Pyg,” he said, looking up at the Thunderbird. “They’re who you are supposed to be fighting.

Flying around his head again, it replied, “Imnotapigdumbassimabird.” Zapping Mason again before shooting in the direction of the Trolls.

“Dammit!”

Three of the Trolls headed towards Mayry; two were busy being zapped by the Thunderbird, which left Mason fighting Gla, the wannabe Unicorn.

It squared off with him as it approached. “I Gla. I kill. You meat. You die.” It held a club in its hand and waved it menacingly as it spoke.

“Gla, was that poetry? It was beautiful! You are wasting your life as a bandit.”

*DING*

“Shit,” the notification noise had only distracted him for a moment, but that was all the opening the Gla needed. The Troll lunged surprisingly fast at Mason. He moved out of the way taking his sword from his inventory, using it to slash at Gla’s back. The tiny cut he had made healed almost instantly, leaving Mason to wonder how the fuck he was going to kill this thing. He had a single Flash Fire potion left, but he doubted that was going to be enough.

From his inventory, he took out his flash fire potion and one of the Living Logs he had looted from the Arboroth.

He had been hoping to sell these to Viv as a peace offering, as the woman was still angry at him for collapsing her favourite ingredient spot.

Item - Living Logs (Uncommon)

Living Logs can come from a variety of sentient trees and are most often used in Alchemy. When exposed to fire, the remnant Chaos Magic in them cause them to ignite fast and burn extremely hot for a short amount of time.

He had the two items he needed but wasn’t sure how he was going to use them to kill Gla.

The Troll turned to face him, a club in hand. It laughed, “I heal. When I squish you, you no heal.”

It swung its club at Mason, who attempted to dodge. He was partially successful. The club missed the head it was aimed at but did manage to slam into his chest, sending him flying to the floor.

The Troll moved to strike him while he was down. As it lifted its club, Mason shot an overpowered Magic Missile into its face. It hit, exploding and sending bits of Troll face all over the place. Mason stood. Gla’s face was already starting to reform. He stepped toward it and rescued his dagger, ripping it from the Trolls forehead.

Still temporarily blinded due to not currently having a face, Gla roared and attacked the air where it thought Mason was. Mason easily avoided it and swung his sword at its neck, attempting to behead the ugly motherfucker. Unfortunately, his sword did not possess the same Magic his dagger did and barely cut into the thing’s thick skin.

Gla’s face had been healing rapidly, and now Troll could see again. It let out a loud roar and charged at him like a raging bull. Mason was too close and didn’t have time to react. The full weight of the troll slammed into him, he felt his ribs crack, and he went flying through the air. Landing on the dirt floor after his brief flight, he struggled to move. The Monstrous thing stood over him with a twisted smile on its face. It lifted its huge foot and brought it down hard on Mason’s head.

It lifted its foot again, ready to repeat the attack. Mason, dazed and confused but somehow still conscious, managed to activate his invisibility and roll out of the way of the squishing attempt. He flung his fire potion at the Troll, the bottle shattered against the creature, causing it to go up in flames. Knowing it wouldn't last long, Mason held one of the living logs in his hand and shot a weak Magic Missile into it, turning it into a projectile. The log shot like an arrow into the Trolls chest and immediately ignited into blue flames.

Mason, who was in an enormous amount of pain from several broken ribs, and probably a few broken face bones, took a health potion and chugged the contents. It was incredibly painful to break a rib, and as it turned out, using a health potion to unbreak ribs also didn’t feel great.

After a few minutes, he felt less like he was dying. He stood up and saw Gla also getting to its feet. It was horribly scarred, with burns all over its body and the living log still sticking out of its chest.

Mason knew he was fucked. He had no more fire and couldn’t think of another way of killing the creature.

Despite the fact that it was burned half to death and kind of smelled like bacon, Gla was grinning at him. It took two steps towards him then its head exploded.

Mayry stood behind it, hands glowing with fire.

“I’m sorry you were just taking so long. I finished my three off ages ago. Even your little bird thing killed its two…” she said, looking sheepish.

“Damn it, Mayry, I was just about to make my move!”

            

    
        Chapter 32 - Sarcastic Prick

    
    
    
    
                The second faction that has risen to prominence in recent years is the Talmoran family. Comprised of wealthy merchants and traders, the Talmoran family has become a major economic power within the Ganehfrel.

The members of the family are shrewd negotiators and savvy businessmen, known for their ability to turn a profit in even the most challenging of circumstances.

Despite their focus on commerce, the Talmoran are not solely interested in profit. They are also deeply invested in the armies of Ganehfrel and many are known to be skilled Martial artists.

Despite their successes, the Talmoran faced challenges in their rise to power. Some members have been accused of exploiting their business partners and engaging in unethical business practices. Additionally, their growing influence has caused tension with other factions who view their economic power as a threat to their own interests. Nonetheless, the Talmoran family continues to thrive, with many predicting that their influence will only continue to grow in the years to come.

- Excerpt from ‘The Trials’ Chapter 1, The Factions

Chapter 32 - Sarcastic Prick

Turns out, Mayry was kind of a badass. Her Chaos Ability was good but pretty much useless in a fight. What made her such a strong fighter was her Family Magic. She could control Fire, Water, Nature and Air.

He had been concentrating on his own Troll but had caught glimpses of the woman using her ability to destroy her opponents, despite it being three-on-one. From what he had seen she used her elemental control like an expert. She flowed from one element into another using their synergies to increase the impact of her attacks. She had finished them off so fast that she had even come to his aid because she had ‘gotten bored’ waiting for him.

He was wondering just how strong his companion was when the realisation hit him. The one person in this world he had spent the most time with, and he hadn’t thought to use Identity on her yet. He’d like to say he was a gentleman and didn’t want to invade her privacy, but really, he was an idiot.

He turned to look at her and used the ability.

Mayry Sparks - Companion Level 21

???

Dammit, was everything in this damn world a higher level than him?! And what was with the question marks? That had happened with her father as well, so maybe it was a family thing?

Zapping him out of his daze, his Thunderbird summons flew over and landed on his shoulder.

“Howdiddoboss?”

“You did great,” he said, petting the bird’s feather only to withdraw his hand as he got zapped again.

The Bird hadn’t done quite as well as Mayry, but it had definitely outdone him. It managed to leave its two trolls as nothing but charred corpses. Apparently, Lightning damage did just as much to the bastards as fire did.

During the fight, he had gotten a notification, which he had ignored. Strangely he had gotten more after Mayry had killed the last Troll.

It looked like he had gotten a third of the experience from Mayry’s kills and all the experience from his little sidekick’s kills.

Notification 1/4

You have received partial experience from party members kills.

Mayry killed 2 Level 12 Trolls - You receive 60 XP

Mayry killed 1 Level 15 Troll - You receive 35 XP

Mayry killed 1 Level 23 Troll - You receive 60 XP

Notification 2/4

You have received experience from party members’ kills.

Pygmy Thunderbird killed 2 Level 11 Trolls - You receive 220 XP

Notification 2/4

Level up!

Stat points allocated

All in all, he received 375 experience points and a Level up. Not a bad outcome considering he had failed to actually kill anything.

He looked at the notification and rolled his eyes.

New Skill Unlocked

Skill - Sarcastic Prick (Advanced)

Active Effect – When using sarcasm to taunt an enemy you have a small chance of causing crit damage. Chance depends on quality of taunt. Scales with Intelligence.

He wasn’t going to say no to a new ability but he couldn’t help but feel like felt like the system just wanted the chance to call him a prick. It was a pretty decent skill and knowing what he was like it was likely to see a decent amount of use.

Closing his menu, he walked the bodies and looted each of them.

Loot Received

Troll snot x 6

1 Club

1 Long sword (damaged)

18 Iron coins

Finishing up, he walked over to Mayry and handed her 10 of the coins. “You did the vast majority of the work, so you should probably get the loot.”

“Ah, cool, thanks.” She narrowed her eyes “was that all of it?”

“It was everything from your four kills unless you want the Troll snot as well?”

“Ew, no, you’re okay there. So what now?”

“I’d say we head to their camp, but I don’t know how much use I’ll be against the other seven. The bird only has a few more minutes left of his summons, so it won’t be any help. We could head back to town, pick up some extra firepower and come back tomorrow?”

“What? No way, we’re already here! I could have taken all six on my own. Why don’t we head to the camp, take them out, and then we can head back.” As she spoke, she had a look in her eyes which told Mason that she had enjoyed the fight a little too much.

Pausing, he thought through what he had at his disposal that might hurt the creatures, there were a few things he could try, but it was very possible none of them would work. “I have a few ideas, if you think you can really take them alone? Then yeah, fine”

“Yeah, of course. Don’t worry, I’ll protect ya.” She said, giving him a wink.

Rolling his eyes, he replied, “Oh great, my hero.”

Just then, the Thunderbird popped out of existence. One moment it was there. The next gone.

Mayry frowned, “Aw, I didn’t get to say goodbye! He was such a little cutie!”

Pulled a face full of disgust, “He was a little shit, is what he was. Come on, let’s go get the crap kicked out of us.”

They headed towards where Mason had seen their camp. Neither of them talking in case more Trolls had come looking for them.

Mason paused for a moment wanting to put the points he had earned from his level up into Intelligence.

Mayry, who had carried on ahead, stopped abruptly, “Oh shit.”

Mason jogged to catch up, “Oh shit.”

They had been walking up a hill, now, standing at the top, they could see right into the relatively well-lit camp. The Troll had Human hostages, men, women and… children.

He felt Mayry’s hand tug him back. He had involuntarily taken a step toward the camp, the men and women he couldn’t care less about… but his instincts were screaming at him to save the children. “This complicates things,” she said softly. "If I go in hard and fast, I have no doubt I’ll end up hurting hostages. We need a new plan… maybe we should go back to town."

“No. Fuck that. We’re getting those people out now. Do you think you could distract them without causing too much damage?”

“Yeah… Mason, what are you planning?”

=================

Six Trolls down, seven Trolls to go. He had checked each of their levels and saw they were all between Level 10 and 15. He had confidence Mayry would be able to deal with them fine.

He could only see six at the moment, but Mayry had already started her distraction. It was time for him to do his part.

It was a shame the system only awarded XP for killing things and not for coming up with genius plans, it was probably for the best. He didn’t want to get to level 100 too fast.

Invisible, he snuck into the camp and headed around the back of the tent the hostages had entered. He used his dagger to cut a hole in the tent and peered in. The smell was rancid. There were a half dozen people inside, who probably hadn’t had the chance to wash in weeks. They, sadly, weren’t the cause of the awful smell. Along with the half dozen people were just as many dead bodies. Some arms missing, some legs. Some were children.

…

…

…

Mason slashed his dagger through the tent, stepping inside. All the hostages backed away, looking terrified of him. He took his trunk out of his inventory and placed it on the floor.

“I’m here to help. The Trunk is bigger on the inside, there is space for all of you.”

He opened the lid. They all stared at him wide-eyed.

He could hear the noises of the battle outside, worried about Mayry, he shouted. “Get in the Trunk.”

The person closest to him jumped at the sudden loud noise but did take a hesitant step closer. As he got within arms reach, Mason grabbed the man’s shackles and pulled them apart, the man’s mouth opened in amazement that they were actually being saved, he climbed into the Trunk and disappeared.

Seeing this prompted the others to follow suit, a few minutes later, they were all in. He stuck his head in, “Wait an hour if I’m not back, then hopefully, we took out enough of the Trolls that you can all escape.”

Shutting the Trunks lid, he was pretty impressed at how heroic that sounded.

The sounds of battle had mostly died down now, he was hoping he’d exit the tent and see all the Trolls dead.

He left the tent and did indeed see six dead Trolls burnt to a crisp, smelling like Peppa pig had a house fire.

Sadly not all of the Trolls were dead. Mayry was currently fighting the biggest, ugliest one he had seen thus far.

Gler - Level 32 Troll Bandit Leader.

Mother of Gla, and really really angry.

Mayry was struggling. She threw fireballs, shot razor-sharp discs of condensed air and ice spikes at the Troll. The fireballs were doing damage, but the Troll just kept advancing on her. “WHERE IS GLA, WHERE DAUGHTER” The thing kept roaring.

Mason ran over and jumped on its back, using his dagger to slice the Troll from its neck to its butt. Letting out another roar, it spun, and Mason flew off. Landing on his feet next to Mayry, he heard her pained whisper, “It’s no use. Only fire and acid work. Leave it to me. I’ve got this.”

Mason dove out of the way as Gler threw a rock at them. It missed them both but allowed the Troll to get closer.

Mason watched as the Troll slammed its giant fist against the side of Mayry’s head. Her body went limp and flopped to the ground.
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                Chapter 33 - Stab Stab, Stab Stab Stab

Time seemed to slow as he watched his friend’s limp body hit the floor. She didn’t move. She wasn’t dead. She couldn’t be dead.

Up until now, he had been living in this world as if it was just a game. He threw himself into danger, not really caring about his own well-being because there was a small part of him that still thought of this world as fake.

He had only known her a short time, but Mayry was just as real to him as anyone he knew from Earth.

Watching the Troll’s fist make contact with her face, something inside him snapped.

It felt similar to when he had been inflicted with the Crack Hen’s rage ability. His vision went red, and he felt himself stepping toward the Troll.

The thing roared in his face as he stepped in between it and Mayry’s limp form. Mason, in turn, opened his mouth and let out an ungodly scream filled with fury.

A sudden, anger-filled blow to the face cut off the troll’s next move. The hottest surge of fury Mason had ever felt propelled his punch. He felt his Emotional Wreck skill activated, but unlike the other times, there was something extra there, something primal.

His punch hit Gler’s face with such speed and force that he felt the bones in his hand break as they made contact. His fist was wrist-deep in the Troll’s face before the laws of physics took effect, and the troll shot off into the distance.

Before the Troll could regenerate and return to the fight, Mason went over to Mayry and, with his unbroken hand, put a finger to her neck. Relief flooded him as he felt a faint pulse. He tipped her head back and poured his last healing potion down her throat, hoping it would be enough.

He went over to the Trunk he had discarded next to the tent, opened the lid and carried Mayry in. The hostages watched him wide-eyed as he lay the half-dead woman on the sofa.

Mason ignored their stares as he left, closed the Trunk’s lid and picked it up. Using his good hand, he began to carry it away from danger. He could hear the Troll’s roar in the distance and knew he had to move quickly. As he walked, he felt his rage dissipate, replaced by a sense of urgency and determination. His punch had thrown the Troll a fair distance, but it moved fast and would most likely be fully healed while his hand would still be broken.

His HP bar was three-quarters full and filling more every minute. His hand was feeling better, becoming less painful, but it was taking its time.

He couldn’t let Mayry die. The potion might of been enough, but he couldn’t risk it. He needed to get her to whatever this world’s version of a Doctor was.

He ran in what he hoped was the direction of Sparksford. He sprinted as fast as he could with the Trunk on his back, but he heard the Trolls roars get louder and louder until he could see it moving towards him at what seemed an impossible speed for such a large being.

He stopped and set down the Trunk. Pulling out his bow, he hoped that either the necrosis would be able to harm it or the depression would make it want to kill him less. His hand was still in terrible pain, but he powered through it.

He aimed as Gler got closer and closer. His first shot missed as it swerved out of the way. His second shot landed but failed to pierce the Troll’s thick skin. His third shot also landed, but this time managed to pierce through its eye, causing the troll to stumble and roll just as it approached him.

Undeterred, the Troll pulled the arrow out, taking an eye with it. The Troll’s regeneration seemed to be struggling against the necrosis; they seemed to cancel each other out. The necrosis wasn’t spreading passed a certain point, but it wasn’t being completely healed, either.

It came down to him with a broken hand, Vs a half-blinded Gler.

The rage in the Trolls remaining eye was intense, but Mason’s own rage was rapidly returning. Now that he saw the Monster standing before him, he couldn’t help but hear the thud Mayry’s body made when it hit the ground, repeatedly replaying in his head.

He was glad the Troll regenerated because he was going to enjoy ripping it apart over and over again.

“WHERE IS GLA? WHERE IS DAUGHTER?” It roared. Keeping further from Mason than in their last confrontation.

“She’s dead,” Mason said, looking up to meet the Trolls single eye.

“AAARGHH,” was all the reply Mason got as Gler charged at him swinging its fists.

Mason dodged and quickly rolled to the side. Gler's fist hit the ground, sending rocks and dirt flying everywhere. Taking advantage of the troll's momentary distraction, Mason drew his dagger and ran towards it, jumping onto its back and stabbing at its neck. He stabbed and stabbed, the creature was double his level, but at that moment, it didn’t matter. His mind went blank. The only thing that mattered was ending this Troll.

He was Mason Hughes. STAB. He was a Hunter. STAB. He was Chaos. STAB. Wait… what.

The Troll finally managed to shake him off. Mason was back on his feet in moments. The Troll, while regenerating fast, looked like a demonic dalmatian with gaping holes all over its body Instead of spots. It was struggling to keep itself standing.

Mason took out his bow and started shooting as many arrows as he could into the wounds. Out of the ten he shot, seven landed in open wounds. Three seemed to do nothing, but four started spreading its rotting effect. It made it an inch away from the arrow before it stopped spreading. As before, the Trolls regeneration wasn’t powerful enough to heal the active effect but could fight it to a standstill. The Troll staggered toward him in obvious agony. The rage was gone from its eyes, replaced by tears?

Dagger in one hand and a Magic Missile ready to go in the other, he approached to see if he could figure out how to kill the Troll without fire or acid. He was starting to calm himself and see things more clearly. He knew he had been angry, but that insane, he hadn’t felt like himself at all. He was moving his body, but it was like the thoughts were being put in his head disguised as his own.

The Troll was hardly a threat now. It was standing but barely. As he approached, it swung a slow, poorly aimed punch, which Mason let hit him. The blow glanced off his shoulder, which triggered a notification. Not particularly worried about the Troll anymore. He read it.

Your Armours skill - Rebound - has been activated, and two points of damage have been rebounded onto your attacker.

Mason just rolled his eyes. That would have been a great help earlier, but now it only showed just how weak the Troll was.

Gler - Level 32 Troll Bandit Leader. (Depressed, Decomposing, Limbo)

Ah, his bow had afflicted depression; he hadn’t been entirely sure. He assumed the Decomposing affliction was from the necrosis, but he wasn’t sure what the Limbo was.

Help - Limbo status effect.

Limbo, Is a stats effect gained when a being’s regeneration is fighting against damage-causing afflictions, achieving a perfect balance between the damage being done and damage being healed. Enough additional damage done to a being with the Limbo effect is exceedingly likely to kill them.

“Ah, that explains that. No more regeneration for you.”

He briefly considered letting the Troll go, perhaps living the remainder of its days half-blind, unable to regenerate new wounds and covered in agonisingly painful dead flesh, would be an appropriate form of punishment.

Then, he remembered again the noise Mayry’s body had made hitting the floor. He remembered the horrifying sight of those dead people. Those dead children, all missing arms and legs that he assumed the Trolls had eaten.

Mason took a few steps back and shot a powerful Magic Missile into Gler’s head, causing it to explode. He wanted to be sure the Troll wouldn’t be coming back, so he shot an additional Magic Missile at the torso, causing it to also explode.

The world was a better place with one less Troll.

*DING*

You have slain Gler - Level 32 Troll Bandit Leader

You have received 320 + 30%

You have received 416 experience

Quickly walking over and looting Gler,

Loot received

Fine Troll skin

Troll snot

Troll tears

50 Iron coins

He opened his Trunk and saw a weak Mayry in a standoff with the Troll’s ex-hostages. The hostages were in front of the Trunks entrance trying to prevent her from leaving. Mayry was holding a fireball in her hand threateningly until she saw Mason.

The hostages all moved aside and let Mayry limp over to Mason.

“Are you okay?! I tried to come and help as soon as I woke up, but they refused to get out of the way.” She shot a dirty look at the gathered people as she spoke.

Mason pulled her into a hug, “it’s okay. The last Troll is dead. I was really worried about you. I thought you’d died.”

“I feel like I got pretty close there. Everything hurts. Wait, how did you kill the Troll leader without fire.”

Mason grinned at her, “I just hit it really hard.”

“Oh shut up, come on, tell me!” She insisted.

“I swear! All I did was hit it really hard! Then necrotised its eye socket, stabbed it a lot, gave it depression, necrotised its wounds and finally blew its head off.”

The hostages, who had been murmuring amongst themselves, all went quiet. He looked over and saw they were all staring at him.

Mason lowered his voice to a whisper, “They’re staring at me again. What do we do with them?” The room was small enough that everyone still heard his whisper.

An old man, followed by a little boy who couldn’t have been more than five, approached him. With a weak voice, the old man lowered his head and said, “My apologies for staring, milord. We’ve been captives of the Trolls for months. Some of us were eaten, and others were just killed. Thank you for rescuing us.”

“I’m not a Lord, but you are welcome. I took this off the Trolls body. You should probably take it.” He handed him the 50 Iron coins. ”we’ll take you to Sparksfords and get you settled. You’re all safe now.”

His eyes went wide at the coins, and he bowed his head deeper, accepting the money from Mason.

Mason knelt and asked the little boy, ” What’s your name?”

The boy hid behind the old man’s leg but answered, “Ollie.”

Well, Ollie, everything is going to be ok. This coin is for you. It’s very special and will keep you safe, okay? Even if you lose it or spend it, it’s linked to you now and will protect you.”

Mason handed him the first copper coin he had received in this world in the hope it would bring the boy luck.

The boy’s eyes widened in amazement, and he eagerly grabbed the coin.

“Thank you! I won’t lose it, I promise!”
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                Chaos happenings, or what the locals of the neutral world call ACTS, are random occurrences caused by Chaos Magic. Since the people of Ganefrel started harnessing the power of Chaos, these happenings have occurred far more to and around participants of ‘The Trials’. Whether this is, an accidental side effect of Chaos Magic infusions or the mythical consciousness of Chaos attempting to take revenge upon us is unknown. But, it is advised that you be aware of your surroundings at all times, even if you believe yourself to be safe.

- Excerpt from ‘The Trials’ chapter 3, Chaos happenings

Chapter 34 - Trolled

Mason could have run back to Town with the Trunk on his back, but Mayry elected to walk with him instead of being stuck in the Trunk with the hostages.

Mason kept shooting concerned looks at Mayry, unsure if she should be walking this distance so soon after nearly dying.“Are you sure you are okay? You really had me worried.”

She sighed, “Mason, for the last time. I’m fine. The healing potion fixed me right up. No reason to worry.”

“I know, I know. It’s just when you got hit… I got so angry. It was strange. I have a skill that makes me hit harder when I feel intense emotion, but this time, there was something else.”

Mayry perked up when he mentioned the skill. “You know, one of these days, I’m going to need a full list of your abilities because I cannot keep track.”

Mason, deep in thought, hadn’t heard her. He continued talking, “It was almost as if something… else was taking over, moving me. I felt these foreign emotions as if I was intensely enjoying hurting the Troll….”

Looking at Mason with a frown, “That sounds kind of lik- No, never mind. I’ll talk to Viv and see what she thinks.”

He was going to nudge her for more but stopped when he saw the fearful look on her face.

By the time they made it back to Sparksford, it was alright, well after midnight. It had been a disgustingly long day. Fighting the Arboroth, dinner with the Mayor, then everything with the Trolls, all Mason wanted to do was go to sleep.

Luckily, when they reached the Inn, Nays was manning the reception. Her eyes lit up when she saw him, only to widen when she saw and probably smelled him. He was, as he always seemed to be, covered in blood, guts, and who knew what else. This was the first time they had properly seen each other since their little outing before he went off to save Mayry.

“Oh wow, Mason, what happened to you?" Nays exclaimed as she wrinkled her nose.

Mason grinned, "It's a great story involving me being heroic as fuck, but I’ll have to tell you about it another time. Do you have any rooms available?”

She frowned, “Yes, of course, but… you know you already have a room, right?”

“Yeah, It isn’t for me. I kind of saved a group of hostages from a load of Troll Bandits. We’ll see if we can find a more permanent solution tomorrow, but they need somewhere to sleep tonight, and I don’t want them touching my stuff.” Nays opened her mouth, but Mason cut her off. “I have stuff, Nays.” Nays shut her mouth.

“Where are they now?”

“In there,” he said, pointing to the Trunk he had set down beside him.

Mason opened the lid at Nays’ questioning look and called for the people inside to come out.

Her eyes went wide at the state of them.“Wow, you weren’t joking. Err, yeah, no problem, we can sort out a room for them.”

“Thanks, Nays. Let me know what it costs, and I’ll cover it. Im going to head up to my room. I’m dying for a decent night’s sleep.” Mason turned and walked toward the ex-hostages, who had congregated next to the stairs, to tell them what was going on.

“Yeah, no worries. See you later!” She looked at Mayry, who had been standing next to him, her smile fading slightly. “Glad you’re alive, by the way. Do you also need a room?”

Mayry smiled at her and said, “Nope.” Then followed Mason as he headed up the stairs.

As they made their way up the stairs, Mayry couldn't help but ask, “So, what's the plan for tomorrow?”

Mason sighed, “I don't know, really. I need to talk to your father and find out why he tried to send me to my death.”

Mayry rolled her eyes. “Oh, stop, it was probably just a mistake, I doubt he knew the bandits were Trolls. Let me talk to him first.”

“Hmm, pretty fucking big mistake… but yeah, talk to him, tell him what happened, but I still need to see him tomorrow. Even if just to get paid.”

“And what about these people we rescued? What happens to them?”

“I don't know,” Mason said. “You tell me. You’re the one who works with the Mayor. Maybe add it to the list of what you talk to him about.”

They stopped at the door to his room. He sighed, “I really do need to get some sleep. I’ll see you tomorrow, maybe we could do something that doesn’t involve ‘Others’, Trolls or giant lizards?”

“Hmm, sure. I can introduce you to your new trainer.”

Suddenly excited, “You found someone?”

“Yeah, I’ll tell you more tomorrow since you ‘really need to get some sleep.” She turned and headed back down the stairs.”Oh, and Mason?” She called back.

“Yeah?”

“Take a bath. You stink.”

Chuckling, “Yeah, I’ll get right on that!” He called after her.

============================================

Mason had been playing video games for hours now, he wasn’t even sure what time it was. He had finally reached the last level and was determined to beat it. However, as he was about to make the final move, he felt the takeout he had eaten earlier start to wreak havoc on his stomach. Mason groaned, paused the game, and got up from the couch.

He walked towards the bathroom, grumbling to himself about how he shouldn’t have eaten that dodgy-smelling shrimp. As he sat on the toilet, Mason decided to take a break from games and pulled out his phone to scroll through Facebook. He liked a few memes, commented on a few others, and before he knew it, he had been sitting there for far longer than he had intended.

A sudden knock at the door shook him from his meme binge. He wasn’t expecting anyone, but there was always something coming from Amazon, so he assumed it was a delivery. Mason shouted, "Just leave it at the door!" He was pretty comfortable where he was, and didn’t want to interrupt his bathroom break. But the knocking continued, becoming more insistent. Mason let out a frustrated sigh, “Fine! I’m coming!” he got up, tucking his phone into his pocket.

As Mason made his way to the door, he checked the time and saw it was pretty late at night. He wondered who could be knocking at this hour. He was certain he didn't have any plans, and thinking about it, he didn't remember ordering anything. He peeked through the peephole. Huh, that was weird. All he saw was an empty hallway. The knocking started again, making him jump back. He took another look, and there was a man standing there. He was looking down so Mason couldn’t see his face.

Yep, he had definitely been awake far too long. He shook his head as if to shake away the tiredness.

He grabbed the handle and opened the door.

For just an instant, he saw the man standing there. A towering figure with broad shoulders and a rugged appearance.

=============================

Mason woke up. He tried to remember the dream he had been having, but the harder he fought to remember, the more it slipped away.

He froze. There was a dark figure in the room with him.

“Holy mother fucking shit bricks.” He shouted. He was moments away from shooting his entire Mana pool worth of Magic Missiles into the figure when a ball of flame appeared in his hand—lighting up his face and causing Mason to relax slightly.

“What the hell are you doing here? I almost blew you to pieces.”

Mayor Sparks sneered at him, “As If you could.” He pointed at him with the hand not holding a fireball. “You almost got my daughter killed,” He took a step forward threateningly.

Mason got out of bed. He was wearing nothing but the pink boxers he had gotten on his very first day in this world. “No, YOU sent me out there to die, she insisted on coming. YOU almost got us both killed!”

His fire dimmed as emotion crept into his voice, “You weren’t supposed to take her with you!”

“So you did know!” It was Mason’s turn to step forward, his dagger appearing in his hand. “Why were you trying to kill me?“

His fireball went out, leaving the room dark again until Mason activated the light rune. The Mayor walked over and collapsed into a chair. A glass full of whisky appeared in his hand. “I didn’t know about the trolls.”

Mason’s eyes narrowed, “Bullshit.”

Taking a sip of the liquid in his glass, he replied. “It’s the truth. I was… threatened. This woman told me about the bandits and told me to send you there. She said it was a present to you, to help you get stronger. I… I think she was the ‘Other’ who took Mayry.”

“Mayry… told you about that?”

“Yeah… of course she did. I’m her father.”

Mason had thought, Mayry would keep that a secret. He also wondered what else she had told him.

“Hmm, this woman… black eyes? Kinda hot but in a psychotic kind of way?”

“I guess that could describe her pretty well. Yes”

“Gael.” She was supposed to be leaving him alone for a year, not ‘helping’ him train… he would need to keep a closer eye out from now on in case he tries to ‘help’ some more.

The Mayor produced a large bag of coins and handed it to him. “This is the payment for getting rid of the Trolls. It is significantly more than we agreed on.” He produced a much larger bag of coins, holding it just out of reach, “and this is yours if you agree to stay away from my daughter.”

“All due respect, Sir.” Mason said, “Your daughter does what she wants.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of, young man. Since she met you, she’s nearly died several times. Tell me, how many of those would never have happened if you had never come here? You seem to attract danger. If you care about my daughter, just think about it.”

Mason went quiet. He was right, apart from maybe the Basilisk Mayry would never have been taken by the ‘Other’s’ or been nearly killed by the Trolls.

He was considering taking the money when a thought occurred to him. “How’d you even get in here?

He stood up and made a show of brushing off his jacket.“I am the Mayor of the city. I have my ways.”

Mason had faith in Nays’ rune work. He knew there was no way he had gotten through that door without waking him up. “You climbed through the window, didn’t you?”

“Yes… and with that, I think I’ll be leaving. Think about what I said, won’t you?”

“I will.” He said thoughtfully before adding, “And Sir? If you come into my room again uninvited, I don’t care whose father you are. You won’t be leaving uninjured.”
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                Chapter 35 - Bunny Wabbit

He didn’t go back to sleep. He couldn’t. He had far too much on his mind.

Did he want to be the kind of person who put his friends in danger? No, of he didn’t, but alternatively, did he want to be alone for the rest of his life, terrified of what getting close to people would mean? Also no.

He was also mad at Mayry for telling her father about the others and scared about what else she might have told him. He trusted her, but he still didn’t know her particularly well.

To top it all off, his mind couldn’t stop wondering back to his fight with Gler. He really shouldn’t have won… he had felt rage like nothing he’d ever experienced and the thoughts he had had. What was happening to him?

After hours of trying and failing to fall asleep, he got out of bed and wandered downstairs, wondering if breakfast was being served yet. To his surprise, a bored-looking Nays was still sitting at the reception, her face buried in a book.

Mason snuck up to her, only a few inches behind the book. “HI, NAYS.”

She jumped, let out a squeaking noise and disappeared into a puff of yellow smoke.

Shocked, Mason leaned over the desk and saw a only bundle of clothes where Nays had been sitting. Oh shit, what had he done?! The clothes started to move. A tiny rabbit poked its head out of the clothes and looked around. It was breathing fast, obviously terrified.

“Nays? Is that you?! What the hell?!”

He pulled the rabbit into his arms and, without thinking, stroked its back, trying to calm it down in hopes it would turn back into the Elf.

After a few minutes of this, there was another puff of smoke, and Mason felt the weight of the rabbit increase dramatically. When the smoke cleared, in his arms was a wide-eyed, very pink and very, very naked Nays. When she had appeared, whatever magic had done, it had also managed to readjust his hands, so he was holding her in a bridal carry.

Neither of them moved for a few seconds. Mason’s own face heated up rapidly.

