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Floor One


                    
                        
                            
                            A note from Aimay
                        

                    

                    I apologise if the blue boxes are a bit... Weird. I'm trying to fix those. They keep deleting the formatting.



                

                She hits the ground hard on her elbow, crying out at the impact and expected pain. Before even checking to see if she’s bleeding so she can start crying, she turns to the red shimmering barrier that covers the entrance to the dungeon. She’s never been here before, she’s not supposed to be here! 

Scrambling to her feet she bangs her hands against the barrier preventing her from leaving, getting no reaction from the inanimate wall. What did she do? She was just standing there and then… Then those Godsent had approached her.


A cruel chuckling from the Godsent in the lead alerts her to their presence. She turns, having been idly walking around with her prize of the day, her namesake; a shiny red apple. She tends to meander around within the town limits after acquiring her treat for the day before actually consuming it, savouring the taste and textures. 

“Hey, it’s that tutorial kid,” the leader observes, Apple mostly used to the strange terms the Godsent use, “ever seen her this close to the dungeon?”

“Maybe she wants to give it a try?” The Godsent with the large hunting bow offers.

The third silences the explanation that Apple was about to attempt with a noise she could only describe as a ‘guffaw’. 

“Well if that’s the case-” and he’s grabbing her, turning on heel as he picks her up with his Godsent might before throwing her straight at the shimmering blue entrance. 



Apple shivers at the replaying of the memory through her mind. They’d done it on purpose? Why? Her mother always tells her that the Godsent are strange and foreign to their world, not to be trusted entirely but not to be feared. But Apple was always drawn towards them, something about them pulling an oft repeated question to her lips when she got close.

A noise behind her pulls a squeak of fear from them instead. Backing up against the impassable wall, Apple takes in her surroundings with wide eyes.

Like the outside would suggest, the dungeon leads into a rocky cave, green moss growing along the walls, wetness dripping from almost every surface, pools of water around the area full of life and greenery. If Apple had ever been underwater, this is what she’d expect to see. 

A moment passes, her breathing picking up its pace as if catching up on some unknown number it needs to beat for the day. 

Nothing. Had she imagined it? No! There it is again! A noise from somewhere behind her but from where she is again. Is the noise inside her? She tries to focus on the noise, if she can make it go away it will probably stop potentially alerting anything else in the dungeon to her presence.

To her surprise, focusing on the noise seems to activate something, a transparent panel appearing in the air a few feet away. Turning her head slightly, it doesn't follow her. Her hand reaches out to try and swat at the panel, her fingers brushing straight through it with no feeling or resistance.

She tries to slow her breathing, which is also making noise. Making noise isn’t good right now. In that vein she focuses on the writing within the panel, hoping to distract herself from the strange emotion building up inside her.




	
Name: Apple

Health:  99%

Anima: 100%

Freelancer

| Strength 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Agility 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Vitality 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Intellect 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Mind 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )










There’s her name. She knows that one. ‘Health’ seems oddly abstract but it makes her think of the fall she’d taken after being thrown. Checking her elbow has her find nothing there, no bruise, no scrape or cut, no pain even. She’d been hurt in the past and always there had been some evidence of the event. But here, nothing. Could it be that whatever this ‘Health’ thing had shielded her from the damage?

She shelves ‘Anima’ for a moment as her eyes are drawn to the word below it; ‘Freelancer’. She knows this one!


The female Godsent with the large rimmed pointy hat hands her an apple, staring just above her head for a moment like they usually do when they present her with the shiny treat. She’d already presented her usual question that bubbles within her around them and it seems the Godsent is thinking, touching at the air, another thing they all seem to do at some point.

Eventually her eyes focus on Apple, a smile coming to her lips for a second. “Well, everyone starts out the same. We call it ‘Freelancer’. It’s the jack of all trades class but it has a good xp curve so-” the Godsent chuckles to herself, probably realising she’s speaking in that strange way most of them do, “sorry, it’s the basic job we all are sent to this world with.” Apple knows that when a Godsent says ‘job’ or ‘class’ they usually mean something like how her mother is a tailor and father is a guard, but somehow more important. Not something she can attain. They are Godsent after all. 

“What was I saying? Right. Freelancer. It’s able to pick up any skill bar ones unique to other jobs, and use any weapon or armour.” The woman continues, again seeming to be distracted by something Apple can’t see. “It has downsides but it’s good to stick with until you learn how the game works.” 

Another Godsent rushes over from the strange contraption at the centre of their village, the female Godsent turns away from Apple before leaving with the newcomer without saying another word.



Freelancer! A job that only a Godsent can acquire. And now she has it? But she’s not Godsent, you can’t just become a Godsent, that makes no sense! She’d not been trained or anything for this.

The things below the name of the job don’t make much sense to her but that stops being a problem for her as she realises that she’s still trapped within the dungeon. She’s not supposed to be here either so it looks like there’s several things going wrong right now. 

Apple tries to collect herself, think about anything else that could help her at the moment. She knows she’s not allowed outside of the town borders, she knows that she’s not allowed in the dungeon, she knows that she shouldn’t ever be able to acquire a job that only a Godsent can. So. Is that worth panicking over? No. All of these things have happened now and she can’t change any of them so accepting it is the only way to keep moving forward.

But she’s scared!

Apple returns to slapping her palms uselessly against the red barrier, not even able to strike it hard enough to cause her Health to go down at all. In fact, after a short while of panicked slapping, she finds that her Health had gone up to 100% like her Anima.

She pushes her back into the red barrier before letting out a frustrated whine and sinking into a seated position. She really can’t escape. There’s no getting out of here… Except.


“The starter dungeon here has… Twenty-five levels.” The Godsent looks around at a giggling man with a sword strapped to either hip. They seem to be waiting for something. Hadn’t there been a third a moment ago? “After every fifth floor there’s a safe room. Only way to leave is there or by dying.” There’s something strange that the Godsent seem to treat rather flippantly; they can die and come back. “There’s generally a boss on the fifth floors but… Whatever, go go!” The Godsent starts to laugh, rushing behind Apple with his friend, catching up to their third that is suddenly there, the three of them laughing together as they go.

Apple shrugs and looks down at the… Where is the apple the first Godsent had given her?



Right! She can leave if she gets past the fifth floor of the dungeon. So the only way out is forwards. How that makes sense she doesn’t know, but Godsent aren’t known to lie, right? Why would they, they’re Godsent!

The only issue she can see with this plan is that she knows monsters live inside dungeons, that’s something her father had told her many times. She’d heard him say the same to Godsent that passed through the town's borders. 

Apple clenches her fists as she peers into the murky tunnel. Should she try to run? If any monsters get in her way she could run around them. But if they’re faster than her or have a weapon… She can feel her breathing picking up again, really wishing it would stop trying to break the daily breaths world record, she slides across the floor and wall towards the corner of the tunnel.

How can she protect herself? There could be loose rocks on the ground to throw at monsters, maybe a few broken bushes she could get a whacking stick from? She doesn’t know! She isn’t meant to be here!

Apple can feel the sniffles building up, doing her best to restrain them lest she bring the wrath of some unknown monster, she pushes herself into the corner as much as she possibly can.

What had that one Godsent told her?


“Well,” the girl with the vibrant green eyes starts, Apple likes this Godsent, she comes around often and always seems to like spending time with her, “let’s see, huh? Oh, I know. Your dad is a guard, right?”

Apple nods, happy to answer a question of her own.

“Okay,” the Godsent chuckles, ruffling Apple’s hair in praise, “then your dad should be able to tell you that observation is something to always think of when in new circumstances. Observe, plan, prepare, act, improvise. OPPAI!” The Godsent giggles like she’s said something funny, causing a bubble of mirth to spring up in Apple.

“If you observe everything, you won’t usually be caught off guard by something. Then you make a plan from what you can observe. You prepare as best you can for that plan. Then you act on your plan, don’t hesitate. Finally, improvise to the outcome of your plan. Some famous guy once said something about plans not surviving enemies. I think he was smart. That makes me smart for knowing what he said.” The Godsent giggles again, causing Apple to mimic that noise, still holding her prize tight. 

“Anyway. That’s how you can survive in the world wherever you are. Just remember OPPAI.” The Godsent finishes, grinning like a wise master of some kind.



Right! Oppai! Observe! So she’d been on the right track in noting the moss and stones and fish and stuff. But how does she know when she’s observed enough stuff?

She looks around at the wet rock, the green ceiling moss, down towards the curve of the tunnel and the pools at either side of it containing fish and… What’s that green stuff in water? She lives by the sea but the town borders don’t stretch all the way to the water so she’s never been there. 

Could she get closer? Push herself over there? If there’s monsters around the bend then she might get found but she has to follow the advice, right? Right. Okay.

Apple takes a quiet breath and, with wiggly legs, pushes herself away from the corner of safety and towards the pools close by, keeping an eye on the bend as she can see around it further and further. 

A single step gets her moving and several more after that get her closer and closer to the small bodies of water. With enough steps she finds herself crouched next to one, eyes still fixed on the bend, finding that the tunnel leads down and to the left. She can’t hear anything yet other than the slight splashing of fish in the pools and dripping of water from the pointy things on the ceiling.

Dragging her eyes away from the darkness ahead, Apple looks into the pool, feeling a little of her fear leave her as she spots many different coloured fish swimming around. They’re so small and shiny! Some of them are even carrying tiny rocks from the bottom of the pools to different sections with their fins. Maybe they’re building nests like she’s seen birds do? Fish most likely makes nests, that’s what makes the most sense to her.

Looking from the fish (even though she knows she’s going to get back to staring at those soon enough) to the green plant under the water. It’s like grass but if it was way bigger and wiggly. It’s odd because-


“Don’t overwater plants.” A Godsent answers her question without even turning to her, the apple she’d half thrown her way almost falling from Apple’s hands. “It’s bad for them. Don’t keep them in a pot too small for their roots either. But what do I even know? This game is weird.”



-she knows that too much water is bad for plants. So are these plants in danger perhaps? 

Apple reaches a hand into the water, eyes widening at how cold it is to what she was expecting. She grabs one of the plants quickly, pulling it out with a tug, splashing water around and on her. She turns quickly to the darkness of the tunnel ahead, waiting for any noise that she’d alerted some strange monster to her presence. 

Many seconds pass before she lets out the breath she’d been holding, going back to inspect the plant. To her surprise the plant had gone from the dark green it had been under the water to a brown and almost leathery colour in the time it had been in her hand. She pushes it back under the water quickly, expecting its colour to return, only to find it stays that same brown it had become.

What had she done? Is this plant perhaps the opposite of grass? Not enough water is bad for it? She tries again with a few other plants, pulling them out of the water and waiting for them to turn brown, counting down each time. 

Five seconds. It takes five seconds for the plants to go from green to brown. Every time. She keeps pulling at the plentiful amount of plants, feeling how the rubbery, almost sticky texture, fades into a rough and hard texture. Again she’s reminded of leather, specifically the kind many Godskin and her father wear. Is this where it comes from?

Content to keep experimenting with the plant, Apple pulls a few more, pressing them against each other, bending them strangely, and shaping them a bit whilst they’re malleable. Then watching as they turn solid and difficult to move anymore. They stay stuck, layered over each other like they’d begun that way. Could she make things with this?

She picks another and almost shouts in surprise as that noise from within herself happens again. Not knowing if it’s audible to anyone but herself she flails to try make it go away, once more pulling that panel into view.




	
Name: Apple

Health: 100%

Anima: 100%

Freelancer

| Strength 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Agility 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Vitality 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Intellect 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Mind 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

Skills

| Gather 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )










Apple blinks, something new has appeared! Right! She remembers this!


She stops near a large group of Godsent, watching them, waiting for the prize they usually hand out. Although these Godsent seem new. 

“It’s bullQUACK.” One shouts, getting a round of laughter from the assembled group, causing the shouty one to get even more frustrated. “And that QUACKing profanity filter needs to be turned off.”

“It’s a personal setting apparently.” One informs.

“Whatever. It’s still bullQUACK. We start with no skills at all? And what do these stats even mean? Where’s my proper stats?” The shouty one keeps shouting.

“There’s a mod to show them apparently, ‘derivative stats’ or something.” A Godsent says as they flick through something in the air that Apple still can’t see.

“So it doesn’t show our full stats, it doesn’t give us any skills. Where are we supposed to QUACKing get them?” The shouty one grumbles once more. 

“Says here…” The Godsent that had mentioned the ‘mod’ thing speaks up. “It’s trial and error. Immersive skill acquisition system.”

“Immersive skill system my QUACK.” The shouty Godsent responds. “It’s bullQUACK.”



It’s a skill! She’d gained a skill from gathering up a lot of the plants. That must mean it’s important. And equally it must mean if she continues to do certain things, she could acquire new skills! That will help a lot with the Prepare part of OPPAI!

She’s skipping a step but in her excitement at acquiring a skill, Apple starts pulling plant after plant out of the pool, creating a small pile of browning plantlife. 

It takes a little while but eventually she hears another one of those strange noises and finds that her Gather skill had increased by a little, the rank going from ‘F’ to ‘F+’. She can improve!

However… Apple looks at the solid pile of rough browned plants by her side. It feels like she wasted something in her excitement. Touching the pile has her frown slightly. If the plant turns into leather like the armour people wear, could she not make armour out of this plant? That’s another part of Prepare, right? She could add it to the plan! 

Moving to a pool with a little more of the plant than the one she’d just harvested from, Apple tries to remember what the armour she’d seen looks like. There’s a big piece on the chest that she’s not sure she can make in the seconds the plant changes. But they usually have bits on their arms and legs that seem like she could make. All she has to do is wrap the plant around her arm really fast, right?

Remembering OPPAI, Apple applies it to this scenario as well. She observes the plant, checking for lengths she can see being able to wrap fully around her forearm. That’s easy enough, she’s not exactly very large. Plans exactly where she wants to wrap them, in this instance above her wrist so it doesn’t stop her hand movement and below her elbow for a similar reason. And acts without hesitation, grabbing at the plants she’d mentally marked out earlier.

As fast as her hands allow she rips out the plant, wraps the first around her arm above her wrist so that it fully sticks to itself, then quickly grabs another plant before the first dries, layering it above the first and upwards towards her elbow. It takes six individual plants to cover her forearm and it’s not really that difficult to do given how the stickiness of the wet plant isn’t so much that she can’t unstick them when she places one slightly wrong.

The plant hardens into leather and Apple marvels at her new armour. She’d done it. Is it that simple? It has to be. Okay! She has one more arm and two whole legs to do now.

Her other arm goes just as well as the first, able to wrap the plants around her forearm and layer them just right so that they stick together. She does have a moment of worry that the armour might have stuck to her skin, but finds that the leather has just enough give that she can slip it off with a little twisting and tugging. The plant only sticks to itself.

Her legs now, that’s different. She could wrap the plants around her lower leg and then her thighs, but if anything hits her knee it won’t protect her at all. Should she just do her lower leg and try to figure out something else after? 

Sure. That’s the plan! No hesitation.

Apple gets right to it, creating armour around her lower leg akin to the armour present on her forearms, not knowing the actual word for these but knowing that it will protect her from getting hurt in these places. 

With both legs done she stands up and moves her limbs around to get a feel for the new armour. It doesn’t restrict her movements any but she can feel the added weight to each body part. Not much, but it’s there. Picking up a rock she taps it against her forearm, then a little harder, then even harder than that, wincing slightly at that, finally feeling an ache for a moment from the impact.

She checks her Health, finding that it has gone back down to 99%. So she feels the pain but her health shields her from damage? That’s good. She hopes the armour helps with that somewhat.

Now, she’s pretty sure she can’t layer the plant around her chest like she’d seen with other leather armour. She can’t reach behind herself anyway and the plants don’t stick to themselves whilst under water. What else do some Godsent have?


“I prefer sword and board,” the Godsent holding the shield says, bashing his weapon into it, “increases your damage mitigation.”

“Not by much,” the Godsent in the robes counters, “evasion is clearly the better thing to focus on.”

“What does a Mage know about evasion? Have you ever been targeted your entire time with that job?” A third Godsent asks with a sneer.

“QUACK off, dumbQUACk.” The robed Godsent shouts suddenly, the three Godsent devolving into a quacking brawl only broken up when other Godsent start pulling them apart.



A shield! She could make a shield. That’s just a shaped bit of something you can hold, right? She could even layer that a few times so it’s even more protective! And unlike something meant to go around her body, she might be able to layer the plant under the water before removing them.

Without much else to do, and the splashing she’d been doing not drawing any monsters, Apple gets right to it. 

Hands back under the cold water she tests a few plants by pulling them out, hearing another noise from her strange panel at that, the rank going from ‘F+’ to ‘E-’. It seems the plants, only start to brown when pulled out of the water entirely, whilst they’re under the water they stay malleable but not sticky. How could she make this easier? She’s just been laying the plants over each other slightly as she went, but what if she weaved them between each other like how her mother does her tailoring? She’d watched her for years just tailoring away at handkerchiefs, shirts, and sometimes robes. She could do that.

Once again Apple starts on her plan quickly, weaving the plants through each other, creating a messy pattern slowly and surely, the plants leading her into creating a square shape that she tries to round out by pressing corners in. Godsent shields are circles far more often than squares so it feels right.

Feeling like it’s about done, Apple pulls out two plants, laying them on the weave of them and pulls the entire thing out of the water, placing it on the ground, the water collected in the centre creating a small dip in the shield. She takes the two pieces she’d grabbed and tries to hold them onto the indent, watching the water drain through the small gaps in the weave, hoping they stay there so she can hold the shield.

Slowly her creation dries, turns brown, and finally sets, sticking the entire creation together. She’s done it! Another noise alerts her to the strange panel. She checks it again, finding a new section entirely!




	
Name: Apple

Health: 100%

Anima: 100%

Freelancer

| Strength 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Agility 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Vitality 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Intellect 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Mind 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

Skills

| Gather 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

Craft

| Tailor 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )










She’d done it! Her efforts had found her unlocking a craft skill! Something she knows her mother and the green eyed Godsent would be thrilled for her! 

Apple holds the newly made shield up to the panel, almost as if to show it off. Proud of her work and accomplishment that came from it. Her shield doesn’t look the best but she can slip her arm through it and grab onto one of the loops so she won’t drop it. A proper shield!

Another noise from the panel has her let out an excited shout of glee.
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| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )
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| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )










She’d gained another skill! Inspect! That’s like observation, right? OPPAI really is helping her! She takes a quick look at her shield again, trying to use Inspect somehow and being rewarded with a new panel.




	
Makeshift Shield

Common

Crafted by Apple










Apple is about to celebrate even more when she hears a new sound, a sound that has her sounds of excitement turn into ones of fear. Sounds of monsters!

She drops the shield in her shock, eyes flicking to the dark tunnel before she bends down to grab her shield. There’s a whistling noise and the feeling of wind over her head before something impacts the ground behind her.

Twisting to look at what it was, she spots a gnarled length of wood with a large jagged tooth attached to one end with the same plant she’s been playing with. Another panel pops up.




	
Sahuagin Spear

Common










Turning again towards the darkness ahead of her, a monster moves from the shadows, slightly taller than herself with damp green skin and an awful fish head where a normal head might be on a person. Its head juts forwards so it can see her, rows of sharp thin teeth in its open mouth. The monster, a Sahuagin by the name of its spear, lets out a gurgling noise as it unsheathes a smaller version of the spear, the tooth cut down the middle to create a dagger. She can see its pair still on the makeshift leather belt the monster is wearing.

The monster plods closer on long toed, webbed feet. Apple is rooted to the spot, fear keeping her mind from working properly. What can she do against something like this? A creature so prepared to hurt and likely kill her? She feels herself shivering, tears wetting her cheeks.

The monster is getting closer, the plodding almost comical if she was in a mind to allow comedy be something she recognises. 

What can she do?

Observe. The creature has only two of its knives now, it had thrown its spear away when it tried to attack her from the shadows. It isn’t wearing any armour like she is and it’s slow. Her Inspect skill only shows her its name.

Plan. It wants to kill her. She wants to get away from it. She can run but that will just trap her against the entrance barrier. So she needs to beat it or get past it. If it gets the spear behind her it can throw it at her. So grab the spear, get around it, outrun it and attempt to hide.