Eventually, Mason came to his sense and put her down. “I’m so sorry! I don’t know what I did, but I’m sorry!” He was still looking at her, trying to make sense of what was happened, plus he was a guy, so he couldn’t help but-

Nays shouted. “Mason! Stop looking at me! Turn around!”

Mason immediately followed the order and spun around.

After a few minutes, where he heard the rustle of clothes and a few muttered swears, she said. “Ok…

You can turn around now.”

He did. She had retreated behind her desk and gotten dressed. Her face was still very pink and she seemed intent on looking anywhere but at him.

He didn’t know the proper etiquette of what to do after stroking the rabbit form of a girl and then having her appear naked in your arms, so he just said, “Are, um, you okay?”

She sat back in her chair and sighed. “Yeah. That happens sometimes….”

“What do you mean that happens sometimes? You just turned into a rabbit!”

Mason hadn’t thought it possible, but she got even pinker. “It’s my Chaos Ability! Okay! I turn into woodland creatures when I get scared.”

Mason let out a small laugh, then held it back. Then let out another and another until he couldn’t stop.

Nays glared at him, but he couldn't help himself. It was just too absurd. "I'm sorry," he said between laughs. "I don't mean to laugh, it's just...wow."

Nays huffed and crossed her arms. "It's not funny, you jerk! It's embarrassing. What if someone had seen me like that?!”

Mason sobered up and nodded. "You're right. I'm sorry. Is there anything I can do to help? Maybe we can find a way to control it?"

Nays shook her head. "I've tried. The only thing that would help is getting enough Chaos Energy to upgrade the ability. From what I’ve read about people who have had similar abilities, if it did upgrade, it might even be useful.”

Mason frowned. “Then why don’t you go kill some monsters?”

Nays rolled her eyes. "Because it's not that simple! I’d like to see you try and kill a monster while you’re a rabbit!”

Mason chuckled “Okay, fair point.”

He had an idea. He used his Identify skill on her and saw,

Nays Nettlewood - Elf Level 12

While most Elves live in their own communities, some, like Nays, prefer to live in human towns and cities as they find the Elven need for perfection to be suffocating.

“Why don’t I take you hunting? You can’t be that far off from upgrading your ability.”

Nays looked at him sceptically. “You want to take me hunting?”

Mason shrugged. “Why not? It’ll be fun! We’ll stick to really weak monsters. Plus, I’m a Hunter, so I can show you the ropes and heroically save you if anything goes wrong.”

Nays hesitated, looking uncertain.“Will your girlfriend be coming? Maybe don’t mention the whole naked thing to her. I don’t think she likes me much.”

He frowned, “Girlfriend? Who, Mayry? She isn’t my girlfriend, we’re just friends.”

She perked up and smiled, “Oh well, in that case, feel free to mention it to her.”

She stared at him as if she was expecting him to talk next. “Err, so the hunting? Do you want to come with me?”

Nays considered it for a moment before nodding. “Oh, right. Okay, yeah, let’s do it. But if I turn into a rabbit and you laugh, I’m kicking your ass.”

Mason grinned. “Deal.”

“Great! When do you want to go?”

“Whenever, really, my shift ends soon, I don’t know why they even have me here for the early morning shift; nothing ever happens. If you’re not doing anything, we can meet you back here in an hour?”

“Sure, sounds good. Do you know how to use any weapons? Just so I know.”

“Yeah, all elves are taught the bow when they’re young, and I can swing a sword pretty well.”

Huh, this might be easier than he had thought. “Okay, great, I’m going to head to the Hunters Association and find an easy contract for us to do. Then I’ll pick up a spare bow and sword for you. Then I’ll meet up with you in an hour!”

Mason turned to leave before he remembered something. “Oh, what about the people I bought in yesterday did they get settled, alright?“

“Yep, no problem. They have the room until tonight.”

“Good to know. They have some money, so hopefully, they’ll find somewhere in Town they can rent.”

======================

After 30 minutes, Mason left the Hunters Association with a contract perfect for him and Nays. The contract involved dealing with a group of slimes that had been causing trouble for nearby farmers.

Slimes were generally considered harmless unless they reached a significant size, but according to the contract, these were relatively small. There were three or four of them that had been eating crops, and despite the farmer's attempts to scare them away, they kept returning.

Even in this world, slimes were at the absolute bottom of the food chain. If he killed them, they probably wouldn't net him much experience at all, but hopefully, they’d make a good place to start for Nays.

Before he got to the weapon shop, he saw Mayry walking his way.

He had decided he would let Mayry decide if she continued to spend time with him. It wasn’t his place to tell her what to do.

As she spotted him, Mason could tell she wasn’t happy with him.

She marched up to him and pointed a finger into his chest. “What did you say to my father?”

Mason was taken aback. He had no idea what he could have said to would elicit such a response from her, and her accusation really annoyed him. "What do you mean? Are you talking about when he broke into my room, accused me of nearly getting you killed? Or do you mean when he told me that you told him about the 'Others'?"

His reply seemed to catch her off guard, and she recoiled slightly in response. "That's not what I meant. My father said you're going to stop spending time around me because you're scared I'll get hurt again."

“No, he offered me a bag of money to stay away from you, but I told him no. The conversation did make me wonder what else you might have told him, though?”

“I only told him about the ‘Others’ because he had a right to know who kidnapped his daughter! If you’re asking if I told him about you? No, I didn’t.”

There was silence for a few moments while they stared at each other.

Mayry was the first to break the silence. “I haven’t told a soul anything about you. I wouldn’t do that.”

Mason had calmed down a fair bit and sighed. “I believe you, I trust you, I just… your father really got in my head.”

She chuckled suddenly, “Yeah, he does that. Try being raised by the man. He’s actually gotten a lot better, I had a boyfriend when I was younger, and to this day, I don’t know what my dad said to him, but he refused to speak to me again.”

Mason couldn't help but laugh at that. "I can imagine. He's a force to be reckoned with."

Mayry smiled at him, and Mason felt relieved that they could laugh about the situation. He knew that he had grown attached to her, and he didn't want to lose her but he was still very aware that she had nearly died twice because of him.

"Look, Mayry," he began, "I know your father is worried about you, and I don't want to cause any trouble. But I also don't want to stop spending time with you if you don't want me to. So, it's up to you. If you want to continue hanging out, I'm here. If not, I'll respect your decision."

She smirked, “You can’t get rid of me that easily. I think I’ll stick around for a while.”

Mason pulled her into a hug.

“So what are you doing up so early anyway?”

“Oh… after your fathers late night visit, I couldn’t sleep, so I went to go for a walk and bumped into Nays-”

There was a flash of a sneer on Mayry’s face, but it was gone so fast he thought he might have imagined it. “You bumped into her?”

"She was at the Inn reception and…."

Mason recounted all that had happened, him trying to scare her, her transforming into a rabbit, and her then transforming back naked in his arms.

Mason couldn’t help but laugh during several parts of the story, but Mayry seemed to be trying to hold in her laughter. She was getting redder and redder by the second.

“…and so yeah, I’m taking her hunting; I’m pretty curious to see what her ability upgrades into.”

Mayry was red as a tomato by now, “I have a Chaos ability, too, you know! But have fun on your little date.” Then stormed off the way she had come, leaving a very confused Mason standing there in the middle of the street. “What the hell just happened.” Mason shook his head, trying to process the sudden change in Mayry's demeanour. He couldn't understand why she was so upset about him taking Nays hunting, but he decided not to dwell on it too much. He’d get answers whenever he saw her next.

*Ding*

Achievement unlocked! So dumb, so so dumb.

I’m not even fully sapient, and I can see why she’s mad.


	Reward 2 points added to intelligence (because apparently, you need it)



Ok, what the hell was going on? This was the first time he had heard from the system in a while, and it was pretty much just talking to him now.

Mason wanted to just have one relatively normal day in this world, so he tried to put it all out of his mind and headed to the nearest weapon shop.
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The third faction of Ganehfrel is the Thelbeckans, a religious power who claims to know the true story behind the disappearance of the gods. The members of Thelbecka are devout and deeply spiritual, with a strong belief in the power of their gods.

Thelbecka's influence extends beyond the city walls, as their followers can be found in many neighbouring regions. They are known for their charitable works, and many of Ganehfrel’s poorest residents have received aid from Thelbecka in times of need.

Despite their good works, Thelbecka is, of course, not without its controversies. Some members of the faction have been accused of using their religious beliefs to justify actions that are harmful to others. Additionally, their claim to know the truth behind the gods' disappearance has been met with scepticism by other factions, who view Thelbecka's beliefs as unfounded.

They are also known for their extensive ‘Holy Army’ that use secret training methods to produce some of the strongest fighters in any known world. They deny any such methods exist and instead claim their army is ‘Blessed.

Despite this scepticism, Thelbecka continues to wield significant power within Ganehfrel. Their followers are numerous, and their influence is felt in many aspects of daily life. Whether their claims about the gods are valid or not, there is no denying the impact that Thelbecka has on the people of Ganehfrel.

- Excerpt from ‘The Trials’ Chapter 1, The Factions

Chapter 36 - Nettlewood

“You’re late, Mr Hughes,” Nays said as Mason entered the Inn.

“I am not!”

“Well, not quite, but you were cutting it pretty close!”

Mason rolled his eyes at her and replied, “I don’t think I ever told you my last name.”

“Perks of being a receptionist. We know things,” She said, trying to be mysterious.

“Oh, is that right, Miss Nettlewood?”

Her eyes went wide, and she paled slightly. “Where did you hear that name?”

Oblivious to her reaction, Mason said, “Perks of being awesome.”

Nays spoke slowly and deliberately, “Mason, that’s my clan’s name. You really shouldn’t know that.”

“Oh shit, I’m sorry. It’s just an ability I have. It gives me information basic about people.”

“Why shouldn’t I know your name? It seems like it’d be pretty common knowledge.”

“I can’t talk about it here… maybe on the way to wherever we’re going….”

They made their way out of Town in relative silence. Mason tried making conversation a few times, but from her curt answer, Mason could tell she was agitated.

As they approached the farm that the contract had specified, Mason slowed and turned to face Nays, who had been trailing behind him. “Are you okay? Is this about me saying calling you that name?”

She sighed and sat down where she was, “When I was young, I ran away from home. It was all just too much; I don’t know how much you know about Elves?”

Mason sat opposite her, “A little, but not much.”

“In Elf communities, your clan is everything. It’s your family, your identity, your heritage. When I ran away, I didn’t just leave my family. I left my clan. And that’s a big deal. It’s like I lost a part of myself.”

Mason listened intently, sensing the weight of her words.

“Nettlewood was my clan. I haven’t told anyone that in years, not since I left. And then you just come along and say it like it’s nothing.”

“I didn’t mean to upset you. I really am sorry.”

Nays looked up at him, her eyes softening a little. “I know you didn’t. It’s just a sore spot for me.”

Curiosity got the better of him, “If your clan meant so much to you, then why did you leave?”

Nays hesitated before answering as if considering whether or not to share this part of her past.

Seeing that she was uncomfortable, Mason spoke first, ”I’m so sorry. You just said it was a sore spot, and here I am asking you to talk about it. Forget I said anything.”

She hesitated a few more seconds before she spoke up. “No, It’s okay. I left because…. It wasn't just about my clan. It was about the way things were in my community. There were expectations placed on me that I didn't want to fulfil. I wanted something more than just a life of tradition and duty. I was shocked when you said the name because… If anyone from my clan knew I was here, I… don’t know what would happen.”

Mason nodded, sensing the gravity of her words. He saw a single tear make its way down her face. “I understand. You can come to me if you ever want to talk about it or need help with anything. But for now, shall we go kill some slimes?” Mason grinned at her trying to cheer her up.

Nays stood up, brushing off her pants. “Yes,” She said with a smile “, let’s do this!”

Mason nodded, standing as well. They made the rest of the way to the farm.

Before long, they spotted the culprits. The contract has said three or four slimes. Mason scoffed. Looking around, he counted 19 of the things. They were about the size of basketballs and were a pale green colour. Their bodies were slimy and gelatinous, with a texture that reminded Mason of Jello. They didn't seem to have any discernible features except for two small black dots that served as their eyes.

Their movements were slow and clumsy, but they were relentless in pursuing anything edible. Mason watched as they oozed around the farm, leaving a slime trail behind them.

These things shouldn’t do much damage at all, so I’m going to distract them so that you can shoot them that way, you’ll get most of the experience points.”

“Experience points?”

“Err, Chaos energy, whatever, just try not to shoot me!”

He turned to Nays, "Are you ready for this?"

Nays nodded, drawing her bow and pulling an arrow from her quiver. “I’m ready. Just don’t let them get close to me.”

“Why? Are you scared?”

“No… they just look really gross.”

Mason drew his dagger and charged towards the slimes, with Nays following close behind. As they closed in on the first slime, it turned to face them, its two black dots locking onto Mason. With a wet squishing noise, it lunged towards him, its slimy body jiggling as it moved.

These slimes were fearless. For a moment, Mason worried he’d made a mistake, and these were actually super powerful ancient elder slimes.

He side-sidestepped the slime’s lunge and swung his dagger, slicing the slime in half. The slime let out a high-pitched squeal as it dissipated into a pool of goo.

You have slain – Monster - Level 2 Nature Slime.

You have received a share of 20 XP.

For your contribution, you have received 15 XP.

Never mind, they were just normal slimes.

“Hey! I’m the one who is supposed to be killing them!”

“Sorry!”

Nays took aim and fired her arrow at a slime, hitting it squarely in the centre. The slime shuddered before it popped like a bubble at a toddler’s birthday party.

Mason and Nays continued their assault, Mason dodging and weaving as the slimes tried to attack him and Nays, shooting them one by one.

Mason threw out his hand, trying to knock away a slime that had been heading towards Nays, “OUCH.” An arrow was sticking out of his palm.

“Sorry, my bad! Squeaked Nays.

Gritting his teeth, he pulled it out. “It’s fine.” He called back.

It didn’t take them much longer to finish up the rest of the slimes.

Mason grinned, looking over at Nays. "That was fun, apart from when I got shot.”

Nays smiled back, wiping the slime off her face. "Yeah, it was. We make a good team, and I already said I was sorry!”

“Yeah yeah, I know. It’s all fine now, all healed up.” He held up his hand, showing Nays.

Out of nowhere, his ring vibrated, alerting him that he was in danger. Without thinking, he shoved Nays to the ground, thinking he was about to be attacked.

She landed and looked up at him with hurt in her eyes. “Mason! What was that for?”

“Crap, I’m sorry, I thought…” he trailed off. “Can you hear that?”

There was a low buzzing noise.

Monster - Vespara Level 12

Slimes are what happens when liquid is left somewhere with high magical saturation. A Vespara is what happens when that liquid is royal jelly from a Monarch Wasp.

Its body was a sickly yellow that glistened with a viscous slime that oozed from every pore. At the end of its body was a sharp needle-like stinger. Its eyes were a bright, piercing red, glowing with a fierce intensity. It hovered there, watching them.

Mason called back to Nays, not taking his eyes off of the wasp monster. “It looks pretty scary but isn’t actually that strong! Do you want to have a go at it first?”

No answer. He chanced a look back and saw a bundle of clothes on the floor. Standing on top was a doe. Mason smiled and started to let out a laugh before he saw the death glare the doe gave him.

He faked a cough to cover his laugh. “It’s fine! I can deal with this one!”

The wasp slime was still hovering a few hundred meters away. Mason took out his bow and started shooting arrows at it. The first few missed going wide. The next few hit the creature but seemed to have no effect. The arrows entered the beast and deteriorated in the liquid that formed the body of the monster.

Ok, this might be slightly trickier than he had thought.

He ran towards the Vespara and shot a Magic Missile at it soon as he got close enough. It hit, and the wasp slime exploded. What was left of it rained down on Mason and doe Nays. Everywhere the goo landed started to itch terribly.

You have been inflicted with the Delirium of the Royal Jelly. For the next 60 seconds, your Intelligence is lowered by 20%. Your Perception is lowered by 20%, Your Agility is lowered by 20%

Your willpower has lowered each effect to 15 %.

The remains hit the ground and immediately started to merge together, reforming the Monster.

For a second there, he had thought the last attack had finished it. “God Dammit.”




            

    
        Chapter 37 - Fucking Run!

    
    
    
    
                “God dammit.”

If all of his attacks were just going to pass straight through the Monster, then how the hell was he suppo-, wait, what the fuck.

Mandatory Quest Received! Fucking Run!

Quest Objective - You have, for the second time, invoked a Taboo. Whatever the result is, you will not be ready for it. Hence the running.

Reward - You get to not be wiped from existence.

Everything seemed to still. The colour seemed to drain away from the world around him, leaving everything looking dull and lifeless. The breeze that had been, up until moments before, causing the leaves on the tree trees to rustle was now absent. Even the Vespara started backing away.

Mason was confused. He wasn’t sure what was happening. He had Invoked a taboo? What could he of possibly done to cause that? He doubted that these Vespara things were considered holy….

He had shot a Magic Missile, and the attack had gone right through the giant wasp. He had gotten annoyed, and then he had said…oh, God dammit.

Ohhh. Oh fuck.

As realisation struck him, the ground started to shake. He didn’t exactly trust his system, he thought its advice of ‘Fucking Run’ might be the best course of action. He turned to look where doe Nays was. Still in animal form, she was staring at him with terror and accusation in her eyes. Evidently, she had heard what he had done.

As the world shook, he dashed over to Nays, scooped her up into his arms and started to run. Chancing a look behind him, he saw a crack appear in the ground, a giant hand emerging from its depths.

“What the mother fucking fuck is that.” He shouted as he ran.

He felt Nays tremble in his arms as he sprinted faster, trying to put as much distance as possible between them and the emerging creature. The ground continued to shake violently, making it difficult to keep his balance. He could hear the sound of rocks and debris crashing against each other as the creature made its way to the surface.

The sky turned dark as clouds of dust and ash filled the air. He felt himself coughing and choking as he tried to take in the air.

Achievement Unlocked! Accidental Demon

Through nothing but your own idiocy, you’ve managed to temporarily awaken a Demon.

Reward: Quickfire history lesson.

There were 15 Gods. The 10 minor gods rebelled against the 5 greater gods. This resulted in an all-out war throughout the cosmos. The greater gods cursed the lesser gods and turned them all into horrible, disgusting beasts. Demons.

The war bought with it death, destruction and unimaginable horrors to mortal kind. Eventually, the 5 realised the only way to stop the pain and suffering they were causing was to curse all 15 divine beings to eternal sleep.

Each time the word ‘God’ is spoken, it weakens the curse, resulting in more and more of the Demon’s power being awakened.

The result of invoking the Taboo is caused by this power and can vary from a small inconvenience to what you are now experiencing, an echo of a Demon’s consciousness that has temporarily slipped through the curse hold.

He chastised himself for his stupidity. Mayry had warned him not to use the word, yet he had still done it. Now, he was running for his life with a terrified Nays in his arms as a monstrous creature, apparently a demon, emerged from the depths.

As he ran, he couldn't help but wonder if the gods and demons of this world bore any resemblance to one of the pantheons of earth. He had always been fascinated by the myths and legends of ancient civilisations of his home world, but he had never really believed in any god or gods, and now he was probably going to be squished by one.

He stumbled over a loose rock, nearly losing his grip on Nays. She yelped in fear, and he knew he couldn't afford to make any more mistakes. With renewed determination, he pushed himself harder, running faster and faster.

Figuring he was far enough, he slowed to a stop and turned to look at the horrifying creature he had summoned.

Mason had sprinted as fast and as far as he could away from where the Demon had first appeared, but now fully emerged, he could see as if it were standing right in front of him. It stood hundreds of feet tall, its skin was black as coal, its eyes glowed an ominous red. Its body was muscular and covered in sharp spikes, its limbs were long and twisted like the branches of a long-dead tree. It let out a deafening roar and locked eyes with Mason. He had definitely not run far enough.

When Its gaze met his own, he felt every muscle in his body freeze up. He couldn’t so much as twitch his finger. When the gargantuan entity lifted its foot and took one huge step towards him, all he could do was watch on in horror. With every passing second, the Demon drew closer. With all his heart, he willed Nays to run away and save herself, but just like him, she was paralysed.

He knew he was screwed, but out of morbid curiosity, he wanted to know how screwed.

Brobdingnagianthos - Level ??? Lesser Celestial.

I feel your scan. I know you’re there. I see you.

Well, that was creepy. Surely it knew that Mason knew that it could see him. If that really had been the demon communicating with him, why did it feel the need to state the obvious? He felt like he was missing something.

As it got closer, his brain started to feel like it was vibrating, his vision blurred, and a pressure that felt similar to his Mana started to build within his chest.

Now with the Demon only a few steps away, Mason started to think about all of the regrets he had. He regretted the way he had left things with Mayry. He had assumed he would see her again soon and be able to make up with her. He regretted he had never gotten the chance to say goodbye to his family on earth, he had still been holding out hope that one day be able to return and tell them of his journey. They wouldn’t believe a word, but he would have still liked to share it with them.

You are level 15, and h h h have 4160 experience points. 2 levels levels levels worth of Chaos Energy would-

The notification faded. What the heck was that? His system had glitched. That was strange. He had never really thought of it as an actual game system that could glitch.

You are level 15 and have 4160 experience points. 2 levels worth of Chaos Energy is required to break the divine paralysis. Spend? Y/N?

Without a second thought, Mason mentally smashed the Y.

The Demon stopped midstep and lowered its foot. It stared at Mason and almost imperceptively cocked his head to the side.

He could move again. In his arms, Nays was still paralysed.

Knowing for an absolute fact that nothing in his repertoire of abilities could so much as Itch the Demon, Mason turned and once again ran for his life.

He heard a noise behind him. It wasn’t the booming footstep of the Demon pursuing him. No, those never came. It sounded like a baby’s cry mixed with the engine of a car failing to start with a hint of distortion. It was laughing. The demonic entity that he was certain would be his end was laughing at him. That truly horrifying sound would haunt his dreams for the rest of his life.

The laughing suddenly stopped. Mason turned to see the Demon was gone.

Mandatory Quest Fucking Run! - Completed

Quest Objective - You have, for the second time, invoked a Taboo. Whatever the result is, you will not be ready for it. Hence the running.

Reward - You still exist. Congrats.

Now he was relatively safe, he wanted some answers.

“Help, Spending level,” He said to the air. Nays looked up at him weakly. The poor thing had been terrified and barely had the strength to shoot him dirty looks.

His attempt at getting a help Notification failed. He was already dreading the moment Nays turned back into herself, but he figured in for a penny… “Help? Spending Levels against Demons?”

Help - Using XP

XP is used to level up and gain new abilities. With each new XP threshold you reach, you will gain a level. Levelling up will unlock stat points-

“You know that’s not what I mean!” Mason shouted, making Nays shift in his arms. He started to pet her to calm her down, momentarily forgetting that she wasn’t really an animal.

He pulled up his Menu and checked his character sheet.

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 13

Current XP: 3550/4200

Race: Human

Class: Hunter

Health Points (HP): 260

Mana Points (MP): 285

Stamina: (SP): 185

Stats

Strength: 24 (+15) 39

Agility: 19

Endurance: 17

Vitality: 16

Resilience: 12 (+26) 38

Intelligence: 34(+10%) 37

Perception: 24

Willpower: 14

Free points: - 4

Skills:

Identify (Basic), Magic Missile - INT (Advanced), Emotional Outburst - PER (Advanced), Camouflage - PER (Advanced), Random Summon (Advanced)

Class skills, Basic Monster tracking.

He was missing 4 points in each stat, and his free points sat at minus 4. He really had lost two levels but the system was refusing to acknowledge that it was even possible.

It really sucks losing those levels, but he was alive, and so was Nays, so things could be a lot worse.

Thinking of Nays, he looked down and realised the doe had fallen asleep in his arms. His petting her had indeed calmed her. It was strange she hadn’t transformed back yet, perhaps she had run out of energy.

Not wanting to disturb the sleeping doe girl, he stayed where he was and shimmied over to the nearest tree so he could rest his back against it.

It had been a strange day. Just once he’d really like to experience the good of this world instead of the worst. This time, he had to admit it was entirely his fault. He had to remember never to say that word again. He had read that when children were just learning to speak, parents often got a ritualist to perform a ritual that would prevent them from saying the word. He wondered if he could get the same done. Though, if he ever got back to earth and his mum forced him to go to church as she often did, that was going to get pretty awkward.

He found himself stroking the doe in his lap again. What was he going to say to her when she woke up, that he accidentally said a word that every living being on this planet knows not to say?

He was pretty screwed there, but at least this was pretty nice. He was probably jinxing himself by thinking it, but this was a nice little break from the madness that was this world.

He paused, half expecting a hydra to appear out of nowhere and attack him. Thankfully he wasn’t that unlucky, nothing happened, and he got to enjoy his peaceful bliss for a little… while… longer…

He felt something move. he snapped awake.

The doe he had fallen asleep with on his lap had woken up and was no longer a doe but a naked woman. A naked woman who had been trying to covertly get off of his lap without waking him. When he had been nudged awake, his hands had come up in case he was being attacked. While he wasn’t currently being attacked, judging by where his hands had ended up, that could change pretty soon.

They both blushed. Mason apologised, but surprisingly, Nays didn't mind and even flirtatiously said she might let him do it again if he behaved himself.

            

    
        Chapter 38 - Of Elves and Demons

    
    
    
    
                Thousands of years ago, In the land of Thalassia, where the oceans were as vast and mysterious as the sky, there lived a man named Finn.

As a child, Finn had always been fascinated by the sea. He spent hours watching the waves crash against the shore and dreaming of what lay beneath the surface. One day, while exploring a rocky beach, Finn slipped and fell into the water. But instead of drowning, he found that he could breathe normally. It was as if the sea had taken him into its embrace.

Over the years, Finn honed his ability, diving deeper and deeper into the ocean. He discovered a world of wonder beneath the waves: schools of shimmering fish, forests of swaying seaweed, and even ancient ruins lost to time.

His parents knew of his ability and warned him to be careful and not swim too deep, as the fishermen had been telling tales of the sea monster they had seen.

Despite his parents' warnings, Finn couldn't resist the call of the ocean. He spent every free moment exploring the depths, pushing himself to go deeper and deeper. But he always kept an eye out for any sign of danger.

Out swimming late one afternoon, he came across an ancient ruin and decided to explore it. Finding nothing of note, he left the ruin to find the ocean far darker than when he entered the ruin.

Finn looked up and saw that a giant sea monster was floating above him, blocking out the suns light.

Finn's heart pounded with fear as he realised the monster was one of the creatures his parents had warned him about. Its scales shimmered in the sunlight, and its eyes glinted with a fierce intelligence that chilled Finn to the bone.

For a long moment, Finn and the sea monster regarded each other in silence. Finn wondered what the creature was thinking, whether it saw him as a friend or a foe. But then, with a sudden surge of movement, the monster swam towards him, its jaws gaping wide.

- Excerpt from ‘Chaos Abilities: Cautionary tales ’. Page 14 - Finn

Chapter 38 - Of Elves and Demons

They hadn’t slept long, apparently. According to Nays, It was just after 4 in the afternoon.

“How do you not know how to tell the time?

Defensively Mason replied, “I can tell the time! Where I come from, it’s just a little different.”

Nays smirked. “Uh-huh, I’m not judging you. You’re rich, powerful, and a Hunter I knew there just had to be something wrong with you.”

Glaring at her, Mason explained. “Where I’m from, they use little mechanical machines to tell the time. Here, it feels like everyone just always somehow knows.”

“You need machines to tell you the time? Thats weird. Where are you from? I thought all sapient races had an innate sense of what time it I.”

He didn’t want to give too much away, so he replied, “Oh, I’m from quite far away. I was bought here by an ACT, but I only remember bits and pieces.”

It wasn’t that he didn’t trust Nays. It was more that he already kind of regretted telling Mayry everything the moment he met her. It was probably the combination of being overwhelmed by his appearance in this new world, being so relieved to find another person and being so desperate for answers that had resulted in the verbal diarrhoea. He knew he had to do better.

Seeing that Demon also reminded him he desperately needed to train, level and get stronger. Today was a net loss of two levels, so he needed to kick it up a notch. Hadn’t Mayry mentioned a trainer? He really needed to get back in her good graces.

They were on their way back to Town and were chatting about this and that, mostly small things. Mason was enjoying the conversation until Nays asked, seemingly out of nowhere, “Why did you say it?”

“Nays I-” Mason hesitated, not knowing how to answer.

Nays continues, “I’ve heard of people saying it as like a last resort. When things were so bad that any change would be a good one, that wasp scared me, but you didn’t look fazed. Then you said what you said, and then… I.. You. I don’t know…. Demons and Elves have a long history. Elves can live a long, long time, and some can even remember the war. That thing, it was a Demon, wasn’t it? A real one?”

“It was an echo. Not really truly a Demon, but hopefully, it was as close as we’ll ever see. I didn’t mean to say it. Nays, Im so sorry I put you in danger.”

After a few moments of silence, Nays replied, “It’s okay. I mean, you also saved me, so I guess I can’t be that mad at you. It s just it was the most scared I’ve ever been.

“Me too, but we’re okay now. We’re safe.” In an attempt to change the subject, Mason asked, “Did your ability upgrade?”

“I don’t think so, I haven’t noticed any changes.”

“That’s a shame. Would you want to go hunting again sometime?

Nays looked like she was deep in thought before she answered, “I’m up for it. IF you don’t invite the demon.”

Mason chuckled. “Deal.”

“…Or the echo.”

Mason gave Nays a questioning look until he realised she was calling Mayry a demon.

He rolled his eyes and said. “You know, you two would get better if you both tried a little.”

“Hmm, I don’t know, there’s just something about her I don’t like. Plus, she doesn’t like me either, so….” She finished with a shrug.

As they walked, the Town came into view. From what he could see, there was a lot of panic. He thought that maybe another ACT Monster had appeared but then considered that the Towns residents probably saw the Demon’s huge form even from this far away.

He looked at Nays, “Would you mind maybe not mentioning the whole demon summoning this to anyone?

It would probably cause unnecessary panic.”

Nays nodded in agreement. “Yeah, I don’t think people would take it too well. Don’t worry. Your secret is safe with me.”

Mason let out a sigh of relief as they continued their walk towards the Town. He couldn’t wait to get back to training. Hopefully, Mayry would forgive him for whatever it was he did and introduce him to the trainer.

Thinking of Mayry, she appeared from the Town gate and ran towards him, looking frantic. She ran right up to him and hugged him. Pulling back, she asked, “Did you see it?”

Mason opened his mouth to answer, but Mayry cut him off. Her eyes narrowed and aimed at him, she asked in a whisper. “Mason, please, please tell me you didn’t summon a demon!?”

==========================================

She had been waiting at the Town gate ever since the massive figure had appeared. There had been whispers that it was a Demon. The Town was in a total panic, far worse than when the Basilisk had been spotted. The Towns guard were running around trying to keep the peace while also preparing for an unwinnable fight. They had even started arming some civilians with bows and swords as if that would be any help against an actual Demon.

She had been out getting lunch when it appeared. She had instantly dropped to her knees, an awfully loud high pitch noise blaring inside her head. She gritted her teeth and looked around, but she seemed to be the only one who had been affected. Everyone else was staring at the disgustingly terrifying creature who was just standing there back to the Town.

When it started running, it created shockwaves that made the buildings of the Town shake even with it being so far away.

The high pitch noise didn’t let up or change but stayed painfully ringing in her head. If she focused on the noise, she could almost hear wor

…

…

She knew Mason was out there with that Elf. She was worried that if he saw the Massive Monster, he’d try and start a fight with it, a fight which would get him killed instantly.

It was strange, Mason did end up in the middle of things a lot. If he got involved here, it would be just his luck…

Now that she thought of it…he couldn’t of… no, that was ridiculous…. Although…he did have that ability that summoned a random creature… that wouldn’t have been able to summon a Demon, surely?

…For fuck sake Mason. She hadn’t known the man long, but it was definitely the sort of crap that would happen around him. If he had actually managed to summon a fucking Demon, she was going to kick the crap out of him.

Maybe she was overthinking this. It was probably just an ACT, and the thing was just a Giant and not a Demon. She kept telling herself that, but for some reason, her brain brought her back to her Mason theory.

With no warning, the noise in her head changed. It became an indescribably awful noise that she somehow recognised as laughter. It continued for a while. Then the Demon was gone and the noises in her head along with it.