Prepare. She doesn’t have time to prepare much but she has her armour on her limbs and her shield that can cover most of her torso. Once she has the spear she also has a weapon!

Act! She suddenly isn’t weighed down by the fear or incoming threat. She simply moves, turning and rushing towards the spear behind her, scooping it up with one hand, the other slipping into the straps of her makeshift shield. She can see the red glow of the entrance ahead of her. She doesn’t want to get trapped by that so turns, pulling her shield up, unsure what to do with the spear.

The Sahuagin is plodding its way towards her a little faster now, probably angered by her taking the spear from it. But it’s still in the middle of the tunnel. She has to get close to it if she wants to go around it. 


“When you’re in a fight, breathing is key. Actually breathing is important for a lot of things.” The Godsent informs her once she asks him her usual question. “Control your breathing and you’re more prepared than your opponent if they’re just panting away.”

“Come on, it’s just a tutorial-” Another Godsent tries to interrupt, the first man holding a hand up to stop him.

“You control your breath in a fight, you’re one step closer to victory.” The Godsent continues, watching to see that Apple understands. She doesn’t but she nods, getting a smile from the Godsent.



Apple takes a breath, letting it out a second later. She understands it now. If she’s controlling her breath she won’t run out of it, if she’s controlling her breath she can stay calm, keep a cool head. 

Improvise. She rushes to her right and down the tunnel, keeping her eyes on the Sahuagin the entire time. Once she’s close she watches it move towards her, attempting to intercept. She lets it get close, watches as it brings its arm back to stab at her and she leaps into action. If she can’t stay away from the attack, she should become the attacker. 

Apple turns her body into a battering ram with the shield in between herself and the monster to protect her from the impact. She puts all of her strength into the attack, watching the monster’s eyes widen in surprise as her attack knocks it back and off balance. She could run now but she needs to knock it further off balance. She rams into the monster again, this time sending it falling back into the wall of the tunnel and into a pool of water. 

The water isn’t deep enough to contain it for long so she turns to get running, crying out as something strikes the side of her head. The monster had thrown its dagger at her from where it was. Apple can imagine that the dagger has cut open her head and her brains are leaking out. But with a quick scan of her Health it had only dropped down to 89%. 

Sticking to the plan she starts to run, focusing on her breathing as she rushes down the wet tunnel and away from the first monster she’d ever encountered.

The sounds of her feet on the slick ground accompany her escape from danger and into the unknown. She turns with the tunnel, passing by several more larger pools of water, these ones devoid of fish from a glance, only stopping when she encounters something unexpected.

The tunnel branches, one part heading to her left, the other going straight on. Which way should she go?


“I’ve got several!” An overjoyed Godsent answers with glee, “when trapped in a maze, always stick to the left wall.”

“How is that going to help her?” A Godsent with long blonde hair asks the other, sounding amused.

“Shush.” The first Godsent laughs gently before continuing. “Second! Never head directly to your objective. Side paths usually contain helpful things.”

“Or don’t be a hoarder.” The blonde Godsent chuckles, getting a huff and a grin from the first.

“When in a fight, always take out the weaker enemies first.”

“Come on, stop teaching the kid game mechanics and let’s go explore the actual game.” The blonde says as she gives a friendly shove to the other Godsent’s shoulder. “See ya, kid.”

Apple returns a wave that both the Godsent give her.



Left! She starts running again, down the left path and either towards the exit or something that might help her, either way she’ll likely be safer. Hopefully.

Following the similar turn to the previous portion of the tunnel, Apple finds herself in a dead end, the tunnel bubbling out slightly into what she could describe as a small cave inside a cave. The pools of water seem to have been replaced by a thin layer of water enough to cover Apple’s shoes, in the centre of the small cave is a strange object, a wooden chest covered in some sort of colourful plants. 

Assuming this chest is the helpful thing that Godsent had mentioned, Apple moves closer, stepping through the shallow water and trying her Inspect skill once more.




	
Coral Infused Chest










So that stuff is coral? It’s sort of pretty. Although the chest itself is rather large compared to any she’d seen before. Is there perhaps something inside she’s allowed to take? If it’s helpful she might have to and remember to apologise to whoever it belonged to. If it belongs to the Sahuagin then does she have a right to take whatever it holds? They did try to kill her after all.

Deciding that she could at least take a peek, Apple unlatches the chest and pulls the lid up. That simple action is made a little more difficult by the shield on her arm and spear she just now realises she’s gripping so hard her knuckles are white.

Inside of the rather roomy chest sits a few items, a net of some kind with fish charms and shells attached in various locations, a small pouch holding something Apple can’t see without opening it, and several more of those large jagged teeth the Sahuagin use for weapons. 

Unable to really take anything whilst she’s holding her shield and spear, Apple considers taking them off for a moment before she realises that even if she does that, her clothes have no pockets, she has no way of carrying anything with her. How is it that Godsent do this?


She’s standing near her father at one of the entrances to their town, holding her prize she’d acquired earlier and watching the Godsent mill around outside the borders. 

Her father warns one that enters the town about the monsters that live in the dungeon.

Apple notices the green eyed Godsent leaving the town, a sturdy staff over her shoulders, balancing two baskets full of rocks and what look like mud bricks. A few other Godsent find amusement in this, laughing between themselves.

“Not figured out your inventory yet, newbie?” One asks, strange given that the green eyed Godsent has been around for a long time now, far longer than the other Godsent.

The green eyed Godsent ignores them, spots Apple, and gives her a toothy grin then a wave.

Apple returns the wave.



Inventory? Right! Godsent sometimes pull things out of nowhere! They must have some way of keeping things separate from themselves. Apple tries to focus on where that strange noise had kept coming from, asking it for an inventory in the hopes she has one. 

The noise repeats itself before showing her a new panel. It’s labelled ‘Inventory’ and has four rows of five boxes outlined! She has an inventory! She focuses on her spear and watches as it vanishes from sight, a small icon of it appearing in the first box of her inventory. So that’s how Godsent can carry so much!

Grabbing at the contents of the chest now, Apple stores the teeth away after inspecting them. Shark fangs? What’s a shark? It must be pretty big for it to have teeth that large. She inspects the net next, finding it labelled as a 'Sahuagin Net'. She stores that away. Finally she gets to the pouch, opening it to find only money inside. That’s disappointing but the pouch is helpful! If she makes a belt like the Sahugain had she could tie the pouch to it and hold things she finds. The green eyed Godsent always had containers like that around to carry things so it must be a good thing. She empties the coins out into the chest before placing the pouch into her inventory. 

She’s about to turn back when she hears faint plodding coming from the direction she’d just travelled. Panicking, realising that she’s trapped here again with no exit, Apple climbs into the chest, laying on her side with her shield above her body, letting the chest close with a far too loud snap.

Trying to control her breathing so as to not make any more sound, she strains her ears to listen for noises coming closer. She needs a plan. If the chest is opened she has just enough room to spring up and bash the Sahuagin with her shield. That should give her enough time to escape or re-evaluate the situation.

The plodding moves closer, Apple’s heart beating so hard it feels like just the sound of that in her ears would be enough to alert the Sahugain to her hiding spot.

Plodding becomes splashing of the water around the chest. Apple moves her free hand to cover her mouth, staying as silent as she can.

Seconds pass, turning into a whole minute of listening to sounds of splashing nearby but not moving closer.

The noise in her head nearly makes her shout out in fear. She’d gotten a new skill but right now she’s not even thinking of checking. If that noise is heard by the Sahuagin then it’s about to find her! 

More seconds pass and the splashing noises don’t change. She tries not to let out a grateful breath of air, the noise isn’t heard by everyone else. But the monster is still out there, pacing perhaps, or maybe circling the chest and planning how best to attack her, she doesn’t know. 

More seconds, more minutes, another noise from her mind, the splashing is sounding close but not so much that it’s near to the chest. Almost like the monster is shuffling its feet near the entrance of the cave portion of the tunnel. She can’t just stay here, can she? It will eventually find her and she’ll make some sort of noise. So what now? She has to defeat this monster, doesn’t she? 

Nodding slightly to herself she creates a quick plan for if the monster spots her right away, then pushes the chest open just slightly to observe where it is. 

The Sahuagin she’d struck earlier is standing, staring out of the cave and into the darkness of the tunnel. It has both of its knives on its belt. It hadn’t seen her. Apple very slowly opens the chest further, leaning the lid backwards, letting the chest sit there while she takes a step out of it. 

She jolts at the feeling of the water on her foot, pausing in her movements to watch the monster for any signs of movement. Her foot sinks slowly into the water. She knows that if she walks like normal there’s going to be a lot of splashing and her surprise is bust. So when she straightens slightly, instead of walking like usual, she lifts her foot out of the water slowly before taking a step and inserting her foot just as slowly into the water.

Breathing evenly, she spots the knives on the Sahuagin’s belt again. She’d disarmed it of one weapon, but it still has two of its own and has shown previously it’s not worried about throwing them at her if that’s all it can do. So if she can take one of those knives, she’ll be in a greater position of power over this monster. 

Clenching her free hand, moving carefully towards the monster, Apple lets out a quiet breath as she reaches for the knife. 

Another noise from her mind has her freeze, heart pounding in her throat. 

Letting the shock of that dissipate slightly, Apple slowly pulls the first knife out of the loop it’s bound in. It slides out easily, making no noise, and once it’s fully in her hand she considers using it against the monster.


“The combat in this system is based a lot on realism, you know?” The Godsent with the ponytail offers, Apple nodding up at him. “So that means spear and shield is by far the superior way of fighting. You have a much further reach on your enemies, you see?” He says, pulling out his own spear and showing how far away he can poke with the weapon without moving from the spot he’s standing.

“It’s better to have reach than a flashy weapon,” he continues, “but if your opponent has a higher Agility than you they might be able to get close. Good job that Freelancer has moderate stats all around and most beginner enemies have low stats.” The Godsent gives a few more stabs at invisible enemies to show this off some more.



No. She puts that knife into her inventory. She has her spear and- Oh no, the monster is turning to face her! And why does her head keep making that noise!! It’s distracting!

She grabs her spear directly from her inventory, takes a hurried step back and stabs at the monster in front of her. She watches as the jagged edges of the tooth scrape against the creature, expecting maybe to see it burst with blood, only to find that where she’d struck only shows a red line. She’d watched her spear hit the creature and it clearly reacts to pain, so why isn’t it bleeding? It must be like her! It has ‘Health’ and it protects it in a similar way to her own.

The Sahuagin grabs at its remaining knife as Apple backs up and away from it, lifting her shield to protect her chest and head. If it throws the knife she has a higher than likely chance of being able to block the weapon. 

Apple jolts as the monster charges at her, far faster than it had ever been before, the water itself surging up as if controlled by the monster. It’s fast!!

She stumbles back, raising her shield to cushion the blow from the monster, she feels it in her whole arm as it slams the knife into her shield. She can tell her Health just took a large hit and that it, for some reason, hadn’t recovered from earlier. 

Not letting herself be pushed back any further, Apple drops her shield to quickly assess the distances. The hit had pushed her slightly away from the monster, so she jabs out at it with her spear once, twice, both creating painful looking red line across its body. The Sahuagin stabs at her again, once more hitting the shield and crushing into her arm. It’s not blocking all the damage at all! 

She goes for another stab, her hand shaking now, her mind racing as she watches her stab go wide when the Sahuagin uses its strangely enhanced movement to circle around her to the side she’s not protected from. It stabs at her, Apple only just managing to throw herself forwards and away from the knife. 

Landing in the water has her groaning and feeling somehow weighed down even further than before. Her clothes allowing her to become soaked. That’s putting her into an even worse situation than she had been. She can’t stop to feel sorry for herself, she scrambles forwards, turning herself to face the monster once more and just in time to lift the shield to block the knife thrown her way. Once again, the strike is not being fully blocked by the leather of her shield. 

The Sahuagin reaches for its other knife, looking confused when it doesn’t find it. This is her chance!

Apple rushes forwards, moving her grip on the spear so the bottom of the length is over her shoulder. She stabs the weapon into the torso of the monster, driving it back and into the chest that’s now behind it. The creature stumbles as she continues her charge, following it down when the Sahuagin trips over the sturdy chest, driving the tip of the spear through it and into the floor of the cave underneath it. Still no blood. 

She’s about to run away when the monster goes limp, it’s entire body glowing white before exploding near soundlessly into mist, a small white orb dropping where it just was.

Letting her breathing do what it will, Apple pants, dropping the spear from her shaking hand and sinking to her knees, entire body feeling weak.

She checks her strange panel for the first time since before the initial scuffle with the monster.




	
Name: Apple

Health:  58%

Anima: 100%

Freelancer

| Strength 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Agility 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Vitality 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Intellect 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Mind 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

Skills

| Gather 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

| Inspect 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )

| Stealth 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

| Steal 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )

Craft

| Tailor 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )










Stealth and Steal? She had been hiding in that chest for a while and she did steal from the Sahuagin. It’s strange that her Inspect skill hasn’t got anymore points in it. She knows Freelancer levels a little faster but that skill itself seems stubborn. 

Her Anima hasn’t moved at all, what is it even used for?

Without any clues to go off, Apple slowly gains control over her breathing and the shaking of her body. She watches her Health carefully as she picks her spear back up, placing it into her inventory and moving over to the orb the Sahuagin dropped.

She inspects that and giggles quietly to herself as she hears a familiar noise in her mind. Her Inspect skill ranked up from checking out the ‘Sahuagin Core’. She picks that up, turning it around to look at the odd misty texture within the core. It’s pretty. She stores it in her inventory for now, smiling at the four filled in boxes. Then tilting her head slightly. Four?

Checking her inventory, happy to find she can keep both panels up at the same time, she checks the shark fangs she’d found, noticing a little number five next to their box. She looks around for the knife the Sahuagin had thrown at her, finding it nearby still. Picking it up and placing it in her inventory the knife takes up its own spot instead of stacking on the other knife. So the weapons take up their own spots, but the fangs don’t? Trying to figure out why, Apple is distracted by watching her Health tick up from 58% to 59%. How long was that? About a minute perhaps? So she’ll be back to full in forty minutes or so? That’s a long time. Why hadn’t it gone up when she was hiding in the chest? Is the increase disabled when monsters are nearby? Way too many questions!

She sighs, looking around at the quiet of the small cave. She spots the chest, gives a quick try to place it in her inventory, grumbling when it doesn’t seem to work. That’s fine. She didn’t want a large chest anyway.

Right. What now? Keep going and head forwards or prepare even more? Well, first she should observe, she doesn’t want to start going through OPPAI out of order. 

Observe. She nods to herself, making her way out of the cave, spear back in her hand, crouching a little and sticking to the left wall as much as she can. She treks until she gets to that split, continues following the left wall, her shoulder scraping into it slightly. She has to move when the pools of water reappear.

As she’s doing that she notices movement ahead and freezes. Two Sahuagin are standing around in a slightly larger stretch of the tunnel, both with spears, both with several knives. She backs up before noticing a red glow at the end of the tunnel. The exit! Why is it red? The outside of the dungeon was blue, showing she could enter, the inside was red, showing she can’t leave. But why is this exit also red?


“An hour!” A Godsent is shouting as he marches out of the dungeon, several other Godsent following behind him. “A QUACKing hour. Just because you pushed a QUACKy mob into one of those pools and it got stuck. I thought you’d dealt with it!”

“Oh, I’m sorry that I tried to help our newbie out with my First-Aid.” The small Godsent counters with an eyeroll.

“You’re on thin ice.” The leader(?) growls. “Can’t believe magic is so QUACKing difficult to get in this game… Can’t believe you need to clear the whole floor before moving on… Can’t believe I’m playing this game when I could be partying.”

“Submit a bug report then?” The small Godsent suggests. “The Devs are pretty responsive.”



Right! She can’t move on until every monster is defeated. Which means she needs to defeat two more of those monsters. 

Sighing internally, she backs up and away from that area, thinking over any way to get past them. She almost dropped to half health from just fighting one. A second Sahuagin would be extremely risky. Although that one seemed faster somehow. What was the difference? She pictures the fight again whilst she backtracks to where she’d harvested the plants earlier. The water was the only change. Does that mean the Sahuagin are faster when in contact with water? It’s the only thing she can reason so it must be right.

When she gets to the pile of leather she’d made, Apple moves over to that pool, she never did Inspect the plant itself. Or the fish!

'Leather Kelp' and 'Nesting Guppy'. She grins at the guppy, picking up a little stone for it and watching as the tiny fish assesses the offered rock before taking it from her fingers and swimming over towards its nest to find a good spot for its prize. That causes Apple to smile despite her dire circumstances.

Now, what had that Godsent said? Had to care for someone with First-Aid. That sounds like another skill. She knows about that at least, so it must be treating wounds in some way. But she doesn’t have any wounds, her Health protects her from those, right?

She sits, back to the pool, eyes flicking towards the darkness ahead of her occasionally as she takes her shield off alongside her armour that Inspect tells her is a ‘Makeshift Bracer’. She gives a quick check of the armour on her leg, finding it labelled as ‘Makeshift Greave’. 

With the bracer off her shield arm, Apple feels another gasp escape her, she has two large red lines across her arm! She touches at them quickly, finding that there’s no depth to the wound or pain when touched. Just a red mark across her otherwise unblemished skin.

What had her mother done when she’d fallen before? She’d simply found a clean rag of some kind, pressed it into the wound and kept it there until the bleeding stopped. Could she do that here? All she has are the kelp around the room. Well, she has time to test some things.

The first test comes when she picks some of the kelp, trying to store it in her inventory right away without removing it from the water. It sits there, green and wet looking, labelled as ‘Leather Kelp (Wet)’. 

She takes another piece of kelp, pulls it out and places it into her inventory, watching as it sits next to the dry kelp, this time labelled as ‘Leather Kelp (Sticky)’.

Finally she lets one dry out and gets the expected result of ‘Leather Kelp (Dry)’. She waits, watches, and finds the kelp doesn’t change its status whilst inside her inventory. She pulls the sticky kelp out and it starts to brown right away. When placed back into her inventory it stacks with the dry one, leaving an open spot once more. 

So she can collect them and use them later? That’s helpful. The wet version would give her more time to create things. The sticky version seems lesser because of this but it seems unique in its own right so it must be useful for something she doesn’t know just yet. Actually…

Apple starts grabbing kelp after kelp, storing different kinds in their respective boxes within her inventory. She moves over to each pool, not taking too much as they probably have some use to the fish within. She gets two pings from her skills as she does this, managing to find that the kelp itself stacks to fifty before using a new box. Her Gather skill had gone up two ranks to E+. Her Health having gone up several percentage points by the time she stops. 

Looking over the red lines on her arm, she notices they’re slightly smaller now. So they’ll probably be gone by the time she’s fully healed. Wanting to test some things before that happens, she takes out one of the wet pieces of kelp, wrapping it tight around her arm and pinching the ends together to keep that pressure up. She has to do that another four times to mostly cover the wounds on her arm. The leather becoming rather bulky, stopping her from being able to wear her left bracer but still allowing her to use her shield. Given her shield protects that arm anyway, it seems fine to put her bracer away for now, her inventory now half full.

With the final ‘Makeshift Bandage’ on, (whatever is naming these things seeming to understand her intentions) a sound alerts her to a new skill.




	
Name: Apple

Health:  64%+

Anima:  95%

Freelancer

| Strength 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Agility 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Vitality 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Intellect 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Mind 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

Skills

| Gather 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E+ )

| Inspect 

| ◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F+ )

| Stealth 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

| Steal 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )

| First-Aid 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )

Craft

| Tailor 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )










She cheers silently. She’d gotten it! So it seems like a lot of skills need a few attempts at it before they’re acquired. She’d only stolen one thing, unless taking from that chest counted. She had assumed the things belonged to the Sahuagin so it might have counted. Gather seems pretty fast to rank up but she’d collected over a hundred kelp at least and three different types. 

And now there’s a plus sign next to her Health. She watches that number, counting as it ticks over, this time getting to about forty seconds before it ticks again. Her First-Aid skill had shaved off twenty whole seconds! Although by the time her Health gets to 68% the plus sign vanishes.

She looks at her arm, finding the makeshift bandages have dyed red where they’d been in contact with her wounds. She pulls a knife from her inventory, slipping it between the leather and her skin, cutting the bandages off one by one. Finding the red marks are lessened but not gone right away.

So, that means she shaves off twenty seconds from the time to regain a single percent, and it lasts either for a set period of time or until five percent has come back? That means she needs to use First-Aid about six more times. That would use thirty of her collected wet kelp but it means she gets to full Health thirty percent faster? That seems about right. Not that she needs to heal faster given what seems to be the relative safety of her current area. But it lets her try to rank up her skills which makes her more prepared.

So she gets to it, wrapping her arm up once again and getting to work on figuring out how to make a belt to tie her pouch around, freeing up a space in her inventory and then she can do the same by placing the core she’d received into said pouch. 

She could just use the same tactic as she’d done before, layering some of the kelp and wrap it around her waist. But she doesn’t just want to keep doing the same thing over and over again. It works but there could be a better way.

She removes her used bandages after a few minutes, wrapping more around and feeling her eyebrows raise as she finally notices something. Her Anima has gone down by fifteen percent! All she’d done is use First-Aid! Which means that only some skills use Anima, probably ones that give her a special effect of some kind? And if fifteen percent for three tends means one tend is five, she’s using up about thirty-five percent of her Anima to heal faster. At what rate does Anima even regain?

She watches that percent as her Health slowly ticks up, finding that it doesn’t seem to be going up at all. Not good. If there’s five floors she needs to get through and her Anima never comes back, using her First-Aid skill like she’s doing will only drain her resources that she gets back over time anyway.

She does finish up her third tending however, getting a slight surprise as her skill in First-Aid ranks up but also her Tailoring as well. Both now sit at an ‘F+’ rank. So turning the kelp into bandages counts as tailoring? 


“Crafting is a little obtuse.” One Godsent is saying to their friend, holding the apple they were about to give her just out of reach. “How are you even supposed to know how to craft certain things?”

“There’s that weird player who’s been around since Alpha, could ask her?” Their friend suggests.

“Isn’t she a weirdo who tries to cosplay as an NPC?” The first asks, not sounding enthused.

“Yeah but she stays in the basement of the Library just reading and sorting the books down there. She can probably find you a book on what you want to do.”

“I suppose…” The Godsent murmurs, looking at the apple in their hand like they’d just noticed it.

“Thought about your specialisation yet?” Their friend asks as Apple finally receives her prize. 

“No. Kind of hate you only get one per Craft skill.” The first murmurs, walking away before Apple can even ask her question.



So she can train her craft by creating specific things, but if she doesn’t know exactly how to, then it won’t help. She knew that already, but specialisations interest her. Only one per Craft seems fine, and as for what she’s been dealing with so far she figures that working with leather is going to be something that helps her along. But what benefit does a specialisation hold? Maybe it just makes her creations better overall? There’s only one way to check.

She focuses on the panel, deciding that her specialisation for Tailor will be Leather, watching as a new line pops up under the skill, showing exactly that. Her rank doesn’t change at all and she gains no little squares for choosing this, but with it showing up on the panel, it has to help her somehow.

Thinking over what she could do now to check, she checks the amount of kelp in her inventory, hesitant to take too much more currently. The inventory isn’t weighing her down but she’s already half filled it with stuff.

She has thirty-two sticky kelp and forty-one dry at the moment. The sticky kelp keeps drawing her eyes for some reason. Sticky… Like glue perhaps? But why is it in its own section and not just stacking with the wet version? Does that mean she can do something special with it? Only one way to find out once more.

She pulls a piece from her inventory, running a thumb over the surface as it starts to brown. She can feel the stickiness under her thumb, and is able to push it around until the browning catches up to the spot she’s touching. Putting that piece away into the dry section, she grabs one of the knives she’d taken, setting it next to herself before kneeling and pulling several more wet kelp from her inventory, scooping them up around her hands she forms a rudimentary bowl, letting it dry until it’s all set. Not her finest creation but she’s just gotten started. 

Grabbing her knife, she pulls a sticky kelp out and immediately presses one end under her knee whilst scraping the sticky substance into the makeshift bowl. It comes off easier than she expects, even giving her enough time to flip the kelp over and scrape the other side into the bowl.

When the browning process finishes on this piece of kelp it becomes far more brittle than the other pieces of leather she’d created. Checking over that she finds the leather not as tough as the other pieces but much easier to bend and flex. She stores it away, checking that it doesn’t stack, and grins when it shows up under a new box with the named ‘Leather Kelp (Scraped)’. She starts on three more pieces, scraping them of the sticky substance, filling the entire bowl up and storing the four strips away for now. She then tries to store the bowl away, almost cheering when it vanishes from her hand and appears in the inventory under ‘Bowl of Glue (Full)’.

She’d done it! Found two whole new items! This is going to help even more than before. With the glue she can stick pieces of leather together to create seamless lengths and maybe even armour that fits her form. It’s time to get crafting!

Twenty minutes later and Apple is sliding her new armour on for her chest and back, a thing that gets labelled as ‘Shoddy Leather Cuirass’ by Inspect. She’d laid out several strips of leather and interwoven the wet kelp between them to shape them, gluing them on once they dry and harden. She’d used the scraped leather for straps over her shoulders and around her waist to keep the armour snug and sturdy. She’d even gone so far as to cut off the edges of the strips to make it look cleaner. It was almost a little hurtful that her skill had called it ‘Shoddy’ but that might be an improvement on her previous ‘Makeshift’ items, she doesn’t know. 

For the belt she’d glued two stripped leather pieces together to create a longer strip, then cut holes at certain lengths on one side. After that she’d broken some of the jagged parts off a shark fang she’d found, getting a handful of bone bristles that are about as long as her thumb. Sticking that to the other end of the belt she was able to use it as a hook to fasten into one of the holes so that her belt doesn’t fall off. From there she’d looped a couple pieces of scraped leather she’d cut from a single strip, gluing those to her belt when looped so that she can slide her two daggers into them. 

As a final part of this she’d pulled the pouch from her inventory, placed the core inside, and tied it around the belt so that she can free up a couple spots in her inventory.

With that done she pulls her bracer out from her inventory, considering pulling it back up her wrist and understanding now how she can improve on that for if she needs to later. Maybe that specialisation is really paying off.

Checking everything she has once more she-

Her stomach grumbles at her in protest of the uneaten apple she’d acquired before being thrown into the dungeon. Apple groans, shoulders slumping as she looks towards the entrance of the dungeon. She doesn’t remember if she’d lost it before or after being thrown… She can still check.

Standing up properly, storing her spear and shield away, grabbing the leftover strips of leather from the floor and placing those in her pouch, she sets off for the entrance in the hopes of the single piece of food she knows exists within this level of the dungeon.

It’s a short trek back up the tunnel and an even shorter search as she spots a circle of red in one of the small pools by the door. Rushing over Apple pulls her namesake from the water, checking it over and grinning as she Inspects it.




	
Fresh Apple (Cooled)

Common










Cooled? The water it was in is pretty cold, would that change the flavour? She can’t wait any longer, with the fight ahead and not wanting to risk her stomach noises hindering her stealth, she bites into the flesh of the fruit.

It tastes better than any apple she’d ever eaten and she’s eaten plenty. Maybe it’s from the hard work she’d recently done or just her hunger playing tricks, but she sets to devouring the entire thing besides the stem and seeds. 

Once done she washes her face with water from one of the pools after placing the five apple seeds away in her inventory to keep them as safe as they can be. 

Is she ready for what’s to come? About as ready as she’ll ever be. Does she have a plan? Yes she does. Is there any reason to hesitate before acting on her plan? No.

She sets off down the tunnel, pulling out her shield and the other item she’d found in the chest, the ‘Sahuagin Net’. 


She looks up at the bearded Godsent holding a fishing rod in one hand, in the other tossing a rare green apple up and down. Is he here to give it to her?

“I love fishing in VR games,” Godsent says to noone, sighing happily, “the feedback is great, no terrible minigames. Just my skill versus fantasy fish.”

He finally seems to notice Apple standing there, giving her a rough smile that shows more in his eyes than his lips.

“Hey, kid. You’d probably be better off using a net. Takes some skill and strength to use a rod. But a net is good, just toss that sucker out to sea and pull it right back in again.” The man explains without her even needing to ask any question. “Right. Best be off.” And the Godsent starts to walk away, leaving Apple there to deflate over the loss of such a treat.

He then throws the apple over his shoulder at her, Apple catching it from the air with a euphoric giggle.



Nets are better for someone her age. If it tangles up the Sahuagin, then that turns her two versus one match into a simple one on one. She can handle that, she’s more prepared than she was before, readier to fight.

She passes by the fork in the path, heading straight towards the two monsters she’d spotted previously, crouching when she gets closer and moving slower now. She quietly rounds the bend, spotting the first Sahuagin staring towards her. Pulling her head back quickly she controls her breathing and waits to hear the plodding of webbed feet. A moment passes before she hears no change. 

Peeking once more she finds the Sahuagin had turned its back on her, the other one copying that move, the two staring off towards the red glow from the exit. An entire minute passes before they start to turn again, Apple once more pulling back.

Counting out the seconds feels like something that’s becoming natural to her with all the counting she’d done recently. After almost another minute she peeks, finding them turning once more away from her. So they’re keeping time almost as well as she is? That’s interesting.

Creeping up, Apple clenches her fingers around the net, she needs to throw it just like she’d seen Godsent do at the beach. She’d never been able to get close but she could see how the net spun when they released it, spread out, and landed neatly in the water. The shells and other little items on the net are likely weights to help trap the fish, in this instance she’ll be hoping they help trap this fishperson.

When she’s as close as she’s willing to get she pulls the net back and throws it towards the Sahuagin on the right. Her timing is off entirely, letting go of the net far too late and, luckily enough, throwing it over the monster on her left instead. She takes a second to marvel how she’d been so successful in failure when her mind kicks back in, telling her to focus on the other monster.

Not wanting to lose the element of surprise she’d created, Apple pulls her spear from her inventory and jabs at the monster, catching it in the stomach, creating a large red mark. It gibbers in potentially a fishperson language before it starts to wildly jab at her with its own spear. 

Apple keeps moving back and away from the enemy, staying out of its reach to avoid any damage, only resorting to blocking the attack with her shield when she has to. So far that’s not happened but she’s not fooling herself by thinking she’s coming out of this unscathed. 

Leading the monster into a thinner part of the tunnel works well enough, but with her staying away she can’t get more hits on it. Luckily she’d planned for this specific scenario. When the fishperson is closing in she starts to circle around it, letting it try to stab at her to get in close, the enemy's spear cutting into her cheek. Now that she’s close enough she puts all her strength behind her shield and rams into the Sahuagin like she had the first.

It lets out a loud pained gurgle as its back slams into the rock wall. She slams it a second time before jabbing her spear around her shield and into the monster's side. It lets out a gurgle of pain and starts to go limp in defeat.

Just as she’s turning to check on the remaining enemy she has just enough time to pull her shield up to tank the spear thrown directly at her from across the tunnel. It pushes her back onto her rear with a pained exhalation but it’s much better than taking a spear to the face.

Not wanting to be alone in the spear throwing championships, she gets a sturdy footing, keeping her shield in front of herself, winding up a throw and aiming it as best she can before throwing with all her might.

Either shocked or just stupid, the Sahuagin doesn’t move out of the way, the spear sticking straight into its muscled arm. While the creature is flailing in pain, Apple rushes it, circling around again before slamming into it as it tries to pull a knife. This one feels a little more sturdy so she slams it once more, watching it tumble into a pool not unlike the first she’d fought.

Grabbing at the knife that had fallen from its grip, Apple readies herself for a more close quarters match when she notices the Sahuagin had sunk into the pool and… Well. It’s stuck there. It can’t seem to figure out how to get itself up and out. The monster isn't drowning, in fact it seems somehow beefier than it had previously, its muscled form increasing when submerged. Ah. That’s exactly it, isn’t it? They get stronger in water but they also get larger. It had fallen into the small pool and, with the increased volume it acquires from the water, it can’t get back out.

Apple chuckles at the silliness of the monster. She still needs to deal with it but this gives her breathing room to- She feels something tap against her shoe. Looking down, she finds another Sahuagin Core. She picks that up, looking it over, it must have rolled down towards her from where she’d defeated the other monster, she places it with the other one in the pouch on her belt. 

From there she collects the enemy’s thrown spear, and stores the third knife in her inventory. Returning to the trapped Sahuagin she grabs the spear still stuck in its arm, pulling it out before jabbing it back down, repeating that four more times (wow they’re far stronger when in water than out) before it finally turns to mist, its core floating to the surface of the water.

That’s three monsters defeated, three cores obtained, and one floor of this dungeon conquered.

She lets herself have a happy few hops on the spot before pulling her panel up once more to check at what she’d achieved so far.




	
Name: Apple

Health:  81%+

Anima:  87%+

Freelancer

| Strength 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Agility 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Vitality 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )
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| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Mind 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )
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| Gather 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E+ )
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| Tailor 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

| Specialisation: Leather










Blinking at the plus signs next to her Health and Anima, Apple squints at them and is pleasantly surprised when her Inspect ranks up and a new picture pops up alongside it.

The picture itself looks like three apples, one green, one red, one yellow. She focuses on that and text appears below it.

‘Well Fed (Regen+)’

The apple! It had given her a Regen bonus! Her Anima had gone up over the last few minutes, only two but it’s better than nothing! She just has to hope the next floor of the dungeon has something she can eat.

Before heading out she slides her shield off, wrapping a few bits of sticky kelp around the new red mark on her arm and again feeling overjoyed at another noise. Her First-Aid had gone up to ‘E-’ rank! And a second plus sign had appeared next to her Health, as well as another picture above the panel with a picture of a bandage. Inspecting it further gives her-

‘Bandaged (Heal+)’

So Heal is for her health and Regen is for both, that’s good to know. And with everything slowly going up, she faces towards the now blue exit portal ahead of her. She could stay here, use every resource possible to train her way up and improve her skills, but with nothing to challenge her, she can’t increase three of her acquired skills, nor does she expect just inspecting random rocks will award her many ranks either. 

She walks decisively towards and through the exit of the first floor, second floor here she comes!

            


Floor Two


                The first thing she registers when entering the second floor is that she’d forgotten something. Pulling air through her teeth like she’d seen some of the Godsent do when they get hurt, Apple tries not to let the mental damage of forgetting the Sahuagin Net affect her too much. It was useful but with the entrance turning red behind her she can’t exactly go back and get it. She just has to continue onwards, now that it’s gone, it’s gone and she doesn’t have to worry about it.

The next many things she registers are mostly about how much the second floor has changed from the first. There’s still the wet rock of the tunnel she’s in but now the pools on either side have been replaced by large colourful plants that Identify tell her are ‘Coral Fans’. Another change is that the path between them dips down from her dry portion by the entrance to what looks like waist high water. It’s rather pretty if she ignores the fact she’s in mortal danger.

She looks ahead, the path staying fairly level now instead of the previous sloping down tunnels. At the end of this particular section it splits evenly in two, one tunnel heading left, the other to the right. The only ‘danger’ she can see at the moment is making a lot of noise as she traverses through the water.

But, given that seems to be her only way forwards, she steps slowly into the cold liquid. Within a few steps she’s already up to her knees and eventually the water has soaked her up to her midriff. She can handle the cold, she can handle the way the water weighs her down, but what she can’t handle is the sudden pinching at her legs.

Apple looks down, finding that dozens of strange fish have started to gather around her lower half and they do not seem as gentle as the guppy she’d encountered previously. They have teeth, and they’re biting!

With a pained exhalation she rushes back out of the water and to the dry land by the entrance, having to pull one of the fish from her knee, wincing at the pain from such an action.

Inspecting the fish shows it to be a ‘Piranha’, and observing it as it wiggles in her grip, she finds the creature has a row of sharp teeth. Quickly checking her Health she sees it’s currently at ‘80%++’ so they didn’t do a lot of damage and she’s still regenerating, but given the amount of them in the water it wouldn’t have taken long before they ripped her apart.

Apple throws the Piranha back into the water, watches it swim in circles for a moment and then swim off to join back up with its bitey friends. Friends would help make this dungeon easier.

Giving a quick check to her legs, finding a few relatively small red marks, Apple takes another look at the layout of the floor to see if she missed anything. If the water is dangerous, then how would Godsent even get through the second floor? The coral fans? They line the walls at a height just above the water, the actual plant itself dipping into the water to either sustain itself or some other mechanic she doesn’t yet understand. Some are even growing out of the walls. There are different colours and different types around the area, one that looks almost like a regular bush with coloured twigs and what seems like fur. The ones that seem to be grown flat and without any gaps are the ones above water level… Like platforms?

She moves over to the nearest fan, pressing a hand into it and finding it quite solid. Pressing more weight into the plant it doesn’t give, almost having the texture of a rock in some manner. So it’s not that she has to go through the water but the water is a hazard of a kind and she needs to traverse the coral to continue. Okay.

Apple hops up onto the coral fan, testing a few steps before nodding to herself at how sturdy these plants are. So she was right. Now that she has a way to continue she looks around for the nearest fan like the one she’s standing on, spotting it across from her and a little ahead. She can jump that.

Hopping across the gap she lands quietly on the other side, continuing forwards as she jumps over a pool between two coral fans when something catches her eye. Turning back to the pool she’d just jumped, she spots more multicoloured items within. Making sure no Piranha are inside she grabs at the objects, pulling out a small handful of colourful shells. Not wanting to waste a potential resource she places them in her inventory before grabbing a few more handfuls and storing those away as well. 

Her panel makes that usual noise, what could she even call that noise? It’s close to a bell of some sort but not one she’d heard of. What noise do bells make? A chime? Sure, she can call it a chime. Checking her panel she smiles at her Gather skill going from ‘E+’ to ‘D-’. Her first skill above E rank. That feels like an accomplishment, although it does feel strangely fast. 


“I think I messed up somewhere…” One Godsent is mumbling as they stare at something Apple can’t see.

“What did you mess up?” A Godsent with a HUGE sword asks in a gruff voice. 

“I said I think I messed up, not that I did.” The first Godsent grumbles before sighing, shoulders letting their arms fall limp for a moment. “My skills aren’t levelling up nearly as fast as they were when I was Freelancer.”

“Oh, yeah,” The other Godsent nods, “you messed up. Didn’t know how the exp curve works? That’s okay, it’s not shown openly. See, every Skill has two hidden stats assigned to it, from nothing to the lowest stat the curve is fast, from that to the highest stat is moderate, and after that it’s slow. What Skill is it?”

“Mine.” The first Godsent grumbles.

The Godsent with the HUGE sword laughs for a moment. “Strength and Vitality. You’re a Rogue. Tough break.” 

The first Godsent whines pitifully.



Right! That means her Skills are going to rank up quickly to C rank but get much harder to rank after that. That seems helpful for her current situation, although does Inspect have a slower rate of some kind or is she just not using it as much as other Skills? Either way, she needs to keep moving.

Hopping between the coral platforms has her closing in on the split of the cave soon enough, although again she’s distracted when one of the coral fans with the strange fur brushes her neck, causing her to let out a short laugh before she manages to clamp a hand over her mouth. It was tickly! She can’t be blamed for laughing!

A gurgling noise from the left tunnel causes her to grimace and rapidly starts backing up, jumping across to the left wall and pressing herself into it. She controls her breathing, listening for the noise as it gets closer, now accompanied by the plodding of those webbed feet. 

Apple has her spear in her right hand, giving her a potential advantage over her oncoming enemy if they’re prepared similarly. 

The Sahuagin hops onto the coral fan across from her, this one wielding what seems to be a shield made from a small coral fan, the side now facing her covered in barbs of some kind that must be under the coral she’s currently standing on. And lucky for her that shield is in the Sahuagin’s left hand like herself. 

Without letting the opportunity slip by, Apple rushes forwards, jabbing at the monster, this time not being fast enough to get the first hit as the Sahuagin pulls its shield up, catching her spear on those barbs coating it. She wants to exclaim her annoyance but needs to act quickly to keep herself from being impaled.