She was losing her mind. She went for a quick visit to Viv’s alchemy shop for something to soothe her aching head, then returned to the Town gate, hoping and praying that Mason wasn’t the cause of the Demon and he was completely uninvolved with the whole ordeal.

She scoffed at her own thought and continued to wait.

It had been a few hours since the Demon had disappeared. She was debating with herself whether or not she should go out and for Mason when she finally caught sight of the two of them. Seemingly uninjured, they walked leisurely toward the Town.

Mayry ran towards them, practically tackling Mason into a hug. She needed to know. She pulled back from the hug slightly and asked. “Did you see it?”

He kept a perfectly straight face and opened his mouth to answer her. Nays, fortunately for Mayry, was particularly bad at keeping her emotions from her face.

She cut Mason off before he could say a word. She narrowed her eyes at him and whispered, “Mason, please, please tell me you didn’t summon a demon!?”

His eyes widened a fraction, which she took as an admission of guilt, until he chided her defensively, “Mayry!”

Her shoulders sagged a little in relief. If he said he didn’t, then she would believe him.

“Of course, I didn’t. I wouldn’t even know how to start to do something like that.” Mayry took in a deep breath and let it out slowly, the tension leaving her. “I summoned the echo of a Demon, totally a different thing.”

Her jaw dropped. She stared at him incredulously.

After the staring continued past the two-minute mark, Mason looked down at her and asked, “Are you okay? Oh shit, I think I broke her.”

Mayry opened and closed her mouth a few times, a mix of confusion at his words and anger at his blasé attitude, trying to get words to come out. Eventually, she managed to growl out, “Tell me everything.”

And so he did. He explained everything up to the Vespara appearing, and then he paused.

Mayry spoke up when his story seemed to end without a single mention of the Demon.

“Okay, so the Vespara appeared… Nays went all doe-eyed, fine. But how did this end up with a Demon appearing?”

=========================================

Mason didn’t want to lie to Mayry, but he just couldn’t bring himself to admit that he’d accidentally said the word she had warned him never to say, and by warned, he meant threatened to kill him if he ever said it.

“Well, I tried to shoot the wasp thing with a Magic Missile, but it went right through it” He chanced a look up at her face to gauge her reaction. “so I used my summon creature ability and poof, an echo of a Demon appeared. We ran, got away, and it disappeared after a while.”

She frowned but looked up and hugged him again. “It wasn’t your fault. No one got hurt. That’s what matters. The Town is crazy at the moment, so I’ll have to introduce you to the trainer I found tomorrow. You should probably go back to your room and lay low for a bit. I’ll meet you there later?”

Mason nodded and headed off toward the Inn.

Nays followed him, “For someone you insist isn’t your girlfriend, she tells you what to do a lot, and she’s going to meet you in your room later?” Nays asked with raised eyebrows.

“Yeah… I think she’s just used to being the one in charge, and you’ve been in my room too, you know.”

Nays rolled her eyes, “Yeah, when we were hiding from the guards searching for you, it wasn’t exactly a romantic encounter, was it?”

“Well, either of you is welcome anytime, ’Romantic encounter’ or not.”

They entered the inn and walked over to the stairs leading up to Mason’s room, they hugged goodbye, and Mason headed up the stairs while Nays stayed behind to gossip with the receptionist working the desk.

The last thing Mason heard before he turned the corner was the receptionist asking Nays, “Did you hear? Apparently, the Mayor collapsed when the Demon appeared.”
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                Chapter 39 - Lyvan

“Does your family just not understand the concept of doors?” Mason said while yawning.

It was the next morning, and Mason had been poked awake by Mayry, who had once again climbed in through his window.

“I could use the door, but then I wouldn’t get to see the face you make when you wake up and see me in your room.”

Pulling the covers over his head in a weak attempt at getting more sleep, he asked, “What do you want?”

I was going to introduce you to your new trainer, but if you wanted to get more sleep, I could always come back…?”

“No, I’m up, I’m up. Who’s the trainer?”

“You met him just before the Basilisk attack, General Lyvan. He owes me a favour and said he’d train you a few hours a day before his shift. He’s tough, but he’ll teach you what you need to know.”

Grumbling something to Mayry as a reply, he made his way to the shower. As the hot water cascaded down his body, Mason couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and anxiety about the upcoming training. He knew he needed to improve his combat skills if he wanted to stand a chance against higher-level Monsters, not to mention all the seemly all-powerful ‘Others’ that he was supposed to eventually defeat. However, he just knew this training was going to consist of him being beaten up over and over again.

After quickly getting dressed in clothes other than his armour, Mayry led him to the training area that was just behind the guard barracks, where he was greeted by General Lyvan. The general was a tall, imposing Gnoll with a stern expression on his face.

He had forgotten how big he was. He had seen him very briefly before the Basilisk fight but hadn’t paid much attention, his mind preoccupied with the rapidly approaching fight.

He was at least half again as tall as Mason and several times more muscular.

“You must be Mason.” His voice was low and came out sounding like a growl.

“Yes, sir, I really appreciate you taking the time to train me.”

“I’ve heard a lot about you. You killing the Basilisk when you did, saved a lot of my men. I figured I owed you at least this much. I will warn you; this isn’t going to be fun….” He paused, looked at Mayry and then back at Mason before adding. “for you.”

Two hours later, Mason was tired and bruised, certain that Mayry had purposely found him the biggest, meanest, and most sadistic trainer she could. Sometimes he wondered if that woman liked him or hated him. Right now, he was definitely leaning toward hate.

The training had gone fine for the first 30 seconds. Lyvan had explained to him that he was there to learn to fight and was not to use any of his triggered abilities. Everyone in Town had heard of his fight with the Basilisk, and there were all sorts of rumours about him and what sort of powers he had.

After explaining the ground rules, Lyvan shouted, “DODGE!” and attacked Mason with no holds barred.

It took him a few punches to the face to process what was happening. Mason had expected Lyvan to go easy on him, at least to begin with. But no, Mayry had seen fit to tell the General that he had enhanced regeneration and resilience. The General had, apparently, taken that as a challenge.

The Gnoll looked possessed as he moved around Mason, throwing punches and kicks with lightning-fast speed and ferocity. Mason did his best to dodge and block, but it seemed Lyvan was always one step ahead.

Mason was confused. How was this sadistic bastard hitting him so hard? How was he hitting him at all? His Agility stat was only at 19, but surely that was enough that the Gnoll shouldn’t be kicking the crap out of him so effortlessly.

This couldn’t be a normal Gnoll, he was sure. General Lyvan must be some special breed of war Gnoll bred or something!

General Lyvan - General Level 31

Master of martial arts and head of the Town Guard. His mastery of multiple martial art styles makes him an extremely formidable opponent on the battlefield. He has a reputation for being almost unbeatable in one-on-one duels.

In his spare time, Lyvan enjoys long walks on the beach and reading romance novels.

Just a normal Gnoll, then… great. Mason's body was covered in bruises, and sweat poured down his face. Lyvan seemed to be enjoying himself immensely; a fierce grin was plastered on his face as he continued to attack. Mason attempted to dodge each strike, but Lyvan always seemed to know exactly what Mason was thinking.

Finally, after what felt like hours, Lyvan stopped and stepped back, a satisfied look on his face. "Not bad," he said, "but you've got a long way to go. See you back here same time tomorrow. We’ll step it up a notch.”

Mason collapsed to the ground, panting and exhausted. "You did well," she said, "Lyvan is one of the best trainers in Town. He seemed… impressed.”

Looking up at her, he croaked out, “I hate you.”

Mayry put a hand on her chest and, acting deeply offended, said, “Well then If you hate me so much, I guess I’ll keep this Stamina potion for myself.”

Mason's eyes widened, and he quickly sat up, holding out his hand. "Give it here," he said, a hint of desperation in his voice.

Mayry smirked and handed him the small vial, which he quickly drank, immediately feeling the potion’s effects. He felt a surge of energy run through him. He took a deep breath and let it out, feeling worlds better.

“So, what are you doing with the rest of your day?” Mayry asked.

“I need to complete some contracts. Fancy tagging along?”

“It’s my day off, and I have nothing better to do, so sure. What are we hunting?”

“Well, there weren’t many good contracts, so we could either exterminate a small tribe of goblins or track down a pack of Dire Wolves. Your pick.”

Mayry considered for a moment before deciding. "Let's go after the Dire Wolves first. They're a bigger challenge, but nothing too drastic.”

Mason nodded in agreement. After they both got changed into their amour, the two of them set off towards the outskirts of Town, looking very strange in their matching set of pink scale armour.

Once they arrived at the location, the contract stated, It didn't take long for them to find the wolves. They were big vicious and very aggressive. Mason drew his sword in one hand and his dagger in the other and charged towards them. The contract had estimated there to be between six and eight wolves. Mason counted 16. While he charged ahead, Mayry stayed back to protect their flank. Dire wolves were known to be smart creatures that used tactics to trap their prey.

While the battle was intense, it was nothing compared to the ‘training’ he had endured earlier that day. He dodged and weaved, blocking the wolves' attacks and striking back, mostly using his dagger but also getting a few good hits with his sword. Mayry was just as deadly, darting in and out of the fray and taking down wolves with quick, precise bursts of fire and spikes of ice.

Once they dispatched the last of the wolves, Mason noticed Mayry was frowning. “What’s wrong?”

“That was really easy. With Wolves, there is usually an A-“

A noise from behind them cut off whatever she was going to say. They spun and saw nothing. They heard the noise again, and then suddenly, Mason felt something huge slam into him from behind, knocking him to the ground. He rolled and managed to land on his feet. Before he stood a wolf far bigger than the ones they had just fought.

Monster - Alpha Dire Wolf Matriarch level 21

Dire wolves always appear in packs led by an alpha. The Alpha is far bigger, far tougher and fiercely protective of her pack.

“-Alpha”, Mayry finished needlessly.

*DING*

Quest Received! The big bad wolf

Quest Objective - You killed her children while she was out hunting. Now she’s pissed and wants to eat you. That’s fair enough in my eyes.

Reward - Medium item box (Rare).

Accept? Y/N

After accepting the prompt, Mason shouted to Mayry, “Do you have any ideas?”

She shot a fireball at the Monster, thinking maybe it would be vulnerable to fire. It wasn’t. It tanked the hit and was only pushed back a few steps. It looked over at Mayry.

“No! They’re not usually this big.” She shouted back, dodging out of the way as the Monster pounced at her.

“Okay! Keep it busy for a few minutes il try and summon something! Maybe we’ll get lucky.”

She caused the ground below the wolf to shoot up, sending the wolf into the air. “Okay, but no Demons, please.” The wolf came back down and darted towards her.

Trusting Mayry to take care of herself for a few minutes, he turned his attention to using his summoning ability. He held out his arms, and the crack appeared.

He lost focus when Mayry shouted, “MASON! WATCH OUT!”

He looked over and saw the wolf running over to him, probably wanting to stop whatever he was doing.

He jumped away from the crack. The wolf had been too late. The summoning had worked, and whatever was going to come through would emerge any moment.

As the wolf drew near, it seemed to ignore Mason in favour of the portal. It started sniffing it frantically until it jumped back at a noise.

A snorting sound was coming from the other side of the crack. A fat pink pig waddled through. It looked at the wolf and seemed to disregard it as a threat. It waddled closer and started sniffing the floor, looking for food.

The wolf just stared at it, stunned at the animal’s appearance. It sniffed it a few times, then backed away as if suspecting it to be a trap.

“What the fuck is that!” Mayry called.

Well, it was obviously a pig, but maybe it was some really powerful, super pig? He winced as he read the description.

Pig level 1

It’s a pig.

“It’s a pig!” Mason called back.

Mayry got closer, shouting, “I can see it’s a pig, Mason. Why the fuck did you summon a pig?!”

Before Mason could answer, the wolf did a sort of wolf shrug and decided the pig wasn’t a trap, just a very strange attack. It bit down on the pig and started to eat the creature.

Mason, seeing a chance, turned invisible and snuck over to the distracted Monster.

When he was close enough, he simultaneously plunged his dagger into the Monsters neck and shot a Magic missile at the back of its head.

The sneak damage from the dagger had been enough to kill it instantly, but he didn’t want to take any chances.

“That’ll do, pig, that’ll do,” Mason said sadly, looking at the half-eaten pig.

Mayry gave him a strange look as he walked over but didn’t comment.

They had been successful, but not without a few injuries. Mason was bleeding from a deep gash on his arm, and Mayry had a nasty bite mark on her leg.

Mason was fully healed within a few minutes, but Mayry needed to take a healing potion.

Once they were both okay, Mason checked his notifications.

Notification 1/3

You have slain – Monster – Level 10 Dire wolf x 5

You have received a portion of 500 XP.

You have received 250 XP.

Level up!

Stat points allocated

You have slain – Monster – Level 11 Dire wolf x 8

You have received a portion of 880 XP.

You have received 440 XP

You have slain – Monster – Level 12 Dire wolf x 3

You have received a portion of 360 XP.

You have received XP 180.

Level up!

You have slain – Monster – Level 21 Dire Wolf Alpha Matriarch.

You have received a portion of 210 XP.

You have received XP 150.

He was back where he was before the Demon, he had no points to spend, but progress was progress.

Notification 2/3

You have absorbed 1 stat point of Intelligence from Level 21 Dire Wolf Alpha Matriarch.

Notification 3/3

Quest update - The big bad wolf

Objective: You killed her children while she was out hunting. Now she’s pissed and wants to eat you. That’s fair enough in my eyes.

Quest Complete

Reward options – A. Medium Weapon box (Rare) or B. Medium magic item box (Rare).

Naturally, without a second thought, he chose the Magic item box.

The box appeared before him, and he excitedly ripped it open.

Wearable Item - Ring of the All-knowing Eye (Rare) - He knows all and sees all.

Effect: While wearing the ring, your Identify skill is boosted. It will allow you to identify beings stronger than you and will allow you to see an approximation of their HP bar.

“Ever heard of the ‘All-knowing Eye?” Mason asked Mayry.

Mayry shook her head. “No, I don’t think so. Why?”

“I got a new Magic ring. It’s got a weird description.”

Mayry just shrugged. “Are you nearly done? It’s really boring when you zone out like that.”

Rolling his eyes, Mason replied, “All done, just need to the bodies, then we can head off.”

He walked over to each dead wolf and looted the corpse. He had gotten almost a silver in iron and bronze coins which he split with Mayry. He had also gotten dozens of wolf teeth and loads of slabs of what the system called Monster meat.

“So, are you up for some goblin slaying?"
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                Chapter 40 - Goblin Orgy

Mason and Mayry arrived at the last known location of the goblin tribe to find nothing but an empty campsite. Mayry walked over to the campfire and held a hand over it. “Cold. It looks like they’ve been gone a few hours at least.” Their tents were still set up, and food hung over the fire pit. “They must have left in a hurry.”

Mason used his Monster Tracking skill, causing dozens of small footprints to start glowing in the dirt. Unfortunately, they all seemed to lead off in different directions, making them useless.

“Damn, I’ve got nothing, any ideas? Mason asked Mayry.

“I know a basic ritual that will point us in their general direction,” She started looking around the camp more thoroughly. “but we need something that came from one of them. Hair or spit would work best.”

Mason stuck his head into one of the tents. He withdrew it and immediately fell to his knees, gagging. Wiping his hand furiously on his leg.

Mayry ran to his side, “What’s wrong? Are you okay?”

In between long, deep breaths, Mason managed to say, “I’m fine,” pointing at the tent, “Smells horrible.”

To his surprise, Mayry’s face lit up. “Ah, that’s what I was looking for.” She explained, “Goblins tend to breed like rabbits, so in every camp, there is usually one or two tents where all the goblins go to… err, get it on.”

Mayry picked up a stick from the floor and used it to collect a sample of the green goo Mason wiped on his leg. She placed it on the floor and walked a circle around it while muttering something under her breath.

Mason frowned. He looked at the tent, then at Mayry, then at the stick, then back to the tent.

Mayry needed something that came from a goblin…. The goo she was using came from the sex tent….

The disgusting revelation finally dawned on him.

Mason once again fell to his knees. This time covering the floor in front of him with vomit.

Wiping the puke from his mouth, walk walked over to Mayry, “We need to go back to the Inn. I feel dirty and desperately need a shower.”

Mayry looked up at him with a grin on her face, Ignoring what he had said, “I think I know where they are.”

“Mayry! I just got goblin jizz on me I need a sho-“

Mayry rolled her eyes and cut him off by shooting a high-pressure stream of ice-cold water at him. “Better?”

The now-drenched Mason gave her a dirty look. “I’m seriously regretting rescuing you from the ‘Others’, you know!”

Chuckling, Mayry started walking east, “Yeah, yeah. Come on, let’s go.”

Five minutes into their walk, Mayry gave in and summoned a fireball to help dry Mason off, saying the squelching of his boots was driving her nuts.

======

After walking for only an hour, they found the second campsite. Mason activated his invisibility and scouted ahead. He returned a few minutes later, “This one looks abandoned too. The fire is still lit, so they must still be close.“

Entering the camp, It did indeed seem to be completely empty.

Mason paused just a few steps in, “Wait, do you hear that?”

“No, what is it?”

Mason’s face had gone green, he looked moments away from puking again. “Good news is the camp isn’t abandoned.”

“And the bad news?”

“I think all the goblins are in there,” Mason said, pointing to the largest tent. Now they were actively looking at the tent, it did seem to be rocking back and forth far more than the others.

Mayry turned her back to him and covered her face in an attempt to cover up her laughter.

==================================

It was good to be chief.

He eat when want eat, drink when want drink and fuck when want fuck.

All he need worry about is hunters but with new camp they no find.

Chief special, Chief very powerful.

In new sex tent he fuck all day. Guards outside watch for hunters.

Many goblins in sex tent fucking. Bad smell smell good.

Bored, kick off girl goblin. New girl goblin better.

Need breed for new goblins be made. More goblin more fighters. More fighters no fear hunters.

Big family, no fear, no fear goblins safe.

Wait, why guard fucking too? Guard should be guarding! Who guarding?

Throw rock at guard, guard run away. Bad guard not leave tent still no guard.

Not matter, safe.

Bad smell smell different. Tent too hot.

Fire. Big boom. Lots of fire.

“UNDER ATTACK!”

==========================

In order to prevent the goblins from getting to their weapons, Mayry had first set all of the empty tents on fire. Once that was done, the sex tent had already caught fire. None of the goblins had run out, probably too preoccupied with what they were doing.

Mayry held out her hand and closed her eyes. A ball of fire appeared in her palm. At first, it was the size of a pebble, but from the moment it appeared, it began to grow. After two minutes, it was the size of a football and still growing. Once it reached the size of a volleyball, Mayry flicked her wrist, and the giant ball of fire went shooting off to disturb the goblin orgy.

Seconds after it hit, Mason received notifications letting him know that that single strike had killed dozens of the goblins.

The rest ran out of the tent like ants from an anthill and charged at them in various states of undress. Mason’s eyes bulged as he saw the ridiculous penis-to-body ratio the majority of the remaining goblins possessed. Some of them had blades, but none had any armour.

It was almost too easy to finish off the rest of the little green assholes. They were about the size of an average 5-year-old, but their height was the thing they shared. Both the males and females were hairy, disgustingly ugly and very aggressive.

One managed to sneak up behind him and jump on his back. It tried to stab him in the throat, but his armour stopped the blade from piercing every time. The thing was also trying to stab his lower back. Wait. The goblin was stabbing at his throat with one hand and clinging to Mason with the other, so what was stabbing him in the lower back…?

OH EW! Mason threw the goblin off of him and saw that it was completely naked, green goo covering its lower parts.

The image of the goblin flying through the air was being burned into his mind. He knew that his nightmares were going to involve naked goblins from now on.

He shot it was a Magic Missile, and it exploded.

He looked over at Mayry. No more goblins were emerging from the tent. They both crept closer and saw that the biggest, fattest goblin he assumed was the chief had been the epicentre of Mayry’s fireball and so had most likely been killed instantly.

Checking his notifications, he saw that they had killed 67 goblins.

Notification 1/3

You have slain – Level 11 Goblin x 6

You have received a portion of 66 XP.

You have received 25 XP.


You have slain – Level 12 Goblin x 24

You have received a portion of 288 XP.

You have received 130 XP.


You have slain – Level 13 Goblin x 37

You have received a portion of 481 XP.

You have received 230 XP.


You have slain – Level 20 Goblin chieftain 

You have received a portion of 200 XP.

You have received 90 XP.


Notification 2/3

Level up!

Stat points allocated

In total, they had earned just over 1000 XP, Mayry got the Majority of it as she had been responsible for killing most of the goblins in the initial explosion. Mason received just under 500 XP and levelled.

What surprised him most was that according to his last notification, at least one of the goblins had possessed a Chaos Ability.


Notification 2/3

You have absorbed the ability. ‘Mental Manipulation’

Mental Manipulation (Basic) - The minds of others bend to your will.

Active effect: Twice a day, you can twist a target’s mind filling it with an emotion of your choice for 30 seconds X your Willpower. Scales with Willpower.

Terror, loyalty or lust. Which will you choose? 

Oh crap, this was dangerous. Terror and loyalty would have great battle utility but lust…

With terror, he could cause Monsters to flee anytime he got in over his head. With loyalty, he could make groups of enemies turn on each other. But Lust…

Dammit, he was a lot of things, but he couldn’t go around manipulating people into jumping into bed with him… Damn his morals.

He, begrudgingly, chose loyalty. He didn’t feel the usual rush of information. He looked at Mayry and tried to will her to be loyal to him, he assumed she already was pretty loyal, or he wouldn’t be testing it on her.

He had decided not to tell her about this particular ability as he could imagine people might start acting weird around him if they knew he could influence their minds. They would always be questioning if they were doing something because they wanted to or because he was forcing them to.

He told Mayry he needed to rest. While she looked through the burnt tents he stared at her and tried to make his ability work.

After a few attempts, he whispered, “Help, Mental Manipulation.”

 Help - Mental Manipulation

Error - Information on absorbed abilities unavailable.

A few more attempts in, and Mason figured out he could sort of lock onto Mayry’s mind. When he did this, he felt a presence in his own mind that he could feel he would be able to push if he tried. He held off, not knowing if a sudden burst of loyalty would cause Mayry to suspect something was up. He tried pushing just a tiny bit of it into her.

Her head whipped around to stare at him. Her head cocked to the side, and after a few seconds, she smiled.

That seemed like it was a success. Maybe? It was a weird reaction to loyalty, but maybe he shouldn’t be testing new powers on his friends.

He put his two new stat points into Willpower. He was curious as to what the Advanced version of the ability would do. Would it give him a second emotion to choose from, or would it increase how many times he could do it per day? Maybe something entirely different.

Wanting to take a look at his progress, he bought up his character sheet.

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 16

Current XP: 5015/5600

Race: Human

Class: Hunter

Health Points (HP): 290

Mana Points (MP): 305

Stamina: (SP): 200

Stats

Strength: 27 (+15) 42

Agility: 22

Endurance: 20

Vitality: 19

Resilience: 15 (+26) 41

Intelligence: 38(+10%) 41

Perception: 27

Willpower: 19

Free points: 0

Skills: 

Identify (Basic), Magic Missile - INT (Advanced), Emotional Outburst - PER (Advanced), Camouflage - PER (Advanced), Random Summon (Advanced), Mental Manipulation (Basic)

Class skills, Basic Monster tracking.

He would commit the next few points into willpower unless he gained any other abilities that were more useful.

Coming out of his menu, he saw Mayry standing in front of him, arms crossed.

“If you’re done trying to mess with my mind, maybe we should head back to Town?”
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                Chapter 41 - Fuck This Guy

Mason looked up at Mayry, eyes wide, “Me? Mess with your mind? Never! I’m insulted you would even accuse me of such a heinous act!”

Sighing deeply, she replied. “Mason, how many times do I need to tell you, I can sense magic.” She took a step closer to him, pointing a finger at his chest. “So, imagine my surprise when I feel a burst of magic coming from you hit me and then suddenly have my mind filled with thoughts about how great you are.”

Mason's face fell as he realised he had been caught. "Okay, fine," he admitted, holding up his hands in surrender. “I got a new ability and tried it on you.”

He swatted him on the head, “Asshole, what was it supposed to do? Make me think of you? That a pretty shitty new ability?”

Defensively he replied, “No, It’s supposed to make the target loyal to me for a while. I tried on you because I couldn’t figure out to activate it, and I didn’t think it would do much to you because you’re already loyal to me! Or so I thought.” He narrowed his eyes at her, dramatically rubbing his head where she had swatted him.

“Oh”, she looked thoughtful, “you could have just asked. Now, come on, it’s getting dark, and you need to be up early tomorrow for training!” Grinning at the defeated look that had appeared on his face at the mention of ‘training’, she turned and started to head back to Town.

================================================

The next three days went by in a blur. In the mornings, he trained with Lyvan, who was, in fact, a sadist. The more pain Mason was in, the happier and more ferocious the man got. Mason had to admit, though, the training was helping. He had been hit by the Gnoll so often that he had gotten noticeably better at dodging.

One time he had even managed to land a hit on the Gnoll… once. Apparently, that had been a mistake.

The Gnoll’s grin had just widened, he had said something about kiddie gloves and ever since, he hadn’t come near to landing a hit again.

After every training session, he would be a sweaty, exhausted mess, feeling as if he was dying. Honestly, he was considering asking Lyvan to fight Gael when she returned, If only to satisfy his own desire of seeing one of them on the receiving end of being beat the fuck up.

Once he had regained the will to live, he would go to the hunters association building and pick up new contracts. He would then set off and try to complete as many as he could before coming back and restarting the cycle. Mayry had gone with him the first day, but the next two days he had gone alone.

Over the last three days, Mason had completed another five contracts netting him a decent amount of coin and a butt ton of experience. He had hit level 19 and was on the brink of reaching Level 20 and getting a new Skill Selection. He was also very close to upgrading his Mental Manipulation skill once his Willpower got to 25.

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 19

Current XP: 7330/7500

Race: Human

Class: Hunter

Health Points (HP): 330

Mana Points (MP): 320

Stamina: (SP): 215

Stats

Strength: 30 (+15) 45

Agility: 25

Endurance: 23

Vitality: 23

Resilience: 18 (+26) 44

Intelligence: 41(+10%) 41

Perception: 30

Willpower: 24

Free points: 0

Skills:

Identify (Basic), Magic Missile - INT (Advanced), Emotional Outburst - PER (Advanced), Camouflage - PER (Advanced), Random Summon (Advanced), Mental Manipulation - WIL (Basic)

Class skills, Basic Monster tracking.

The five contracts he completed had levelled him several times in his class and gained him the Class Ability he had so desperately wanted.

New Class Ability unlocked: Evaluate Monster.

Class Menu

Class: Hunter level 8

Local rank: 50/87

National Rank: ???

Continent Rank: ???

World Rank: ???

Class skills: Basic Monster tracking, Evaluate Monster

Evaluate Monster

Passive Effect - See the HP bar of any Monsters you engage in combat.

Waking up on the fourth day was no different than the previous three. He woke up, got ready, and left his room ready to get beaten up.

The only thing that kept him going to see Lyvan every morning was the knowledge that with his constant stat increases and new abilities, he would one day be able to wipe the grin off of the sadistic bastard’s face. He had a long way to go, but he would like to see Lyvan fight him when he was Level 50 or 75! There would be no way he’d stand a chance.

Busy daydreaming, he failed to notice the figure creeping up on him. A sweeping kick knocked Mason’s legs out from under him, causing him to hit the floor ass first.

“What have I told you? Always be ready for an attack!” Lyvan said as he stood over him, grinning.

“You have literally never said those words to me.” Keeping an eye on the Gnoll, he got to his feet, ”The only instruction you ever give me is shouting DODGE before you try to kill me.”

“Fair enough, well I’m telling you now… DODGE!“

So it began, Lyvan threw a punch at Mason’s head which he managed to duck under by a hair’s breadth. He sprung back up, flinging himself at his opponent, desperate to land a hit. Lyvan effortlessly moved out of the way as if Mason was moving in slow motion.

Lyvan launched a kick at Mason’s stomach, which sent him flying onto the dirt floor. Mason was back on his feet and, on instinct, took a quick step to his left. A fist from behind appeared in the exact spot his head had just been. He spun around and saw Lyvan had somehow gotten behind him.

Before he could go on the offensive, he heard a giggle, momentarily distracted he chanced a quick look and saw Mayry was in the corner watching them, laughing at him getting knocked around. Annoyed, Mason turned back to Lyvan. The distraction had allowed another strike to slip by his defence and land on the side of his head. Mason once again hit the floor.

Hearing another giggle from Mayry, he felt something within him click. He saw red and felt everything around him slow. His Emotional Outburst Skill had triggered. His mind emptied, focussed on one thing. He charged toward a grinning Lyvan.

He lunged toward the Gnoll. He felt far stronger and moved far faster than he did mere moments ago. Somewhere in his subconscious, he held himself back just enough that he didn’t think he would kill the man.

He threw a punch, but his fist found empty air.

He felt a presence behind him and kicked, but again nothing. He spun and saw the Gnoll standing there, giving him a curious but somewhat bored look. Mason stopped holding himself back. Fuck this guy. He attacked with everything he had. The longer he fought, the angrier he got. He punched him again and again, but every punch found nothing but empty space. It was infuriating! The more frustrated Mason got, the faster he moved and the harder he hit.

After what felt like hours of throwing endless punches, kicks, elbows and knees, Mason let out a carnal roar and threw himself at the Gnoll one final time. His mind now was filled with nothing but an intent on killing his trainer fuck the consequences. He finally felt something connect. A fist plunged into Mason’s stomach knocking the air out of him and stunning him for a moment. He sank to his knees and looked up at Lyvan. The Gnoll was no longer grinning.

“What the fuck was that?” He growled.

Thankfully, the punch to the stomach had knocked some sense back into him. He wheezed out, “ Sorry, sir, I got carried away.”

Surprising Mason, Lyvan let out a bellowing laugh. “Sorry? Don’t be sorry, lad! That was brilliant! It was the hardest anyone has made me try in years! You almost had me there a few times!” He lifted him up off of the floor, patted him on his head, and walked off shouting back, “Same time tomorrow?”

Mason stood there for a few moments staring at the Gnoll’s back as he walked away. Mayry walked over and stood beside him, “That was insane! For the last few minutes, I couldn’t see either of you, you were moving too fast.”

“What the fuck is he? There is no way that normal people should be able to do that.”

“Oh… Did I really never tell you?”

Mason turned his head to look at Mayry. She backed away, startled for a second at the insane look in his eyes, but continued, “Err, yeah, Sorry, I thought I had told you. Lyvan has an ability that makes him faster and stronger than whoever he fights. It’s why he’s never been beaten in a duel. No one really knows if it’s Family Magic or Chaos Magic.”

Mason, hit with so many new powerful feelings, felt himself sink to the floor.

On one hand, at least he knew why he hadn’t been able to beat the man. It wasn’t that he was progressing too slowly or that the Gnoll was better than him… it was basically just hacks.

On the other hand, No matter what he did or how much he progressed, Lyvan was always going to be that much faster, that much stronger than him, meaning he would never get to enact his revenge.

On the other other hand… If Mason killed the man and took his ability, it would be one hell of a way to up his game, he could imagine fighting Gael and the look on her face, and Mason was always just one step ahead of her. Oo, wouldn’t that just be grand? He would need to figure out where the Gnoll lived, he could use his invisibility sneak attack and… Wait, what? He was planning to kill Lyvan? The bastard was a sadistic prick, but he was really only just trying to help him. What the hell was wrong with him?

Shaking his head, he looked back at Mayry, who had been staring at him. “What?”

She looked away when she realised he had noticed, “Nothing… you just looked…. You looked weird for a second. Never mind.”

“Okay… Well, I’m going to go do a contract, I think I’m going to do this one solo if you don’t mind. I have a lot to think about, but I’ll see you later?”

“Yeah, no worries, I have loads of work to do. Maybe come find me if you get back early?”

Smiling, Mason waved and replied, “Yeah, For sure.”

Mason, deep in thought, made his way to the Hunters Association building. He was wondering if his system was affecting him more than he thought. He was fully trying to kill Lyvan during that fight and then afterwards… planning on killing the Gnoll in his sleep. That couldn’t have been him, could it? He wasn’t a murderer. Apart from Trolls…. And Goblins… and… you know what? Shut up.

After the morning he’d had, he wanted an easy afternoon. He found the easiest-looking contract and stuck with it. All he needed was something to push him into Level 20, and he’d be happy.

New Contract:

Monster Hunt

Target: 1 Unicorn - Adult, White

Danger Level: Unknown

Last known location: Umlilo Forest

Reward: 85 Iron

When he heard unicorn, all he could think of was My Little Pony. In all the reading he had done, he hadn’t come across anything on unicorns. He assumed it was because they were harmless creatures that very rarely needed to be dealt with by Hunters.

But Mason was shocked at how high the reward was. The highest he had seen before this was 50 Iron, and that was for a Hydra someone had supposedly spotted. This was just a unicorn… they were just glorified horses, weren’t they? Easy money!
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                Given the nature of several documented Chaos abilities, it is widely believed that the universe we live in is not the only one. 

There have been cases where a person would gain an ability that would let them travel to these other universes, but in every case on record, the Individual with the ability soon stopped coming back. Whether this is because they couldn’t or didn’t want to come back is unknown.

What is known is that many of these other places have different Magics, different kinds of people and different Monsters. The last is most significant as Monster tend to be taken from other worlds and bought here through ACT’s. Some of these other places must be horrible indeed if these are the types of Monsters that roam freely.

In further chapters, we will explore the Multiversal theory of Monster displacement and explore whether Multiiversal travel through rituals might one day be possible.

Excerpt from ‘Multiversal Theory’ Page 2

Chapter 42 - A Bucket of Sunshine and Daisies 

“Ah, the Umlillo Forest, where it all began. This is where I first appeared in the world.” Mason announced as he and his new ‘friend’ entered the forest.

“Oh wow, how fascinating.” The man said, obviously bored.

“You know, you could try to be less of an asshole!”

“Yeah, and you could try not to summon random people while they’re just minding their own business… I didn’t even know I could be summoned! What’s up with that?!”

The man was tall, had a well-defined jawline and spoke with an over-the-top British accent, almost as if he was trying to badly imitate someone he’d seen in a film. When he first appeared, Mason had thought he might have come from Earth, but after using Identify, he found that pretty unlikely.

Alan Slackering - Level 23 Human (Mostly)

Alan is a Human who was sent to his world’s version of Hell while still alive by mistake. For the last few months, he has been trying to kill as many low-level demons as he can in order to gain their power and make it to the lowerest level of Hell, where there is a rumoured way out back to the world of the living. He was summoned just as he was about to get some rest after a long demon-slaying day.

“I already told you! It’s random! I used an ability, and you appeared. I’m sorry if I interrupted something! If I knew you’d be so fucking whiny, I wouldn’t have bothered.”

The man rolled his eyes, clearly unimpressed with Mason's excuse. "Look, I’m sorry, I haven’t been around people in a long while. I don't know who you are or what you want from me. So can we just cut the small talk and get to the point?"

Mason sighed, realising that he wasn't going to win any favours with his attitude. "Alright, fine. The reason I summoned you here is that I need your help."

"My help? With what?"

“Im hunting a Monster; I’ve been wandering around for hours, my tracking skill has picked up nothing, and my summoning was the last thing I was going to try before just going home. I don’t suppose you know anything about tracking Monsters, do you?”

The man looked thoughtful, “Ok, fine, My name is Alan, and since I have no other choice, I will try and help you. What kind of Monster are you hunting?”

Mason muttered something under his breath.

“I didn’t quite hear that, mate. Speak up?”

“Im hunting a Unicorn, okay?!” Mason blurted out, annoyed. “I know how it sounds, but dumb, the fucking thing is really good at hiding! I’m sure I’ve seen it in the corner of my eye a few times, but-“

Mason trailed off as he saw the look on Alan’s face. His eyes were wide, and his whole demeanour had changed to radiate fear and suspicion.

“Fuck,” He started pacing, worriedly muttering to himself until he turned to Mason and said, “Okay, you said you thought you saw it? How long ago? Why do you look so calm? You have no idea how fucked you are, do you? If these Unicorns are anything like they are in Hell, then we’re both fucked.”

“Um, I thought I saw it just before I summoned you… Err, so you really were in Hell? What were the Unicorns like there?

Alan stared at him before answering, “They’re some of the worst things I’ve come across. They look like stereotypical Unicorns, all love and kindness, but once you get closer, the illusion breaks, and you see them for what they really are.”

By this point, Mason was seriously doubting the man’s sanity but asked, “Okay, so? What are they really?“

“They’re-“ Before he could continue, his eyes focused on something behind Mason. Spinning, Mason saw it for the first time. He turned back to look at Alan, “It’s just a fucking horny horse, dude. Relax.”

Mason took a step towards the Unicorn, who was staring at them curiously. A hand grabbed his shoulder, “Look at it, really look at it. Try and look passed its illusion and really see it.”

Mason shook off the hand and turned back to look at the Unicorn. He looked at it for a full minute before he started to notice something off about the creature.

The first time he had looked at it, it had been pure white. Now it was a pinkish colour. Its pure black eyes seemed to draw in his eyes, so no matter where on the creature he looked, he always found himself back to staring into its soulless eyes.

Something changed, He got a notification, and the air around the creature began to flicker.

New Skill unlocked - Mental Resistance

Mental Resistance - Your body is a fortress, and your mind the drawbridge.

Passive Effect - You are now far more likely to see through Illusion magic and resist mental manipulation.

A trickle of memories entered Mason’s brain. Most were to do with the Unicorn, but a few others he would need to seriously go other later. He remembered what the books had actually said about Unicorns. One in particular warned of the Unicorn’s most esoteric abilities. With his enhanced Intelligence, he could now remember it perfectly.

While most people will gloss over this segment of the page, I believe it is still of great importance that it is included. 

The Unicorns have a wide-reaching mental effect ability, which will make anything written or spoken about them be glossed over or forgotten unless it feeds into the false image they project of themselves. Certain people, like myself, who have been gifted with mental resistance Chaos Abilities will be able to read and remember this, so please, please know Unicorns are not all sunshine and rainbows. They are awful, horrid creatures who take pleasure in ripping the flesh off of people. They are vegetarians by necessity, so they do this not to survive but to play. 

“Well, Alan, I think you might be right about our friend here. Just out of curiosity, did you happen to pick up a way to kill Unicorns in Hell?”

“Um, no… I always avoided them or ran like fuck.”

Quest Received! Run like fuck?

Quest Objective - You have encountered a Unicorn. These guys are no fun at all, you could either run or fight. It’s totally up to you, but honestly, your agility is piss poor, and you’ll never manage to get away from it, so you might as well fight.

Reward - Idk. You can use its horn as a wand or some shit. Just fucking go kill it.

Accept? Y/N

Accepting the prompt, he looked back at the Unicorn. The flickering had stopped. What he saw was an abomination. It was covered in matted fur that was no longer white but a dirty grey. Its eyes had gone from pure black to glowing red. It seemed to smile at him with a menacing grin filled with razor-sharp teeth. .

Mason took a step back, feeling his heart racing in his chest. This was not at all the beautiful, majestic creature he had been expecting. This was something else entirely.

The moment the illusion had fully broken, the ring on his finger began to vibrate violently before stopping suddenly.

The Unicorn let out a low, menacing growl. Mason could feel his palms start to sweat, and he began to regret ever taking this contract. All he had wanted was something easy, so he could level up and get a new ability. Was that really too much to ask?

The atrocity of a Unicorn slowly walked over. When it got close enough, it barred its teeth as either a threat or an awfully disturbing smile.

“Well,” Mason said, “ain’t you just a bucket of sunshine and daisies?”

The Unicorn reared up on its hind legs. A cut appeared running down its body. It oozed a black tar-like substance.

Sarcastic Prick (Advanced) successful. Critical damage inflicted upon ‘Unicorn Level 27.’

A red bar appeared above the Unicorn, showing about a quarter of the bar empty.

“What the fuck was that?!” Alan shouted as he dove back, avoiding the creature’s kick.

“Just another ability of mine. There’s a chance I do damage anytime I’m sarcastic.”

“Fucking Hell, man, the best I’ve gotten so far is this.” Alan pulled a gun out of the air and shot the Unicorn several times. Each bullet that hit caused a mini explosion, leaving tiny holes in the creature’s body. The holes closed up far quicker than Mason would have liked. Fucking hell, did all Monsters have regeneration, or was he just really unlucky?

Mason was going to reply that Alan’s attack was actually pretty fucking cool, but before he could, the Unicorn lowered his head. For a moment, Its horn glowed before shooting out of its head at an impossible speed, piercing through the Basilisk armour and sinking deep into Mason’s stomach.

Mason doubled over in pain. Alan stepped in front of him, shielding him from any further attacks. Continuing to shoot the unicorn with an endless barrage of bullets.

With both hands, Mason grabbed the foot-long horn currently embedded in his torso and began to pull. He stopped when the horn suddenly flared with heat, burning his hands and insides. Closing his eyes, he grabbed the horn again, fought through the pain, and with a sickening squelch, managed to pull it out. He groaned in agony, blood oozing out of the wound.

“Are you gonna be okay?” Alan asked in between firing at the horrific horny bastard of a Unicorn.

In reply, Mason spat out some blood.

He groaned again as he forced a healing potion down his throat, then sighed as he felt the rush of it taking effect.

Standing up, he announced, “Okay, now I’m pissed! Nobody penetrates me without my consent.”
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                Chapter 43 - Hokey Pokey

Charles was excited. He so rarely had new people to play with, and anytime he did find someone, they always ended up running away or falling asleep before he was finished playing with them.

But today was obviously his lucky day! He had two new friends that wanted to play with him. He wasn’t sure where they had come from, but he was happy nevertheless.

These friends seemed quite strange. They were already looking at him the way people did after he started playing with them, but he hadn’t done anything yet, which was very odd.

He lowered his head in a bow, letting them know he was eager to play, he let out a purr, but they just stood there staring at him.

He took a few steps over to them and smiled widely at them. One of them said something, and suddenly he felt a sharp pain run down his body. Ouch! That was not how he wanted to play! He was the one who was supposed to be opening them up, not the other way around! They obviously didn’t know how to play this game properly, but not to worry, Charles would be happy to help them understand. He quite liked it when his friends in the past needed to be taught, so he expected this would still be fun!

Before he could start explaining the rules, one of the friends held a toy out for Charles to see. Charles took a good look, wondering what the toy could be for. It was black and shiny and was making loud noises that Charles didn’t really like. It also made his body tickle in a not-nice way. Charles was getting annoyed at these friends for not letting him show them how to play. He lowered his head and performed one of his favourite tricks. He concentrated, and his horn popped right off and shot right into one of the friends! Yay, the friends seemed to like the gift that Charles had given him. He made noises that Charles remembered other friends had made too! He liked those noises a lot!

He liked one of the friends, but the one with the shiny black toy was getting on his nerves; Charles just wanted to play, but this friend wasn’t acting much like a friend at all. All he was doing was playing with that silly black toy that made Charles tickle in a not-nice way! And now! He was standing in front of the other friend, stopping Charles from playing with him anymore.

Charles didn’t understand! He was a good Unicorn and was good at playing! Why was this friend being so mean? All his friends in the past screamed with happiness when he played with them, so why was this friend not giving Charles a chance?

Charles was a really good player, he made friends, made lots and lots of nice red juice and made them make lots of happy noises! He even removed his last friend’s legs so he wouldn’t ever have to stop playing and go home. Eventually, he had fallen asleep, but Charles was sure he would wake up sometime soon! Though people did seem to sleep for a really, really long time!

Charles decided that this friend was not a friend at all! He would make this not friend go away so he could play with the nice friend!

Suddenly the friend that was a nice friend stood up, but to Charles’ shock, all of the nice red juice was all gone and so was the gift Charles had given him! This was unfair! All Charles wanted was to play. He was sure that this must be the not friend’s fault. Charles was going to say bye-bye to the not friend, and then the nice friend and Charles could play together.

Before Charles could say bye-bye the nice friends said some people’s words and started running towards Charles very fast. Good! The nice friend was leaving the not-nice friend and coming over to play with Charles.

Charles was very happy he was going to make the nice friend make a lot of the red juice and make a lot of the nice happy noises people made. His sharp head stick was regrown now, and so, as the nice friend ran toward Charles, Charles started running toward him too, wanting to play with his new friend for as long as he could before the friend fell asleep or ran away from Charles as all his friends did.

This new friend looked like he wasn’t tired at all! Charles hoped he would be able to play for a long, long time! This was definitely going to be the best day ever!

==================================

Mason charged towards the Unicorn, dagger in hand and Magic Missiles ready to shoot off when needed. When he had made it halfway, the Unicorn lowered his head and charged towards him like a bull trying to impale a matador on its horns,

Mason quickly sidestepped and rolled away, narrowly avoiding the Unicorn's charge. He scrambled back to his feet, readying his dagger and Magic Missiles once again. The Unicorn snorted and pawed the ground as if daring Mason to come at him again.

Undeterred, Mason took a breath and charged forward, his dagger gleaming in the sunslight. The Unicorn lowered his head and charged again, but this time, Mason was ready. He dodged to the side and stabbed his dagger into the Unicorn, using its momentum to pull the dagger through its body.

The Unicorn let out a piercing cry of pain and reared up, thrashing its hooves wildly. One hoof kicked into Mason’s face making him stagger backwards and leaving his face looking like it had collapsed into itself. Dizzy but still able to see, he managed to dodge when the Unicorn spun around, using its horn to attempt to decapitate him.

While this was happening, Alan had been using his finger to draw something in the dirt. There was a golden flash of light, and Alan was standing there holding what Mason recognised as a shotgun. Being British, Mason didn’t know a whole lot about guns, but he maintained a working knowledge through his gaming. He knew enough to know that the shotgun in Alan’s hand was for sure not one that could be found on Earth. It was almost as big as the man holding it, though he didn’t seem to be struggling to wield the weapon. It glowed faintly with a golden aura. The man ran over and stood next to Mason.

“Dude, this is supposed to be way more powerful. It should draw energy from any local Gods” Mason turned to stop him far too late, but Alan ignored him. “Do you guys not have those here?”

Even the Unicorn paused momentarily when it heard the word, Alan took the chance to shoot the distracted Monster with the shotgun he had just conjured, knocking it to the floor.

Once the shooting stopped, Mason grabbed him by the shoulders and exclaimed, “Fuck man, you just made this so much worse… The G word is taboo here!!”

Alan, who didn’t seem phased in the slightest, nonchalantly replied, “What G word? God? Nah, we’re good. Gods can’t hear or see anything I do… trust me, it’s more of a curse than a gift.”

Mason frowned, but nothing seemed to be happening, so he turned his attention back to the fight. The Unicorn was getting back to its feet after the shotgun blast had knocked it a dozen or so feet back.

The already hideous beast was now covered in holes that were not only oozing the Monster’s black blood but also had smoke coming from them. Its HP bar was over halfway empty, but its regeneration, while slow, was slowly filling it back up.

“How many more shots do you have with that gun?”

“Just two. Then I have to re-summon it.”

“Ok, if you get any clear shots, take them.”

The Unicorn looked pissed. Its eyes were narrowed into slits, staring right at Alan as if it were trying to kill him with the sheer force of its will. It started acting erratically. It put one of its hooves forward, then brought it back then, shook it before it repeated the gesture, and then did the same with its back leg. It then spun in a circle.

It took him a moment, but when it did click, Mason’s jaw dropped. “Did… did it… just do the… hokey pokey?

Alan squinted at the Unicorn who was repeating the moves, “You know… I think it might be. Well, shit, that’s not something you see every day.”

The two of them were so entranced by the creature’s odd behaviour that they didn’t notice that as its hooves moved, there were slight distortions in the air.

When the Unicorn finally seemed to be finished dancing, the floor beneath it glowed red. It stepped back, and from the glowing earth crawled a much smaller unicorn, first one, then a second, then a third. They just kept coming.

Once fully emerged, they moved fast. The first couple of mini Unicorns dashed towards them before Mason could use Identify on them. When they closed the distance, they each leapt into the air so they were within arms reach of the two men. Then they promptly exploded into a rainbow-coloured gas that floated in the air and burned when it made contact with Masons and Alan’s skin.

The Mini Unicorns finally stopped pouring out of the ground. At a guess, Mason would say there were maybe a hundred of the little shits. Apart from the few that had exploded, they gathered around the original Unicorn, all staring in their direction with wide, dreadfully terrifying smiles on each of their faces.

Mason and Alan stood frozen, unsure of what to do next. Without any discernable reason, all the Mini Unicorns shot off, running at them. Mason shot a Magic missile which killed several of them right away, but there were just so many. Alan shot more as they jumped towards them, and Mason used his dagger to cut a few more out of the air. The ones that they didn’t manage to kill exploded when they got near enough, some left behind the rainbow gas, but others shot small bits of razor-sharp horn in all directions like frag grenades.

Alan had gone back to using his pistol, even producing a second one so he could shoot the mini Unicorns twice as fast. Mason was cleaving through the little fuckers using a combination of his dagger and his Magic Missiles. There were a lot of them, but they were really easy to kill.

=========================================

Charles had been angry at his friends, who were now both not nice friends. Now Charles was having the time of his life. He had used a super secret Unicorn dance his mother had shown him long ago to summon so many new friends who were going to help him teach his human friends how they were supposed to play!

This was very exciting! The rainbows his small friends made were so pretty and had a lovely effect on his people’s friends. The people’s friends said bye-bye to his small friends really fast, but it would be okay. There were lots and lots of them. Oh, where did one of the people’s friends go? He had been right there! Oh no! One of his new friends had run away. Why did this always happen?!

Charles heard a noise behind him. Maybe the friend had wanted to play with him and not the smaller friends! He turned to look, but there was nothing there. The last things Charles felt were a sharp pain at the back of his head and then sadness when he realised that one of his friends had snuck up behind him and put him to sleep.
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As the Unicorn lay dying at Mason’s feet, he saw a single tear run down its face.

Mason knew it was dead when he received an onslaught of notifications. He pushed them aside for now, looking over at his companion, who was covered in black blood, having finally killed the last Mini Unicorn prick.

Before making his way over, he looted his kill.

Loot Received: 

3 vials of pure unicorn blood 

1 Silver coin

Item - Unicorn Blood (Very Rare)

Unicorn Blood is a very effective cure-all potion which instantly heals all injuries, afflictions, sicknesses, diseases or ailments. Side effects include headaches, nausea, spontaneous combustion and dizziness.

Apart from the possible spontaneous combustion, that sounded useful. Too bad there were only three.

The Unorn fight had taken a lot longer than he had expected. With his current Intelligence stat, Summon Random Creature only lasted around 25 minutes, so he was expecting Alan to poof out of existence pretty soon. He ran over to the man and held out his hand, “Thanks for your help. I could have managed it on my own, but it was far more fun working with you.”

“Thanks? I guess. I assume It’ll be back to hell for me then?”

“Yeah, sorry, man, nothing I can do.” Mason paused, opening his menu for a moment, “Actually, take these. Maybe they’ll help some?”

Mason held out a bunch of potions and a spare set of Basilisk armour.

Alan looked up at him with a look Mason struggled to read; he assumed the man was probably just overcome with gratitude.

He took the potions, which disappeared into his inventory equivalent. “Oh, um, the potions are great, thank you so much… the armour, though… it’s a bit…. Pink?”

Mason frowned, ‘Yeah, it comes from a Basilisk. It’s pink, but it’s super tough and gives you a major strength boost!”

“Yeah, that sounds cool and everything but… I’m sorry. It just looks ridiculous. You look like a giant naked mole ra-“

Alan popped out of existence, leaving Mason standing there, unable to defend his injured ego.

“Yeah, well, fuck you!” Mason said after a few seconds, failing to come up with anything wittier.

He opened his menu and began to work through the mountain of notifications.


Quest update - Run like fuck?

Notification 1/5

Quest Objective - You have encountered a Unicorn. These guys are no fun at all. You could either run or fight. It’s totally up to you, but honestly, your agility is piss poor, and you’ll never manage to get away from it, so you might as well fight. Objective complete.

Reward - Clop Wand.

Item - Clop Wand (Very Rare)

This Clop wand comes from the body of a Unicorn. It contains 50 charges of the ability Rainbow Acid. Pointing the wand at an enemy and using the activation phrase, ‘Clop clop’, will trigger the spell.

Mason was certain he had heard the word clop used before, but for the life of him, he could not remember where. The wand was really oddly shaped. He had seen the Unicorn’s actual horn, and this ‘wand’ looked nothing like it. The horn had been hard and made from what Mason assumed to be keratin, but this, while still pretty hard, felt more fleshy.

The rainbow acid was a decent addition to his offensive repertoire. It would have been very welcome back when he had fought the Trolls.

Notification 2/5

You have received experience from party members’ kills.

Alan killed 42 Level 1 Mini Unicorns - You receive 420 XP.

You have slain 72 Level 1 Mini Unicorns - You receive 720 XP

You have slain Level 27 Unicorn - You receive 270 XP.

Level up

Level up

Level up

Wow, he got to experience for every one of the smaller Unicorns? Awesome! He’d levelled three times! It almost made him want to hunt down another Unicorn, almost. Three levels meant he had unlocked a new skill select and had reached the WillPower threshold! No wonder he had so many notifications.

Notification 3/5

You have reached level 22.

Stat points allocated

Notification 4/5

Level 20 skill selection available.

Available skills:

Short-Range Teleportation (Advance) - See there, be there.

Effect: You are able to teleport instantly to anywhere you can see. 60-second cooldown between use. Scales with Agility.


Ballistic touch (Advance) - You become the gun.

Effect: While this Ability is active, you imbue any object you touch with kinetic energy, making it shoot off at bullet-like speed in the direction of your choice. Scales with Strength.


Digestion Mimicry (Advance) - You are what you eat.

Effect: Consuming part of a creature will allow you to take on its form temporarily. Duration depends on the amount of the creature you eat, which part of the creature and your Intelligence Stat. Scales with Intelligence.


For once, Mason wanted to be tactical about his choices. As well as the three new options, he also had the skills he hadn’t picked last time. He was only really considering three of those, Healing, Piercing Gaze and Martial Arts.

Right off, while he knew martial arts would be incredibly useful. He didn’t want to waste a skill on something he could learn himself.

That left him with five options. He remembered promising himself that he would get a movement skill and that teleportation would be really cool, but he passed. Mason was a prick and didn’t get a say. The restrictions on the teleportation skill just seemed like too much. If he could use it in quick succession, then maybe, but the minute cool-down made him put it aside for now.

He expanded the descriptions of piercing gaze and healing.

Piercing Gaze (Advanced) – Gaze upon your enemies and strike fear into their hearts.

Active effect: Moderate chance of damaging an enemy by looking at them, scales with Intelligence and Willpower.

The advanced version didn’t seem much better and still didn’t give any hint about how much damage could do. Mason was still considering it, but the fact it needed WillPower and Intelligence in order to upgrade made him move on.

Healer (Advanced) - Love hurts, and so does healing.

Active Effect: Drain your own HP to heal another. You will temporarily feel the pain of what you are healing. The advanced skill also allows the healing of afflictions, diseases and severe injuries, Scales with vitality. 

This was definitely on the maybe pile. His regeneration made healing himself pretty easily, but if someone he was hunting with ever got hurt and he found himself without a potion, he would likely never forgive himself. On the other hand, he was pretty good at stocking up on healing potions whenever he started getting at all low, and now he even had the Unicorn blood…

He found the idea of shapeshifting into all sorts of beasts and Monsters really enticing. In his inventory right now, he had some Drake hide left, some Basilisk, Troll and all sorts of other bits of Monsters he had killed, but even just the thought of eating some of them was enough to make him gag. If he were to take the ability, he would only use it when absolutely necessary. He’d much prefer a skill like Magic Missile that he could rely on in pretty much any situation, so while he would love to scare the shit out of Mayry by sneaking up on her while in the form of a Crack Hen, he was going to have to pass on this occasion.

Finally, Ballistic Touch. Being British, he didn’t have much experience with guns. What he did know came from video games. Being able to touch something and have it shoot off at the speed of a bullet sounded pretty OP, but when it came right down to it, offensively, depending on how the ability worked, it was pretty similar to Magic Missile. If he were restricted to small things, then using Magic Missile would probably be the better option. However, if he could use it on, say, a boulder, then that would be a different story entirely. He could have all sorts of things ready to go in his inventory that he could shoot off at bullet speed, boulders, daggers… he could probably even get the blacksmith to make something bullet-shaped. The options were endless.

Every guy, at some point in their life, has made a decision entirely because they had an idea they couldn’t get out of there head. Mason was no different. Having chosen Ballistic Touch, he started searching the area for what he needed.

After searching for 20 minutes, he came across a clearing in the forest. In this clearing was a pile of particularly big rocks, exactly what he had been looking for. He took the biggest one and, with his supernaturally sharp dagger, sliced the top and bottom off, leaving it roughly disk-shaped.

He was glad Mayry wasn’t here. He was sure that she would not be a big believer in this brilliant idea. Taking a deep breath, he jumped into the air holding the stone disk. When he started to descend, he slid the disk under his feet and activated his power.

“HOLLLYYYYY FUCCCCCCCCCCK”

He shot through the air at an insane speed. Holding on for dear life, he could feel the air resistance pushing back the skin on his face.

The clearing he was in was pretty big, but the longer Mason was airborne, the more he started to think he may have made a small miscalculation. If he maintained his current speed and trajectory, he was going to hit one of the humongous trees that he had just gotten over his hatred of. He was going to splatter against it like a bird flying into a freshly cleaned window.

At the last second, he let go of the disk and flew backwards. He landed hard on the ground but was mostly uninjured, apart from having the breath knocked out of him.

“That… was… awesome!” He wheezed out.

While uninjured, he was in a decent amount of pain. He stayed lying there for a few minutes deciding to check his last notification.

Notification 5/5


Your Willpower stat has reached 25.

Your skill Mental Manipulation (Basic) has been upgraded to Mental Manipulation (Advanced).

Mental Manipulation (Advanced) – Active effect: Three times a day, you can twist a target’s mind filling it with an additional emotion of your choice for 45 seconds X your Willpower. Scales with Willpower.

Which emotion will you choose? Terror or Lust?

That was a bit underwhelming when compared to Ballistic Touch…but oh well. Lust or Terror, fighting Monsters was his thing right now, and he hadn’t yet come across a Monster he had wanted to bang… so Terror. Though Gael was kinda hot, ah, it probably wouldn’t work on her anyway.

He received a notification.

Achievement Unlocked - Hard Hat Required.

You have been hit on the head by a falling tree. Wait for it.

Huh? He felt his ring buzz; he looked up just in time to see one of the massive trees slam into him. He had just enough time before being knocked unconscious to figure out that his stone disk had cut through one of the trees.
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As he regained consciousness, he could feel a great pressure weighing on him. Opening his eye he realised the tree he had accidentally cut through had landed on him. The tree hit him as he had turned, knocking him to the ground. It had landed on his shoulder, pinning him to the ground.

The tree was big enough that even with his enhanced Strength and Resilience, the impact dislocated his shoulder. He didn’t feel any pain, a fact that was actually making him worry more than if he had been in agony.

He attempted to push the tree off of him and then tried to shimmy his arm out, but neither budged an inch. He tried again, but the tree seemed to be rooted to the ground.

Status effect: Pinned - You will slowly lose HP until you free yourself.

Lovely. Just lovely. Ever since he came to this world, a part of him had known these trees would be the death of him.

No problem, he would just use his dagger to…. Why wasn’t his dagger in his inventory? Oh, he had t be the dumbest son of a bitch in the universe. After using his dagger to make the stone disk, he had placed it beside him, intending to pick it up before trying out his flying disk idea. He, being an idiot, had gotten distracted by the thought of Mayry’s reaction to him flying through the air at high speed, so really… this was Mayry’s fault!

Looking around, he saw the suns were setting, and the darkness was starting to creep in. He knew he had to do something fast, or he would be stranded there all night, and he could only defend himself so much with half a body.

One possibility was he could use a Magic Missile to blow the tree up, but that risked blowing up his arm along with it. His HP was ticking down, but at a rate that didn’t worry him much. He decided that if his HP made it below halfway, he would reconsider blowing the asshole tree up, his arm be damned.

He discovered that his Ballistic Touch did indeed have a size limit. Somewhere between the size of a stone disk and the massive dumb tree was where the power stopped working.

Mason closed his eyes and opened his menu, hoping it would inspire a genius idea.

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 22

Current XP: 8740 /9200

Race: Human

Class: Hunter

Health Points (HP): 360

Mana Points (MP): 335

Stamina: (SP): 230

Stats




	
Strength: 33 (+15) 48


	
Agility: 28


	
Endurance: 26


	
Vitality: 26





	
Resilience: 21 (+26) 47


	
Intelligence: 44 (+10%)


	
Perception: 33


	
Willpower: 27









Free points: 6

Skills: 

Identify (Basic), Magic Missile - INT (Advanced), Emotional Outburst - PER (Advanced), Camouflage - PER (Advanced), Random Summon - INT (Advanced), Mental Manipulation - WIL (Advanced), Ballistic Touch - STR(Advanced)

Base Skills:

Universal Translator, Inventory (Advanced)

Class skills:

Basic Monster tracking, Evaluate Monster.

Damn, nothing. He slightly regretted not picking the Digestion Mimicry ability. No matter how big this bastard tree was, he was certain Mason the Basilisk could shift it with no problem.

He could have possibly used Summon Random Creature, but he had wasted that on Alan….

He did have six points free to spend. The way Mason saw it, he could put all six points into Strength and hope that it would buff him up enough to free himself. Alternatively, if he put them all into Intelligence, it would bring the stat up to 50, upgrading Magic Missile and Random Summon from Advanced to Expert. That could possibly be his saving grace. Of course, there was the possibility that the upgrade would be shite and completely unhelpful.

He was leaning more towards Intelligence. As he was now, the tree was practically immovable; an extra six points probably wouldn’t change that much.

He mentally allocated the points and read through the subsequent notifications with bated breath.

Notification 1/2

Your Intelligence stat has reached 50.

Your skill Magic Missile (Advanced) has been upgraded to Expert rank. You have 2 abilities to select from. 

Magical Barrage (Expert) Call upon your immense, mystical power and unleash it to strike down your foes with a barrage of magical destruction.

Active effect: Focus a large portion of your Mana into an attack in the form of a barrage of Magic missiles of kinetic energy, which explode on contact. Mana cost increases with the number of projectile Damage, dependent on Intelligence. Scales with Intelligence.

Or

Mana Control (Expert) Call upon your immense, mystical power. Let it pour from you and shape it to suit your needs.

Active effect: Focus a large portion of your Mana into a stream of kinetic energy which you can shape and mould as you please. Mana cost increases with complexity and size of creation.

Those two were pretty decent… but he wanted to reserve judgement until after he saw what the next ability upgrade did.

Notification 2/2

Your Intelligence stat has reached 50.

Your skill Random Summon (Advanced) has been upgraded to Random Greater Summon (Expert).

Random Greater Summon (Expert) Call forth a powerful creature from the cosmos and have them join you in battle.

Active Effect: Once a day, summon a random creature from a random time and place to fight for you. Creature has a much higher chance to be useful for your particular need at the time of summoning. Summon time 10 minutes + 45 seconds for each point of intelligence. Scales with intelligence.

Well, that was a bust. It was a good upgrade, but it was still limited to once a day. It hadn’t reset as he had hoped.

The Magic Missile upgrade had potential. That second one… might actually work! The first option was cool and all, but he was definitely going to go with the second. The way he read it, it would be like almost having a Green Lantern ring. He would be able to use it to create a buzz saw in the air and cut himself free! Or maybe a giant axe! Oo, this was going to be awesome!

This was so bloody annoying! He had chosen Magic control, and as usual, a rush of information had entered his head, telling him all about his new ability. Luckily he found he still retained the original Magic Missile ability, he had feared he would lose it in favour of the upgraded version. The new upgraded Mana Control ability was very similar to Magic Missile in the way he felt the Mana move within him, accumulating in his fingers. Unfortunately, that was where the similarities ended. The moment the Mana left him, it became incredibly unwieldy and difficult to do anything with. Each time he tried, he felt like he was growing a brand new limb he had no idea how to move or control. It moved and changed shape at his slightest thought.