Instead of letting go of her spear to pull another from her inventory, she continues to push it away from her, causing the Sahuagin to stumble back, their arm being pushed away from its centre, the shield that had protected it now hindering it. With no other weapon to hand Apple moves closer and slams the edge of her leather shield into the monster's neck and shoulder, whilst trapping her own spear to her side with her elbow, spinning the creature into the centre of the tunnel and off the coral platform.

She lets her spear go so she isn’t dragged down with it, watching as the monster splashes into the water, the Piranha starting to devour the creature as it sinks beneath the liquid.

The Sahuagin bulks up as it hits the water like the previous ones had, but its disorientation from the fall and the strike to its neck slow it down just enough that it can’t escape its destruction, popping into a puff of mist several seconds later, its core bobbing up to the surface of the water alongside its shield and Apple’s spear, still stuck together.

That was a bit gruesome. The lack of blood makes it a little less so but it’s still slightly disturbing. She hadn’t really considered that she’d killed these creatures before now. They vanish in a spray of mist, they have a core of some kind, so is it the same as if she were to be killed?


Apple cries and cries, she’d been wandering through the village, holding her namesake and marvelling at the colour when someone had run directly into her.

That initial impact had only spooked her somewhat but what followed was terrifying. An entire skeleton, wielding a rusted sword, eyes aglow with sickly green flames. A mist blowing in from behind it.

The monster made no sound, it didn’t hesitate in any manner as it struck out at the cabbage salesman.

Apple had begun to cry when the man fell and didn’t get up, the monster turning its hollow gaze in her direction.

And then the green eyed Godsent slams into the monster from the side, scattering its bones across the courtyard. She turns to Apple before looking back towards the direction the ethereal mist is spewing from.

“They created a Graveyard in town…” The Godsent whispers, rushing into the mist without another word.



No. There’s a difference between Monsters, Godsent, and herself. Monsters vanish and drop a core, Godsent simply re-appear elsewhere, and she… 

Apple looks at her panel once more.
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| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Vitality 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Intellect 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Mind 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

Skills

| Gather 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: D- )

| Inspect 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

| Stealth 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

| Steal 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )

| First-Aid 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

Craft

| Tailor 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )
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Okay, so her Regen and Heal have worn off. She should have noticed those icons vanishing. She’d gained back five percent of her Anima and in under ten minutes she’ll be back to full Health. She should keep moving.

Kneeling down she manages to grab the shaft of her spear, pulling it and the shield over to herself and even using it as a scoop to pick up the Sahuagin Core, putting her total up to four. Inspecting the shield gives her a new panel to look at for the moment.




	
Coral Fan Shield

Uncommon










Uncommon? Her things so far have all shown as simply ‘Common’. And her own shield she’d crafted had a prefix of ‘Makeshift’ or ‘Shoddy’ for the leather cuirass she’d made. Now that she remembers the Sahuagin Net didn’t have a prefix either. Does that make them special or better in some way?

Either way, those spikes on the face of the shield need to go. They might be useful for trapping weapons but a Sahuagin could easily do exactly what she’d just done to one of them. 

Moving away from the split in the tunnel she pulls a sturdy looking shell from her inventory, sitting down and chipping away at the spikes of the shield, hoping this won’t destroy it somehow. After a couple minutes she has all but the centre spike chipped off. Hopefully this will help her in the long run.

Putting her leather shield into her inventory for now, assuming it might come in handy later, she slides her arm through the leather kelp straps of the coral shield, finding it a little smaller than her own creation but much sturdier looking. And… She touches at the edge of the shield, pulling her finger away when a small red mark appears. It’s very sharp. Good.

Readier than ever, Apple stands up once more and begins her journey forwards, pausing rather soon when she approaches the coral that had tickled her earlier. Inspecting it just returns the usual result of ‘Coral Fan’ even though this one is different from the ones supporting her weight at the moment. Touching the fur finds it a little tickly but also brings to mind a thin string. Maybe…

Putting her weapon and shield away for now, Apple starts following the fur around, finding that it’s not growing from many spots like hair might, but the string itself wiggles along the ‘branches’ of this coral in one continuous line. It starts just at the base of the plant and wiggles its way over every little branch until it ends at the other side. Very interesting.

Taking out a knife she cuts the string away from the base of the plant and pulls, marvelling at how the colourful string is easily harvested from the plant. She grins and pulls out one of the shark fangs she’d removed the bristles from, starting to wrap the coral string around and around like the spools she sees in her mother’s workshop. It takes her a full two minutes to harvest the entirety of a single coral fan.

Inspecting this spool has her grin widening and her body feeling the need to wiggle. 




	
Spool of Coral String (Green)

Common










Letting her body wiggle for a moment, Apple thinks over all the creations she could make with string like this. One jumping to the forefront of her mind as she shifts her weight on her feet. Socks. She could make some dry socks.

Before she gets carried away, Apple checks the rest of the coral fan, now missing its tickly string coat. It just looks like a bunch of sticks. Green sticks but sticks none the less. She carefully snaps one of the sticks from the plant, looking down the tunnel and waiting to hear any noise that alerts her to a new enemy. Nothing. She looks back at the stick in her hand, finding it has gone from a vibrant green to a more faded white colouring. Watching its colour fade, another one blossoms up as the stick turns brown and even its name changes. It’s a stick! She’s found a wood source in the dungeon!

Cheering in her head, Apple starts pulling stick after stick from the poor plant, eventually cutting through its stem and watching as the fan turns brown and falls into a pile of the things. She gathers those up quickly, placing them within her inventory for later. She’d gotten wood, that means she can try to make fire, maybe even fashion two of the sticks into knitting needles to help with making socks. 

But she doesn’t just want green socks… She looks around at the other colours of coral fan on display and feels another smile on her face. Time to get gathering.

Ten minutes later and she’s collected four more spools of string; blue, yellow, pink, and orange. They each take up a separate box in her inventory but that’s something that might be fixed soon enough. She has a plan! A big plan in fact, a plan that will, for the most part, solve a lot of the problems she’s currently facing.

Problem one, food. It’s a long term problem and she’s not found any more apples down here yet. So food is a problem. This can be solved by looking at certain bitey little fish under the water. She’s not sure how Piranha tastes but if that’s all she has to eat, it’s what she’ll have to get used to.

Problem two, wet socks. It’s not as big a problem as potentially starving to death, but it is a problem. If only because it makes her a bit uncomfortable. That can be solved with a few hours to sit down and knit herself some new socks.

Problem three, warmth. She’d only really noticed it as she was collecting the string, but the cold water on her cotton clothes has really got her shivering. Not enough that she’s very worried, but she needs to deal with that soon or she might become ill, maybe even freeze to death!

Problem four, inventory. She’s running out of space rather fast. She’d done her best to mitigate the issue with her belt and pouch, but now she’s collecting more things, it’s becoming apparent that even getting through five floors of this dungeon will fill her inventory up before long, especially at the rate she’s actively gathering stuff. And it’s not like she’s going to stop gathering stuff. It’s a Skill to train after all!

Problem five, she’s still trapped in the dungeon. As much as her plans are helping her stay alive in the short term, she’s within a dungeon that’s home to murderous fishpeople. That’s not really something she can plan for with sticks and string. Although… She’d not considered making traps yet. 

Problem six, traps? Could the Sahuagin have those? Maybe. She should stop making lists in her head and focus.

Shaking her head, Apple looks around, thinking over the problem with the first three problems. Fire. How does she make fire around her? She has no way of actually attaining heat at the moment. She could try the stick thing she’d seen people do, but that’s probably not good for her at the moment.

Sighing, she grabs her new shield and old spear from her inventory. She can explore a little more and hope for some new items to make an appearance that may help her. 

Sticking to the left like before, she follows the wall as best she can when hopping from platform to platform. Slowly making her way towards whatever this path has in store for her. 

Turns out, to nobody's surprise, it has another Sahuagin in store for her!

This one is strange however. She hears the splashing of water instead of the plodding feet noise she’d gotten used to. Keeping to the shadowed parts of the tunnel, only now realising that light is coming from the moss on the ceiling. Stopping herself getting distracted she watches as a muscled Sahuagin makes its way straight through the water in the direction she’s hiding. Why aren’t the Piranha attacking it? They’d attacked the one she’d dropped into the water and even herself when she’d walked into it. So what’s different here?

Thinking for a moment, Apple finds what she considers the solution pretty quickly. When she’d entered the second floor of the dungeon she was ‘injured’ or at least under 100% Health. And before she’d dropped the Sahuagin into the water she’d struck it, likely reducing its own Health in the process. This muscled Sahuagin isn’t injured and so, likely, isn’t attracting the Piranha. 

Which means!

She moves her grip on her spear, waiting for the monster to get close enough that she reasons the likelihood of hitting is higher than not, then hurls the spear at the Sahuagin. 

Her weapon leaves a long red mark on the Sahuagin’s waist and Apple watches as the water around the creature begins to bubble with the frantic assault of the bitey fish. Without wasting a moment, the Sahuagin rushes over to a coral fan nearby, pulling itself up and onto safety, the muscles it gains from being in contact with the water fading.

Apple jumps across the room to the nearest coral fan, moving to jump again to keep closing the distance to her opponent, only now noticing that this Sahuagin is different from the others. It has no spear or shield, but a strange looking strip of material that it’s placing a white stone within. It even has a necklace made from shark fangs around its neck. She’d forgotten to observe the creature fully before acting!

The Sahuagin spins the cloth around as Apple jumps closer once more. As she’s closing in it lets go of one end of the material and her vision goes momentarily white as her head is pushed back, the stone striking her forehead extremely painfully and almost causing her to fall off the coral platform.

Hissing at the pain and trying to focus back on her enemy, she flicks her eyes to the side and finds that single strike had taken off 24% of her entire Health!

She can’t let that happen again. Apple rushes even faster now, pulling a knife from her belt and ducking under a hurried second shot from the weapon before twisting her wrist and upper cutting the edge of her shield into the monster’s chin, leaving a nasty looking red mark on its wet skin.

It gurgles in pain but doesn’t let her get in another hit with her knife, kicking its webbed foot out to knock her back and impaling itself on her shield as she brings it up to weather that blow. Pushing forwards and letting her knife drop to focus all her effort on utilising the offensive properties of her shield, Apple knocks the monster off balance and follows it down. She pulls the shield up before slamming its edge into the Sahuagin’s chest, creating another red mark, then a second, a third, and her enemy turns to mist as she drops onto her hands and knees, panting heavily.

Checking her Health again as the Sahuagin Core bumps against her fingers, she finds that the kick had only dropped her down to 74% from where the stone shot had dropped it. That’s still a huge amount of Health to lose from one attack. And that was from a Sahuagin’s weakened form!

Letting herself calm down slowly, Apple slowly leans back into a seated position, staring down the tunnel. Ahead it dips up slightly before dropping again from what she can see. So dry land for a small portion of this particular tunnel. It’s blocking off the sightline of the tunnel but that’s not a problem given that any monsters on the other side of that rise won’t be able to see her either.

She picks up the core and checks over it before placing it inside her pouch, finding she now can’t pull the strings to close it. Groaning, she removes the cores, stores them in her inventory and smiles weakly at them stacking up to five. She takes out the spools of string and places those in the pouch instead, not being able to tie the string but knowing they won’t roll around or fall out like the smooth cores might. It also clears up five whole boxes of her inventory.

So. A new type of enemy. Range that she can’t currently accomplish. She has no idea what sort of weapon that was, but she feels sure that she would need a lot more practice with it to be as good as the monster was. Spear is easy. Stabby stab. Shield is simple. Put between you and bad thing. That thing? No. It’s a shame she can’t Inspect items the Sahuagin are holding. But she’s definitely come to the understanding that if she disarms them of something, it doesn’t vanish when they’re beaten. 

Apple rubs her eyes, blinking away the tiredness that’s threatening to make this even more difficult. Which brings up another problem. Sleep. She’ll need to eventually even if she can’t see the sky to tell what time it is. That’s problem seven.

Touching her forehead, Apple frowns that she can’t exactly bandage this wound so her First-Aid won’t be very helpful at the moment. 

Okay, observation needs to happen. Figure out what’s behind the rise in front of her and improvise from there. OPPAI still works.

She pulls herself to standing, checking to make sure she’d collected everything, especially the knife she’d dropped in the fight. From there she again starts hopping between platforms, getting closer and closer to that rise. When she gets there she jumps onto the slightly raised ground and crouches, sneaking her way up to the peak of the rise and peering over.

She jolts at the chime from her panel, ducking back down and checking to see that her Stealth had ranked up. That’s strange. Her Stealth hadn’t ranked up any when she was just sneaking around without any… Right. So that only improves when she’s using it near enemies. Which means that…

She peers over the rise and sure enough, a Sahuagin is down there. This one standing, holding a large sword covered in coral and other strange underwater plantlife she can’t identify. It’s wearing chest armour that seems to be made from many different shells held together somehow. When it moves slightly from foot to foot, the shells make a gentle clinking noise. Almost musical. It’s standing in a thin layer of water and, from what Apple can see from a slight red glow on the floor behind it, standing right in front of the exit.

She drops down once more, staying there for a moment before moving away from the rise and back to the edge of the water. That’s an issue. That sword looks deadly and with those shells protecting its torso, any damage she’ll have to do will be focused on limbs. She’s also not fought an empowered Sahuagin yet beyond the one that had gotten stuck and the one she’d taken by surprise. She can’t take this one by surprise.

So for now… She starts making her way back through the tunnel. She can check the other path before making a plan for this. 

Getting to the split in the path isn’t difficult, just a little tiring with the constant jumping from platform to platform. Once her health is back to full she can probably brave the cold of the water to take a small break but that’s at best half an hour away if she doesn’t get into any more scuffles.

Turning left into the unexplored tunnel, Apple readies herself for more fights, only to find the tunnel curves around and down for a short while until the platforms grow larger and cover the entire floor. Ahead the room expands once more and she finds herself immediately confronted by two Sahuagin with spears. But hey, bright side, it seems they’re protecting another chest and not empowered! Downside? They spotted her right away.

The first gurgles a shout as the second throws its spear towards her at the exact same time she hurls her own towards it. They both duck the throws in a very similar way, Apple closing the distance towards the one with a working spear to try and get within its reach before it can use the weapon effectively. She manages it, getting herself into a position that allows her to slam the coral shield into its chest, sending it stumbling backwards, she’s getting used to those.

The second Sahuagin charges her with a knife, stabbing at her and grazing her right arm painfully. Apple pulls her own knife, in an underhanded grip, slashing at the monster's chest to drive it back and away before bringing up her shield to block the spear throw from the Sahuagin she’d pushed away. It still hurts but she figures it’s less than what it would have been otherwise.

Now on the defensive, Apple flicks her eyes between her enemies, watching as they move to try for a counterattack. The one on her left with the chest wound goes for its spear. She rushes it, standing on the weapon, trapping its spindly webbed fingers to the floor. Instead of simply ramming it she rolls over it with her shield against its neck and back, hearing a gurgled scream for her efforts as she slams into the ground, rolling painfully before managing to scramble to her feet as the Sahuagin with the knife barges past its wounded ally and right for her.

Timing it just right, Apple flicks her shield up and into the monster's wrist, knocking its arm wide and allowing her to jab her own knife into its collar bone. It gurgles in pain at the red mark across its wrist from the shield bash and the new one the dagger leaves. 

She lets out a shout of pain as a spear impacts her right leg, dropping her to one knee and giving an opportunity for the Sahuagin that’s close to her to try for another stab, this time at her head.

She doesn’t have time to raise her shield to block or deflect the blow so she drops her own knife and grabs the creature's wrist. In their weakened form they’re just slightly taller than her and have much less tone to their limbs. So with her new Strength she manages to catch its wrist and give her time to slam the edge of her shield up into its elbow before throwing herself into it with the sharp tip of her shield, landing on the ground hard as the monster turns to mist in mid-air.

The remaining Sahuagin doesn’t try to stab her, it just kicks her side, causing Apple’s breathing to catch as she rolls onto her back. The monster gurgles almost happily as it picks its spear up once again, moving to stand above her and raise the weapon in both hands.

Apple rolls to her right, the spear going from creating a new hole in her chest to digging into her arm. Her breath comes back just in time for her to shout in pain once more as her Health drops. It’s still protecting her but in her prone state, there’s not much she can do.


She runs a thumb over the damp apple, it had been raining and most Godsent had stayed indoors. One of them who had, gave her an apple and listened to her question, showing no expression other than rubbing his stubble with a gauntleted hand.

“If you can hold a sword, you can keep fighting.” He says finally. “If you can move your arms, you can keep fighting. If you can see your enemy, you can keep fighting.” There’s a sound of quiet thunder in the distance. “And if you can still breathe, you can keep fighting.”

There’s a moment where neither of them move, then Apple nods her thanks and the man continues walking.



She can still breathe.

Apple rolls away from the Sahuagin, avoiding another fatal blow. She rises unsteadily to her feet, watches as the monster gurgles its delight at the continued fight, switching its spear from its right hand to its left. Easier for it to get around her shield.

Moving her shield around, Apple slowly pulls her hand from the straps, keeping it as if she’s just protecting her chest. The Sahuagin rushes forwards, jabbing at her as fast as it can. She dodges what she can but weathers several weakened stabs with her shield. When she’s close enough she steps up onto the chest they’d circled around behind, springing forwards as she pushes the monsters spear hand away from her with the shield she’d transferred to her right, revealing she’d pulled out another knife with her left and slamming the blade into the Sahuagin's neck with everything she has remaining in her.

The Sahuagin stumbles for a second as Apple drops, strength failing her now.

She’s done. She’d given it her best but it’s over.

Mist covers her vision.

She falls down as she hears the sound of the Sahuagin Core drop to the coral floor. 

She’d won?

Apple lets out a pained laugh as she pants heavily on the floor. She’d done it. Beaten them both. And with a slight turn of her head and a little bit of focus finds that her Health is currently at 28%. 

Easy fight.

She laughs quietly into the coral floor, closing her eyes for a few minutes so she can catch her breath. That was closer than any fight so far. If she’d waited before checking this path out she might have had more health, but she hadn’t, so again why stress over it?

When her arms are feeling strong enough Apple pushes herself up and brings herself up to sit next to the chest, leaning on it for support. This area seems safe enough to take a moment. Whatever’s in the chest will hopefully be helpful. She can see several spears on the floor nearby. Two new cores she has yet to collect. And no pesky Piranha to snap at her.

More minutes pass as she shakily wraps a wet bit of kelp around the wound on her leg like she had before, finding that she only needs to do this twice to get the Heal effect back. That drops her back down to 85% Anima but helps her feel a little better.

Another few minutes pass before she feels like she has more strength in her body. She sits up on her own power and unlatches the chest. Opening it she lets out a dry chuckle. 

Inside is another ‘Sahuagin Net’, a pair of rather stylish black leather sandals that Inspect informs her as-




	
Leather Sandals

Common, Cosmetic










-and something she’d seen on the Sahuagin with the strange weapon. She pulls out the necklace, marvelling at how cool it looks. Threaded coral string intertwining small and large fangs with coloured beads between them. It doesn’t make noise when she tries to rattle it so it likely won’t impede her Stealth skill.

She Inspects it and smiles when the chime notifies her of that particular Skill ranking up once more.




	
Shark Fang Necklace

Uncommon



Crit Chance+










The necklace seems to have a bonus effect like eating and the First-Aid skill. She’s reminded again of that stone striking her and her entire vision going white for a moment. Was that what this does? Assuming there’s a low chance for a ‘Crit’ to happen, and assuming that allows an attack to deal more damage, this necklace is a great boon. She slips it on over her head, letting it sit against her armour.

She puts the net in her inventory before sliding her own basic shoes off and sliding the sandals on. They’re rather comfy and come with a button strap around her ankle to keep them secured. How the creator knew to leave them in her size is beyond her, but she’s thankful all the same. Her old shoes go into her inventory and fill up another spot alongside her old shield. She needs to either find a use for these things or leave them behind.

But before she starts abandoning her things, she looks at the amount of scraped leather in her inventory along with the rest of the sticky kelp.

She knows exactly what she can get started on whilst her Health fills back up. A backpack!