Trying to start off with something easy, he let the Mana flow from him and tried to imagine a ball. At first, the blue Mana moved and created a very lumpy volleyball-sized, almost sphere-like shape. For a first attempt, it wasn’t terrible, but then as it does when staring at anything even remotely round, his mind wandered, very briefly, to…boobs.

The change was instant, and his lumpy sphere started to change into a pair of boobs. This made him panic a little, making his mind go from boobs to ass to Mayry to a sort of demon-looking creature to, for some reason, his nan… before he finally cut off the mana supply.

“That was definitely not worthy of a Green Lantern.” He knew he needed to keep the picture in his mind clear, but he was a very easily distracted guy. When choosing this ability, he thought it would be super intuitive like all of his other powers! But no, this was way more effort than he signed up for.

Sighing, he started to try again. He went even more simple this time and attempted to do a Trump and build a wall! Surprisingly he was relatively successful. It wasn’t particularly strong or detailed, but a wall was a wall! He found that if concentrated, he could move the projection and even rotate it. It was like he was in a Sims game. Trying to make anything more complicated than a wall was a lot more effort, but after a few attempts, he managed to create a shovel-like manifestation that he used to dig a small hole under the trunk. He then turned the shovel into a long thick stick he intended to use as a lever. The long thick stick, unfortunately, made his mind wander, and it turned into a giant penis. In the end, he couldn’t get the penis to turn back into a lever, so… he was saved by a giant penis…

He vowed to himself that he would never tell Mayry about any of this.

When he was finally free, he stretched and went to see if he could find his stone disk. He walked passed the stump of the tree that had fallen on him and gave it the finger. He could see the trail of destruction his disk had caused. It had gone straight through the first tree and then deflected off another three before it finally stopped. It seemed to be, somehow, completely unharmed. If he commissioned one of these made out of metal, he was going to be unstoppable.

He picked the disk up and added it to his inventory. He walked back over to where he had left his dagger, picked it up, and whispered to it, “I’m sorry, I’ll never leave you again.” Before he added it to his inventory as well.

By this time, the suns had well and truly set. The darkness wasn’t quite pitch black, but it was getting close. He withdrew his Trunk and decided he would just camp out until dawn and then make his way back to Town before his dreaded training session with Lyvan.

Just as he stepped through the entrance, the skies opened up, and a biblical rainfall began.

====================

Mason was in his bed. He could hear the thunder and torrential downpour of rain outside. Mason was Level 21 and, even by the standards of this world, pretty damn powerful. Mason was the champion of Chaos and would most likely have to kill the ‘Others’ of legend.

Mason was a slight bit scared of the thunder.

To be fair, it wasn’t just the thunder. It was a culmination of things, being somewhere other than his nice cosy inn room and the fact he had just been trapped under a godforsaken tree! But… mostly, it was the Thunder and lightning...

No matter how great and powerful he was, every single time the lightning struck, and he heard thunder, he jumped. He considered going back to the Inn but decided against it. If he was scared in a relatively safe magical Trunk, then he would be terrified out in the open in the pouring rain.

After what seemed like an eternity, he fell asleep.

He dreamt that he was being pinned by a tree while a group of other trees took turns kicking him. Each kick was accompanied by a loud clap of thunder, which shook the ground beneath him. Suddenly, a bolt of lightning struck the tree that was pinning him down, and it burst into flames. The other trees retreated in fear, and he was able to break free and run away.

As he ran, he felt he was being chased. He looked back and saw that he was being chased by a pair of disembodied boobs that were somehow riding a Unicorn.
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Mason woke and immediately noticed the storm had stopped, he exited the Trunk and saw the suns had already risen.

He had recently been getting better at judging what time it was. As world clocks and watches had yet to be invented in this world, most people developed an Internal clock and always knew what time it was. As Mason had only been here for a few weeks he unfortunately lacked this skill. He had read that there was a very easy, quick ritual he could do to find out the exact time but he had yet to commit any time to learn it.

Judging from the suns position, he made a super rough guess that it was about 5 Am. If he was even slightly correct then he was going to be very late to his early morning torture session Lyvan liked to call training. His training usually started at 5:30, if he could run straight there it would only take him about 20 minutes to get back to town but he would need to navigate the forest and completely avoid any Monsters in order to make that time.

Apart from being a sadistic wookie wannabe, Lyvan was pretty decent and most likely wouldn’t mind if he was slightly late, so Mason wasn’t too bothered.

Mandatory Quest. Get to Town as fast as you can.

Objective: Your presence is needed in Town. Get there in the next 30 Minutes.

Reward: Experience Boost. The faster you get there, the more effective this reward will be.

Dammit, that was irritating. He was still absolutely knackered and didn’t particularly want to rush back to Town, but as always the system felt the need to call the shots. It seemed the System didn’t want him to miss training; that or it was just being an asshole. On the plus side, an experience boost sounded pretty decent. Mason, with a second read-through, noticed the quest was tagged as mandatory. That was strange. The other mandatory quests he had been issued were always life and death, whereas this was just a matter of him being slightly late. Weird.

After yesterday’s questionable results using his disk as a travel method, he had been planning on waiting a bit to try it again. However, he had a general idea as to which direction Sparksford was and the fastest way he could think of to get there was by Disk.

He currently had 335 Mana points. Yesterday when he used Ballistic Touch on the disk, it had cost him 50 Mana. Meaning he could use it 6 times in a row without needing to pause to recharge. If he had more time, he would have liked to experiment a bit more, find out how far the disk travelled per time he used the ability and if the ability cost more when used on things bigger, heavier or of a different material. Ah, well, experiments for another time. Right now, he needed to get a move on.

As he was going directly to training, he decided against wearing his armour and changed into his normal workout outfit, which consisted of this world’s version of joggers and a comfortable shirt.

Ready to leave, he launched himself several feet in the air. Once airborne, he landed on the disk, angled it slightly upwards so it was aimed above the trees and activated his ability.

He once again shot through the air at a tremendous speed. He remembered once watching a documentary back on Earth that mentioned most bullets moved at around 1800 miles an hour. Assuming the speed was reduced because of his added weight, he was still moving so fast that even with his enhanced Intelligence and Perception, he was finding it difficult to make sense of what he was seeing and judge whether he was going in the right direction.

His speed started to dwindle slowly almost immediately, as it did, he started to get used to moving to fast and was able to process the rush of information his senses were feeding him. Utilising his Perception stat seemed to almost slow down time and speed up his thoughts making the whole process far easier.

From up so high, he could see that he was moving towards the Town but needed to veer slightly to the right or risk zooming right passed it.

Unfortunately for Mason, the stone disk hadn’t come with a steering wheel. He waited until he felt himself start to slow enough to start to lose altitude, then used his Ballistic Touch again, this time willing it to move in the slightly altered direction. Apart from the sudden jolt that accompanied the change in bearing and the slight speed increase, it was far easier to handle than the initial burst going from a standstill to full speed.

After a few more uses of his ability, he approached the Town. He had gotten there far faster than he would have ever thought possible.

Seconds later, he finally saw what had caused the alarm. From his bird’s eyes view, he saw a dozen people all fighting a single seemingly unarmed combatant. All around them lay the bodies of the fallen. He started his descent, but just before he lost line of sight, he recognised the lone fighter.

“Fuck.”

===================================================

Mayry was started to get worried about Mason.

She hadn’t been able to get much sleep, so before dawn had even arrived she had climbed up to his room. She was eager to wake him up in the most annoying way she could think of, but she saw the bed hadn’t been slept in at all. It was annoying but it wasn’t unheard of for Hunters to stay out over night while on a contract, Mason even had his magic Trunk. That wasn’t what worried her. The last time she had seen him she was sure that she had seen… something in him as he fought Lyvan. The Gnoll hadn’t noticed but she was certain Mason was doing all he could to kill the General. She had seen madness in his eyes and then it was gone so fast she thought he had imagined it.

He’d then left to complete a contract and said he had a lot to think about.’ He had said something after fighting the Trolls about foreign emotions taking over. She recognised what he had said as being a symptom of Chaos sickness but wanted to wait to see if it wore off or got worse before telling him. People tended not to react well when they found out.

Trying to kill Lyvan and now staying out all night on contract? She was going to have to talk to him about it soon. If he missed the training session, she decided she would go out and look for him. Knowing Mason, he was either out somewhere fighting an elder Dragon or talking shit to a tree.

Hoping to meet him at the training field, she left his room, using the door this time, making sure to wave at Nays on her way out.

She was halfway to the training grounds when she felt a powerful Magical energy approaching the Town. That was strange. Two Monster ACT’s this close together, it was almost unheard of. No, not a Monster. She had felt this Magical signature before. It had changed slightly, but, it was definitely the same person.

Panicking, she sprinted to the guard barracks. Lyvan exited the building as she got close.

“Ah, Mayry. I was just heading to-“

She cut him off, breathlessly she said. “No time, sound alarm. It’s bad. Really bad.”

Lyvan knew of her ability to sense Magic and so didn’t hesitate to turn around and run back inside. She flinched as the alarm started. A few moments later, Lyvan returned.

“I checked all the Monster detection instruments, they aren’t picking up any abnormal Monsters nearby-“

She cut him off again. As the Mayor’s daughter and a member of the family who owned the Town, she was one of the few people he would allow to get away with talking over him. “Not a Monster. Far far worse. I need you to get everyone off the street, I would say evacuate, but it’s too late for that. Gather every Hunter and guard you can.”

The Gnolls eyes were wide. He looked at her seriously, “Mayry, what is it? You look terrified. What is coming?”

She looked him in the eyes, and her whole demeanour changed into that of someone in charge, “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you. Just trust me and do as I say. Gather all the guards and Hunter at the Town gate.”

Lyvan stared at her for a second longer, then turned to leave.

Before he could, there was an explosion. Part of the Town wall exploded.

“Fuck. She’s already.” She turned and shouted at Lyvan, “Go now!”

“Maaason… where aarree youu?” The chilling voice was being projected directly into her head. She looked around. Judging by the confused looks on people’s faces they too had heard the voice.

“Maaaason. Come out and plaaay.”  When the smoke cleared, she saw exactly who she had feared she would see. Standing there was Gael, a maniacal smile on her face. The only difference from the last time MAyry had seen her was a scar that ran diagonally from the right corner of her forehead all the way down her face disappearing below her chin.

The woman’s black-as-night eyes looked from person to person, searching for her target. If Mason didn’t get here soon, they were absolutely fucked.

The insane woman casually waved her hand, and a tiny bolt of red energy shot out, causing another section of the wall to explode.

On second thoughts, even if Mason did get here, they were probably still fucked.

Gael pouted, shrugged then started pointing at people at random. Each person she pointed at died. Nothing seemed to happen, they just suddenly stopped living. This woman was what true insanity looked like.

Luckily most people who had been awake at this early hour had heard the ACT alarm and returned home. The few who had ignored the alarm were now fleeing the ‘Other’.

Summoning a strength she didn’t realise she had, she ran towards the woman and shouted. “He’s coming! Mason is coming, he’s on his way!”

Gael didn’t even bother looking at her. She just pointed her finger at her, intending to kill whatever worm had dared speak to her. Mayry flinched, expecting to die. Nothing happened.

Mayry tried her luck again, speaking calmly and slowly so as not to annoy the woman further. “Remember me? I’m the one you took a few weeks ago.”

Gael whipped her head around at the words. She frowned at Mayry, then inspected her finger. She used her other hand to tap the finger a few times as if to make sure it was working right. She once more pointed it at Mayry, but again nothing happened. She looked at her finger again and shrugged.

She disappeared, reappearing directly in front of Mayry. She leaned in close, staring at her face. “Oh yeah. I do remember you. You say Mason is coming?” She asked, her face still inches away from Mayry’s.

“Yeah, he’ll be here within the hour.” I hope, she mentally added.

Gael moved away from Mayry’s face and sighed dramatically. “Ugh, fine. You can entertain me while I wait, but if he isn’t here within an hour… I get to kill you and everyone else in this Town. Deal?

Mayry’s heart felt like it had stopped. She was going to kill… everyone?

She hesitated before asking, “Entertain you how?”

“Oh, relax! I was only joking, I’d definitely kill you, but I’d probably get bored before I killed everyone. Do you have anyone worth fighting? Bring them here, and you can all try and kill me while I wait for your boyfriend to get here.”

Reflexively she opened her mouth to say Mason wasn’t her boyfriend but just nodded, saying, “I’ll gather our fighters and bring them here,” She turned to leave but turned back to face Gael and added, “Please don’t kill anyone else while I’m gone.”

Gael rolled her eyes, “Ugh, no one here is any fun.” She made a shooing gesture, before saying, “Fine, no killing, but hurry up, or I’m gonna get bored.”
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She ran faster than she ever had before, pushing her body to the limit to get to the Town gate where she prayed to the sleeping Gods Lyvan had gathered the Town’s fighters.

From what she had seen of Gael and with what Mason had told her, it would take every Hunter and every guard to have even the slightest chance of defeating the crazed ‘Other’.

They had one secret weapon that might hold Gael off for long enough, but even that, she wasn’t sure about.

They needed Mason, If anyone was going to pull something out of their ass last minute, It was him, but he wasn’t here. He would come. She was sure of it.

Arriving at the Town gate, she was less than impressed. A quick count showed there were 15 Guards, including Lyvan and 42 Hunters, she recognised a few, but most weren’t note worth enough for her to remember what they could do. Apart from Malika, who she spotted standing in the back of the crowd scowling at her, most of the hunters there were low-ranking Hunters.

She rushed over to Lyvan, demanding, “Is this it? Where are all the higher-ranking Hunters?”

“This is everyone I could get at short notice. Listen, I know that woman blasted through the gate, but do we really need this many fighters? She was just one person….”

Mayry sighed and turned to face the crowd with a shout. She started, “Listen up.” The crowd went quiet, “The aim here today is to hold out as long as we can,” She shot a glance at Lyvan, “It may look like this is just one person, but she is far more. She is one of the ‘Others’ from legend. I have it on good authority that she has many powerful abilities, some of which can kill instantly. The only thing we have going for us is she, too, wants to be entertained. She is waiting for someone I believe may be able to defeat her, but until he gets here, we must keep her busy an-“

Malika swaggered forward, cutting her off mid-speech. The Elf stood directly in front of her and struck a pose, hands on hips. “If this person you are waiting for is Mason, don’t bother. I am certain I can handle anything he can. Give me 30 seconds with this,” he rolled his eyes and spat out the word, “Other, and you’ll see why I am the number one ranked Hunter.” He started walking off.

Half the crowd of fighters cheered while the other half looked at Mayry sympathetically.

She put a hand to her forehead, “Malika… Where are you going?”

He laughed, “To kill the intruder, of course!”

“Well, if you insist on dying, then maybe you should wait for me to tell you where she is?”

“Of course, my dear, lead the way.”

Gritting her teeth and holding in annoyance, she led the way over to where Gael waited.

When the woman saw them approach, she looked downwards and held her hands behind her back. She looked… guilty?

Mayry got closer and saw bodies on the floor behind her that hadn’t been there when she left.

Seeing what Mayry was looking at, Gael said defensively, “They started it!” she looked at the group behind Mayry, and her demeanour completely changed. Her eyebrows raised, and she adopted a sceptical look. “This cannot be everyone you’re bringing, right? Surely others must be on their way?”

“Enough of this,” called Malika. He sauntered over like he had no cares in the world. He swished his hands, lighting them with green fire. “Mason might be on his way, but you won’t live long enough to see the swine.”

Gael paused, looking Malika up and down as if judging whether or not to buy a piece of meat.

“Okay, I’ll bite. Who are you?”

Malika placed one hand on his hip and used the other to point at Gael. “I am Malika! Number 1, Hunter! And the man who will kill you this day!”

Mayry just watched the scene unfold, not willing to step in to try and save the showboating prick. Honestly, she was almost rooting for Gael on this one. Malika was full of himself to the point that she was surprised he spent enough time away from the mirror to fill any contracts, but there was always the chance that he would get a lucky hit in and slightly weaken Gael for the rest of them.

Gael seemed to be enjoying his pointless showboating. She nodded along as he spoke, smiling softly. When he finally finished a detailed retelling of the last three contracts he had completed, she perked up. “Oh, you’re done? Great!” She lifted her hand towards Malika, causing the Elf to shoot in her direction. He struggled in vain to stay on his feet. He fell to the floor and was dragged by an unseen force to the open hand. He shot a stream of green fire at the ‘Other’, but they bounced off uselessly, having no effect. Once the Elf’s head landed in the woman’s hand, she closed it into a fist crushing his skull, killing him instantly.

The effect on the other fighters varied. Some recoiled in shock, while others went as far as throwing up. Most at least took a step back, reconsidering the choice of volunteering to be there.

Gael inspected her blood-covered hand. She shrugged and stuck out her tongue to taste it. She raised her eyebrows, “Huh, not bad. Anyone else want to play?”

Mayry looked around. It had gone dead silent. Malika hadn’t so much as touched her, and she had killed him without the smallest effort. What chances did any of them have?

She was considering stepping forward herself. The crazed woman’s death by finger attack had failed to work on her, maybe others would too? Her Family Magic was strong, but she knew Gael was on a whole other level. All they needed was to buy time, Mason was coming. He had to be.

Just as she was about to attack the woman, Lyvan shouted, “Form up! She can’t kill all of us!”

Lyvan marched forward. The remaining Hunters and guardsmen moved to surround her.

“I can’t kill you all? Why ever would you tell your men such an awful lie?” She smiled at Lyvan as he got close enough to her to attack.

Gael pouted, spinning to observe the mass of people moving from a circle around her. “Well, this seems a bit unfair.” She knelt and touched the ground. For the briefest of moments, Mayry thought the woman was surrendering. Suddenly she felt a pulse of Magic leave the woman’s hand, travel through the ground, split into many smaller pulses. They all resurfaced at once, slamming every single one of her attackers.

80 per cent of those who were hit instantly went stock still, all falling to the ground completely unmoving. It was unclear if they were dead or merely knocked out. Only the strongest seemed to have been unaffected. Among them were Lyvan, Mayry, and ten Hunters.

Gael reexamined the remaining people around her. “Now that seems better, don’t you think? Now where were we? Oh yeah, you were all about to be slaughtered. Like the cattle you are.”

With a roar full of anguish at the loss of so many of his men, Lyvan threw himself at Gael, sword in hand. After the initial clash, where Gael blocked Lyvan’s two-handed sword strike with a dagger, she produced from nowhere, the two were instantly a blur to almost all onlookers, moving so fast that none of the other Hunters or guardsmen knew what to do to help.

With her ability to sense Magic, Mayry had a vague idea of what was happening. Usually, she felt a Chaos user as a flicker of a candle. Gael was a blazing inferno. While it was terrifying to feel, it did make it slightly easier to keep track of the fight.

Lyvan was one of the greatest fighters on the continent, but his fighting skills were, unfortunately, just that, fighting skills. The Gnoll didn’t possess any additional abilities that would help him against someone who fought using more than just physical attacks, and for all, Mayry knew, the crazed ‘Other’ could have picked up any number of new abilities while she’d been gone.

From what Mayry could make out, Lyvan was winning. Gael was pulling out all the stops. She moved faster and faster as the fight progressed, but Lyvan’s ability allowed him to stay just ahead of the woman. For the moment, Gael seemed to be enjoying the fight, limiting herself to physical attacks. However, Mayry suspected that as soon she grew bored or frustrated at being unable to win, she would resort to less honourable ways of fighting.

Things suddenly slowed down. Gael appeared to have been knocked to the ground, Lyvan was standing over her with the point of his sword pressing against her throat. Lyvan gestured to the men on the floor, “Are they dead?” he demanded.

Gael grinned up and him and shrugged, “I’m not entirely sure. It depends on how weak they are… or, were.”

Lyvan scowled, pulled his sword back and swung it at Gaels’ neck, intending to decapitate the horrid creature he had bested. As the blade came closer, an orange barrier appeared an inch above Gael’s skin, deflecting the sword with a loud clang.

Lyvan swung again, this time putting all of his considerable strength behind the strike. The barrier flickered but held as the sword made contact. The blade shattered upon impact, sending fragments flying in all directions.

Lyvan stumbled back, his eyes widening in shock. He had never seen a barrier so strong before.

Gael, on the other hand, looked pleased with herself, a smug grin spreading across her face.

“Looks like my barrier held up pretty well, didn’t it? It’s pretty new, and I wanted to try it out, but most people don’t actually make it this far. ” Gael said, still grinning. “so good for you! But I can a sense bigger fish will be arriving soon, so… you know….”

Lyvan narrowed his eyes, realising what Gael was implying. He raised his broken sword, ready to defend himself, but before he could make a move, Gael had already launched into action.

She conjured a powerful blast of energy that sent Lyvan flying backwards. He crashed into a nearby tree with a sickening thud, his body crumpling to the ground.

Gael approached Lyvan’s motionless body, placed an open hand on his chest, pushed it all the way through and withdrew it, holding a heart.

She looked up, cocked her head to the side and asked, “Did you enjoy the show?”
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Mason landed just in front of the Town gates. Still invisible, he stored the stone disk away and moved quickly towards the fight.

Gael was here. She had given him an entire year but had come back. Barely a few weeks later. He didn’t think he was slightly ready to face her again. He had gotten stronger, but he had no doubts that Gael had picked up just as many new abilities as he had.

Suddenly he felt the ground beneath him shake.

Hunter Class Rank up 

New Rank - 24/52

New Hunter Skill - Gather Intel


Gather Intel

Watching a creature fight will allow you to form better instincts while fighting that creature yourself. 

24/52? The last time he had bothered to check, he had been ranked 50/87. Had Gael killed 35 Hunters already? How long had she been here? He needed to hurry before the psycho bitch killed anyone else.

The Gather Intel skill might be useful if the system considered Gael a creature, but he was unsure as to whether he had seen her fight enough for it to count.

As he ran through the Town gates, he checked his notifications.

Notification 1/2

Mandatory Quest. Get to Town as fast as you can.

Objective: Your presence is needed in Town. Get there in the next 30 Minutes. - Quest completed in 7 minutes and 42 seconds.

Reward: Experience Boost. Gain 100% more XP for your next kill. 

In the unlikely that he could actually kill Gael, that XP boosts would be insane! He hadn’t been able to get a good read on her level the last time they had fought, but it had been far above the level 12 he had been at the time.

Notification 2/2

Quest updated! Kill an Other 

Quest Objective - Not all others are as strong as the one you faced. Some are stronger, some are weaker. I suggest finding a weaker one to kill. 

Update: Gael has come back stronger than ever. She gave you a year but has come back weeks later. Find out what she wants and kill her before she destroys the entire Town.

Reward -

1. A new ability to absorb.

2. She probably has some sweet loot on her.


The first thing he needed to do was get close enough to watch her fight. He didn’t think he was ready for this, so he was going to need every advantage he could get. He needed a few moments to prepare something, then he was going to head in and find Gael and do everything he could to kill her. Mason had no doubt in his mind that Mayry would be involved in that fight. He hadn’t seen her, his attention had been immediately drawn to Gael. He could only hope she wasn’t already dead.

Happy with the little surprise he had prepared for the upcoming fight, he ran towards the fight. From the air, he had seen the Hunters surrounding Gael in the guard’s training yard, where Mason had been training with Lyvan every morning for the past few days. He raced through the Town, trying to get there before anyone else was killed.

He hid and watched the ongoing battle. He knew Lyvan was good, but wow, the Gnoll moved like lightning, always at least three steps ahead of his opponent. Gael could barely keep up. They were both moving far faster than any normal human could make sense of, but Mason was able to follow along just fine. He relaxed slightly, maybe he wouldn’t need to fight at all. As long as the Gnoll ended it quickly and didn’t give Gael any opportunity to use her other abilities, Lyvan was clearly going to be the victor.

As he watched the two fight, he felt something in the back of his mind. It was as if he was memorising and analysing every second of the fight. After a few minutes of this analysis, he instinctively knew that if he were to fight Gael using only hand-to-hand combat, he would win 6 times out of 10.

When Lyvan finally pinned Gael, Mason thought it was over, but no, the two of them spoke briefly, then enrages Lyvan swung the sword at Gael’s throat and from there, everything went wrong. A barrier appeared, and before Mason could react, Gael was wrist-deep in Lyvans chest, pulling out the man’s heart.

Mason was too shocked to react, he had been winning. Then out of nowhere, he had been brutally killed, his body desecrated by the psychopath.

She raised her head and looked directly at his invisible form. She stared for a moment and cocked her head to the side. “Did you enjoy the show?” she asked him with a mad smile.

Mason reached deep inside himself and pulled out every morsel of courage and confidence he could. He removed his invisibility and stepped forward.

Within seconds Mayry was at his side. Her eyes were puffy and red. She and Lyvan had been close, and she had just watched him die in a truly horrific way.

She swallowed, took a breath and punched him hard in his shoulder. “Took you long enough!” She whispered.

He smirked and whispered back, “Yeah, I got pinned down on a contract….”

“Excuse me!” Gael demanded. “I am standing here waiting to kill you, and you’re both being very rude!”

Mason looked at Gael and blinked several times as if only now remembering she was there. “Oh yeah, you. What do you want? You said I had a year! I do not know how time works on Babybel or wherever it is you are from, but here a year is 365 days!” Mason frowned and shot a sideways glance at Mayry, whispering, “That’s right… isn’t it?”

Mayry whispered back, “Yep.”

“Exactly and here I find you came back early to kill half the Town’s Hunters and most of its guards! What the heck!?”

Gael had the decency to look slightly ashamed, she avoided making eye contact with him, staring mostly at her feet. “I was going to give you a year to train and get stronger, so killing you would be more fun and more rewarding… but I got bored, so here I am. It’s not my fault you weren’t here when I arrived! I had to do something, I wasn’t just going to wait for you patiently!” Gael looked into Mason’s eyes. For a moment, he felt vulnerable, as if she were looking into his soul. Her demeanour suddenly changed; she became more serious, dropping her mock playful attitude. “You seem more confident than last time. What is it… ah, you have something planned, don’t you?”

Crap. Oh well, Allons-y. “Now!” He shouted. At his words, a giant creature lumbered forward, barrelling into Gael at high speed.

Beast – Level 45 - Adult Giant Drake – This Giant Drake has reached adulthood and is fiercely loyal. Hopefully, this one doesn’t try to eat you.

After his last encounter with a Giant Drake, Mason had done some reading on the species. The adult grew to be far larger and far more powerful. The baby had been the size of a small car, and the adult he had summoned was the size of a Monster truck. Its scales were also thicker, and its rows of teeth looked more like a shark than any lizard Mason had ever seen. The last physical difference was a small curved horn that protruded from just above the creature’s nose.

As Drakes got older, they developed racial skills that made them especially formidable in a fight. This specific breed could breathe fire and, despite its size, was very skilled in stealth.

Gael, taken by surprise, was impaled by the creature’s horn. Although it did not penetrate deep, it did manage to get through whatever barrier Gael had been using while fighting Lyvan. The Drake didn’t stop its charge until it slammed Gael into the wall of the guard’s barracks. The woman barely grunted as the horn was pushed deeper into her chest.

She grabbed a hold of the side of the Drake’s head and started to slowly push it back. It was working until the beast opened its jaw and blew a jet of blue fire on her. She screamed in pain furiously, punching the Drake in its face in an attempt to force it to release her. The beast took the hits without much of a reaction apart from the blue flame turning purple.

While this was going on, Mason, who was quite pleased with how the fight was going so far, withdrew a sword and used his ballistic touch on it, shooting towards the ‘Other’. The blade pierced through the woman’s skull. Her struggles ceased.

There was silence. He had just managed to kill the woman who had single-handedly massacred some of the best fighters the Town had to offer.

Mayry opened her mouth to speak, but Mason held up a hand forestalling her.

“Somethings wrong. That was far too easy.” He said whispered, only loud enough that Mayry could hear.

He pulled up his menu and saw that he had received no new notifications. By now, he should of at least gotten the ‘you have slayed blah blah blah’ notification as well as the ‘quest complete’ one.

Mayry’s head shot towards Gael’s dead body. “There is a crap load of magic coming off her corpse.”

Oh shit. “It’s a bomb. Get away from the body!” Mason shouted.

Two particularly brave Hunters had crept closer to the body, either in an attempt to loot it or just take a look at the body of a legendary ‘Other’. One of them looked up at Mason, “What’s a bomb?”

The body erupted in a blaze of white energy that scorched everything it touched, It killed the two Hunters, the Giant Drake and left a huge hole in the building Gael had been pinned to when she died.

Clap. Clap. Clap.

As the dust cleared. Gael was standing there plain as day with an intrigued look on her face. “I must say, you did far better than I have expected.” She bowed her head slightly and continued. “I was certain my clone would be more than enough to deal with you, but you, Mason, kill it with hardly any effort at all. I am impressed. You have come a long way.”

“I was starting to think that you weren’t as strong as I had thought. Are you the original or just another clone?” Mason used his Mana Control ability to shoot a spear of pure Magic at Gael. It bounced harmlessly off of Gael as she laughed, “I can assure you I am the real deal. I can only make the one clone until I get my Intelligence stat to 50. That was a nice attack, and the summoned Drake was not what I was expecting. What else do you have, I wonder.”

“You killed my friend. You won’t have to wonder for much longer.” Mason said his temper starting to boil over.

Gael chuckled, “Oh, I am absolutely terrified, Why don’t you give me your best shot.”

Mason didn’t hesitate. She was mocking him, Terrified was she? She would be soon. He activated his Mental Manipulation skill and projected Terror into Gael’s Mind. He couldn’t help but wonder how different this fight would go if he had selected Lust instead of Terror for his skill upgrade.
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The Mental Manipulation took hold of Gael. She took a step back, her eyes widened, and her mouth hung open. Despite her eyes being pitch black, Mason could see the fear in them. The effect lasted only a second before Gael’s Willpower stat started to repress it. Luckily the second was all Mason needed to start his onslaught of attacks.

First, he withdrew his stone disk from his inventory and shot it at her head using his Ballistic Touch ability. It closed the gap between them almost instantly, but at the last possible moment, she completely overcame the Terror effect and her hand shot up, intercepting the path of the disk, the force behind it pushed her back several paces and caused her HP bar to appear above her head, the attack draining it almost imperceptibly.

While she was distracted, Mason pulled out dozens of daggers, swords and arrows that he had managed to collect during his time on this world and sent them all shooting at Gael. Adding in as many Magic Missiles as his rapidly diminishing Mana pool would allow.

The woman was fast, but not even she could dodge the entire barrage, though she did make an impressive attempt. She managed to avoid all of the Magic Missiles, and two of the daggers impacted her barrier, bouncing off harmlessly but fortunately, her barrier ability had its limits as two of the arrows penetrated her lower stomach and one short sword made a deep gash on her upper thigh.

Currently very low on Mana he brought out a potion from his inventory and brought it to his lips. Before the miraculous liquid could enter his mouth the bottle exploded in his hand. He looked up and saw Gael standing there hand outstretched.

“I don’t think so.” The normally overconfident Gael looked pissed. “You’ve had your fun. Now it’s my turn.” The anger in her voice sent shivers up Mason’s spine.

Her fists glowed, and tiny arcs of electricity spiked around them. She launched herself at him at full speed, Mason was ready to counter-attack but didn’t need to. As Gael approached, a wall of stone was erected. Her fist slammed into it, destroying it in a single blow, before the detritus even hit the ground another wall appeared. Again this one was torn down by the crazed woman. Again and again walls appeared, each time Gael grew more enraged until finally, she stopped.

She looked around and saw Mayry. In an instant, Gael was next to her, hand hands wrapped tightly around her throat. Looking back at Mason she spat, “If the little girl interrupts again I’ll gut her.” She dropped Mayry who fell to the ground gasping for breath.

It was Mason’s turn to be enraged. Through gritted teeth, he called out to Mayry, “It’s okay. I can deal with her. Just stay back with the other Hunters for now.”

Gael reappeared in front of him. He glared daggers at her. “Enough tricks. How about we settle this hand-to-hand?” Mason smirked, trying to goad the woman. “Unless you don’t think you can beat me?”

The last time they had fought Mason was lucky to scratch her but he had come a long way in the pitiful amount of time she had allowed him to train. He would still be unsure as to whether or not he could beat her but his new Gather Intel Hunter skill was now taking into account his current rage and the buffs it was giving. The skill was now giving him a 50/50 chance of winning if they stuck to martial arts, but that dropped significantly if they started throwing around their respective abilities, from what the ability was telling him, Gael was marginally faster than he was, but he had the strength advantage.