The solution to her inventory issues is, from what she can picture, rather simple to solve if she has the right amount of kelp left over. She’s almost entirely out of wet kelp, but the other few variants are still there. This does mean she’ll likely run through her supplies but it’s for a good cause. 

Pulling out the dry leather and scraped leather, Apple sets them down in strips side by side. She knows her mother used to make plenty of things out of just cotton, but she’d occasionally have leather equipment on the shelves of their small store. Apple can’t remember her ever making those but they were there so she must have. And besides, backpacks sound simple enough.

Out comes the glue she’d harvested and a knife to cut pieces down to size. Which does give her pause. The glue on her belt had held up perfectly, no breaking just yet. Which means she could use glue for the entire thing, but something about the necklace is giving her pause. How had the Sahuagin made holes in the teeth? 

Looking down at her new necklace, the holes seem fairly even, though parts of the teeth are a little chipped. She rummages through her pouch, pulling out the last couple bristles from the shark fang, finding them still quite sharp. Turning one around between her fingers it almost feels like a slightly large needle.

Apple sets to work creating a small hole in the base of one ‘needle’ with another of the bristles, finding it goes rather easily once she lines them up. 

With her new needle in hand she pulls out some of her yellow coral string, threading the end through the needle and grinning to herself. She’s a real tailor now, huh?

Glueing several lengths of leather together to make the back of the backpack, she lets that dry whilst doing similar with the scraped leather to make the outside of the item. The bottom can be more hard leather that she glues on, then stitching can help connect the cover to the back… Bit. She really needs to see about learning proper terminology for these parts. Back, front, sides, bottom. Easy enough but if you’re making something like this it might be nice to see if there are actual words for these parts. Or maybe she’s overthinking things. Which in itself is interesting, she’d never have considered herself an overthinker before being thrown into this dungeon.

With the glue set for the back and bottom of the backpack and the scraped leather front needing to dry before she cuts into it, she gets started on a small pouch to hold her spools so she can free up more space in her belt pouch. The pouch on her belt can stay where it is for now, it’ll be easier to access than anything on her back and who knows what she’ll come across that she’ll need quick access to. Although, her inventory has been rather quick to use so far.

Pausing for a moment, she gets up on wobbly legs to grab all the weapons strewn about, storing them away in her inventory before testing to see how fast she can pull her spear from it. The result? Pretty much instantly. But only if the hand she’s trying to fill with a weapon is empty. She can’t pull one of her spare knives into her shield hand when that’s equipped either, and she can’t pull items out into the air either, only into a free hand. Good to test now instead of trying and failing later.

Getting back to her tailoring, Apple stitches up the small pouch with only a touch of glue used to seal any gaps she finds that she missed or stitched wrong. She’s not perfect, but then again she’s only at E- rank so far, mistakes are expected when you’re learning. 

Once the pouch is done she cuts the scraped leather front into shape, setting the cut off portions aside for the moment as she lines up the edges to the back. Once again she sets to stitching, going slow and being wary of hurting herself without one of those metal thumb hats her mother has. When that’s about as done as she can expect, she sits the half-finished creation on its bottom, grinning at how it sits up. She needs the flap for the top and the straps to actually wear it, also needing to attach the pouch, but it’s already coming along well. 

The top flap… Thingy. Cover? She doesn’t know what it’s called but it- Lid? Like for jars? She giggles to herself quietly as she takes the cut out semi-circle of leather, pulling over another piece of scraped to create a lip going around the edge of that. Sewing that on is easy enough, the strap to keep the lid secure might be an issue however. She could do what she’d done with her belt but she’s been wanting to do something with the sticks she harvested, so out comes one of those oddly cylindrical items. She can just cut a piece off, wrap a small strip of leather around it, then use that as an easy way to create a clasp. 

Getting that done takes barely any time, as does lining up the connective piece on the back of the backpack. Once that’s all set and stitched into place, she starts to sew the lid onto the back of the backpack, liking how the yellow stitching contrasts against the brown leather. 

The last piece of her creation, the straps, use up the last of her wet kelp, watching as it dries into leather, she really hopes there will be more to collect on the next floor. Sizing the lengths isn’t difficult now that she has the backpack itself made, and with a little more glue and some secure stitching, she’s looking at a completed leather backpack!

And listening to a chime from her panel!! She’d gone up to E rank just from that!
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Allowing herself a few happy wiggles, Apple looks carefully over her skills, figuring that if the rate of ranking continues, she’ll potentially have her Gather skill up to C rank by the fourth floor, her Stealth skill will also likely be around that if she keeps running into enemies like she has, and her Tailor skill likely up towards C rank as well. Assuming she keeps creating things with it that is. Inspect doesn’t seem to level up as quickly as the others but that’s down to her use of it. And speaking of!




	
Shoddy Leather Knapsack
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Okay, so she’d accidentally been calling her creation a backpack instead of what the panel is calling it, but she’d done it! And why is it still labelled as ‘Shoddy’?! Yeah, she can see where the stitching is uneven and parts where she’d used too much glue, but the lid can be open and secured, it’s stable and can probably hold things… Not that she’s tried yet. It’s not shoddy!

Grumbling to herself about the cruelty of critics or whatever, Apple still can’t stop herself from beaming with pride. She’d made something! It even has her name on it! She’d never in her life made something before this dungeon!

Pulling her things out of her inventory, she starts placing them within the knapsack. She doesn’t have much right now, but in go the leftover shark fangs, the pretty shells, all the leather she has left over (which isn’t much), the seven Sahuagin cores she’d gained, the spools of string from her belt pouch, and the… No, the bowl of glue needs to stay in her inventory alongside the sticky kelp. She has three spears now and three knives. Two knives go into her belt loops with the third next to the spears in her inventory. They currently take up a space each, but with how fast they allow her to re-equip herself, they’re worth it. Her old leather shield is still in her inventory as well, that… She’ll hold onto still. For sentimental reasons.

The net! Right! She’d almost forgotten about her new net. The net she’s yet to figure out how to use effectively. It sort of worked on one Sahuagin but she’d missed entirely with her throw, it was only dumb luck that she hit the other Sahuagin anyway. 

Thinking over how to utilise this effectively whilst tying up the sticks from her inventory into a bundle, she looks around at the relative safety of this small cave area. If she could start a fire somehow, she could let herself rest here, perhaps catch some of the Piranha and see if they’re edible. Revenge for the nibbles they’d taken out of her. But the longer she stays, the hungrier she’ll get if the Piranha aren’t that nourishing. And she has no idea how to start a fire with the materials at hand. 

Placing the bundle of sticks into her knapsack, Apple takes another quick look around the cave to make sure she hasn’t missed something, then sets her newest creation next to the chest for now. 

She stands, groaning at her body still experiencing the pains of earlier, wondering exactly how Godsent can keep fighting like this over and over again. She’s experiencing long term pains that she knows the Godsent don’t. So what does this make her? A strange mix between Godsent and a regular person? Her Health seems to shield her from experiencing the full damage of any attack, but when enough of them start piling up, even healing isn’t bouncing her back to her previously unhurt state. So she has a large portion of the benefits the Godsent enjoy, but still has a mortal form that can be destroyed permanently? What does this make her? A… A demigod?

No. No, that sounds far too grand for the daughter of a tailor and a guard. But like with her thoughts on parts of the knapsack, there are probably correct words for everything, she just has to find them or settle on something that seems right. Or she’s once more overthinking things.

Determined not to get stuck in her own head, Apple makes her way to where the coral floor splits once more to the walls, the water in the centre at the same level it always is. 

The Piranha seem to swim in small packs through the water, sticking by their friends as they go. She’s not at full Health just yet, but… Huh. The Sahuagin at the exit is stood in a small amount of water.

Grinning now, Apple pulls her new net from her inventory, checking the length of thread making it so she can pull it back after throwing it, she puts her coral shield away before starting to work on her net throwing technique.

It’s oddly calming to practise like this, figuring out how to hold the net so the weights create momentum when she throws, finding out she should have tied the thread connected to the centre of the net to her wrist when it goes flying away from her, getting into a rhythm of throwing the net out, letting it settle, then pulling it back in. She’s not actively catching anything yet, she’s seemingly making a bit too much noise for that, but she’s getting a feel for the thing.

When she does start to try to catch some of the Piranha she finds rather quickly that net fishing isn’t as easy as that one Godsent made it out to be. The little bitey fish rush away from any disturbance in their water, and by the time she pulls the net back out, the centre of the net comes up without hooking anything at all.

So, not to be beaten by literal fish, she moves further into the tunnel, sets the net gently into the water from one side with the thread pulled through either side of the weighted end, then waits patiently. Once the Piranha are calm and swimming around, she waits for them to get closer to the net before rapidly wrapping the thread around her palm and elbow whilst running in the opposite direction to drag as many of the fish in as possible. Rewarded with both a net full of unhappy fish and a chime from her panel. Checking that chime out she immediately starts to laugh, nearly dropping the net of fish back into the water.
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Fish! She got a Fish skill! She continues her giggles, making an effort to get the wiggling net of fish back to the coral floor cave.

She can see what the panel is doing of course, Gather isn’t Gathering, but still, that’s so funny to her. Does her Fish skill help her to move faster in water? At high ranks could she breathe underwater? She continues her giggles as she sits down by the net of Piranha. Fish skill. 

Letting out a happy sigh, Apple watches as the Piranha cease their flopping and go still. She picks one up carefully, inspecting it again and finding that it is now labelled as ‘Piranha (Fresh)’. So, potentially edible. Maybe. She’s not going to attempt eating one raw however.

Placing all of the Piranha into her inventory, she considers catching more than the current twenty-one she currently has, when she remembers how they escaped away from the net and under the coral floor she’s currently sat on. Is there a space under her that she can’t currently access?

Putting her net away, Apple moves once more out of the cave and to the spot where the coral splits off. This time she kneels down and tries to peer into the water beneath the platforms, finding that it gets far too dark to see very far. Light source…

She looks up at the moss along the ceiling, grinning. A new thing to harvest!

Pulling a spear from her inventory, Apple finds an area of the tunnel where the ceiling is the lowest, then gets to scraping moss from it with the spear. It’s a little difficult and she’s not exactly very tall for her age, but bits eventually start to accumulate around her and partially in the water. To her surprise, the Piranha start to congregate around where the moss is falling into the water, nibbling at it in much less of a frenzy than when they’d been nibbling at her and the injured Sahuagin. She at least knows how to get them all into one spot now.

Inspecting the moss gets her a quick panel showing it labelled as ‘Glowmoss’. Which seems like a very obvious name to her. 

Looking from the Glowmoss to the Piranha and back again, Apple licks her lips slightly. It’s not like the idea of eating cave moss sounds appealing to her, but if it is edible then… 

She takes a few bites of a single clump, grimacing before and then feeling a little let down after. It’s not horrible, the moss tasting like a slightly mushy apple that consists mostly of an apple’s soft flesh. But it’s not as horrid as she’d assumed, nor is it a culinary delight. It’s fine.

Apple does notice a new image where the Regen and Heal effects show. This one has a picture of a glowing green light and is labelled- shockingly -‘Glowing’.

Holding a hand up, Apple feels her eyebrows raise slightly at how her skin itself has begun to glow in that same light as the moss. Looking down finds her other limbs also glowing and even her clothes and armour too. The effect lasts only a couple minutes before fading away to normal, but that could come in very useful for finding her way in the dark. The only downside she can see is this didn’t give her the ‘Regen’ effect.

Gathering up more of the Glowmoss, Apple keeps going until her inventory shows it stack up to the limit of fifty. She does keep gathering for a short while after that, hoping to gain another rank in Gather, but when it seems like that’s a while away she stops to gather up a handful of Glowmoss to place in her knapsack. If she had a glass jar it could make a neat little light source, but for now she could either compress it into edible snacks, or- Oh! She has a brilliant idea!

Rushing back over to her knapsack, Apple pulls out a single stick, snaps it, then pulls out her knife to start whittling the sticks down into usable knitting needles. With the consistency and stringiness of the Glowmoss, she figures that if she can turn it into a usable string then she could create glowing items! Even if she likely wouldn’t make something out of it entirely, it could be fun to add patterns of glowing symbols or letters to her clothing. And she does have another forty minutes to go before her Health is back to full.

Only a few minutes after she started, the knitting needles are about as good as they’ll get for the moment. With no way to sand them down, she will just have to do her best and hope she’s protected against splinters now.

Grabbing a handful of the moss she starts to wrap it around one of the knitting needles until it’s at a uniform thickness. She rolls that over a stretch of kelp leather for a few seconds before sliding the result from the wood. Doing that several times she eventually has a long moss tube of sorts. Starting to pull and twist the material, she’s overjoyed when it actually comes out evenly and with the same thickness without splitting.

Repeating this process for twenty minutes, something that’s easy to track when she has such a specific Health recovery rate, she has a full spool of what Inspect labels as ‘Glowmoss String’. Which. Again. Super obvious naming. She misses the Nesting Guppies already. No, wait, they have a super obvious name too! No creativity around here.

Giggling at her own silliness, Apple takes some of the Glowmoss String and a little of her green and blue Coral String, starting to braid the three colours slowly into a thread of complimentary colours that glows. She’s not expecting to spend all her time here just creating random pieces of clothing from the things she can collect, but as she wraps the braid around her wrist several times before cutting it off and creating a proper loop with the aid of a little glue, she figures that these small stops are helping her mind as much as they are her body. Staying here and just waiting out her Health filling back up without keeping herself busy would have her climbing the walls in no time.




	
Glowing Friendship Bracelet

Common

Crafted by Apple










She smiles softly at that panel after she uses Inspect on her latest creation. That’s nice. She apologises to whatever magicks are controlling these strange panels and abilities for her harsh comments previously. 

With that done however, she still has a little over ten minutes until her Health is full once again. Putting away the stuff she’d been using, she still feels a little giddy when she looks over her knapsack and how well she’d made it fit her. It can definitely be improved and she could fit another pouch on it if she gets more material, but right now it’s her current pride and joy. 

Apple makes her way out of the cave, hopping a few times across the coral platforms, and sits facing the part of the river that leads under the coral platform. For the last few minutes whilst her Health is still filling up she pulls a stick, some string, and a clump of Glowmoss from her knapsack. Cutting a small line in the end of the stick, she wraps the string around that, glueing it in place before attaching the clump of Glowmoss to the other end of the string, creating a very poor imitation of a fishing rod. Even her Inspect skill agrees with her, labelling it a ‘Makeshift Fishing Pole’.

With her terrible creation in hand she lets the bait sink under the water, attracting Piranha to nibble at it. She pulls her Fishing Pole up when one takes a big bite, smiling at every Piranha she catches, throwing most of them back into the water so she can go back to fishing.

By the time she sees a nice ‘100%’ next to her Health, she’d managed to get another rank in Fish. Something that makes her smirk once again. Fish skill.

Taking her armour off and setting it by her knapsack, she puts away everything on her before grabbing a handful of Glowmoss and throwing it off away from where she’s about to hop into the water. Just because she’s sure the Piranha won’t try to take a nibble out of her doesn’t mean she wants them nearby.

With her Friendship Bracelet on her wrist and a ball of Glowmoss ready to be eaten, she steps down into the cold water, wading through until she gets to the part where she needs to go under to progress any further. Figuring there’s a first time for everything she downs the Glowmoss, takes a breath, then ducks her head under the water.

The first issue she encounters is that the glow from herself and the bracelet aren’t very powerful. She can see a distance in front of herself as she walks into the darkness, but it’s murky. The second problem is that the tunnel doesn’t go down like she expected, so it’s more like she’s crouch-walking through an underwater tunnel.

Both of those problems are put to the back of her mind when she finds many strange objects scattered around the bottom of the tunnel. Shells like the ones in the pools but bigger and a few open to show strange looking insides. The thing that interests her are the small orbs resting inside the shells, looking almost like the Sahuagin Cores she’d acquired. Moving quickly she starts grabbing at these, sending them directly to her inventory as her eyes are starting to hurt for some reason.

Once she’d collected a nice dozen that she can see, she starts back the way she came, eyes stinging now and her lungs demanding fresh air. 

The light above her tells her that she’s out of that dark area, Apple breaching the surface of the water with an exhalation and then a drawing of fresh breath. Her eyes are still hurting her, so when she clambers out of the river she manages to cut her palm on the edge of the coral fan platform, grumbling as a single Piranha manages to attach itself to her heel as she pulls herself out.

Grabbing that bitey creature and throwing it back into the water, Apple starts rubbing her eyes and trying to make the pain go away. It feels like something similar to her earlier exhaustion. The only thing that had lost her Health was the small red line on her palm that’s already fading, but her eyes hurting right now feels like one of those puny mortal issues.

If the third floor is underwater she has no idea how she’ll make it.

Groaning at that thought, she keeps blinking away the pain, finding it is lessening over time but they still feel sore even once the pain itself is gone. Her Health had also recovered from the cut and bitey fish. She checks the strange orbs, her inventory showing them to be called ‘Pearls’ and they’re also ‘Rare’ instead of anything else she’d seen! Although not at the moment understanding what their use is, she pulls them from her inventory, storing them in her knapsack for now.

Health restored, armour and knapsack back on, Apple looks down the left tunnel towards the last remaining enemy on this floor. She has her plan, she just has to follow through with it and continue onto the third floor.

Act. She pulls the Sahuagin Net out as she hops over the coral platforms towards her enemy, getting it in a good grip, threading and looping the thread section like she had before, making sure she has a good grip on it. When she’s close to the rise that hides the monster she drops the net into the water with a sprinkling of Glowmoss to attract the Piranha. With that set up she starts to run, pulling the net in with a catch of the fish trapped inside. 

Not wanting them to die just yet she lugs the net up the rise before throwing the entire thing, net and all over, to the other side. She watches as the Sahuagin with the large sword and shell armour gurgles out its surprise as a school of Piranha come tumbling down into the water around its ankles. It seems confused for a moment until it notices Apple pulling a spear from the air, it shows off its sharpened teeth cockily. 

Apple flings the spear at the monster, watching as it takes a stance before it grabs the blade of its weapon with one webbed hand, slapping the hilt up to deflect the spear from hitting it. It almost seems to laugh at the attempt as Apple pulls her second spear from her inventory.

That’s okay. She learns from her mistakes.

Bolting over the rise she holds the spear for a charge as she feels the ground below her allowing her to make a controlled slide down the incline. The Sahuagin, still cocky, changes its grip on the sword to either swing at her or deflect the coming strike. What it isn’t expecting is the spear to vanish halfway towards it and for Apple to move her arm back into the throwing position, the spear materialising back into place as she launches it towards her foe.

The Sahuagin can’t change its stance fast enough, the spear cutting through its clavicle and leaving a long red mark as the spear goes spinning off.

The Piranha go into an absolute frenzy. From both the audacity of being thrown into such a small pool of water as this and the metaphorical blood in the water. The poor Sahuagin starts hopping from one foot to the other trying to avoid its feet being mangled. Its eyes then focus on Apple, realising it now has to get through her to escape its fate.

Apple returns that cocky grin the monster seems to have lost.

The monster runs at her, swinging its large sword wildly. The benefit of its enlarged size is that it’s currently much taller than her, at least twice as much. This neat change allows Apple to duck much easier under the deadly attack, pulling her Coral Shield from her inventory as she does so, getting in a counterattack by slamming the sharp edge into the monster's side.

It changes its grip back to holding part of the blade, attempting to hit her with the pommel on the backswing. Apple pushes at the Sahuagin’s torso, throwing herself away from the attack and onto her back, slightly upright from landing on the incline of the rise behind her.

Her enemy gurgles angrily, switching its sword over to its left hand and going to swing once more. Is all this thing has just large muscles and one way of attacking?

Apple kicks one of the Piranha up at the creature’s chest, catching it off guard so she can spring up from the ground, slamming the edge of her shield into the monster's wrist once, then twice, letting out a laugh of victory when it loses its grip on the sword. That laugh becomes a cry as the Sahuagin grabs her hair with its other hand, yanking her backwards as it opens its mouth once more, revealing those rows of sharp teeth ready to dig into her throat.