She sighed, “Fine, we can play you’re game but keep it interesting, or I’ll pull your heart out like I did the doggy over there.” She waggled her eyebrows at him, her demeanour returning to a more playful one. “I kinda want to see how you taste, so I’ll probably do that anyway.”

Mason only growled in response, he didn’t know if she was trying to bait him or if the woman was genuinely insane, but he suspected a bit of both was the most likely scenario.

They circled each other, looking for an opening. They both moved at the same moment dashing towards each other at high speeds. They both threw punches that collided in mid-air, causing a loud boom, and a shockwave that knocked them both backwards.

Mason, recovering quickly followed up with a kick, but Gael dodged it easily and countered with a roundhouse to his side. Mason winced internally but didn't let it show on his face. He went on the offensive with a flurry of punches, but Gael evaded them all with ease, moving like a dancer.

He felt the now familiar feeling of something in the back of his mind, pushing him to move faster and hit harder, it fuelled the fire in him that was his rage, which with Emotional Outburst made him faster and stronger still.

He charged at Gael, who was waiting for him. They grappled, their muscles straining against each other. Gael tried to sweep his leg, but Mason anticipated the move and flipped, landing behind her. He used the opportunity to land a few quick blows to the back of her head trying to stun her.

Gael spun around swinging her fist, but Mason was ready for it. He blocked her punches and landed a few of his own. They were both panting now, their faces bruised and bloodied. Gael spat out a mouth full of blood.

“Let’s make this more interesting.” A dagger appeared in each of her hands. She gestured to him to do the same, but after the dozens of blades he had shot at her earlier, he only had his favoured Drake tooth dagger remaining.

Mason eyed Gael warily, knowing that the odds were now stacked against him. But he couldn't back down now, not after everything they had been through, not after she had killed Lyvan and threatened Mayry. He pulled out his Drake tooth dagger.

Gael narrowed her eyes at the blade. “Feeling a little overconfident are?”

Mason said nothing, not wanting to admit that the blade in his hand was his last.

Gael was the first to attack, lunging forward with both daggers. Mason dodged to the side, narrowly avoiding the sharp blades. He countered with a swift strike, but Gael parried it easily with one of her daggers. Mason had hoped that his Magical blade would slice right through Gael’s daggers but unfortunately, that wasn’t the case. The two fighters circled each other warily, both waiting for the other to make the first move.

Suddenly, Gael darted forward, her daggers flashing in the air. Mason blocked her initial strikes, but she was relentless, attacking him with a flurry of quick jabs and slashes. Mason was forced to backpedal, his movements growing slower as his stamina was slowly depleted.

Gael saw her opportunity and struck out with her left dagger, aiming for Mason's unprotected side. He managed to deflect the blow with his own dagger parrying and followed up with a quick jab of his own aimed at her chest, Gael was too quick, dodging to the side and countering with a swift kick to his midsection.

Mason stumbled back and fell to the floor gasping for breath. Gael advanced on him, her daggers held at the ready.

The presence in the back of his mind was screaming at him to rip her to shreds. For once, Instead of fighting it, he embraced it. His eyes filled with rage. He sprang to his feet and landed a punch so strong to Gael’s stomach that she doubled over, the wind knocked out of her Blood dripping from her mouth.

Mason knew he had to act fast in order to end it, otherwise, she would just heal or pull out some other trick. He lunged forward, feinting with his dagger to draw Gael's attention, then struck out with a powerful punch to her face.

She stumbled back, her daggers dropping from her hands. Mason wasted no time, seizing the opportunity to strike. He lunged forward, his dagger flashing in the air, aiming for Gael's throat. He landed on top of her. Her hands shot up and wrapped around his in an attempt to stop him from slitting her throat.

Mason pushed his dagger towards her throat, using all the strength he had. Slowly he was winning their reverse tug-of-war game. A small trickle of blood appeared as the blade pierced her skin and sank a few millimetres into her throat. She sneered at him and whispered, “Don’t get cocky. This is the deepest you’ll ever be in a woman.” Until now, pure rage had been what was pushing him forward. Her ridiculous taunt suddenly threw him off, bringing him back to his senses. He kept a firm grip on his dagger and pressed as hard as he could but no matter what he did he couldn’t reawaken the rage.

Gael’s whole body started to vibrate. Fearing that she was going to blow herself up in a last-ditch kamikaze attempt at killing him, he released his hold on her and jumped back.

She vibrated more violently, creating distortions in her voice as she spoke, “I had thought you’d be dead by the time this cooldown was over, but lucky you, you get to experience my favourite ability.” Her hand was suddenly torn in two. Then her other hand did the same. A second Gael seemed to step out of the original.

Within moments of the second Gael appearing, both Gaels launched themselves at him. Mason noticed that they were moving significantly slower than the original had.

Gael A attacked him from the left and Gael B from the right. They both went for punches, but A went high, aiming at his face, while B went low, aiming for his stomach. He let the blow to his stomach land in favour of protecting his face. The hit landed and made Mason wince, but it was only about half as hard as the original Gael had hit.

The two of them were slower and hit a lot less hard, but with there being two of them, it made it far more difficult to keep track of where they were about to strike and plan how to block.

If he tried focussing on one Gael at a time, the other would immediately become more brazen, attacking more ferociously and recklessly. They were slowly wearing down an already exhausted Mason.

Gael had broken the rules by using her clone ability, so Mason decided it was his turn.

He focussed on Gael A, and as he expected, Gael B flanked him and tried to attack him from behind, This time, instead of allowing it, he used his Mental Manipulation Skill and filled Gael B’s mind with loyalty to him. So when he dove out of the way, Gael B tackled Gael A to the ground and started pummeling her with punches.

By the time Mason Picked himself up, the effect was starting to wear off, Gael B still sat on top of A but had stopped punching her. While they were figuring out what had happened, Mason managed to chug down a Stamina potion. He had been running low on both Mana and Stamina, but his Mana had been slowly ticking up while his Stamina had barely had the chance.

He felt the euphoria of energy fill him, as the potion worked its magic. The process took a few seconds, in this time, his mind wavered he let down his guard.

While his focus had been disrupted, the two clones had gotten themselves up, retrieved a dagger each and closed the distance to him. Gael B had raised her dagger and was about to stab it into his neck when a stream of black fire slammed into her chest, the flames seemed to devour the clone within an instant.

Mason regained his wits and saw a shocked Mayry standing there, staring at her outstretched hands.

The remaining Gael roared in fury, “I FUCKING WARNED YOU BITCH”

The ‘Other’ threw out her own hands and shot out a fast-moving torrent of blood-red energy toward Mayry. Mason could sense the power within the attack and knew if it hit Mayry, it would kill her instantly.

Mason tried to intercept the attack but found he was unable to move. Gael B must have inflicted him with some sort of Paralysis affliction while she had been behind him.

All Mason could do was watch as the powerful Magic attack rushed towards Mayry.

She was going to die. There was nothing he could do about it. Mayry was going to-

Suddenly, out of nowhere. The Mayor of Sparksford, Mayry’s father, appeared standing in front of his daughter. The red rush of Magic enveloped him.

A useless gesture. Now they were both dead. No, the mayor seemed to be okay. He was actually tanking the hit without any effort at all.

Mason heard Gael roar in fury, pouring more and more Mana into her attack.

The Mayor remained steadfast in the midst of a red haze surrounding him. The energy seemed to be absorbed into his body, nourishing him and causing him to grow until he towered 15 feet tall and was as broad as a transit van.

As Mason stared on in astonishment, he noticed a notification waiting for his attention in the corner of his consciousness. He was planning on reading later but some of the words managed to catch his eye.

Hidden ability - Divine Detection unlocked

A sliver of the Lesser God Chaos has been revealed. 

Identify Skill Upgraded. 
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The onslaught of energy coming from Gael continued to increase, but by the look on the terrified look on her face, it was not her intention. The Mayor was somehow pulling more and more energy from her and absorbing it into himself.

The rush of energy suddenly cut off, and Gael fell to her knees. She looked like a vampire had sucked her dry blood, her face had become thin, and her eyes had sunken deep into their sockets. Her skin was pale, almost translucent, and her lips were chapped and cracked.

Keeping an eye on the now much smaller Mayor who was talking frantically to a stunned Mayry. Mason warily walked over to Gael. To his surprise, she was still alive and conscious. Her lips moved, but barely a whisper left her mouth. “G g go-“. Mason’s fist shot out, almost without conscious thought. She had been about to use the taboo on the word ‘God’ to try and cause a big enough distraction so she could try to escape. As his fist stuck, her entire body turned to dust, she had been so drained of Mana and energy that she had been barely alive.

*DING*

With the 100% XP boost Mason had been expecting a. Unch of new notification when he killed finished off Gael, he was not disappointed.

Notification 1/5

Quest updated! Kill an Other 

Quest Objective - Not all others are as strong as the one you faced. Some are stronger, some are weaker. I suggest finding a weaker one to kill. 

Update 1: Gael has come back stronger than ever. She gave you a year but has come back weeks later. Find out what she wants and kill her before she destroys the entire Town.

Update 2: Quest complete. You technically killed her, even if someone else did the vast majority of the work…

Reward -

1. Division Ability

2. Loot.

Notification 2/5

You have slain - Level 35 Gael - Other 

XP Boost 100% used 

You have received 700XP

Chaos system detected, additional XP received

You have received a total 3000 XP

Level up

Level uz

Level up

Notification 3/5

Level 25 reached

Stats Allocated

Notification 4/5

Reaching Level 25 has unlocked a Perk.

Perk Unlocked: Quarter Centurian

Effect: When defeating opponents who are at a higher level than you, you gain 1% more XP for every level above you they are. 

Notification 5/5

You have absorbed the ability. ‘Division’

Division (Expert) - Divide and conquer.

Active effect: Once a day, split yourself into up to three copies of yourself. The more copies you have, the more your power is divided. With two copies, each will have half your stats, with three copies a third. Copies last Intelligence Stat X 5 minutes unless destroyed or recalled. Scales with Intelligence.

That was a lot to process, main points were he had gained three levels, a perk, and an ability. Checking his menu, he also noted that he had 10 points to spend instead of the expected 6.

Seeing Mayry and her father getting closer, he decided he would properly deal with all the new information later, he suspected he was about to get a whole lot more.

When the Mayor got within range, Mason used his new upgraded Identify skill on him. The effect was instantly odd. Instead of one name, the system gave him several, all of which overlapped and gave Mason a headache.

Julius Sparks, Sliver of the Lesser God of Chaos, Demon, Mayor of Sparksford, Mayry’s Father - Level Incalculable - There are many secrets that are known to only a very few. Possibly, the biggest is what truly happened during The War of the Gods and Chaos’s part in it. 

I think it’s about time we spoke, Mason.

 

Mason jumped, most of that description had been weird, but that last line, he sensed it came from the Mayor himself. Looking up, he saw the man staring, not at Mason but into him. His gaze was so piercing it made Mason shiver.

The man looked as he had both times Mason had previously met him, but despite that, everything about him felt different. He radiated a strange power that felt familiar but also oddly foreign.

“Shall we find somewhere we can all sit and talk? I’m sure you both have many questions.”

Mason nodded and started walking in the direction of the Inn. Before leaving he reached down and touched Gaels corpse, getting the loot prompt and selecting yes.

Loot Received:

Map

9 Daggers, Minor Enchantments

5 Long swords Minor Enchantments

7 Short swords

4 Healing Potions

6 Mana Potions

87 assorted books - Inventory Maximum storage reached - Deposited into Trunk Library

211 Other miscellaneous items - Deposited into Trunk Living room

8 Silver coins

19 Iron coins

47 Bronze coins

32 Copper coins

Jesus! He must have looted her entire inventory, he would need to sort through it all later, but wow, she had been carrying a hell of a lot of stuff.

Exiting his notification list, looked up, and they all headed over to his Inn room in relative silence.

Walking through the empty Town was strange, they didn’t run into a single person. They were all still too scared to leave their homes until an official all-clear was given.

Reaching Mason’s room, they all sat, and the Mayor started to speak.

“To start, how much do you know about the Gods,” the Mayor, raised his hands in a reassuring gesture as both Mason and Mayry started to react to the word, “Don’t worry about the Taboo for now. Just tell me how much you know, and I will fill in any gaps.”

Mason opened his mouth to start regurgitating everything he had read on the topic, but Mayry was quicker, she was clearly shaken after the events of the day, but she jumped right into lecture mode. “The Gods,” She started, then paused, waiting cautiously for something bad to happen. When nothing did, she continued. “The Gods were powerful beings aeons ago, there were five Greater Gods and 10 lesser. The lesser gods betrayed the five greater Gods. This started a war that caused massive destruction and death all around the world. As part of this war, the 10 Lesser gods were turned into terrible creatures called Demons. After decades of fighting, the Greater Gods discovered the only way to stop the destruction was to curse both Gods and Demons alike, putting them all to sleep and, in doing so, ending the War.”

Throughout Mayry’s basic retelling of the official history, the Mayor nodded. “That was mostly accurate. What I am about to tell you Is something that has been kept secret for thousands of years. I am only telling you both now because things are changing, and it seems you,” He pointed at Mason, “are going to be in the middle of it, and you,” he pointed at Mayry, “are no doubt going to get caught up in his mess.”

Both Mason and Mayry leaned in closer, eager to hear what the man was going to say.

“You were right that in the beginning, there were 15 Gods. There was a… disagreement between the Greater and lesser gods. The war started, and the lesser gods were transformed into Demonic atrocities. Things happened, terrible, horrible things that.… Anyway, when the war was at its worse, one of the former lesser gods approached the Greater Gods and switched sides, revealing a powerful curse that would put all the Gods and Demons to sleep and end the war. The Greater Gods, at first, were sceptical of the Demon’s plan, but as the war continued to get worse, they decided it was the only way to put a stop to the death and destruction.”

The Mayor paused to take a sip of water. “Apart from the Demon switching sides at the last minute, nothing really changed, they all still went to sleep, and the war still ended… what the big secret?” Mayry asked.

“The secret, my dear, is that not all 15 of the divinities did go to sleep. The Demon who switched sides knew it was coming and so managed to escape the effects of the curse. In order to escape the curse, Demon, whose name had been Chaos, gave up the vast majority of his power and split himself into hundreds of iterations. This is where Chaos Magic and ACT’s come from. I know all of this because I am one of the Iterations of Chaos.”

Mayry drew in a sharp breath, “You’re a Demon? …What does that make me…?”

“I am so sorry Mayry, I just wanted you to live a normal life. You’re a Demi Demon, but I’ve had most of your power bound, so you didn’t find out the truth.” He looked at Mason, “Then you came along, and I could sense one of my counterparts within you. I tried to keep you away from her, but you wouldn’t listen.”

Mayry was too stunned to speak, but Mason had already put together some of this thanks to his upgraded Identify skill. “So the reason we can say god now, is because you are one?”

He rolled his eyes, “No. Neither the Greater Gods nor the Demons knew that we managed to escape the curse. Each time the word ‘god’ is used, it weakens the curse and risks one of them noticing my presence here. Because of this, several iterations of chaos came together and placed the Taboo on the word. While you are near me, I can stop your words from having such an effect.”

Mason narrowed his eyes, “You said you lost most of your power. You seem pretty fucking powerful to me, you managed to kill the ‘Other’ without much effort.”

“You mortals are all idiots, I gave up my power thousands of years ago, It spread across the world until there were traces of it in everything. Some of us collected as much as we could, planning on all of the iterations merging together once more and regaining our true power, but some were against that idea and wanted to live here among the mortal races as the empty shells of what we once were. I used to be one of the Iterations that collected what you call Chaos Energy, but now the ‘Others’ have managed to capture one of us there is no point.”

Mason’s mouth fell open as he recalled a passage from his system guide.

The people of Ganehfrel have discovered a way to harness Chaos Magic, forcing it to work in ways that go against the fundamental concept of chaos.

The cogs in Mason’s head were turning, things were slowly starting to click. “The ‘Others’ captured one of you and are forcing it to power their champion’s Systems for the trials!”

The Mayor stared at him as if he was stupid, “They’re using him to power their armies to conquer worlds. The Trials are just games they run to train their soldiers. How do you not know this? Why hasn’t the Iteration in your head told you this already?”

Mason’s frown deepened, “It isn’t exactly chatty. Apart from insulting me and giving me quests, it doesn’t really say much at all. How did it end up in my head in the first place!?”

“The Chaos iteration in you was one of the strongest of us. He never gave up on collecting power. He used up most of it, bringing you into this world. We are only able to absorb so much Chaos Energy at once, but if we have a vessel, we are able to gain power far quicker. When he discovered the ‘Others’ had captured one of us and what they were using him for, he spent years trying to get enough power to summon someone to bond with. If what you say about him not speaking to you is true, then perhaps it wasn’t enough power after all.”
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Mason took in a deep breath. “Let me get this straight. You’re a tiny bit of a super-powerful Demon who is a former Lesser God. I have a tiny bit of that same Demon in me; that bit sacrificed most of its power to bring me to this world and give me a system so I can kill the ‘Others’ and rescue the kidnapped bits of Chaos so you can become a real boy again. Did I miss anything?”

The Mayor opened his mouth, but Mayry shot him a dirty look and cut him off, “Yeah, actually, I think you missed the part where my Father never thought to tell me that I’m a fucking Demon!”

“Well, Demi Demon”, The Mayor volunteered. “I just wanted you to have a normal life, your powers manifested at such an early age and your Mother.…” He trailed off.

“Mother? She knows about this? Wait…” Mayry stood and pointed her finger at the Mayor, “Is that why she’s always sick?! You told me it was Chaos Sickness!”

The Mayor uncharacteristically raised his hands in a defensive gesture. “It is Chaos Sickness… She just didn’t get it in the way most people do.”

Mason really didn’t want to get in the middle of the fight and had plenty of his own crap to think through, but the mention of Chaos sickness piqued his interest too much not to ask, “What is Chaos Sickness?”

Mayry’s head shot in his direction. In her eyes, he saw literal flames for a moment before they vanished. She calmed and shook her head. Taking a breath to centre herself, she answered, “Sometimes, when people absorb a lot of Chaos Energy in a short period of time, they find that they slowly lose control of themselves. It presents in one of two ways, the first starts with spontaneous spurts of bloodlust, then gradual changes in personality, and it usually ends in the person going on a murder spree. The second is, the person finds themselves bedridden with delirium. The second type is what my Mother apparently has. It’s rare and usually only found in Hunters. My Mother doesn’t have any Chaos Abilities, so for her to have it is very strange.” She finished by glaring at her Father.

Mason’s eyes widened, and he suddenly felt his heart beating in his chest. That sounded an awful lot like the rage he felt when fighting. Did that mean the weird foreign presence in his mind was his bit of Chaos? Was that It making him sick, trying to take control? He could ask the Mayor, but as just another iteration of Chaos, there was no guarantee he would tell Mason the Truth. He decided he would think about it and possibly talk to the Mayor another time.

The Mayor sighed, “I never wanted a family, but when I met your Mother... I would have done anything for her, and she so desperately wanted a child. Prolonged exposure to one divine presence is usually all a mortal can take, so when she was carrying you, she started getting sick. By the time we figured out what was going on you had already been born and we loved you so much we decided not to tell you lest you blame yourself.”

Mayry’s lip was quivering. “Are… are you saying, it’s my fault? And what powers? The Family Magic? The Magic sense?”

“No, my child, It was never your fault. It was mine. Humans were never supposed to interact with divine beings as often as your Mother has. Your added presence was just too much for her.”

Mayry was pacing the room, but suddenly stopped, “And the powers?”

“Demons and Demi Demons see differently than regular people. Your Magic sense is just your Demonic powers leaking through the binding I placed on you. The Family Magic is much the same but was left out of the binding, so you were able to protect yourself. You shot black flames at the ‘Other’ earlier. That was hellfire. Somehow, you managed to break through my binding and access all of your powers. They should all slowly reveal themselves over the next few days.”

“If I were to leave… would Mother get better?”

“Yes, after a while…

The discussion devolved into a much more heated argument. Mason slipped out of his room while they were distracted so as not to get pulled into the fight.

He went downstairs and found a table, and ordered some water. He closed his eyes and brought up his menu. He had a lot to process and appreciated the relative quiet.

Name: Mason Hughes

Level: 25

Current XP: 11740 /12000

Race: Human

Class: Hunter

Health Points (HP): 390

Mana Points (MP): 390

Stamina: (SP): 245
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Agility: 31


	
Endurance: 29
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Resilience: 24 


	
Intelligence: 53 (+10%) 58


	
Perception: 36
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Free points: 10

Skills: 

Identify (Advanced), Magic Missile - INT (Advanced), Emotional Outburst - PER (Advanced), Camouflage - PER (Advanced), Random Summon INT (Advanced), Mental Manipulation - WIL(Advanced), Ballistic Touch - STR (Advanced) Division - INT (Expert)

Base Skills:

Universal Translator, Inventory (Advanced)

Class skills:

Basic Monster tracking, Evaluate Monster, Gather Intel.

Firstly, he needed to allocate his 10 stat points. He added 1 point to Resilience as it was 1 point away from 25 and the last to reach 25. He suspected he might get a perk when all of his stats hit that miles stone, next, he added 4 to strength, bringing it up to 40, the last 5 he threw into Intelligence as that seemed to be the stat his current build relied on the most.

As he had expected, once he confirmed his choices, he received a notification.

Upgrading each stat to 25 has unlocked a Perk.

Perk Unlocked: 25 and Still Alive

Effect: Your Vitality is increased by 25%

Not too shabby! That brought his vitality up from 29 to 36 and his HP from 390 to 460, which was a pretty decent jump!

Next, he wanted to see if he could figure out his new cloning ability.

After spending five points on his Intelligence, its current value was at 63, which meant he could produce two copies of himself for just over five hours. However, just like with his absorbed Mental Manipulation ability, division hadn’t come with the knowledge of how to use the ability. Keeping his eyes closed he tried a few different ways of activating the ability.

When Gael had used the ability, she had started to vibrate. With this in mind, Mason tried to will himself to split into a copy. He waited for the telltale vibrating to let him know it was working, but nothing happened. Next, while staying as still as he could he tried to push mana out of him in a roughly him shape.

He heard a yelp and opened his eyes.

“JESUS CHRIST.” He shouted. When he had sat down, the chair in front of him and the entire dining area had been completely empty. Now sitting opposite him was a wild Boar. The strange sight had shocked Mason and almost triggered his fight or flight response but at the last moment, he noticed the familiar feel of the animal in front of him.

“Dammit, Nays, don’t sneak up on me like that! I almost turned you into pork chops!”

To his surprise, the naked Elf appeared, “Oops! I was trying to find you to show you my Ability upgrade! Now I can control when I change... mostly, and I can work out how to keep my clothes when I change!” She said proudly.

Mason had been blushing from the moment she had appeared, but she hadn’t noticed as she had been busy speaking. Mason covered his eyes with his hand and said, “I think you might need a little extra practice on that last bit.”

She frowned, “Huh? What do you mean?” She looked down and finally realised she was naked. Her eyes bulged, and she ducked under the table to hide. “Well! I can do it! Whatever you did with your Magic just startled me!”

This was the point that the waiter decided to bring him his water. He eyed the talking table suspiciously but decided it wasn’t worth the effort to investigate, and so just walked away.

Moments later, a fully clothed, slightly pink Elf appeared from under the table and continued speaking. “Anyway, I came to find you to show you! I now turn into bigger and more useful creature and have more control over when I change! Isn’t that cool!”

Mason wasn’t sure it would be at all similar but asked, “So you can change whenever you want now? What does it feel like when you do? Like how do you make the change happen?”

Nays furrowed her eyebrows in thought. She changed into a small wolf and then back, then to a large bird, then back. “I hadn’t really thought about it. It just feels natural… I guess it feels like, you know how you don’t really consciously blink, but if you think about it too much you’re suddenly really conscious that you’re blinking? It kind of feels like that. It’s like I consciously blink but with my mind, and I’m all of a sudden something else. Does that make sense?”

Mason thought about it and chuckled lightly, “No, not really. But it’s helpful. Give me a few minutes?” He closed his eyes and tried to blink mentally. Nothing happened. He tried a few more times in slightly different ways. Finally, when he tried focusing Mana into the odd mental blink, he felt himself start to vibrate slightly.

“Are you okay?” Nays asked.

Realising he hadn’t told her what he was doing, he opened his eyes and mouth to explain when he was overcome by an oddly familiar feeling. For a few moments, he felt as if his whole body was just on the verge of a sneeze… and then it was gone. When it had passed, he saw Nays’ wide eyes darting from him to something to his right. Looking over, he saw an exact copy of himself staring back at him. They both jumped back a bit at the sight. “It worked!” They spoke in unison. “Okay, this is strange.” They both lifted a hand and waved it.”

He could feel that he was the original and hoped that other Mason didn’t also feel the same. He knew instinctively that he had the power to recall the copy. He did so and felt the same sneeze-like feeling he had before, he blinked, and the copy disappeared. He felt woozy for a split second and then found he had two sets of memories from the last 30 seconds, one from himself and one from the copy. This was going to do wonders when researching and training. Thinking of training prompted a pang of guilt over the death of Lyvan. If he had intervened, perhaps the Gnoll would still be alive.

Nays was still staring at him, waiting for an explanation.“Sorry about that, I got a new ability and was trying to figure out how to use it. Your mental blink thing really helped, thank you.”

She shook her head. “How are you getting all of these abilities?! I can barely manage the single one I have!”

Mason grinned at her. “I guess I’m just special!”

Just then, Mayry came storming into the room with a harrowed expression. She ignored Nays, speaking to him directly in a tone that contained a hint of pleading. “I’m going to Trilil for a few days to clear my head. Come with me?”

Mason assumed she wanted to get away from her Father but didn’t want to be on her own. He had not yet had the chance to travel much since getting to the world and didn’t want Mayry out there alone, so he agreed. “Of course. When are we leaving?”

Her lips curved slightly into a smile that faded quickly. “I’m going to go and pack, I’ll meet you back here in a few hours?”

“Okay, sounds good” Mason answered. She turned and left. He thought it was pretty short notice, but he understood her need to get away. He saw Nays glaring at him.

“What?” Mason said defensivley. He knew that the two of them didn’t like each other, but he really could not fathom why.

“What was all that about?” The Elf asked.

“Eh, it’s nothing, just family stuff,” Mason answered.

Nays’ expression changed, “Oh no, was the Mayor hurt in the fight earlier? People are saying it was an ‘Other’. Were you involved? …What am I saying of course you were.”

Mason stood and stretched, “The Mayor is fine, Mayry just got some odd news.”

Nays smirked, “Oh, she finally found out she’s half Demon? Took her long enough.”
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“What do you mean, half Demon…?” Mason carefully asked.

She rolled her eyes, “Oh, it’s just an expression! I didn’t peg you as the religious type!”

Mason’s heart was beating so fast he thought for sure it must be visible. He laughed, and it came out sounding very forced. “Haha yeah… I mean, I’m not really… I’ve just never heard that expression before.”

She gave him a considering look. “Huh, it’s pretty common. It just means she’s a bit of a-” Nays lowered her voice, “-bitch. Some of the more religious types think it blasphemous, but It’s not like I’m saying the G-word.” She cocked her head at him. “You didn’t really think I thought she was a half-Demon, right?”

“Haha, no! Of course not! Mayry’s definitely not a half-Demon that would be crazy! Haha, I have to go. I’ll see you around!” Before she could reply, he was up out of his seat and gone.

He got to his room and leaned back against the door. “Well, that could have gone better.” He said to himself.

“What could have gone better?” A voice said.

Mason jumped and reflectively shot a Magic Bolt at the speaker, who caught it in his hand, causing the magic to fizzle out.

“Dammit! People have got to stop sneaking up on me!” he shouted.

The Mayor ignored his outburst. “I believe it’s time we had a chat, Mason. Just the two of us.” He gestured for Mason to take a seat.

Mason considered. Up until today, he had thought if push came to shove, he could probably take the old man in a fight. Now that he knew the man was apparently a God and could obliterate him without much effort, he was far more on edge around him.

He took the seat anyway. This was his room, so he didn’t really have anywhere else he could retreat to.

“Firstly, I would like to apologise. You were brought into this world and dragged into a mess you can only begin to understand, and for that, I am sorry. Being an act of Chaos, you would have been a random choice. It isn’t fair, but here we are.”

They sat in silence for several moments. Mason wasn’t sure if the Mayor expected him to say something or what, but Mason stayed silent. Eventually, the Mayor continued speaking as if there was no pause. “The ‘system’ inside of you is unique and will allow you to grow far fast than any ‘Other’ as long as you continue to push yourself. You are going with my daughter, correct?” At Mason’s nod, he went on. “While I expect you to keep her safe, that isn’t what we need to discuss. There are things you need to know before you leave.”

Mason nodded, the man had always been very serious, but the way he was acting now was on a whole other level.

“The power inside of you gives you almost limitless potential. Your ‘System’ is far more powerful than the ones the ‘Others’ use. The more power you gain, the more obvious this will become.”

“Why?” Mason found himself asking. He had been planning on keeping his mouth shut and just listen, but that had never really been ‘his thing’. “Why is my ’System’ different from theirs?”

The Mayor paused for a moment, considering how best to phrase his next words, “The System inside of you was made willingly by a fraction of the god of Chaos; all the power that he had left after bringing you here went into creating it. Your system is essentially a blend of your personality, vast amounts of Chaos Energy and the consciousness that belonged to that iteration. On the other side of things, the Systems that the ‘Others’ use is made by continuously ripping apart a captured iteration’s essence and using it to scaffold together a mass-produced imitation of what a system could be.”

Mason looked sceptical. “I don’t know, Gael seemed to be using her system pretty well. The first time we met, I barely scratched her.”

“Yes, well. You are a random person from a world without Magic who had probably never been in a real fight. She is-“ He smirked and corrected himself, “-was, from a world with magic, where she was no doubt trained as a warrior from a young age and taught all about how to exploit the Systems. The fact remains that your system is a thoroughbred stallion compared to the ‘Others’ three-legged donkey with enough effort, you can make it work, but one will always prove significantly better than the other.”

Mason was still unsure but was open to the idea that the partial divinity in front of him might know more on this subject. “Okay, fine, I’m great. I was already aware. You mentioned system exploits? Are there any I could use?”

“Again, your system is based on you. Your personality and your experiences. If there are any exploits, you would be the one to know. Your subconscious essentially created your system, and the iteration guided the creation to ensure it would work.”

Mason had a few ideas he wanted to try out, one of which could not wait. He immediately closed his eyes and opened his menu. “In my world, we have something called video games, they’re like moving pictures you control. They tell a story by having you overcome obstacles. A lot of those games use systems similar to mine. A few of these games have something called the Konami code….” In his menu, he cleared his mind and thought, ‘Up, Up, Down, Down, B, A, Start.’

Instantly he heard the *DING* of a notification.

Excited, he bought it up, eager to see what his subconscious would award him.

Achievement God Mode Unlocked!

You have entered the ultra-secret Konami code

Before reading on, Mason gasped out loud. Holy fuck, he was grinning so much that his face was starting to hurt. His subconscious was awesome!

Reward: Only joking Dickhead. Here have a free stat point instead.

His grin disappeared in an instant. His subconscious was a wanker.

“What happened?” He heard the Mayor ask. Mason opened his eyes and saw the Mayor leaning forward with an intrigued expression.

In a deadpan voice, Mason replied. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

He had gotten a single stat point, which sucked, but it did mean that there might be cheats that actually worked. Of course, those could also just turn out to be his subconscious trolling him as well... He would need to think on it and write out a list of things to try.

The Mayor stood, “Before I leave, I need you to understand, regardless of how powerful you think you are, there are ‘Others’ out there who have been feeding their Systems Chaos Energy for a very long time. If they become aware of your existence, they will come for you long before you are ready. Your unique situation would make killing you like slaying a level 1 rat, looting it and finding it had 100 gold coins on it. You would give out an extraordinary amount of Chaos Energy to anyone who killed you.” He made to leave, but hesitated, trying to decide whether or not to say something. After a moment, he looked Mason in the eye and said, almost pleadingly. “Keep my daughter safe.” And with that, he left.

Despite everything, Mason found himself feeling bad for the guy. Yeah, he was a bit of a dick but just like Mason, he hadn’t asked for any of this. All he had wanted was to live a normal life with his wife and his daughter and forget all about his origins. Now his daughter was angry at him and was leaving with probably the one person in the world most likely to get into trouble.