From her inventory, Apple pulls the only thing she can think of that might help in this situation, imposing it between herself and the monster's open jaws; her old bracer. The monster bites down on the hard leather, gurgling its confusion as Apple pulls a knife from her belt, stabbing it into the wrist holding her hair. 

She falls heavy to the floor but isn’t winded this time. Her foot slams into the side of the Sahuagin’s leg, bringing it down to her level for a second before she again slams her foot into it, this time up and under its jaw, slamming those razor teeth deeper into the leather of the bracer and causing it to lose its footing as it falls backwards into the puddle of Piranha.

Scrambling to get up before the Sahuagin can, she rushes over to the fallen sword, grabbing it as the monster is pulling fish from itself. A chime goes off as she picks up the weapon and vanishes it into her inventory.

Apple turns, watching as the Sahuagin’s grip weakens and goes limp before vanishing into mist, leaving its core behind for her to claim. How nice of it.

Letting out a breath she’d been holding for a moment, Apple falls onto her rear once more, watching the Piranha wriggle about in frustration that their chew toy had vanished.

She’d done it. Second floor cleared.

Apple watches the red ahead of her change to blue, smiling in victory as she checks what had ranked up during that particular fight.




	
Name: Apple

Health: 100%

Anima:  85%

Freelancer

| Strength 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Agility 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Vitality 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Intellect 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Mind 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

Skills

| Gather 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: D- )

| Inspect 

| ◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E )

| Stealth 

| ◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E )

| Steal 

| ◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F+ )

| First-Aid 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

| Fish 

| ◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F+ )

Craft

| Tailor 

| ◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E )

| Specialisation: Leather










It takes her a second before she notices her Steal skill now at ‘F+’ rank. She snorts at that after a moment of confusion when she realises she had technically stolen the sword from the monster. She checks that out with Inspect as she pulls it from her inventory.




	
Sahuagin Hand & A Half Sword

Uncommon










Hand and… What? That’s a strange way to categorise a sword that’s definitely longer than even both of her hands. But she’d already apologised to the panel previously for doubting it so she lets that go.

Standing, she tries to hold the sword in one hand, giving it a swing like the Sahuagin had done. It’s lighter than she expected but the swing pulls her forwards, almost causing her to lose her balance and trip. So unwieldy in one hand but better otherwise. She could forgo her shield for something like this but her coral shield has been so helpful in both defence and offence that she really doesn’t want to be parted from it.

Resolving to switch things up if a new situation requires it, she stores the sword away once more as she stares across the way at the shimmering blue of the exit. It’s not the exit that takes her out, but the one that will take her even deeper into this mess. And it’s her only way forward.

Taking that first step towards it isn’t anything that fills her with more dread than what she felt when first being thrown in here, in fact, she finds there’s something close to excitement there now alongside the dread. The two flavours mixing into something new; anticipation.

And so, triumphant, Apple steps through the exit of the second floor and progresses further into the dungeon.

            


Floor Three


                The third floor isn’t exactly a drastic change from the above two floors, the rock walls are the same as before, though now without their previous Glowmoss across the ceiling. The parts of the floor where had been pools of water on the first floor and coral shelves on the second, are strange green plants akin to the Leather Kelp but much longer, way wigglier, and somehow standing entirely upright with the absence of water.

And speaking of water, there’s none to be found. Unless you count the strange blue lighting coming from nowhere that Apple can identify. It’s like the entire tunnel is being bathed in it or the walls themselves are radiating blue. Concerning.

There’s also a sound that causes Apple a little worry for a moment. It’s gone just as she hears it and then a few seconds later it’s back. Like a… Blorp? Kind of like a noise that happened when she’d let a little air out of her mouth when she was underwater on the previous floor, but much larger. She can’t find what’s making the noise so figures that this is some sort of environmental sound like how the lighting seems to be. Interesting.

Moving quietly over to the kelp, Apple touches it, finding the texture oddly slimy. So many odd things in this dungeon. Looking up, the plant almost reaches the ceiling and… It’s just holding itself up somehow. Swaying slightly in some imperceptible wind sure, but it’s somehow keeping itself aloft. Magick? Or more likely this is dungeon logic she doesn’t understand.

Pulling a knife she holds the slimy kelp steady before cutting it carefully, nearly shouting out in shock as the kelp suddenly ceases to obey its own strange logic and comes falling down onto her with a wet series of slaps.

Ew.

Untangling herself from this new variant of kelp, Apple waits to see if it browns. A few seconds and nothing. She Inspects it and finds this version labelled as ‘Sea Kelp’. 

Now, she has been keeping alert for any Sahuagin nearby during her little exploration of the flora on the third floor, but with no sounds other than the occasional Blorp reaching her ears she’d figured it safe. The tunnel once again stayed straight but this time it splits off rather quickly, one tunnel turning ninety degrees going left, the other going off to the right at an angle. So when she does hear the noises of Sahuagin feet coming her way, she only has a few moments to prepare herself for its arrival.

What’s even stranger to her than the gravity-defying kelp is that the Sahuagin comes running in from the left tunnel and continues to rush past the turn and down the angled tunnel like its life depends on it. They’d never been that fast before, so what could scare a-

Ice fills Apple’s insides as she finds out what the monster had been running from. A fish so large that it takes up most of the tunnel space it’s moving through. Similar to the Piranha, this fish has sharp teeth and a face that looks like it ran into the walls a few too many times. Unlike the small and bitey Piranha, this fish is big enough it could scoop Apple up into its perpetually open maw without needing to chew.

She has just enough presence of mind to Inspect the monster before it swims off- through the air somehow -finding that it’s labelled as a ‘Piranha Shark’. So that’s what a shark is. At least she has that question answered.

But why hadn’t it seen her? Was it too focused on chasing down the Sahuagin snack it was after or… She looks down at herself, still mostly tangled in the Sea Kelp. Or is the kelp here for a reason? More dungeon logic so that Godsent aren’t just gobbled up by the Piranha Shark?

Hoping that she’s not just grossing herself out by wrapping the kelp around her neck like a scarf, Apple starts to do what she always does when encountering something new. Gather!

This little Gather session doesn’t go on very long as she wants to get moving, only collecting a little over twenty Sea Kelp to place within her inventory. A few more get wrapped around herself in the hopes that it hides her from the massive fish, or at least make herself tastier for when she gets gobbled up by the thing. She wouldn’t want to taste bad. 

Apple fights off the chuckles at that thought. She’d never laughed more than she has since she was thrown into this dungeon. It’s a lot of nervous laughter and plenty of laughter stemming from sheer confusion. But she feels almost like her time before her little adventure began was something she didn’t experience like she’s experiencing things now. Which- No. She shelves those thoughts for later, she needs to get off this floor… And…

She’d turned left and away from the direction the fish had gone, expecting to find a long tunnel or some strange otherworldly thing. What she didn’t expect is that the tunnel would lead directly to the red gate that would take her to the fourth floor. There is a tunnel that cuts off to the side and curves to the right, but the exit is right there!

Just in case, she moves through the kelp fields towards the exit, looking behind herself and down the tunnel leading to her right to check for enemies, then scoots over to the shimmering red field blocking her path. She pushes against it and, yep, it’s not letting her through.

Rushing back to the safety of the kelp, Apple tries to think over any time a Godsent had said something about big fish in the dungeon and draws a blank. Either the Godsent don’t talk much about the horrors they’ve witnessed or it’s not a notable enough threat that they’d told her about it. 

Could these creatures escape the dungeon?

Apple shivers at that thought, pushing it deep deep down inside herself so that she never has to think about it ever again. The Graveyard incident was bad enough- She pushes that memory down beside the previous thought. 

Okay. So she has to defeat the monsters on this floor to unlock the exit, that means she has to figure out a plan to deal with that Piranha Shark and the Sahuagin running away from it. Sure! She can do that! It’s definitely not a huge thing to ask of her!

Trying not to go a little insane, Apple continues following the left wall down the path that curves, still sticking to the kelp fields just in case something comes her way. It does feel strange that she’s now actively hunting the monsters that terrified her not half a day ago. Of course they’re all now being hunted and she’d defeated eight of them by herself, but that’s mostly attributed to her borrowed Godsent abilities and skills. She had worked a fair bit to acquire the equipment she has with her, so she can’t say that the abilities are the only reason she’s gotten this far but they definitely helped.

Continuing to follow the tunnel around, it starts to curve to the left now with no other tunnels branching from it that she can see. It feels like this floor is much larger than the previous two but somehow emptier. Probably a result of that shark eating everything that looks at it wrong. The issue for Apple is that each floor has had a new resource for her to utilise in growing her power with equipment and effects alongside her skills. This floor currently only having the one visible resource is… An issue.

Stopping her thoughts as she spots movement ahead, she moves quickly into the kelp field as another Piranha Shark swims its way towards her, much more serene than the previous one had been. This presents even more problems. There’s two of them. Well, one here and the other one. This one’s scales are different from the previous one she’d seen, more reds and oranges compared to the others greens and blues. 

As the monster gets closer to where she’s hiding Apple notices movement within the kelp field she’s in. Turning her head she locks eyes with a Sahuagin crouched down like she is within the plants.

A very tense second passes before the Sahuagin reaches for its knife, stabbing out at her. Apple’s eyes widen as she manages to grab the creature’s wrist, again thanking the borrowed Godsent strength she currently possesses for allowing her to even manage that. 

She wants to convey the stupidity of fighting to the fishperson in front of her but she can’t find the words to do so. The Sahuagin struggles for a moment before reaching for its other dagger with its left hand. 

Apple punches it in the face, the sound almost startling her. Herself and the fishperson both turn to peer out of the kelp at the Piranha Shark to see if they’re about to be lunch. The big fish not reacting other than to keep lazily swimming by them seems to be the cue for both Apple and her opponent to continue the scrap.

The Sahuagin grabs its other knife as Apple slams its captured wrist into the wall of the tunnel, forcing it to drop the first knife even as the second is being jabbed her way. In response to this Apple pulls her shield from her inventory and onto her right arm, hissing through her teeth at the pain that still gets through the hard coral of the armour. She grabs the dropped knife, twisting it in her palm before slashing it across the Sahuagin’s knee, creating a red line and causing the Sahuagin to gurgle in pain.

They both hear the Piranha Shark flip around towards the source of the noise and Apple knows that it’s over if she’s found.

Dropping back, Apple kicks out with both feet at the chest of the Sahuagin, throwing it away from her and out of the kelp field, staying flat on the ground as the deadly fish darts over her and straight towards the Sahuagin scrambling to flee. From the noise she hears, it doesn’t get far.

Staying as still and quiet as she can, Apple hears the chime of her panel and knows that her Stealth had just ranked up to ‘E+’ without needing to check. 

Controlling her breathing as best she can whilst she stays exactly where she’d fallen, Apple considers maybe she isn’t suited for the Godsent lifestyle. If this is what they have to put up with in the dungeon in her town, she can’t imagine what the ones that head off for the city are dealing with.

Once she’s pretty sure the big fish has left her alone, she rolls onto her front and pushes herself to her knees. She gives a quick check to her backpack, finding it had been a little squished by the fall but not much, everything inside is still safe. She’d kept anything likely to break inside her inventory anyway but she still felt the need to check. 

Now. She needs to continue.

…

She groans quietly as she scoots herself so her back is to the wall, still hidden within the kelp field.

How can she even begin to defeat those sharks? They’re far bigger than her and that Sahuagin was devoured near as soon as it got to them. She could run away from it, she’s faster than the Sahuagin, but she’ll run out of energy sooner rather than later and when she does, if there’s no kelp fields nearby, she’s as good as walking into its open maw.

Apple looks over her coral shield, slipping it from her arm and holding it carefully in her lap. The shark isn’t large enough to get stuck in a tunnel if the height and width stay consistent. Her spear could maybe be used to do something but for the life of her she can’t figure out what.

And so she can’t formulate a plan and thus OPPAI isn’t currently helping her. Would the green eyed Godsent be disappointed in her?


“Oh, hey, kid.” Apple hears, turning to look up at the green eyed Godsent that starts to pat her pockets. “Shoot. I didn’t-” she notices the fresh apple in Apple’s hands, “-oh. You got one already. Just checking out the stalls whilst you’re on a wander?”

Apple likes that this Godsent interacts with her outside of just presenting her the treat that she loves. Even if Apple doesn’t really talk much beyond blurting out that question that bubbles to the surface of her mind when Godsent are nearby.

“Always good to get some fresh air,” the Godsent continues like Apple had commented, “especially on a nice day like this. I’m going to be making more bricks by the river if you want to toddle by.”

There’s a pause as the Godsent nods as if Apple had responded again.

“Alright. I’ll be off then.” She says with a small wave of her hand.

The green eyed Godsent is interrupted by a call of, “Think fast!” from the egg vendor that likes to throw his produce at passing Godsent. Probably why this path is devoid of more Godsent. Unfortunately for the green eyed Godsent, it seems she can’t think very fast, waving her hands ineffectually as the egg cracks against her cheek.

Apple lets out a giggle, the Godsent going from playfully grumpy to bright eyed and grinning. Apple watches as she jumps a little, clicking her heels together and doing a pose like it was all a big comedy act.

“There’s that laugh.” The Godsent chuckles, wiping egg yolk from her face whilst squinting at the egg vendor that had gone back to minding his stall. She smiles at Apple once clean, giving her a wink. “Keep your spirits up, kiddo. And I’ll do the same, yeah?”



No. She wouldn’t as long as Apple is still trying. 

Running her hands through her hair, Apple transfers her Friendship Bracelet from her wrist to wrap her hair up into a ponytail. She’d been too stuck on the ‘Plan’ part of OPPAI, forgetting to simply Observe first and foremost. She’s got only a single portion of the tunnels down here in her mental map at the moment so there could easily be something to help her deal with the sharks. She has the heft of that new sword that could knock the fish off balance if it even can be knocked somewhat, so that’s a potential way forwards.

Trusting that she doesn’t need to constantly crouch to stay perfectly hidden in the kelp fields, Apple continues on her way down the wiggling tunnel, moving just a little faster when she’s in the open between kelp fields.

Something that catches her eye now she’s not panicking over becoming fish food, is small patches of a new type of plant at the base of some stretches of wall. Stopping at a kelp field close to one of these patches she kneels down to take a sample when she notices a gap in between the wall and floor large enough she could slip her hand inside. Not that she’s going to do that but she could if she was reckless. What she does do is peek into the small hole.

Nothing seems to be- Oh! There’s a few of the Nesting Guppy in there! That’s nice, she’d hoped to see those again and it seems like this new plant is there to partially cover up the holes. Not every collection of this plant has a nest like this but some do from what she can see. Excusing herself from the little fishes area she moves over to a portion of the plant without a home and cuts a few free from the ground. She sniffs it, confused when it smells a lot like garlic. She licks it and… Yeah it tastes like she’d expect garlic would taste; garlicky. 
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Common










Sure. It’s something new to Gather. She gets to it, keeping an eye out for enemies as she does so, getting another chime when she’d almost collected an entire box of her inventory full of Muskgrass. That puts her Gather skill up to D rank now. She finishes filling out a single box and stops, not wanting to overharvest and really wanting more pouches or containers to keep things in. If not to save space then just to help keep some things separated for now. Jars, boxes, little tubs. She’d rule the world with enough tiny containers of stuff.

Continuing on from there as she considers once more how to create fire of some sort, she pauses as the tunnel splits off to the right, the path going straight ahead thinning quickly like someone had tied a rope around the outside of the tunnel and pulled. There’s room for her to step through but not so for the Piranha Sharks to do the same. Not that they have feet for stepping.

So a safer area than what she’s currently in? Potentially but that tunnel goes left after the strange rock formation so she can’t see what’s ahead. Either way it’s better than staying in one spot so she climbs over the rocks and into the safer tunnel.

Peeking around the corner tells her she thought that way too soon. This specific passage leads into a small cove with three Sahuagin sitting around a small pile of glowing rocks. So relatively safer. If she ignores the three monsters all with knives. 

Only knives?

She checks around them, finding that they have no spears nearby or other sorts of weapons. So she has the clear reach advantage over them but they have the numbers. If she can pull them into the tunnel she might have either a better time taking on one or two at a time or they’ll just rush her and hold her down.

Turning to leave this decision for later, Apple lets out a shout of fear as a Piranha Shark is staring at her through the hole she’d just climbed in.

Mentally kicking herself she checks the big fish can’t get to her before turning once more to face the three opponents she’ll be going against because of that scare.

With no time to decide on what weapon to go with, she pulls out the sword from her inventory, her shield vanishing to replace it. The sword has more weight to it but with two hands she should be able to control it.

Entering the cave to find the Sahuagin have already gotten to their feet and are pulling knives, Apple gets a feel for the weight of this new weapon, thinking over how the Sahuagin she’d taken it from had held onto the bottom of the blade itself to move the weight of the weapon around. 

The first two Sahuagin charge her, the third (the one in the middle) throws one of its knives at her. 

Apple ducks under the throw, moving forwards to meet the challenge so she’s not being pushed back. Her first attack has her bring the pommel of the sword up, smashing it into the jaw of the Sahuagin on her right before pushing the blade into the neck of the one on her left. Bringing the hand she has on the blade to the grip she swings in a sweeping strike from left to right, catching both of the Sahuagin across their bellies.

With those two stumbling away from her she pushes past them, keeping low to minimise the chances of being hit from flying knives before straightening up, bringing the sword up with both hands in a diagonal cut across the front of the third Sahuagin, watching as a large red mark appears the entire length of its torso. 

A stabbing pain in her right shoulder comes just as she realises she’d stood still a little too long, her right elbow is brought up behind her, finding the face of a Sahuagin and making a happy little crunching noise. Realising this means the Sahuagin on her left has probably recovered as well she pivots, twirling to her right and avoiding a second stab and allowing her to spin the entire weight of her sword through the Sahuagin that had stabbed her, turning it into so much mist and a Sahuagin Core.

That swipe has her stumbling towards the monster that had missed her, just managing to get her footing and springing up towards it, vanishing her sword as she pulls a knife of her own in each hand, sinking those into the Sahuagin and dropping to the ground as it also turns to mist below her. That hurts her knees a little but it’s a passing pain.

Gurgling from behind her comes at the same time she lets out a breath. She rolls to her right, coming up having turned during the roll to face the empty handed monster. She hears the knife throw she’d just avoided hitting the ground, the weapon making skittering noises across the rock floor as the monster sizes her up.

For just a moment, Apple really wants to mimic the way it’s balling its fists to prepare for a contest of fists. But reason gets the better of her as she pulls a spear from her inventory. She catches the Sahuagin’s charge with a slash of her spear and a jab when it pulls its head back just in time, the jab creating a red mark in its side. She follows it back, stabbing and swiping at it as it backs up.

When it inevitably bumps into the wall she sinks the tip of her spear into it and watches as the monster becomes mist.

Spinning she looks for more foes, finding nothing she lets her spear return to her inventory, also allowing herself to start breathing a little heavier. How had she done that time?
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Blinking at her summoned panel, Apple is sure that she’s looking at something wrong here. She’d been hurt by the blocked hit from the earlier scrap, and been stabbed in her back, but… Is she improving? It feels like a rapid rate of progression if she is and most of her damage is definitely attributed to the weight of that sword, but is she actually getting better at this?

It’s not progress she can see on her panel but it feels like notable progress to her. If this is how Godsent learn, with their ability to come back from death, they must be closer to actual Gods than what she’d ever thought before. 


Apple is watching a Godsent that’s standing just outside the town border, she’s pulling back the string of a hunting bow that Apple had watched her try to haggle down to way below its price earlier.

The Godsent is targeting a tree the other Godsent with her had marked out, all of them attempting to see who can hit closest to a knife stuck into the bark.

Her father warns one of the Godsent that get close that there are monsters in the dungeon and gets waved off.

The female Godsent had been lining up her shot for a while, her arm pulling the string back starting to wobble. When she does finally let the arrow fly- off into the woods somewhere -the Godsent squeals in pain, holding her chest and stamping the floor in pain whilst her friends burst out in laughter. 

“My QUACKing QUACK!” The Godsent shouts, spinning on the spot as she stamps out the pain. “Why is that coded into the game?”



Apple grins to herself at the memory. Okay. Maybe Godsent aren’t on the level she was just about to place them. Not all anyway.

Looking around at her spoils, Apple spots the two daggers she’d dropped in her defeat of the second Sahuagin next to its core. Rolling her arm to ease the slight pain in her shoulder, she heads to each core, placing them with the rest for a total of eleven cores acquired but twelve Sahuagin defeated. Will the core drop when she defeats the Piranha Shark that had eaten it? That has her smile once more whilst she moves to the small pile of glowing rocks.

The rocks aren’t uniform, several looked cracked and chipped in places, their surface mostly black with a red glow to them turning parts yellow and orange. She touches at the rocks, pulling her hand back a few times as she gauges their temperature. Finally she picks one up and watches as the heat fades. 




	
Rock Coal

Common










Turning the coal over in her hand she notes how it leaves a sooty residue on her palm. That’s interesting at least. She could maybe dye some of her leather black with this somehow but she can’t see why it was so warm a moment ago.

Grabbing and storing each of the Rock Coals away in her inventory, Apple finds a strange hot sphere similar to the cores but with more angles like it had been cut or sanded down. The item itself is hot to the touch but not scalding. Picking it up and tossing it between her hands to stop them burning, Apple Inspects it quickly.
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Fire Affinity










What could that even mean? Is the Fire Affinity what’s making the Ruby so hot? And better yet, does this mean she could use this to create an actual fire? Instead of just standing there and asking herself silly questions, Apple sets the Ruby back down as she sits, pulling her knapsack around to get at the sticks stored within.

In under a minute she’s snapping several sticks into smaller sticks and then those small sticks into even smaller sticks. She considers snapping those sticks even further but she’s not so full of hubris that she’d try to create infinite sticks. They get placed over the Ruby in an upside down cone shape as she scoots a little closer for warmth. Her cotton clothes had been drenched rather recently so anything to help dry them faster is appreciated.

Unfortunately even after several minutes go by, the sticks don’t even start to smoke slightly. So the heat doesn’t transfer to the wood (can she call it wood if it came from a weird type of coral?) but it does transfer to the coal. So what’s special about the coals exactly?

Out comes one of those, Apple turning it over and trying to see if Inspect gives her anything else. It just gives her the name and rarity of the item. She checks the stick and realises she’d never actually used Inspect on the sticks specifically.
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Common










Okay, so that’s a new one. It’s interesting that they’re still defined as ‘Coral’ Sticks and not just the latter. So they’re a rock then? Wait, are Corals rocks? She’d thought they were plants at first given how they grow but now this is showing her that’s potentially not true.

Allowing her worldview to be absolutely shattered for a moment, Apple throws the broken sticks into her knapsack with the rest and then picks up the Ruby, placing it within her inventory.

Within her last square of her inventory.

Focusing on that now, Apple checks off the items within her inventory that she hasn’t yet, or can’t, place into her knapsack or belt pouch.

She has three knives, the apple seeds, the glue, the fifty Glowmoss, two spears, her leather shield, the Sahuagin Cores, twenty-one Piranha, a handful of both sticky and dry kelp alongside the scraped versions, the sea kelp and Muskgrass, the pretty shells, the rock coal, and her sword. Including the ruby her inventory has filled up.

In her knapsack she has the sticks, her knitting needles, the shark teeth from the first chest, her assortment of coloured strings and thread, she’d left her destroyed bracer on the last floor and-

…She’d forgotten her second net again at the end of the second floor…

The next Sahuagin she meets is getting the easiest kill of its life. She’s just going to fall right on its blade. How could she forget the net twice?! It’s such a useful tool and weapon, it had literally been instrumental in dealing with the empowered Sahuagin!

Okay. So she’s forgetful, she adds that to a short list of the new traits she has that her adventure is just now teaching her she possesses. 

Fine.

She transfers the pearls to her belt pouch, a single knife goes into her backpack for general use instead of as a weapon. She can add a strap for that later. The Glowmoss she… Can’t really carry that much with her. There’s a bit of it in her knapsack but she’s mentally assigned that to be the bits she’ll turn into more thread later. All of the dry kelp gets brought out of the inventory and into her knapsack, the pretty shells too, placing them over the moss to quiet any sounds they might make. She leaves the coals in for later and… That frees up only four inventory spaces.

How do Godsent get anything done?

Okay, bad question, she doubts many Godsent are running around with an inventory full of random plants, rocks, and pretty things they find, but twenty spaces is- No, any space that lets her store things somewhere is something to be thankful for.

So, four spaces left, maybe two and a half floors remain. She’s doomed.

Four isn’t a huge number but it’s also a full twenty percent of her inventory. Twenty is bigger than four, so that’s what she’ll be going with for now, if only to make herself feel better about her clear issue with just not picking stuff up that she finds. Is this feeling something Godsent experience? Surely not.

With her inventory issues dealt with, Apple thinks over her mental map of the area. She’d turned left, found the exit, turned right, dealt with this offshoot, she could keep following the wiggling tunnel or backtrack to the start of the floor and head down the tunnel that would lead her… 

She walks over to the exit of this particular cave, stepping over the peculiar rock formation after checking the Piranha Shark had wiggled away, then makes her way down the wiggly tunnel. Backtracking would be inefficient, take too long, and put her at more risk of running into the big fish.

The wiggly tunnel continues and it’s not long before Apple starts to figure that it’s circling around on itself. She does come to a turn that she takes, given she’d elected to follow the left-hand wall until such a time that doesn’t help her. However, this tunnel just leads to a dead end. She frowns at that. Dead ends have already taught her that there would at least be something of use, but not this time. 

Backtracking a little and getting back to following the wiggly tunnel, she’s about to leave a patch of coral field when she notices another one of those tightenings of the tunnel and a Sahuagin with a new kind of spear guarding it. The spear itself is of a similar design to the ones she’d seen throughout this dungeon but, instead of a singular shark fang at the tip there are five, all stuck around the first fang. She figured that just sticking more pointy bits onto a weapon wouldn’t do much, but clearly she was wrong.

A little part of her fuelled by her low ranked Steal skill wants that spear. It reasons with the part of her that just had an issue with collecting too much of everything, the specific reasoning being that she could simply swap it for one of the spears with fewer pointy bits. And, annoyingly to the part of her making up conversations between pretend parts of her own personality, it’s making a good point. The part of her that likes a good joke laughs at that wording. 

She really has gone mad. It didn’t take that long.

The Sahuagin with the special spear doesn’t turn around at all, just watching and waiting for any other Sahuagin like itself or a big fish. Which does turn up whilst Apple is hiding in a kelp field. It swims lazily past the two of them, the Sahuagin tensing slightly and holding its spear with both hands for a moment before relaxing once more.

Right. The Sahuagin on this floor have no water to make themselves stronger, that alone is something Apple is thanking the creator of this dungeon for. Whoever they might be. But they’re in an enclosed space that would be difficult for her to approach, let alone attack over. All they’d have to do is back up and she’s a sitting duck.

This would be so much simpler if she just had her net!!

Frustrated but calming herself, Apple continues to observe for a moment before making a plan. She just has to use projectiles to her advantage once more. She can throw a spear, pull the next from her inventory, throw that spear, then try the same with her knives. If she deals enough damage, fast enough, then she should be able to take the Sahuagin out and get into that tunnel it’s guarding before any sharks pass by.

Okay. 

She pulls a spear from her inventory, sets her feet apart a little to keep herself balanced, and does her best to keep her aim true. 

She propels the spear through the space between her and her target as she lets out a breath, the kelp seemingly parting to allow this one single strike to start this encounter. Her aim was for centre mass but she’d released her throw a little early, the weapon sailing directly into the Sahuagin’s face as Apple feels a white flash more than sees it when the weapon connects with flesh.

And then the spear drops to the ground a little ways behind the cloud of mist as a chime rings through her mind.

What? No, what? 

Too stunned to rush for the entrance, Apple is reminded of the time that Sahuagin had thrown a projectile at her with the strange spinny piece of cloth and how she’d seen white. Was that…

She looks down at the Shark Fang Necklace and it’s strange wording. Could this be responsible? The other Sahuagin had been wearing one when it had struck her. 

Pulling herself together Apple moves from her hiding place as she pulls up her panel, finding that Stealth had ranked up once again. That’s strange, it had ranked up rather recently, it feels much too quick to gain another so soon. Could the strange white flash also have affected that somehow? Is it telling her that attacking from a hidden location is stronger than otherwise? Of course, it is like that but is the panel rewarding her for doing so is her question.

She hops into the tunnel, grabs her spear and the Sahuagin Core, then realises that the five-pronged spear the Sahuagin had been holding turned to mist with it. She silently curses herself but understands that collecting everything is clearly not possible without allies. 

Moving slowly through the tunnel, the spear put away for now, Apple finds it split evenly both left and right. These tunnels seem to lead up and down respectively. Taking a look up the left path she notes slight movement from what she can see, down the right leads to a flooded cave with very clear water and more small Piranha. A food source perhaps? 

Back to the left she watches the tops of heads moving a little. Apple crouches low, creeping slowly up the incline and very slowly peeks to get a better view. Seven Sahuagin are all milling around a strange bowl in the centre of the cave, occasionally stabbing their spears into the bowl and pulling out a wriggling Piranha from within before biting into them.

She can’t take seven Sahuagin in a fight this uneven. She backs away from that rise and back down to the entrance of the little tunnel. So they just have a room full of fish for eating? They also had a small area for them to rest at for some reason. The Sahuagin fleeing the first Piranha Shark she’d seen could have been either leading it away from its friends or just rushing back to the feeding cave. 

Checking both ways before she exits the tunnel, Apple hops out and heads to a patch of kelp just as one of the Piranha Shark turns the corner, swimming its way down the tunnel.

What’s the purpose of the Piranha Sharks? She’d only seen two of them so far; the same ones each time. She still has a small area of the floor to check out but she really hopes things are explained a little clearer soon. Once the shark passes she heads the way it came, making her way around the wiggley tunnel until she can see a turn off and the direction she understands to be back to the start with how suddenly straight the path looks. That would be the other side of the diagonal tunnel.

Peering into the offshoot she nearly bolts away as she spots the other Piranha Shark. It’s swimming slowly around a large cave. There’s a patch of solid ground just in the centre of the room but the rest dips down into a lot of large pools of that clear water she’d seen before. This time there are no Piranha inside.

It clicks.

The Piranha Shark aren’t the enemies here! Well, they potentially wouldn’t pass up snacking on her, but probably not from cruelty but just because she’s fairly small to them. The Sahuagin stole the Piranha’s children! They’re not just different coloured Piranha Sharks, they’re parents! And Apple is quite sure that her own parents are worried about her right now. 

But what can she do about that?

Apple grins as a plan forms in her mind. If it works out she’ll not have to fight all seven of those Sahuagin. Just the survivors.

Backtracking once more all the way back to the entrance of the tunnel leading to the Sahuagin and the trapped Piranha, Apple pulls her sword from her inventory, holding it backwards carefully so that she doesn’t cut herself. To make doubly sure she doesn’t hurt herself she pulls out two strips of leather to protect her fingers. She waits until the other Piranha Shark takes its turn to start circling the long looping tunnel, letting it pass by her and counting to ten once it’s out of sight. Then she rushes forwards, slamming the handle of her sword into part of the rock wall stopping the Piranha Shark getting inside. She’s rewarded with a loud crack noise and part of the wall breaking off. She hits it again to the side, then a third time, a fourth, and manages to smash a fifth part of the opening down before she hears running webbed feet.

Apple ducks away from the entrance, passing through several fields of kelp to keep herself hidden as the Sahuagin rush to see what’s going on. 

When the other shark comes to investigate as well they gurgle in fear and Apple hears retreating feet this time. They can’t come out to get her, and as long as she times this right, that entrance is being opened for the sharks.

Once the coast is clear she runs out again, slams her makeshift hammer into more parts of the wall and repeats her hiding strategy once more.

The third time she comes to do this the entrance is almost wide enough to break with a couple swings but, in her haste, she’d not waited long enough for the Piranha Sharks to leave, coming almost face to face with one.

Time seems to freeze as Apple stares in the maw of the creature, the teeth up close seem to be the exact ones on the Sahuagin spears and knives. So when they do manage to defeat one of these they use its teeth to make their weapons? She’d call it barbaric but it’s definitely what she’d do if that’s all she had for a weapon. Now. Why isn’t it eating her yet?

Looking into the eyes of the creature, she notices them flicking between her and the nearly broken wall. She turns and finds the other shark had come up behind her. Licking her very dry lips, Apple raises her sword… And slams the handle into the nearly broken wall once, then twice, throwing herself to the wall as both the Piranha Shark burst past her and into the tunnel.

She hears plenty of noises she’ll repress later coming from within, even manages to catch one of the fleeing Sahuagin by surprise, defeating it easily by slamming the pommel of her sword into its stomach and then bringing it up to knock it off its feet with another pommel strike to the jaw.

When the noises stop, Apple watches as one shark comes swimming out of that tunnel, mouth full of that clear water, little Piranha swimming happily within. It swims off to its home as the other shark makes its appearance.

Taking a chance, Apple steps out of the kelp field, the shark noticing her and pausing. It observes her as she observes it. The shark then leans forward, letting six Sahuagin Cores drop from its maw to match the one on the ground she had yet to pick up.

A sudden chime goes off, a different tone than the other one, then the shark swims away.

Apple raises her eyes at that as she hears the sounds of rocks falling from behind her in the direction of the dead end she’d found. 

First she checks what that noise in her mind is trying to tell her.
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Piranha Friend

Creatures with ‘Piranha’ in their name are friendly unless attacked and won’t go into a feeding frenzy around you unless your Health is below 50%.










She now feels a little bad about the twenty-one Piranha in her inventory. But that’s extremely interesting! Collecting the dropped cores she finds that she now has twenty of those in total. After that she moves into the place the Sahuagin had just been gobbled up, walking over to check what exactly is in that large bowl the monsters had been eating from.

She hadn’t expected it to just be a clean green cauldron of sorts with several stone bowls inside. How they collected all of the Piranha is beyond her, but bowls are nice to have if she… She hesitates to take the bowls. Does she really need bowls? 

Yes. She grabs those, stacking them up to six in her inventory and then trying to do the same with the larger bowl, her inventory labelling it as an ‘Oxidised Copper Cauldon’. She’s just checking them out. She’s not collecting everything that will go into her inventory. She’s definitely not exiting that section of the tunnel with them still in her inventory. She’s not. She is.

But hey, something broke back down the dead end, so she can check that out as the last thing to do on this floor and, if she still doesn’t need her new items she can just leave them here. Which she definitely will do.

The tunnel to the dead end is a little dusty, she can see parts of the wall at the end of the short tunnel have broken, large chunks of rock showing a well lit room behind. Peeking over the rubble, Apple's eyes widen. The layout of the hidden cave is similar to the home of the Piranha Shark, a small patch of solid ground in the centre surrounded by large pools of water. Unlike the other cave, this one is lit by Glowmoss on the ceiling instead of the strange blue light coming from nowhere. The water is filled with Leather Kelp, pretty shells, and plenty of Nesting Guppy! 

Happy to have found another source of Leather Kelp she almost misses the large coral chest in the centre of the room. It seems much less important than the resources she could gather here.

Pulling herself away from waving at the Nesting Guppy, Apple moves to open the chest. Her hope for a third net is popped when this chest only holds a single item.
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The panel is about as obvious as it can get. Picking the crossbow up to inspect it, Apple notes how each separate part of the contraption is created using various types and colours of coral she’d seen, as well as bits of metal coated in a layer of rust. The string of the crossbow is very similar to the string she’d harvested before but this time strangely elastic. It looks almost nothing like the crossbow her father has but it’s similar enough that she understands how she might use it.

Problem. No bolts. So currently not helpful but she pops it into her inventory anyway. Being in this room has given her plenty of ideas for how to improve on what she already has. Her armour for one. It’s not up to the quality and effort she’d put into her knapsack. All she’d really done is wrap Leather Kelp around her limbs, no wonder it barely felt like it was protecting her.

Checking her Tailoring skill and giving a little shrug, Apple slides her knapsack off, setting it down next to the chest before starting to take her old armour off after unwrapping the Sea Kelp from her neck. Her chest piece is a little better than the other pieces but even that needs a bit of an upgrade and additions. It doesn’t protect her shoulders and is a little stiff in places given how she’d just stuck two bits of flat leather together with straps.

Licking her lips as she does, Apple realises how thirsty she is. That’s rather easily solved given she’s surrounded by water but for the moment she throws her old bracer and greaves into the chest, grabs the Ruby and Rock Coals, setting up a similar formation the Sahuagin had before she’d stolen these from them. That should keep her warm for now.

One of the stone bowls comes out of her inventory to collect a little water to sip on as she contemplates how best to design the new armour. 

As soon as she drinks some of the water she starts to cough and splutter, spitting the water back out and watching as the coals steam when the water makes contact with them. That tastes disgusting!

Right. So maybe don’t drink nasty dungeon water. But where would she even get clean water from? It’s not like there’s a well nearby that she could draw from. Not that she ever had. That’s just something she knows happens. But it’s still strange to have nasty water here of all places. 

Thinking over this problem, Apple looks at the spluttering coals as they warm up to that orange glow. Does the coal have more of a use than just making the room warmer? 

Pulling the cauldron from her inventory she marvels once more at how her borrowed Godsent abilities allow her to lift something this heavy. She grabs a few rocks from the entrance of the cave and uses those to elevate the cauldron off the ground. With that done she transfers her coal and Ruby underneath the cauldron. Her working theory is that the Sahuagin had created that clear water with the use of the cauldron. 

She scoops several bowls of water into the heating pot and gets to harvesting more Leather Kelp. These kelp she transfers out of the water and onto flat ground, making sure they’re perfectly straight for later use. Doing this for a while, layering them over each other when they’re dry so they don’t stick, nets her a fair amount of leather from just one patch of kelp.

Drying her hands by the heated coal is pleasant and once they’re free of moisture she grabs one of the coals and a bowl. She’s willing to sacrifice a single Rock Coal for what she hopes is possible. Sitting with her legs out, Apple sets the bowl down, places the coal into it and holds it with one hand. Her other hand picks up a nice bashing rock from the wall collapse. Crushing the coal down into powder doesn’t take her too long and half fills the bowl with what Inspect tells her is simply ‘Rock Coal Powder’. Grabbing a free bowl she scoops up some of the warm water from the cauldron, pouring it carefully into the coal powder, stirring the mixture with a small stick.

After a few minutes the mixture seems about as mixed as it might get so she grabs a strip of leather from the organised pile, pouring just a little onto it and using a scrap of stripped leather to wipe it down to coat one side of the test strip. That strip goes near the warm rocks to dry as she grabs her needle she’d poked through her backpack to keep it safe, threading in some of her yellow coral string she pauses before looking back at her little experiment. If that works then she can darken the leather to help with staying hidden, but if she goes with bright stitching that result may be lost.

But this means she needs to ‘sacrifice’ one of her coloured string spools to do so… She has green, yellow, pink, blue, and orange. She likes pink and really wants to save it if she can, the yellow is clearly next best up. Green and blue could be used for little colourful patterns. And orange… She sighs. Her poor orange string. At least it will be a better colour in its next life.

She takes that spool out and sets it in the dye mixture, rolling it around a few times to properly coat the materials before also transferring it over by the heat source.

Which gives her nothing else to do other than getting more of the leather dyed. She starts on that, finding it doesn’t take too long to get a good amount of the pile she’d created dyed before the dye itself runs a little low. Once she’s sure the darkened leather looks okay, she pulls her knapsack closer, removing things from inside so she can get it a little more organised.

First she glues two pieces of leather together, setting them into the knapsack to partition parts of it so the sticks don’t fall over when stored in there. She puts her old bowl of glue into the chest to leave behind whilst she harvests some new glue and scraped leather, placing the glue into one of the stone bowls to replace the old one. With those and a little more thread she creates a strap on the opposite side of the pouch, slotting the knife from inside her pack into it. 