Mason sighed and rubbed his temples, trying to push away the headache that was starting to form. He knew that he couldn't fix everything, but he could at least try to do what the Mayor had asked of him. Keeping the man's daughter safe wasn't going to be easy, especially considering he was kind of a magnet for trouble, plus her developing Demonic powers were going to be an issue.

He considered talking to her to try to convince her to stay for a few more days so her father could guide her through using her powers, but he knew that convincing Mayry to do something she didn't want to was an exercise in futility.

How had he gotten to this point? A few weeks ago, he was just some guy, but now he was talking to ex-gods travelling with a Demi-Demon, and nearly dying what seemed like every five minutes! What’s more, he was fully expecting that this was only the beginning. His life was just gonna get weirder from here on out.
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It turned out that Mayry had never actually been to the City of Trilil and was only going there as it was far away enough from her Mother that they could test whether she could recover from her Chaos sickness.

She had assured Mason that she knew the way and it would only be about a day’s walk. Mason had shown her his Ballistic Touch method of travel but, after thinking about it for less than a second, flatly refused and insisted they walked.

It was halfway through day two, and Mayry was still not willing to admit that they were lost.

Mason had his mini-map, but unfortunately, it only showed where they had been, not where they needed to go.

It wasn’t too big of a deal. They had plenty of food, and the Magic Trunk for when they needed to rest. For now, he kept following the stubborn woman.

After two days of walking and not killing a single monster, Mason was going a little crazy with boredom and had resorted to annoying Mayry.

“Are we there yet?” Mason asked.

“What? No!” Mayry answered.

“Aaare we there now?” Mason asked 30 seconds later.

“Mason! We are walking on the same road we have been walking on for the last 3 hours. Does this look like a city to you? Why do you keep asking that!?”

Mason chuckled, “No reason. We are definitely lost, though. Maybe we should stop and ask for directions.”

Mayry stopped walking and turned to face him. She spread out her arms and gestured around. “Stop and ask who Mason!? We haven’t seen a single person! And we are not lost! It’s just taking longer than I thought it would! Now shut up and keep walking. It’s this way.”

Mason grinned to himself. Some pleasures are just universal he couldn’t imagine a world where annoying people wasn’t fun.

They walked in silence for a few minutes.

“Mayry?” Mason asked.

Sighing deeply, she answered, “What, Mason?”

“You know, if you got in the Trunk, I could just carry you there.”

“No. We’re walking I don’t trust you not to use your Ballistic Touch thing and end up pinned under a tree!”

“What! How did you kno- I mean… Haha, I wouldn’t do that. That’s crazy…”

Mayry stared at him and narrowed her eyes before she just continued walking.

She sighed and turned to him. “I know you’re just trying to distract me from my thoughts, but do you have to be so damn irritating?!”

Mason considered for a moment before answering. “Yes.”

An hour later, they had wandered through a particularly scenic grove of trees. Mayry declared that they needed to stop for lunch, and so they did.

Mayry dug through her rucksack and bought out some sandwiches, she handed one to Mason, but he declined and instead bought out his Magic KFC box. He had used the box a few times but had yet to show it to Mayry.

He placed his order and withdrew his meal. He looked over at Mayry, and as he had expected, she was staring at him in amazement and wonder. Her mouth was hanging open, and just as some drool was about to escape, she shook her head and came back to her senses. “Mason, what is that phenomenal smell?”

Mason frowned, “Oh, this?” He asked dramatically. “Some would say this is the greatest food my world has to offer. It’s called KFC.”

She looked on in awe. “KFC? And what’s that?” She said, pointing to the cup of Cola.

“Ah well, do you remember when I told you about coffee? Well, this is sort of like that but cold… and fizzy.”

“Fizzy?”

“Just try it!” He said, offering her the cup.

She took a sip and recoiled in shock, “Oh wow, it kinda hurts, but it’s nice. It’s so sweet!”

Mason laughed at her reaction, “Ok, now try this.” He handed over half his meal, chips, chicken and some gravy.

Mason watched as she took a bite and then almost inhaled the rest of it. With her mouth partially full, she managed to say, “Dish ish weally good Mashon what ish it?” She swallowed her mouthful and looked at him, awaiting his response.

Barely able to contain his laughter, he said, “Okay, don’t freak out. It’s chicken

Her eyes bulged and she shouted, “What?! Mason! Holy crap.”

Unable to contain himself any longer, he let out the laughing that had been building since he bought out the meal.

“How did anyone even catch a chicken to cook it? This is from your world? How is it so amazing!? Mason! Stop laughing at me this is serious! Do you even know how dangerous Chickens are?! They are ridiculously hard to kill, I guess you would know about that, but did you know that….”

A few minutes into Mayry’s rant, where she detailed how dangerous Crack Hens were, how lucky Mason had been to kill one and the possibility of him ditching his quest and somehow opening his own fried chicken shop, Mason started to phase her out. He covertly opened his menu and started to peruse his character sheet to see if he could spot anywhere he could improve.
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Identify (Advanced), Magic Missile - INT (Advanced), Emotional Outburst - PER (Advanced), Camouflage - PER (Advanced), Random Summon INT (Advanced), Mental Manipulation - WIL (Advanced), Ballistic Touch - STR (Advanced) Division - INT (Expert)

Base Skills:

Universal Translator, Inventory (Advanced)

Class skills:

Basic Monster tracking, Evaluate Monster, Gather Intel.

He noticed he still had a single free point from his failed cheat code. He had forgotten about it completely. He considered for a few minutes while half listening to Mayry, still ranting about Chickens and how they might be able to get Viv to make more Cola. Eventually, he threw the point into resilience as not including the buffs he got from his armour, it was his lowest stat, plus you could never be too resilient when everyone and their mum wanted to kill you.

Suddenly Mayry went deadly silent. He quickly closed his menu and opened his eyes, searching for what had interrupted the woman’s rant.

Where before, there had been nothing but an empty space surrounded by trees, a man had appeared standing in front of them. Mason didn’t recognise him, but something about the man put Mason on edge.

To look at, he wasn't anything special. He was tall and had a fairly average build. It was the way he stood that bothered Mason. The man was standing with an air of confidence and superiority, his posture relaxed and unconcerned, as if he didn’t have a care in the world. It unsettled Mason, who couldn't help but feel a sense of unease in the man's presence.

“Mayry.” The man said jovially, “How lovely to see you again.”

Mason shot a sidelong glance at his companion, who had started radiating anger. The longer she stared at the man, the angrier she got. The angrier she got, the more she seemed to change. Her eyes turned black, and her skin darkened to a reddish hue. She bared her teeth at the man revealing a mouth full of sharp fangs. She summoned balls of hellfire to each of her hands and slightly lowered herself in preparation for a fight. As she did, Mason could see two small bumps on her head, which he assumed were the beginning of a pair of horns.

“You know him?” He asked.

“That…” Her words came out as a deep growl instead of her natural feminine voice, and for a second, she paused, shocked at how she sounded, before she continued. “That’s Aiden, the ‘Other’ who kidnapped me. He was working with Gael.”

Aiden, who showed no surprise at Mayry’s partial demonic transformation, shrugged and said, “Now, now, kidnapped is such a gruesome word… we had fun, didn’t we? I like to think of it as temporarily borrowing you.” He grinned, totally oblivious to the aura of rage and killing intent that Mayry was giving off. “Speaking of Gael, have you seen her? I seemed to have lost track of the silly girl.”

Mason stepped in front of Mayry defensively, “Well, you see, about that….”


END OF BOOK 1
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“What do you mean she’s dead?!” Aiden shouted.

Not for the first time, Mason wished that there was some sort of Charisma stat that could help with situations like this, one that would allow him to just know the perfect thing to say. But alas, there was no such thing.

“Um, yeah, she kinda turned to dust.” Mason embarrassedly scratched his head, “Sorry ‘bout that.”

He had been in the world almost a month now, after being selected at random and bought here to embark on a quest for a sort of ex-god of chaos who was now a Demon but only a tiny part of a demon… yeah, to be honest, he didn’t really understand either.

He was in a whole new world full of Monsters and Magic and cute Elves. He had been given all sorts of abilities, but sadly none of them allowed him to deal with non-violent confrontations any better.

After a whole ordeal with an ‘Other’, which was sort of an alien the locals had myths about, he had left on a journey with his friend Mayry who had recently found out she was part Demon. They had immediately gotten lost, eaten some KFC from a magical KFC box, and now they were being confronted by another ‘Other’ named Aiden, who was (probably) banging the other ‘Other’ that they had killed a few days prior.

“Ah. shit. I am well and truly fucked now.” The man’s haughty demeanour dropped, replaced with one of worry and fear, but oddly not one of grief. After muttering a few words that Mason couldn’t hear, the man ran his fingers through his hair. Starting to pace back and forth, the man started ranting just loud enough for both Mason and Mayry to hear. “Shit shit shit. Just go and watch the girl, they said! You’ll be fine, They said! At least now I know why the bastards didn’t go themselves!” He suddenly stopped, looked at them both and asked, “Do you know who killed her? Was it one of the cult crazies? The wankers.”

Taken aback by the man’s radical personality change, Mason took a moment to realise he had been asked a question. Before answering, Mason surreptitiously moved his hand behind his back and summoned a dagger from his inventory. “Actually, It was me who killed her.”

Aiden, who had once again started pacing, stopped, and stood dead still. He looked at Mason, saying nothing for a full minute before his lip twitched, which then turned into full-blown hysterical laughter. “You? You killed Gael? Okay, sure, but seriously… it was the Cultists, right?”

Feeling pretty insulted, Mason took a step forward and brought his dagger into view, pointing it threateningly at the man. “No… It was me! I mean, I had some help from… someone, but… Why is that so hard to believe?!”

Aiden frowned, “Oh, you were being serious? No, sure, of course. Are you sure… It’s just, after the last time you fought her, she talked for days about how she beat you so bad that you looked like a panda who had lost a fight to a bottle of ketchup.”

Mason heard a snicker from behind him and turned to see Mayry holding back a smirk and a smile. He turned back to Aiden and sneered at him. “It was not that bad! And I’m far stronger now than I was back then!” Pointing his finger towards the man, he continued, “Don’t miss your girlfriend too much; you’ll be seeing her again as soon as we’re done here.”

“Wait. What? She definitely wasn’t my girlfriend… and you said she was dead. How would I see her if she’s dead?” Aiden said, confused.

Mason had thought that he had sounded pretty cool. He looked back at Mayry, who, for some reason, had her hand against her face. He sighed, “Well, I’m going to kill you now, so I meant you’ll be seeing her because you’ll be dead too. It sounded cool!” He said defensively.

“Oh,” Aiden said. ”About that, I’m not really a fighter… I’m more of what they call a support class, so thanks, but I’m going to pass.”

Mason summoned a ball of pure energy to one, and hand gripped his dagger tightly in the other. “You kidnapped my friend, and your partner tried to kill me twice! There is no possible way in this or any other world I’m going to let you leave!” he growled threateningly.

The ‘Other’ opened his mouth to say something, but instead, he held up a hand and gave a little wave. Not sure what was happening, Mason shot the ball of energy at the man. Just as it was about to hit the man, he grinned and disappeared with a POP!

The ball slammed into the ground, creating a small crater.

“Fuck.” Mason exclaimed.

“What’s the big deal?” Mayry said from behind him. He turned to look at her and saw she had completely reverted back to her human form. The red hue, sharp fangs and extra height had gone as if they had never appeared. “Isn’t it good we avoided another fight with one of them?”

“You don’t understand,” he started to explain. Your father warned me not to let any of them get away. If word gets back to the elites of their world of what I am and what I can do, I’m probably fucked. I need to become far more powerful before that happens. If one of the really powerful ‘Others’ comes looking for me, there’s no way I’d be able to do anything.”

“Ah, that does sound like your fucked,” Mayry agreed. “But does Aiden even know anything about you? For all he knows, you could just be another ‘Other’ out here for the trial thing.”

Mason considered, “I was dumb enough to tell Gael a bit. I let slip I was from Earth and that I appeared on this planet. Seeing as I’m still alive, I’m thinking she either didn’t understand what was going on or didn’t tell anyone important. But there is no way of knowing what she told Aiden. If he does know anything, the information will probably get back the Ganehrel one way or another unless we kill him.”

Mayry placed a hand on his shoulder. “We’ll just have to find him then. There is only Sparkstown and Trilil anywhere close to here. We’re heading there anyway, I’m sure we’ll find him before anything bad happens.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right. Thanks.”

“No worries, now, more importantly, do you have any more of that KFC?”

After another two hours of walking, they could finally see the city of Trilil in the distance, only an hour walk away. With each step, the city drew nearer, its details becoming more easily discernable. The towering spires, bustling streets, and the hint of lively activity within its boundaries beckoned them forward.

As they approached, the sounds of civilisation grew louder, carrying on the wind. The distant hum of voices, the clatter of hooves on cobblestones, and the occasional ringing of bells filled the air. The city definitely had a sense of busyness that the small Town of Sparksford lacked.

As they walked, their conversation turned to their purpose in the city. Mason, curious about their plans, voiced his question to Mayry. “So, apart from finding Aiden, what are we doing here?”

Leaning slightly against a nearby lamppost, Mayry took a moment to collect her thoughts. "Well, Mason," she began, her voice laced with a mix of determination and uncertainty, "I just needed to get away from my father for a bit, but beyond that, I think it's time for us both to take a breather, maybe we could just relax a while and see what the big city has to offer.”

Mason was quiet for a few seconds too long, Mayry noticed and asked, “Is… that okay?”

Mason thought for a few moments longer before saying cautiously, “Yes… I mean, of course, a vacation would be amazing… but I need to get stronger fast. I don’t think now is the time to start taking it easy.”

“Trilil has a huge Hunters Association. You could pick up a few contracts and relax in your downtime. How does that sound? I might even tag along with you, see if I can figure out how to control my Demon side better.”

“That works! Any idea where we’re staying? Or do you want to use the Trunk?” Mason asked.

She, in return, looked disgusted, “Ew, no way, that thing doesn’t have running water, and you always come back from contracts smelling like a Hogfarthen. You’re Mister moneybags, I’ll let you treat me to a nice Inn room.”

Mason stopped walking and opened his mouth in mock outrage, “Oh, you’ll let me, will you? You know, sometimes I think you’re only friends with me for my money.”

“Mason! Don’t say that! I’m obviously your friend for your power, the money is just a nice side benefit… why do you think I invited you?” Mayry replied smoothly before walking off.

“Hey!” He chased after her. “You better be joking!”

They made it to the city gates, and Mason marvelled at the sight. The gates stood twice as tall as the ones surrounding Sparkford. Their intricate stone carvings and ironwork evoked a sense of grandeur and power. Mason couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and apprehension as he took in the bustling streets beyond.

Mayry glanced back at Mason, a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. "Well, come on, Mister Moneybags. Let's not keep the city waiting."

With a grin, Mason quickened his pace to catch up with her. As they entered the city, the vibrant tapestry of sights, sounds, and scents engulfed them. The streets were teeming with people from all walks of life—merchants hawking their wares, street performers captivating the crowd with their skills, and individuals bustling about with a sense of purpose.

The duo wandered through the busy thoroughfares, their eyes darting from one intriguing sight to another. Colourful stalls lined the streets, displaying an array of goods, from sparkling jewellery to exotic fruits Mason had never seen before. The tantalising aroma of street food wafted through the air, tempting their taste buds.

After walking around for a bit, Mason couldn’t contain himself, he ran from street to street just to see all the various denizens of the city. As well as Humans and Elves, he also saw Dwarves, people with cat-like features and tails that swished as they walked. He saw what he thought was a Gnoll, but it was bigger, and its face had a more lupine look as opposed to the canine Gnoll. Mayry, who was chasing after him, explained that these were Wolfmen and that comparing them to their Gnoll cousins was a big no-no unless he wanted a fight.

He saw dozens upon dozens of other beings, but one, in particular, caught his eye. In each street, he always noticed that there were hooded figures that he never seemed to see move. He asked Mayry about them, but she didn’t know what he was talking about, and anytime he went to point one out, they were always gone.

After exploring for an hour, Mayry's eyes lit up as she spotted a bustling ‘Magic Market’ square ahead of them. "Let's check that out!" she exclaimed, tugging at Mason's sleeve.

Mason nodded, his gaze following Mayry's enthusiastic gesture. Together, they navigated their way through the lively crowd, their curiosity guiding them towards the heart of the market.
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Walking through the Market, they were both taken aback by the sheer size and atmosphere of the place. There were stalls by the hundreds, each with merchants doing their utmost best to outshout their neighbours and attract the attention of any possible customers. While Mason often felt quite out of his depth in this world, Market shopping was something he felt he was a pro at.

Mayry had initially been excited to visit the Magical Market and see what there was to buy. This quickly changed when she saw the gleam in Mason’s eye that she had learned by now meant trouble was afoot.

Back on Earth, Mason lived nearby to a very popular market which was well known for its outrageous prices when selling to tourists but great deals when dealing with locals. Mason had grown up haggling for the very best deals. He hadn’t had the chance to use this talent in Sparksford as he found actual shops tended to be quite rigid with their pricing while people at markets often tried to squeeze you for every penny.

Things went quite well until Mason spotted a stall with several sphere-shaped artefacts that looked similar to the flash bang he had bought in Sparksford’s Magical Item shop, just several times bigger. Using his Identify skill confirmed that these were, in fact, just bigger versions that packed a bigger bang. The trouble started when the Merchant, a seven-foot tall humanoid Snake-like creature, saw him looking at the orbs and grinned at him. “Ahhh young massster hass impeccable tassste, for one sssuch asss yoursssself I can offer you thessse exxxquisite orbsss of powerr for jussst an Iron each.” The lizard man hissed as he reached towards the orbs intending to slide them into a bad for Mason, assuming by Mason’s smile he had already made the sale.

Going with a hunch, Mason asked innocently, “What do they do?”

The Lizard man’s head slowly looked up at Mason, eyes slightly wider, “Why, they are orbs of power, of course, they, um, contain Chaosss Magic, and through carrying them, you increase the power of your abilities?”

Mason narrowed his eyes at the man and shook his head, “You have no idea, do you? How about I give you 5 Iron for all 20 and tell you what they actually do?”

“Well, I… “ This went back and forth several times before they finally agreed on 10 Iron and Mason Identifying 2 other objects for the salesman, both of which turned out to be fake imitations of various magical items.

The merchant seemed annoyed but let them leave with the orbs.

As they walked away, Mayry whispered to him. “Mason! That was a Draconi, I can’t believe you managed to get away with that. They’re the most vicious Merchants out there. Very few people even attempt to barter with them, and did you see the way he was eyeing our Armour?”

“Nah, he was nice! Come on, let’s see what else we can find!

It was an hour later when Mayry finally managed to drag Mason away, “Please, Mason, let’s go! If you ‘haggle’ any more, I think they’re going to ban us! I’m sure that last guy had tears in his eyes!”

Mason, in reply, let out an exaggerated breath, “That guy had no business being a merchant! He crumbled almost immediately!”

“Mason!” Mayry said sternly! “That was the merchant’s eight-year-old son! The actual merchant saw you coming and hid!”

“Oh… well, whatever! I got a good price, didn’t I?!” Mason said smugly. “But fine, we can go; we’re coming back, though!”

With a sigh of relief from Mayry, they exited the Market with Mason having pissed off no less than nine merchants. Most, he just haggled down a whole lot, but the others, he managed to embarrass in front of other customers by using his Identify skill to correct their sales pitches.

On the plus side, he managed to walk away with a butt ton of healing potions, a few other simple magical items and even managed to find a ring of protection which he paid a full silver coin for.

Wearable Item - Ring Of Protection (Rare) - A very well-made ring often used to protect family members and loved ones.

Effect: A mid-grade barrier will protect the wearer against physical and magical attacks. Once the barrier is broken, a 24-hour recharge time is required.

He wanted to give the ring to Mayry but was unsure how to do it in a way that wouldn’t be misconstrued as something else.

Before he could bring up the topic, Mayry spun him around and pulled him into a deserted alleyway.

“Woah there,” Mason protested, “I know my haggling skills are good, but they ain’t that good!”

“Oh shut up,” Mayry said, swatting him on the arm, “I spotted trouble.”

“Oh yeah? Aiden?”

“No, that first guy? The one you bought the orbs off? I knew he was checking out our armour….”

Mason adopted a confused look. “Okay? What’s that got to do with anything?”

Mayry started to explain, “The hooded people you said you saw earlier? I think they might have been the Kethul, I saw two of them walking towards us just now.”

Mason cut her off before she could continue, “The Kethul? Where have I heard that before? Kethul, Kethul…”

She just rolled her eyes, “If you would let me finish… After you killed the Basilisk….”

“OH! The Basilisk was called the Kethulhu Basilisk. That’s where I heard it… I’m sorry. Please continue.”

“…After you killed the Basilisk, I did some research but couldn’t find much. The only giant snake that I kept finding references to was the snake deity of the Kethul. I assumed they worshipped the Basilisk, not knowing what it really was. The book said they’re a primitive tribal society that live on a whole other continent, so I never bothered saying anything.”

Mason’s eyes narrowed at Mayry, “So you’re saying these people worshipped the Basilisk as some sort of Go… G word, and now they’re here searching for it? How could they possibly know it was sent here?!” a thought occurred to him, “Oh fuck, do you think the Merchant somehow recognised what the armour is made from and called those guys?”

“Hmm,” Mayry replied, “I mean, maybe… the merchant was a Draconi, they’re pretty snake-like, maybe they thought he had something to do with their deity… but still, that wouldn’t explain why they were already in the city and what they were doing… Maybe one of them has a Chaos Ability to do with the Basilisk? Either way, I think it’s definitely better if we avoid them for now and change out of the armour.”

“Agreed, I mean, I think we could probably take them, but I’m not really into killing people… Even if they are weird snake-worshipping people. Should we just change here? I still have a few sets of your clothes in my inventory.”

“Yeah, I think the sooner we change, the better. Give me an outfit.” Mayry said before adding, “If you peek at me while I change, I will go demon on your ass so fast you’ll wish you were still in the in that goblin orgy village!”

Mason threw up his hands in surrender. “Ok, ok, no peeking, got it!”

He tossed over a bundle of clothes, checked the coast was still clear, and then quickly got changed himself.

Once they were both fully clothed, they headed out of the alley, back onto the main street.

After walking for a few moments in silence, Mayry blurted out, “It’s so unfair that you get more muscular every time you level up! Do you know how long it takes me to lose any weight at all!?”

Mason stared blankly at her for a beat before making sense of what she was saying, “You watched me as I changed?! You hypocrite!”

Mayry went bright pink, “I err… How else would I make sure you weren’t peeking at me!”

Mason dramatically covered his chest with his arms, “I feel so violated!”

“Oh shush, It’s not like I didn’t see all you had to offer in the first 2 seconds of meeting you!”

“Oh yeah… I forgot about that- shhh” They abruptly stopped talking as they passed a pair of hooded figures who were trying and failing to blend in. Their heads moved as each person past them then one of the two would shake his head ever so slightly.

Mason and Mayry walked past them and held their breath. When they were far enough away, they let out a sigh and continued towards the city centre in hopes of finding an Inn.

As they continued their walk, they couldn't help but feel a lingering sense of unease. Though they had managed to avoid an encounter with the hooded figures, the experience had reminded them that Monsters and the ‘Others’ weren’t the only things in this world they had to worry about. They quickened their pace, trying to put some distance between themselves and the mysterious individuals.

After a few minutes, they spotted a signpost directing them towards a nearby inn. Relieved to have found a potential safe haven, they made their way towards it. The inn's exterior had a rustic charm, with a cosy-looking tavern on the ground floor and rooms on the upper levels.

This Inn looked nice, but compared to his luxurious room back in Sparksford, it was a dump. Mason had grown quite used to that level of comfort and tried to steer Mayry towards a more expensive-looking Inn across the street.

“No! We are supposed to be laying low and trying not to draw attention to ourselves! Flaunting your wealth is probably not a great idea to do right now, and knowing you, you’d probably tip the receptionist a silver if she was pretty enough and smiled at you.”

“Oi!” Mason snapped back, “It was an Iron and I didn’t understand the currency! It had nothing to do with Nays being pretty and smiling at me!”

Mayry glared at him, “Ugh!” she stormed off towards the cheaper-looking Inn, leaving him confused.

When he caught up to her, she was talking to a fat human man who was wearing an apron. As he approached, they both looked at him expectantly.

“Err, hi?” Mason tried, unsure what had been said.

“They only have one room available, It’s 15 Bronze a day.” She explained.

“Oh, okay, Guess we’re sharing?” Mason said.

“Yup,” She replied as both she and the innkeeper stared at him.

“Err, are you mad at me?” Mason asked hesitantly.

“Nope, not at all. I’m just waiting for you to pay, so I can go up to the room and rest.” She explained curtly.

“Oh, yeah, right, of course,” Mason forked over a handful of coins to the man, and he, in turn, handed over a key to Mayry, who hurried off up the stairs leaving him standing wondering what was going on. He looked at the Innkeeper, about to ask if he said anything but stopped himself as he saw the man was just slowly shaking his head at him.

Mason frowned and hurried up the stairs after Mayry.
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After a somewhat awkward early evening, with Mayry insisted that nothing was wrong, that she wasn’t mad at him, but continued to act like something was wrong and as if she was very mad at him, they both decided to head to bed early.

Mason stood by the bed, uncertain as to what Mayry had in mind for the sleeping arrangement. The bed was quite large, but judging by how annoyed she was acting, Mason assumed she would probably appreciate some time away from him.

“I’ll sleep in the Trunk, give you some privacy,” he said uncertainly.

Mayry looked up at him and sighed, “It’s fine. You might as well sleep in the bed you paid for.”

“Oh, okay, sure,” Mason got into the bed and looked up at Mayry, who was just standing there, staring at him with a frown on her face.

"Do you genuinely not know why I’m annoyed at you?” She asked, her expression changing from a frown to one of bewilderment.

“Ah! So you are annoyed!” Mason exclaimed.

Her frown instantly returned. “Never mind.” She got into bed facing away from Mason and ran a finger over the rune that extinguished the light.

“Huh?!” was all Mason could think to say.

“Just drop it and go to sleep, Mason.”

“Err, okay, See you tomorrow I guess? Goodnight.” Mason said trying to figure out how they had gone from hiding from crazy snake worshippers one moment to an awkward evening with Mayry acting weird.

He knew he had never been amazing when it came to women and he fully suspected he had made some sort of social faux pas that he had been completely oblivious too but for the life of him, he could not figure out what it was.

While he wasn’t entirely sure what he had done, he didn’t want Mayry to still be pissed off when they woke up so he spent the next few minutes trying to psych himself up to say what he wanted to say.

“Mayry, you awake?” He whispered.

He got no reply but his enhanced perception did let him hear a change in her heart rate when he spoke which made him think she probably wasn’t yet asleep.

“Erm, I’m sorry for whatever I did. I’m pretty shitty at these sorts of things and I… err just wanted you to know that I really like you and I…”

Before he could finish there was a huge bang outside which caused them both to jolt upright in bed as the whole building shook; their attention was immediately diverted to the commotion outside. Startled, Mason made to quickly get out of bed but stopped as Mayry grabbed his arm. “Ignore that for a second! What were you saying?!”

He looked over at the window for a second before looking back at Mayry. “Oh, I was saying….” A bang interrupted him a second time.

“Dammit!” Mayry shouted. She got out of bed and rushed towards the window, mentally swearing vengeance against whoever it was making the commotion outside. She flung open the curtain and tried to identify the source of the noise but from the angle she could see there was nothing out of the ordinary. She was about to turn back when she noticed an orange hue coming from a few streets away. There was another bang, and she saw a massive fireball shoot into the building across from the Inn.

Mason was by her side in an instant. Mayry glared at him and said, “Don’t think this gets you off the hook. We are going to talk later and you will finish what you were going to say!” With a sigh, she added, “We better take a look at what’s happening… Chaos knows it probably has something to do with us.”

They made it to the front door of the inn and peeked out, they saw six of the hooded figures. They stood right outside the inn as if they knew exactly where they were and had just been destroying things to get them to come out.

Six voices spoke in unison, creating a discordant harmony which made Mason’s hair stand on end. “We know where you are. We know what you are. We know what you did. Come out, so we may speak."

Mason glanced at Mayry who just shrugged. “There are only six of them. If it comes down to a fight I’d put my money on us.”

They exited the Inn and stood opposite the Kethul.

Everything about this encounter was putting Mason on edge. It was dark out, and they were being confronted by mysterious hooded figures who all spoke at once. What about this situation didn’t sound like a horror film?

He used Identify on one of them at random.

Kethulli Priest - Level 15

The Order of The Kethul Worship the Basilsk. They are from a very distant land and not much is known about them. Most who seek to learn more are never seen again. They would be pretty angry if they ever found out what happend to their lord and saviour…

Reading the description made Mason wince internally. He quickly used Identify on the rest of them and got similar results. They were pretty strong, and had good reason to not like Mason. This just kept getting better and better.

Summoning his courage he stepped forward and asked in as bold of a voice as he could, “What do you want?”

There was silence for a moment, then twelve voices replied. Mason spun as they spoke and spotted six more that had somehow gotten behind them. “We are here for the ones who our lord has chosen. He has blessed you with his defence has he not?”

That wasn’t what he had been expecting. Blessed with their lord’s defence? What the heck did that mean? “I don-“ Mayry stepped forward and cut him off by elbowing him in the side.

“Yes,” she called out, “Your lord appeared to us and shed his hide so he may protect us as his chosen.”

Mason was lost. He had no idea what was going on but decide to just let Mayry do her thing and bullshit her way out of the confrontation. He still thought he could take them if he had to but the second six had appeared so suddenly that it made him cautious, he had no idea how many of them there may be.

“Yet you do not wear his protection now?” The voices asked incredulously. “Do you turn from him and shun his gift?”

“We only wear the protection in battle, to wear it any other time would be an insult to your… lord.” Mayry sounded uncertain but from the way the hooded figures seemed to relax as her words it seemed to be working.

“Ah, it is good to hear that you are still on the path. We came to deliver a message from our lord’s most trusted servants, his seers.” As one, the figures removed their hoods to reveal their faces. Each of them was bald, with serpentine features and every one of them had had their eyes removed, leaving only empty holes in their place. Mayry took a step back in horror.

Mason just sighed, at least this explained the creepy hoods, If he was bald and had empty eye holes he would wear a hood too.

One of the Kethul stepped closer to them and he alone said. “For us to deliver unto you the message you must first prove yourself as worthy.”

If they wanted him to shave his head and cut his eyes out they were even crazier than he had thought. Mason was about to tell them where they could stick their snake worship when the single Kethul continued, “We are many. If you defeat us in combat, we will consider you to be worthy to be our lord’s chosen.”

There was a pause, where nobody spoke. Of course, there was going to be a fight, there is always a fight but these guys had no eyes. Fighting them and winning would just feel kinda wrong.

Mason finally spoke up, “With all due respect, fighting the… visually impaired doesn’t seem like the best way to prove our strength.”

Mayry shot him a look that he interpreted as, ’Will you shut up I’m handling this.’ She opened her mouth, probably to apologise for his comment but the leader Kethul spoke first. “We gave up our eyes for our lord and so he guides us, we assure you we have no need for sight.”

Before Mason could say anything, using her best diplomatic voice Mayry said, “We agree to a fight but not here. If it is acceptable to you we will meet you outside the city tomorrow at dawn.”

The single Kethul stepped back in line with the others and all twelve in unison said, “Agreed.” The next moment they pulled their hoods back up and disappeared into the darkness.

While they had been talking, people in the distance had been getting control of the fires the Kethul had started. Checking there was nothing they could do to help they went back to their Inn room.

*****

“Well, that happened,” Mason said dryly. They were both sat on the bed trying to digest what had just happened.

“Yes, it did… I think in the future maybe you should let me do the talking in situations like that.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, they challenged us to a fight and your first response was to say you couldn’t fight them because they were visually impaired! What the heck Mason, why would you think that was a good thing to say?!”

“Well, they have no eyes! They ARE visually impaired. How are they supposed to fight? Do you often beat up blind people, Mayry?”

Not sure if Mason was serious or just acting the fool Mayry rested her face in her hand and shook her head.“They obviously have some other way of seeing, otherwise, how would they of found us?”

“That’s… actually a pretty good point. Why do they want to fight us anyway? I don’t get it, you’d have thought killing their ‘Lord’ would be enough to prove our ‘worthiness’.

“Were you not listening at all?” Looking at him now, she continued, “They don’t even know we killed the basilisk. They think we’re it’s holy chosen, or something. They definitely would not have been so nice if they had known. I think one of them must have some sort of link with the basilisk which still works on its scales. That must be how they found us.”

It made sense. The Kethul vastly outnumbered the two of them. If they had known that the Basilisk was dead then they would have most likely would have just ambushed them. He hadn’t used Identify on them but he was pretty confident that, with Mayry’s help, he could take the 12 of them, any more than that he was less sure of.

Mayry had said she had done some research on the so he asked her, “How many of them do you think there are? Do you think they came here with their full force or were they just the vanguard of a bigger group?”

She looked thoughtful then replied. “I couldn’t find a ton of information about them. I don’t know how many are here but I would guess there are far more out there.”

Yawning, Mason shrugged, “I still reckon we could take them… if all else fails you can just go all demony and turn them into ash,”

With her signature eyeroll, she shot back, “Har har, you know I don't have that much control yet and besides you’re supposed to be the muscle not me!”

“Oh is that right? So what does that make you?” Mason asked.

“I'm obviously the brains,” she said, putting far too much emphasis on the word ‘obviously’.

Feigning outrage, Mason nudged her with his elbow, “Hey! what do you mean obviously! Are you calling me dumb?”

"No! Not dumb… Just… Err… You know what? I’m hungry, should we see if the Inn is still serving food?" she suggested, trying change the topic..

“Oh, no no. You can't just change the subject!" Mason protested

"Oh, can’t I? Well, how about we go back to what you were saying earlier before all the drama started."

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” He said innocently, catching sight of Mayry’s death glare, he quickly added “Um.. Actually yeah, food all of a sudden sounds good!,”

Her stern expression broke, laughing, she said, "Okay fine, but we are going to talk about it Mason, or I’m going to go all Demony on you and turn you to ash."

With a grin, Mason replied, “Don’t you threaten me with a good time.” And patted the half Demon woman on the head and sprinted out of the room as he saw Mayry summon a fireball to her hand.

****

They spent the rest of the evening eating and drinking in the Inn’s quaint little dining area. They talked about all sorts with both of them dancing around what was really on their minds. Mason made a few attempts at just blurting it out, but each time chickened out with Mayry none the wiser.

After a while they headed back up to their room. After the shutting door, Mason turned and nearly toppled over in surprise when Mayry pressed her lips against his.

After a few moments where Mason was unable to summon up a single thought, Mayry pulled away.

Mason stood there, opening and closing his mouth doing his best impersonation of a guppy.

Mayry chuckled softly at Mason's stunned expression. “I’m that good ey?”

"No," Mason stammered, "I mean yes. No, I mean, I just wasn’t expecting that… I thought we were just going to talk?"

"We were," Mayry replied with a playful smirk, "but I'm tired and this was faster. You were taking far too lon- Oof” Mason cut her off by giving her a taste of her own medicine and surpising her with a kiss. This time is lasted as long as it took for them to slowly migrate over to the bed.
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The morning arrived, catching Mason off guard. He usually woke up wanting too desperately to just go back to sleep. Today, he found himself looking forward to seeing Mayry. He found her already up, gazing out the window.

He walked up behind her, wrapped his arms around her waist, and pulled her close. “Good morning. How was your night?”

She, in reply, shrugged and said, “Eh, it was alright”

"Alright?" Mason raised an eyebrow, feigning surprise. "Just alright? Nothing interesting happened?"

With a playful grin, Mayry shook her head. "Hmm, not that I can think of."

Mason clutched his chest with an exasperated sigh, exclaiming, “Oh, my heart, your cruel words have broken it.”

She turned and gave him a playful shove, “Oh stop, we have to get ready. We have a fight with a bunch of creepy snake guys to get to, remember?”

“Remember?“ He asked, “Of course I remember, that was the highlight of the night!”

Dodging a shoe, he retrieved their Basilisk armour from his inventory and started to get changed into it.

******

They reached the outskirts of the city just before dawn. The combination of pink, purple, and red hues in the sky as the suns rose was a impressive sight to behold. The two of them watched it together until the romantic atmosphere was intruded upon by the sudden appearance of the Kethul.

To Mason’s annoyance, there were at least 30 of them. All but the one Mason thought of as the leader looked ready for battle. The hooded robes had been replaced with leather armour that was reminiscent of their own Basilisk Armour with only some slight differences. Mason’s and Mayry’s were solid pinks, whereas theirs were faded and dull. If he had to guess, the reason probably was that Kethul’s had been made from the Basilisk's shedded skin while their’s had been made with its actual hide.

Mason preferred seeing the Kethul when they were wearing hoods. In the current attire, it was hard not to stare at the holes where their eyes had been.

The leader was the first to speak. “It is good that you have come. We present to you a selection of our strongest warriors.” The Kethul leader gave a small bow as if this was a gift. “kill them, and I will reveal to you the prophecy, but if you are defeated, they will not hold back.”

“Wait, you want us to kill them?” Mason asked, surprised. It was a shock that the Kethul was so quick to throw away so many of their own people’s lives. Unless they didn't expect him to win, but in that case, what was the point of doing all this?

The leader let out a sound that Mason interpreted as a chuckle but came out as a hissing, coughing sound. “Do not worry about them. To die in combat in service to our lord is the highest honour, and they will be rewarded in the afterlife.”

Mason hesitated. He wasn't religious and didn't believe in an afterlife, but what did he know? This world had gods for certain, so why not an afterlife? He still wasn't sure he wanted to kill these people, especially since they thought they would be dying for a snake god that Mason had already killed.

Sensing was still that reluctant, the Kethul leader continued. “There will be a battle today. Your consent is optional. However, If instead of fighting you choose to run, we have orders to slaughter every man, woman and child in Trilil.

Well, that cleared up his conscience. He had doubts about killing them when he thought they were just religious nuts who didn’t know any better, but he had no problem killing people who would happily go on a murder spree because they didn’t get their own way. Now that he thought about it, they did worship a giant snake that could kill with a look, so it was not really a big surprise.

“Mason,” Mayry whispered from his side, “We have to; we don’t have a choice. We can’t let them kill all those people”

Angry at the threat of such needless slaughter, Mason growled, “No problem. I’m over my doubts. It’s been a while since I've had a good fight anyway.”

The Kethul leader sounded pleased. “As our lord chosen, it is only fair that you are warned that each Kethul has its own chaos abilities. The fight will begin shortly; if you have anything to prepare, I suggest you do it now.”

His last fight had only been a few days ago, but it felt like a lot longer. In that fight, he had absorbed a cloning ability from an ‘Other’, and this fight would be the first time he had the opportunity to use it in combat. Hopefully, the ability would help even out the odds a bit.

He also considered using Random Summon, but using both abilities at the same time would eat up a massive portion of his Mana pool, and in a fight like this with so many unknowns, he didn’t want to risk it.

He closed his eyes and activated Division. The full-body sneezing sensation left him feeling dizzy. When he opened his eyes, he saw his clone staring at him. The last time he had used the ability, it had only been for a minute. He hadn't realised how weak he felt being at only half power.

“It is time.” The Kethul leader said.

The original Mason started giving orders, “Mayry, try to keep your distance. Pick off as many as you can from a distance.” Not wanting to talk about Mayry’s secret out in the open, he added, “I’ll try and keep them away from you, but if any get too close, see if you can muster up any of your father’s charm.”

Mayry just replied with a determined nod as she conjured fireballs to hover in each hand.

Original Mason turned to clone Mason, “Concentrate on the ones on the left. I’ll take the ones on the right.”

The clone spoke up, “I need a weapon, apparently I can’t access the Inventory. I also tried my own Random Summon and Division abilities, those aren’t working either.” He shrugged. “Was worth a shot.”

Original Mason tossed him a short sword, saying, “Try and keep up if you can.” Before running towards the Kethul, who had started advancing.

The clone called back, “I’m literally your exact copy!”

*****

Mason wasn’t sure how this battle was going to go, he had acted confident in front of Mayry but apart from knowing they were level 15, he had no way of telling how strong they really were or what abilities they had. He probably could have taken the 12 from the night before on his own, but this was a lot more. His best bet was to take out as many as he could as soon as possible and then whittle down their numbers from there. He debated using the ‘Clop wand’ he had gotten from the unicorn but decided the rainbow acid it emitted might do more harm than good if it hit his clone.

As he ran towards the Kethul, he shot three full strength magic missiles at them at random, one hit a Kethul in the head, killing him instantly. Another hit the dirt, the blast knocking two more Kethul to the ground, dazed but not dead. A massive fireball flew over Mason’s shoulder and incinerated them before they had the chance to right themselves. His last Magic missile hit a Kethul but fizzled out against a forcefield before it did any damage.

This was going well. 3 down in the first 10 seconds of the fight was far better than he expected.

An array of range attacks flew at him, but his speed allowed him to dodge most of them luckily the Mason clone was diverting a lot of their attention.

A streak of red lightning shot at him, with almost no time to dodge he twisted his body as much as he could so he took the attack on his left arm instead of his chest. The pain was intense, it felt like hit the lightning was running through his blood. It was hard to think through the pain but he Managed to find the Kethul who was attacking him and activate Mental Manipulation pushing loyalty into him.

It was surprisingly easy, the man’s psyche was already fragile and a gentle push with the ability was all it took for him to break. He felt the pain subside and saw it being redirected onto another Kethul. The distraction was enough for Mason to catch his breath for a moment and retrieve a health potion from his inventory. His arm was in agony but the familar warmth of the healing potion soothed the pain until it was no more.

Mason’s loyal Kethul used his red lightning to incapacitate another Kethul long enough for an Ice spike shot by Mayry to run him through. Having seen his target killed, the red lightning was redirected onto another Kethul. Before a it had much of an effect another Kethul teleported behind the lightning user and telelported away before Mason could do any thing.

By this point he had lost count of of how many Kethul were left but a quick glance told him there were still a lot. He was looking for his next target when a scream came from behind him. He spun just in time to see Mayry fall to the ground and the Kethul standing above her holding a glowing bloody dagger disappear.

*****

Clone Mason

“I’m literally your exact copy!” He called, rolling his eyes as he ran into the battle.

He swung his sword at a spear-wielding Kethul that looked vaguely female. She dodged and countered, thrusting her spear towards Mason’s neck. He ducked below it and used his off hand to take hold of the spear shaft and yank it away from its owner. With one fluid movment, he used Ballistic Touch to send the spear shooting off into a group of five Kethul who had been sending a barrage of spells at original Mason, the high speed spear impaled two of them and caused the other three to lose focus.

Turning back to his now spearless opponent Mason swung his sword at the Kethuls head but was surprised when a sword suddenly materialised in her hand and parried his attack. A storage power? He hadn’t met anyone else with one of those. His split second of surprise cost him some HP as he missed the dagger appearing in the Kethuls other hand, he took the blow in his side but his armour negated the majority of the damage done.

He knew he needed to be more careful; he had never been in a fight with so many unknowns; one slip and he’d be out of the fight. He knew he was the clone and was fine with that. He knew his dying wasn’t that big of a problem, but he still didn’t want to be killed! Out of principle!

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw one of the Kethul Masons fighting to turn his attack on his allies. Understanding what must have happened, he chose an enemy at random and used Mental Manipulation to force loyalty on it. He only had a moment to see the now loyal Kethul slit its own throat before his opponent was upon him again. The clash of loyalties must have been too much for him.

Ducking a sword slash at his head, he began to get sick of the tenacious woman. He waited for her to swing her blade at him and then activated Invisibility before sidestepping and cutting the Kethul’s head off, taking advantage of her moment of confusion.

Keeping his invisibility active, he took down another three Kethul without much effort. They started to panic when they saw their suddenly get their throats slit. If he and the original Mason had done this from the start, they might have already been done by now! Although, if all 30 Kethul could only see Mayry, then…. Yeah, it’s probably better this way.

He felt himself suddenly become 100 times heavier, lost concentration and felt his invisibility fail. His high strength stat meant he stayed on his feet and could still move, but only very slowly. Some sort of gravity-controlling ability?

He heard a scream from behind him that made his blood run cold; he used all of his strength to turn his body as quickly as he could. The last thing he saw was Mayry on the ground with blood pooling beneath her.
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Mayry


She shook her head as right before her eyes her… boyfriend? Split into two versions of himself and then started giving her and his copy orders. If anyone else had tried telling her to keep away from the action, she’d be more likely to throw a fireball at them than actually do as they said. With Mason, she didn’t really mind. He was a bit of an idiot at times, but when it came down to it, he was better at this kind of thing, and her sticking to ranged attacks was probably the right choice for this fight.


She rolled her eyes as both Masons ran off into battle. She noticed that the one she thought was the original shouted something, but Mayry had developed something she called the Mason filter. As the name implied, it filtered out most of the strange things he said, especially the earth references he knew she wouldn’t understand but still insisted on using.


She couldn’t endlessly use her Elemental Family Magic so she watched the battle unfold and waited for the perfect moments to attack. She watched as the original Mason’s energy attacks killed a Kethul and knocked two others to the ground. There. She launched a fire ball and incinerated them before they could regain their footing.


Three Kethul broke away from the main ground and edged their way around, trying to get behind her. Just before they got close enough to attack, she conjured a spray of water, drenched them in it and froze the water solid trapping them in a block of ice.


Turning back to the main fight, she saw Mason screwing with one of the Kethul’s minds. His victim was shooting a red crackling energy into one of the other Kethul. It looked painful but didn’t appear to be lethal. An ice spike piercing it through its heart put it out of its misery instantly


After confirming the kill, she looked around for her next target. The Mason clone suddenly flickered into existence and stumbled. She frowned. He was moving too slowly. It looked like he was in trouble. She spotted a Kethul with a hand outstretched toward him. She took aim and was about to shoot another ice spike at him to distrupt its ability, when something suddenly felt off.


She heard a noise behind her but before she could react, an excruciating pain exploded from her stomach and start to spread outwards. Her insides felt like they were being shredded. The pain was too much, her vision blurred, and she heard someone scream. Her legs gave out under her, and the scream was suddenly cut off. Had she been the one screaming? The pain spread until she could feel it everywhere, it was too much… too much….


The last thing she saw before she succumbed to the darkness was Mason fall to the floor and evaporate into nothing.


Mason


Everything slowed. To him, it seemed like Mayry fell to the floor in slow motion. A pool of blood was forming from under her. He glanced over at where he had last seen his clone, and watched as he suddenly evaporated into nothingness.


Memories came rushing back to him all at once, as did his full strength. He made to move towards his fallen, unmoving girlfriend. A health potion would fix it. Everything was going to be fine. She was going to be fine.


He felt his danger sense ring vibrate. He spun and saw that the remaining Kethul had all emerged on him. No. He needed to get to Mayry. He didn’t have time for this!


Something tried to stab him. Between his Basilisk armour and his Resilience stat, Mason barely felt anything.


He felt a heaviness, that he now knew was a gravity ability, pulling down on him. His strength allowed him to move mostly unhindered, but it was too much of a distraction. He needed to get to Mayry NOW.


He blacked out.


****


Slowly, he regained awareness and only half registered the carnage around him. He sprinted over to where Mayry lay. Franticly he felt for a pulse. Even with his enhanced senses, he felt nothing.


Panicking, a health potion appeared in his hand without conscious thought. He uncorked it and poured the liquid down her throat. For the longest moment of Mason’s life, Nothing happened. He started to give up hope when he felt a presence next to him—the Kethul Leader. “You did well, come with me—“ Mason stood and looked at him. He flinched back and stopped speaking.


His vision darkened. His awareness once more starting to slip away he heard a faint, ThumpThump ThumpThump coming from Mayry. Forgetting all about the the single remaining Kethul, he hoped against all hope that he wasn’t imagining it. He knelt back down and pressed his hand to her chest.


She opened her eyes and whispered something so faint that Mason couldn’t hear. He kept his hand on her chest, as if to reassure himself that her heart would scontinue to beat, lowered his to her mouth. Coughing slightly, she said weakly, “Not now, Mason, we’re in public.” She placed her hand on his and let out a coughing wheeze of a laugh.


He didn’t understand and thought maybe she had someone how damaged her brain, until he realised his hand was on her breast. He let out his own little laugh as he began to sob.


******


Kethul Leader


He watched the battle begin, his curiosity piqued. He tried to split his attention between the three of them but found his time watching the woman to be a waste. His real interest lay with the two identical men.


The fight went on, and he so, as almost a dozen of his group fell in the first few minutes. No less than he expected from the chosen of the Lord.


His most promising Kethul had been gifted with the ability of teleportation; he knew if anyone had a chance of doing some real damage, it was him. Moments after he had the thought he was proved to be correct. The Kethul had appeared behind the woman and stabbed her with his enchanted dagger. Almost at the same instant, he watched as one of the men turned to dust.


By his count, it was now one versus 14. Maybe these hadn't been their Lord chosen after all. How could they have made the mistake? They wore his skin. They had needed this test, but it had been mostly a formality.


The man stared at his most likely dead companion and stepped towards her. One of the remaining Kethul tried to stab the man, but he barely reacted. He must have accepted his death.


His head dipped for a single moment before his demeanour changed. Where he had been tense and stiff, grieving for his loss, he was now relaxed and loose, with a wide grin on his face.


In one fluid movement, he punched out at the nearest Kethul. His arm moved through the Kethul’s chest as if it weren’t there. The man swung his dagger through the air, seemingly at nothing. The teleporting Kethul appeared in the dagger’s path and was headless before he knew he was even in danger.


What was happening? He had never experienced this level of power, which seemed to be radiating off the man in waves. It was terrifying. It pained him to admit, but he had never even witnessed his lord wield power like this.


The man's eyes had turned black. He moved with such incredible speed that it was difficult to comprehend what was happening.


The man raised his hand, and a whip made of pure blue energy formed in his hand. The few remaining Kethul fell as the whip moved like lightning, striking them down one by one.


Once not a single Kethul remained, the man's head dipped again, and his previous demeanour returned. He ran over to his fallen ally and poured a potion into her mouth.


Terrified, the Kethul leader cautiously walked over; he had to fulfil his duty, regardless of his fears.


He would relay the prophecy and leave as soon as he could: “You did well, come with me s—“. The man’s head shot up, the look on his face terrifying him to the bone. The man’s eyes started to darken.


In a moment of panic, he took a step back, duty be damned. He was saved when the man knelt back down.


The Kethul leader had abandoned human emotions long ago, but a massive wave of relief filled him when he saw the woman was alive. He needed to survive this, long enough to report back to The Order, the power of this man possessed was insane.


Mason


“Give me one reason why I shouldn't kill you”, Mason growled.


"T..th..the prophecy,’ The Kethul leader stuttered. He had looked into Mason’s eyes and gazed upon a void that contained everything and nothing. It tore away at the mysterious cult leader’s facade and left behind a whimpering, stuttering mess.


“I don't give a flying fuck about the prophecy, you threaten to send your cult into Trilil to slaughter people, and then they almost kill her. Me killing you would make the world a better place.” Mason hated bullies, and this man’s whole cult was full of them; he was seriously considering killing the man and being done with it.


“You… you… you need to listen,” The man begged, ”I have to tell you. Kill me afterwards if you must, but what I have to tell you might save the world.”


Mason rolled his eyes at the cliche but decided he might as well hear the prophecy; he could always kill the man later. “Fine.”


“Okay, hit me with this prophecy. I’m warning you, if it sounds made up, I will still kill you.”


“I assure you, this prophecy was spoken and confirmed by our seers. We travelled a long way to find you, our Lord’s chosen; you must find the one the prophecy speaks of.”


Clearing his throat, he recited,


“Both the Greater and the minor, asleep now, but not much longer.

A man from beyond can stop their rise; if he fails, a loved one dies.


While they’re weak, he can fight, before they regain their full might.

Fail again; all hope will fade, darkness eternal, the worlds ablaze.”


As Mason listened, his mind was in overdrive as he processed the words. Despite his scepticism, he couldn't dismiss it outright, especially not when so many things in the prophecy made sense to him.


When he had finished reciting the prophecy, Mason asked to hear it again. This time, he focused on memorizing it word for word. When it was finished for the second time, he asked, “Do you know what any of it means?”


“As far as we can tell, the heretic divinities are returning, soon. A traveller from another world will be able to stop it… we don’t know much more than that. That’s why we needed to find you, so you can find this traveller and ensure that he does his part! That’s why our lord chose you!”


Mason had had enough, Mayry’s near death had put him foul mood and hearing the prophecy, hadn’t helped. “Oh, for fuck sake, I’m so sick of this our ‘lord crap’; we weren’t chosen! The basilisk appeared and we killed it! Okay? And It’s a damn snake, not a G…”


“MASON!” Mayry yelled, stopping him from finishing his sentence.


He really needed to calm down; he had almost made everything worse. “Sorry.” Turning back to the Kethul, he continued. “My point still stands, it’s a damn snake. It tried to kill us, and we killed it first.”


The Kethul stared at him with empty eyes. His mouth moved a few times, but nothing audible came out until a faint, “You lie. You are heretics of the order. YOU LIE!” Drawing a sword, he attacked Mason wildly.


Unflinching, Mason used his hand to redirect the blade and punched the man in the face, his head snapping back with a loud crack.


“I don’t enjoy killing people, but I have to admit, that one felt good.”
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Back at the Inn, Mayry was napping, but Mason couldn’t sleep. He had too much on his mind. In an attempt to distract himself, he finally looked at the mountain of notifications he had been ignoring.

Notification 1/7

You have slain – Level 15 Kethuli Priest x 2

You have received 300 XP

 You have slain – Level 19 Kethuli High Priest 

You have received 190 XP 

Notification 2/7 

You have received partial experience from party members’ kills.

Your clone has slain – Level 15 Kethuli Priest x 8

You have received 1200 XP.

Notification 3/7

You have received experience from party members’ kills.

Mayry Sparks has slain – 6 Level 15 Kethuli Priest. 

You have received 300 XP.

Notification 4/7 

*Error* has slain Level 15 Kethuli priests x 14

You have received 2100 XP


Notification 5/7 

Level Up

Level Up

You have reached Level 27

Notification 6/7

You have absorbed the ability. ‘Teleport’

A tourist’s best friend

Teleport (Advanced) - Active effect: You can travel to anywhere within sight. Scales with Agility.

 

Notification 7/7

You have absorbed the ability. ‘Sacrificial Healing’  

The healer role is a dangerous one, especially when using this skill.

 Sacrificial Healing (Advanced) - Active Effect: Drain your own HP to heal another. You will temporarily take on what you are healing. Scales with vitality. 


He skimmed through the loot he had received, but none of it seemed worth a special look, so he dumped all of it into his Trunk. It mainly consisted of coins, some weapons, and various hooded robes.

With two levels and two new skills, he had gotten a lot out of the fight. He finally had a movement skill! And with no mention of a cooldown, he could use it to travel long distances. Healing was great, but it would have been a lot more useful when Mayry was lying there dying. That fact that he got it right after felt like a slap in the face.

To make the most of his new skills, he put 3 points into Agility and 3 into Vitality.

Feeling like he had missed something, he read through the notifications again and paused at, ‘*Error* has slain Level 15 Kethuli priests x 14’

What the hell was Error? He had gotten skills from the clone and Mayry, so who… aaagh, a jolt of pain shot through his head when he tried to think back to the battle. He remembered watching Mayry fall, then his clone and then-

This prophecy was really giving him a headache. The bits he had figured out worried him, and the bits he hadn’t worried him even more

‘Both the Greater and the minor, asleep now, but not much longer.’

This bit was pretty obvious: the gods were going to wake up soon.

‘A man from beyond can stop their rise; if he fails, a loved one dies.’ 

It was almost definitely referring to him because, of course, it just had to be him like he didn’t have enough to do, and a loved one dies? What the hell!? That could only really be Mayry… Maybe Nays? Really depends on what it means by loved ones.

‘While they’re weak, he can fight before they regain their full might.’

This is where he started to lose it. Was it saying that if he failed to stop them returning, then he would have to fight gods? Like actual gods?! Imagine the abilities and XP he’d get for killing a god!

‘Fail again; all hope will fade, darkness eternal, the worlds ablaze.’

And, of course, if I fail, it’s the end of the world as we know it. Oh no, wait; worlds are even better.

He groaned, and Mayry, who was lying beside him, stirred. He put his arm on her and rubbed her back, “Shh, go back to sleep.”

He felt like he needed to get up and do something, anything, but he also knew Mayry was tired, and if he left, she would insist on going with him.

He pulled up his stat sheet to take a look at how far he had come and how he might measure up to fighting a fucking god

Level: 27

Current XP: 15,830 /19,000

Race: Human

Class: Hunter

Health Points (HP): 430

Mana Points (MP): 375

Stamina: (SP): 255

Stats

Strength:37 (+15) 52 

Agility: 36

Endurance: 31 

Vitality: 33

Resilience: 28 (+26) 54

Intelligence: 55 (+10%) 60

Perception: 31

Willpower: 32

Free points: 0

Skills: 

Identify (Advanced), Mana Control - INT (Expert), Emotional Outburst - PER (Advanced), Camouflage - PER (Advanced), Random Summon - INT (Expert), Word Smith - INT (Expert), Mental Manipulation - WIL (Advanced), Ballistic Touch - STR (Advanced), Division - INT (Expert), Sacrificial Healing - VIT (Advanced), Teleportation - AGI (Advanced)

Base Skills:

Universal Translator, Inventory (Advanced)

Class skills:

Basic Monster tracking, Evaluate Monster, Gather Intel.

He had come a long way from the scared naked man running terrified from a Drake, but it was safe to say he had a long way to go before he would be fighting any gods, big ‘G’ or small. After reading his sheet, he came to the conclusion that if he were to fight a god right now, he would be obliterated before he even realised he was in a fight.

He had no idea how he was supposed to stop the gods from waking up. He highly doubted singing them a lullaby would work, especially not if he was the one singing. He knew Mayry wasn’t going to like it but there was only one person, he could think of that might have any insight on the problem.

******

An hour later, Mayry was awake and acting much more like herself. She was sitting at the end of the bed, running a brush through her hair. It was the perfect time to tell her the bad news.

“I think we need to go back to Sparksford,” Mason said, seeing her tense at his words, “just for a quick visit. We need to speak with your father.”

“But we just got here, and we’re supposed to be on holiday!” she complained.

“I know, I know, but the prophecy is too specific not to be true. Your dad might know something.”

Sighing, Mayry responded, “I know... he might be able to tell us how to keep, you know who, asleep.”

Genuinley confused for a moment. “…Voldemort? Wait, no, ooh…” Mason paused, then said, “Never mind. I'm an idiot. Carry on.”

Mayry glared at him and rolled her eyes. “It’s true he might know something. But we aren’t staying in town. I’m worried I’ll keep making my mum sick, and I’m still mad at him for keeping everything a secret for so long.”

“Okay! We’ll talk to your dad and figure out what we can do from there. I’m sorry you never got that holiday; I promise I’ll make it up to you. We’ll even spend the rest of the day here and leave tomorrow. How does that sound?”

Looking thoughtful, Mayry asked, “Are you sure we can wait? The prophecy says ‘soon’, which could mean months, years or even decades when talking about immortals, but it could also be days. We have no way of knowing.”

“I think we have some time,” Mason said, shrugging. “Anyway, if they were to wake tomorrow, there would be nothing we could do about it. If it’s in a few years, then who knows? If we are going to go fight all-powerful deities, then I think we deserve a day of relaxing without Others, without snake worshippers and without Monsters trying to eat me.” He sighed, “Then we can go save the universe.”

*****

The rest of the day was spent trying to take in as much of the city as they could. They passed Trilil’s Hunter association, but the line to register as a National member was long enough that they decided to give it a pass.

They visited a restaurant that served all sorts of flavoured living slimes. Mayry absolutely loved it, while Mason refused to take a single bite of the wiggling thing starring at him.

By the end of the day, they hadn’t scratched the surface of Trilil, but Mayry seemed more relaxed and happier than he had ever seen her.

It was nice to take a break and put off worrying about the fate of the universe for a few hours.

At the end of the day, they saw a theatre show that Mason was shocked to see resemble a children’s film he had seen on Earth. He mentioned it to Mayry, but she brushed it off, saying the show had been a classic for over 100 years.

The night ended, and they made their way back to the Inn. Mayry looked deep in thought as they walked. “I think we should leave now.”

“Really? Now, why?” Mason asked, “Aren’t you tired?”

Sighing, “I'm scared if we stay any longer, something bad will happen like it always does. I want to remember today as a nice day. It was not because a giant octopus fell from the sky, and you had to run out and kill it or something.”

Mason laughed, “Oh, now you've jinxed us. If we go outside and there's a giant octopus, I'm going to blame you.” Mayry slapped his shoulder, and he continued, “Yeah, we can leave now, but first.” He leaned over and kissed her, “I hope we have many more days like this.”

She kissed him back, and a long while later, they exited the end and walked to the city limits.

*****

“It's pretty dark. Do you want to travel in the trunk?” Mason asked. "I think I'm going to test out my new teleport skill. If it works the way I hope it does, then the trip back should be a lot faster than on the way here.”

Mayry considered and asked, “Do you know if you can take other people with you when you use it? I'd rather stay out here with you, just in case anything happens, and it's really boring in there.”

“I don't actually know, but it shouldn't be too hard to test” Mason grabbed her hand and willed himself to teleport. Nothing happened. just like the other abilities he had absorbed it hadn't come with any instinctual knowledge on how to make the ability work.

Trying again, he imagined himself and Mayry a hundred yards away. Again, nothing happened, but this time, he felt a pull, as he almost had it.

Trying one last thing before he tried it without Mayry, he closed his eyes and pictured where he wanted them to be and then used his Mana to take them there. Sighing, he thought nothing had happened until he opened his eyes and saw that they were both standing exactly where he had envisioned. He let out a whoop of excitement and tried it again. It took a bit of practice, but after a few minutes, he was blinking in and out of existence in quick succession. Suddenly feeling dizzy, he stopped and was hit as a jolt of pain shot through his head.

*DING*

Status effect: Affliction - Mental exhaustion has been added – Mana regeneration -50% for 5 minutes.

It had been a long while since he had seen that. Teleporting must have taken far more Mana than he had thought. He would need to be careful using it while in combat; it was probably why the teleporting Kethul had only used it a few times during the fight. His Mana pool was quite large, so once he was full, he could still use it to travel, just not as far as he would have liked.

Mayry looked at him with concern, “Are you okay?”

“Yeah fine.” He explained what had happened and took out a Mana potion and downed it. It mostly refilled his Mana but the regeneration was still far slower.

Once his Mana was full and the affliction was over, they were on their way. They would teleport a few times in one direction, and then Mason, using his mini-map, would make sure they were still on course. They would walk for a while while his Mana recharged.

All in all, the journey back was proving to be a lot quicker than the journey there. They were over halfway back, walking, waiting for Mason’s Mana to recharge, when Mayry held out a hand, signalling Mason to stop.

“Hold up; there's someone over there.”

“Where? I don't see anyone.”

“I… I think they're invisible, they're definitely there, but I can only see them through my magical sense not my eyes.”

“Do you think we should follow them? It could just be a coincidence.”

“Mason, when will you learn. nothing with you is ever a coincidence, you're the literal definition of a trouble magnet.”

*DING*

Quest Received! Ooo mysterious

Quest Objective - Follow the mysterious stranger and see what they’re up to.

Reward - Dependent on performance.

Accept? Y/N

Mentally selecting yes, he sighed audibly and replied to Mayry, “Whatever, let’s go, I can’t see them so youll have to guide me.”

Mayry took Mason's hand and pulled him forward. It wasn’t long before they stopped in front of a deep hole in the ground. They walked right up to its hole and peered in.

“They just jumped in?” Mason asked.

The hole looked like man-made; it was about 9 feet wide and was too perfectly round to be natural. Mason considered throwing a coin in but didn’t want to tip off whoever was at the bottom.

“Yep, didn’t hesitate in the slightest, just jumped right in”, Mayry replied.

Mason frowned, “surely, that must mean it's safe, right?”

“Yeah, or that they have the ability to negate falling damage,” Mayry suggested.

“Ah fair, or that.” With a cheeky grin he added, “Ok, Ladies first?”

            