She checks over the backpack, locating those spots she’d found to have a bit much glue or bad stitching. Using her knife she cuts through the glue and stitching, going slower to repair these portions in hopes her knapsack goes up in rarity somehow when she’s eventually done. A double check finds part of her pouch’s stitching had torn somewhat. She had filled it up with the spools so she knows why it happened but it does hurt her heart a little at her poor creation already falling to pieces. She stitches that back up and moves one of the spools out of that pouch for now. 

With the remainder of the black dye she starts to wipe it over the backpack, staining the leather and the stitching as she goes. It won’t be as well done as dyeing the leather and string beforehand, but she’s not going to abandon her first knapsack so soon for a new one. That uses up the rest of her dye and she really doesn’t want to waste another Rock Coal for more.

When she sets that down she hears a chime from her panel, pulling it up to find she’d finally ranked up in Tailor once more, bringing her up to E+. Her knapsack's rarity hadn’t changed but it definitely looks improved from before.

Checking on the string, the orange has pretty quickly turned black, bringing another smile to her face. The leather had only darkened several shades but the string had changed colour completely. With that success under her belt, Apple pulls over several pieces of the darkened leather and her new black string alongside her bowl of glue. She adds a little more water to the stained bowl, stirring that around until she gets a more inky texture rather than the previous dye. With that and a stick she marks out measurements of her right arm on several pieces of leather before cutting them up. Instead of directly glueing them together she shaves sections of the strips off to allow the leather to bend slightly without ripping so that it can actually fit around her arm. This time the bracers are a larger portion of leather with a strap to keep it in place, not really needing parts of her protecting that will rarely be hit.

Once the glue sets she sews them together to make sure they stay there and double checks to see it still fits before starting on rounding out the edges and attaching the straps of stripped leather. A triple check once that’s sewed in, a slight adjustment to one strap, then her new bracers sits proudly on her arm. 




	
Shoddy Leather Bracer (Black)

Uncommon

Crafted by Apple










Still shoddy? Her backpack had been shoddy before too. Does the way she creates them change the modifier before it or does her Skill do that? She’s got a quarter of the skill filled out, but she also has that specialisation. This calls for experimenting.

Grabbing her knitting needles and the Glowmoss Thread she gets to work starting on a quick handkerchief. Those she’d seen her mother do a hundred times so can easily get into the flow for that. It takes her longer than she expected and she’d rushed it a little as she also had to make some more of the thread, but holding up the glowing square of fabric she cuts the last thread and hits it with an Inspect.




	
Shoddy Glowmoss Handkerchief

Common



Crafted by Apple










Common?? Why is this Common but her new bracer is Uncommon? What’s the logic here? It’s still Shoddy, so maybe that’s her E+ rank coming in to affect that, but… Okay, so her specialisation increases the rarity somewhat but doesn’t affect the quality? This is so confusing. 

Rolling her eyes at her panel, she pulls the five apple seeds from her inventory, places them within the handkerchief, folds it up and wraps a little of the glowing thread around that before placing it gently into the pouch tied to her belt. Those are still very important to her and she’s not sure why right now.

With another inventory square freed up she gets back to working on her new armour. She has a right bracer, doesn’t really need a left bracer all the time so can leave that out. Her legs need a little more protecting other than just greaves so she gets to that, wanting all of this done before she heads off to the fourth floor.

Creating a new set of greaves in the same vein of her new bracer, she reasons the back of her legs only need protecting if she ever has her back to her enemy. Which sounds like a dumb idea. She ignores that she’d let that happen on this floor. So she lines those up properly, cuts them into correct angles, gets straps figured out, stitches everything up, then doesn’t stop there. She measures out her upper thighs, creating a single strapped version of the greaves for that, taking time to again make sure she has her full range of movement before continuing. Once those are done she takes more leather, shaping it meticulously so it cups her knees and stays where she’d glued it in. With these pieces she sews leather straps connecting the greaves to the knee and the thigh section of her armour. She checks one of those with Inspect and finds them labelled as ‘Cuisses’. So now she knows a new word for thigh armour. 

With those sewn together she stands, sliding them on and really thanking herself for only putting a single strap on the cuisses given how tricky they are to get on. Once on she stretches out her legs, hops a few times, moves into a crouched stance to feel how they affect that. It seems she’d done well. The panel that Inspect brings up calls them ‘Shoddy Leather Leg Protector’. 

Apple stretches her fingers out a few times to try and clear away the stiffness they’d acquired with all this delicate work. She still has to improve her chest armour with shoulder pads but she takes a moment to rest. 

A small thought appears to tell her she’s just wasting time doing this and that it’s not worth it when she can just rush through the enemies, using all the new weapons she’d found to guarantee a win. That part of her she labels ‘Reckless’ and ‘Stupid’. No matter how good she gets, a single well placed strike could probably take her out. She’s borrowing Godsent powers, not a Godsent herself. If she dies, she’s gone. And she wants to see her parents again.

Apple curls up, back to one of the pools, and lets herself cry. It feels like this is the first time in her life she’d cried over anything that wasn’t something that scared her. This feels like a type of fear but there’s something else to it. She misses her family, she misses walking around her town and watching the people go about their business. She misses the silly Godsent and the serious ones. She misses their gifts of her favourite treat and she misses just existing in peace. 

Sniffling and letting her tears continue to flow, Apple is sure her mind is trying to tell her something but she really doesn’t want to think of anything complicated right now. 

Unsure how long she sits there and allows herself to cry, she’s a little shocked when a chime rings in her mind. If she got a ‘Cry’ skill… Apple laughs weakly. That would be funny.

She checks her panel.




	
Name: Apple, Piranha Friend

Health: 100%

Anima:  85%

Freelancer

| Strength 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Agility 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Vitality 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Intellect 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Mind 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

Skills

| Gather 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: D )

| Inspect 

| ◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E )

| Stealth 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: D- )

| Steal 

| ◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F+ )

| First-Aid 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

| Fish 

| ◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F+ )

Craft

| Tailor 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E+ )

| Specialisation: Leather

| Alchemy 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )










She sits up straighter, wiping her eyes with the back of her hands. Alchemy? That’s a new word for her- No, it’s not.


“Seriously, how do you even get some of these skills people are saying they have?” A frustrated Godsent asks the Godsent next to them. This Godsent is huge. At least three times her own height. Woah.

“Have you tried just doing stuff?” The massive Godsent asks.

“Yes, but how do you get magic?” The first Godsent counters.

“I don’t know that one. What else?” 

“Potions. How do we make Potions?” The first Godsent asks quickly, sounding somehow greedy. Potions must be special.

“Alchemy,” the large Godsent answers rather simply before sounding like they’re reading something out, “the medieval forerunner of chemistry, concerned with the transmutation of matter.”

The annoyed Godsent becomes the confused Godsent, brows knitting together as they look up at the larger man. “Did you swallow a dictionary or something?”

A pause.

“Yes.” Answers the tall man.



Transmutation of matter… What matter has she transmused? Transmuted? Transmutated?? Changed. What matter had she changed?

She starts to look around, looking over the collection of leathers she has out, checking the Rock Coals, then goes through her bag to see if anything had changed. Nothing. So what had she done?

As a last resort she checks the water she’d placed within the cauldron, shocked to find the water itself had all boiled away, leaving behind a layer of some sort of white crystals on the bottom of the cauldron. She grabs a couple strips of leather, using them to pick up the cauldron and move it from the Rock Coal she’d been using to heat it up. She’d entirely forgotten the water in her crafting frenzy.

Pulling a knife she starts scraping at the substance when the cauldron is cool enough. Scooping it all up into a bowl once she’s done with that, Apple Inspects the crystals and finds… Salt! She’d somehow, accidentally, turned the water in the cave into salt. Is that why the water tasted so gross?

Issue with this finding, she has no idea how to capture the water she’d let boil away. So, no drinking water for her and she really doesn’t want to drink water that Piranha and Sahuagin have been in. That voice she’d labelled ‘Reckless’ and ‘Stupid’ pipes up once again, this time telling her that’s on a timer now. She’s getting hungrier every second and her thirst is only going to get worse. So what’s there to do other than rush? 

Feeling a little panic build up, Apple pushes it down as much as she can. Just because she hasn’t found proper food doesn’t mean she’s going to die from it. It’s just not going to be very pleasant for the last two floors. Thirst is the slight issue but she’ll probably find clean water on the next floor, if not the one after. 

Deciding to ignore the tiny ball of panic in her mind she gets to packing things away, storing the salt in her knapsack by wrapping some of the Sea Kelp that she’d left near the coals around the bowl. The heat seems to have taken out a bit of the water content of that kelp, taking away the rubbery feel of it and just leaving malleable material behind. She tries a quick nibble of one piece, not exactly finding it tasty but not minding that it doesn’t give her the effect the apple had. See? She has a sort of food source. Random plants!

Shaking her head at herself, Apple throws her singular bracer on, puts the cauldron and bowls into her inventory, gets to the crossbow and pauses. She should make some bolts for this but she should get moving. Resolving to do that on the next floor when she has time, she checks her inventory and flinches inwardly. 

She checks through everything on her, moving things around and throwing out her old leather shield. Things get moved, the Piranha in her inventory and the shells are left behind, she rearranges her inventory to put her weapons in specific spots, fills out the sticky kelp in her inventory up to maximum one square can hold, gets every piece of darkened and scraped leather she can into her knapsack, the cores are in her inventory, the pearls in her knapsack, Rock Coal and the special ruby in her inventory…

When she feels like she has everything she can’t abandon sorted, she checks the amount of space she has left.

Six. That’s as good as it’s going to get. She does have two knives in her inventory, two on her belt, and one on her knapsack, but she reasons the ones in her inventory are for a faster swapping between weapons. The ones on her belt could be useful but right now she’s not going to try and replace them with anything.

And so, that feels like she’s prepped for moving on to the next floor. 

Her preparation complete, she gives the Nesting Guppy within the waters a sad goodbye wave, then departs, leaving behind a bit of a mess within that chest, hoping it doesn’t get converted into items for Godsent, that would be pretty disappointing for them. 

Passing by the Piranha Shark nest she pops her head in, giving them a wave as they spot her, swearing their fins return the motion somewhat as she’s leaving. She lightly jogs her way over towards the blue exit across from her, happy she didn’t have to fight the sharks to get out of here and feeling a little more accomplished than before. Is she ready for what’s to come? Maybe not, but she can never be sure something unexpected won’t pop up. So is she prepared enough? Yeah, probably. Maybe. She rolls her eyes at her hesitation and steps through the blue panel, into the fourth floor.

            


Floor Four


                Apple’s heart feels like it leaps into her throat as her foot finds nothing but air as she steps into the fourth floor. The fall is even more terrifying for her as the blue light that had permeated the third floor has vanished, leaving her in near pitch black. Her literal saving grace comes when she finds her falling is slower than she expected, not even hurting anything when she lands.

Blinking at the sudden darkness as if to drive it back, Apple notices that she can’t see the ceiling and that the darkness is enhanced by a fog that stays a slight distance away from her at all times. The floor is cushioned slightly by damp moss and patches of what seem like an underwater grass like the others she’d found, neither of these show as anything special under Inspect.

Slowing her breathing that had gotten a bit panicky, she reaches around to take her Friendship Bracelet out of her hair, moving it back to her wrist to try to push the darkness back somewhat. What she didn’t expect was a similar glow to appear ahead of her in the darkness. Then another off to her right, one in the air, several more of these strange lights appear and also do nothing to dispel the darkness. Are they here to guide her through the floor? And why does she feel lighter somehow?

Testing that she’s not being slowed by clenching and unclenching her hand, Apple’s next test almost causes her to shout out. She’s unsure if it’s from fear or excitement but when she jumps, she manages to keep herself quiet as her single half hearted leap brings her almost level to the dim red doorway she’d just fallen from. Dropping back to the ground is the same as when she entered, somewhat safe as long as she doesn’t land funny.

She can float now? Not exactly floating but she’s much less tethered to the ground than she usually is. Is this how the Piranha Shark feel all the time? Smiling despite the terrifying darkness of the floor, Apple takes a few steps towards the nearest light, hand outstretched. If the lights are here to guide her, then where’s the challenge in this room? Perhaps Sahuagin hunt in the darkness somehow? 

Her steps falter as she notices one of the lights has dimmed. Watching that light carefully it slowly dims more and more until vanishing entirely from her vision. Had it gone out or- The light she was approaching moves, heading to Apple’s left and getting brighter. Her heart, that had decided to be so very adventurous all of a sudden, seems to wobble in fear and begins beating much faster. 

Apple pulls her Friendship Bracelet off her wrist, hastily stuffing it into her belt pouch and sealing that quickly. Crouching after that she observes the light getting closer, moving lazily side to side as it does, reminding her very heavily of…

A fish with very similar proportions to the Piranha Shark swims into view, large mouth agape with razor sharp teeth lining its mouth, the light coming from a strange appendage extending from its forehead and ending in a luminescent green glow at the tip. It seems her saving grace in this specific situation is that the creature’s eyes are a milky white, no part of it moving and showing that the thing is very likely unable to see.

Wrestling control over her heart having migrated into her head to hide, Apple lets out a slow and quiet breath, drawing in a new lungful of air just as quietly. She focuses on the creature as it passes barely a few inches from her shoulder.




	
Deep-Sea Anglerfish










That, quite frankly, is not very helpful at all. ‘Angler’ like a fisherman? So it catches other fish with that light? She remembers her little fishing pole she’d made, using the Glowmoss as bait and realises she’d also forgotten that on the floor she’d made it. That’s not a huge loss but it still reinforces her need to try to remember her things better. ‘Deep-Sea’ could just relate to where it’s found, which gives Apple pause. She knows that Godsent somehow come out of the same place as they enter the dungeon, but does that mean the dungeon itself has taken her deep under the ocean somewhere? If so, she is so far outside the town border that she could probably say that every step she’s taking deeper into the dungeon is the furthest she’s ever been from home. At that thought the feeling of excitement comes back.

So maybe the name actually was helpful. She gives another apology to the Godsent abilities for doubting them once again.

With the Anglerfish behind her now and with the floor of moss muting her footsteps, Apple starts to scoot left and towards the wall, not wanting to get lost in the darkness by just walking right into it. With her hand running over the wet rock as she walks, she considers that her Stealth is likely to rank up on this floor, but with the creature's blindness and her not making any noise, it feels like that would be too easy. The Anglerfish don’t even know to be looking out for her, but is that how the skill works?

Deciding that it doesn’t matter, Apple continues on her slow journey to wherever this wall is going to take her. At one point she has to stop and crouch down as one of the Anglerfish gets a bit too close for comfort, it’s gaping maw staring her down for the longest moment. When that terrifying encounter is over she continues to creep her way around the room. She can feel that the wall curves somewhat but not to what extent, it could be a massive cave with an infinite amount of darkness above her for all she can see.

Many minutes later, enough that Apple gave up counting, she notices movement without a light and cautiously approaches it, surprised to find that it’s something she recognises. A smaller Piranha Shark, potentially somewhere between the size of the parents and the smaller Piranha. It spots her and makes its way over, moving sedately but seeming curious.

Reaching out, Apple pets the strange fish, almost expecting it to purr at the touch. It seems to neither mind nor appreciate the affection. She wants to ask if it’s lost but can’t find the words at the moment. She also doesn’t want to alert the Anglerfish to their location, this little Piranha Shark could be gobbled up just as easily as she might be. She resolves this issue by patting it a little more before getting an idea.

Pulling part of the Glowmoss from her inventory, Apple clumps it down into a ball and holds it towards the small shark. The creature responds to the glowing ball, its lower jaw moving up a little in either excitement or an attempt to chomp its teeth. Rolling her eyes at the antics she tosses the ball into the open mouth of the creature, smiling as it does that chomping motion a few times and seems to swim a little more energetically. 

Just as she was about to proclaim the two best friends forever and tell this simple creature her entire life story, the fish swims off towards the direction Apple had just come from, vanishing into the darkness.

Right then. That hurts a little.

Deciding that friendship between a large dungeon fish and herself won’t work out, she continues around the cave, hand to the wall and a hope that one day fish and people relations are able to weather such storms as the one raging in her heart. Is she personifying her heart now that she’s gone mad? Really, it could be something worse, at least she isn’t personifying her backpack. 

Continuing her journey, she does wonder why the little shark didn’t start glowing like she had before when she’d eaten one of her little creations. And also realises that could have been a very bad thing to happen if light attracts other things in the cave. She shouldn’t have risked that but at least it turned out okay.

She lets her mind wander as she keeps an even pace around the room, thinking over her new crossbow and how best to create bolts for it. She’d seen the difference between bolts and arrows but really all she would need for it is some of the thinner Coral Sticks she collected and some sort of… Thing to make the cross… Section… Bit. See, here she is, not knowing words again. The feather bit that arrows have, the feathering. She doesn’t exactly have an abundance of feathers, so she figures anything light that she can layer would do the trick. Some of the stripped leather she has might work, she could layer those easily enough and use some of her string and a little glue to seal the cuts in the sticks she’d need to make. The tips… She doesn’t have much in the way of stones or metal to make those, so she could probably just sharpen the end of the stick and hope that’s good enough. That actually sounds like something she could get into the routine of if she has time. Which…

She stops, looking around at the darkness with their several dots of light denoting the Anglerfish in the mists. She’s been walking for quite a while now and hasn’t encountered any tunnel or offshoot of this cave. The curve of the wall isn’t so little that she’d expect it to go on this long. Giving it a few more minutes she finds again that nothing seems to have changed. So the cave is what she’d first thought?

Apple looks up the wall, frowning slightly when her eyes catch on a faint red light a bit further in the distance. Rushing over she feels her heart beat slightly faster, is this the exit? But if this is the exit does this mean she has to fight those Anglerfish? She really doesn’t want to fight the Anglerfish. Even if they’re blind, there’s no way she can defeat so many of the things given how many lights she’s seen. There has to be another way, right?

But, if this isn’t the exit, it has to be the entrance, right? She’d just circled all the way around and the exit is somewhere else. That’s at least a hope she can hold onto whilst she drifts further into madness. She checks her knapsack for signs of coming to life and when she finds none she tries to come up with a plan.

OPPAI has helped her so far, but Observe is a bit tricky when she’s barely able to see. Her current Plan is to explore the darkness somehow and find the exit that could be in the centre of the cave somewhere. Her Prepare would be… She’s found either the entrance or exit, and so she needs a way back to this spot particularly, and the only thing she can reason will help her is more light. If the Anglerfish are attracted to that, then… Well, she dies a very gruesome death or ends up living the rest of her life in the belly of the thing. 

She pulls out a single knitting needle, sets her knapsack face down to use the back of the thing as a rolling board, then carefully pulls out a few clumps of Glowmoss from her inventory. When the Anglerfish don’t charge her, she gets to rolling more of the long tube that she’d created before, starting to make the basis of another spool of Glowmoss Thread. She’d not made much and her friendship bracelet and handkerchief took up most of it. So now she’s back to crafting, and in the dark this time. It’s still a little therapeutic despite the dire circumstances she finds herself in. Watching her mother create things was something she liked doing before bed, and now being able to do these things herself is one of those new feelings she’d been having, a difficult one to pin down. She’ll think on that later.

With plenty of her Glowmoss turned into thread, she ties one end of it around a stick before digging that stick into a clump of moss. With her marker in place she takes a breath in, then moves into the darkness.

Unravelling the thread as she goes, Apple is definitely not scared at all, the fact that her hands are shaking isn’t relevant and she most definitely doesn’t have to pause every few steps to force herself to breathe. The only thing grounding her at the moment is the literal ground, given that she already can’t see the wall she’d moved away from nor any ceiling of any sort. 

One of the Anglerfish gets close again, forcing Apple to step to the side and allow it to pass, wanting nothing more than to just leave this dungeon now. If she could skip the next floor that would be fine by her actually. Even letting her go back to the last floor would be nice. But since when has this dungeon been nice?

She gives a gentle tug on the string to check that it’s still secure before continuing, almost walking right into a large stone pillar. Stopping before she walks into rock and alerts everything around, she stares up, following the pillar into the darkness. It’s about as thick as herself if she stretched her arms out and strangely cylindrical. The issue right now is that she can’t tell if this pillar is the centre, or just one pillar of many in the darkness. And what is it supporting? Are there platforms up in the darkness? That could be where the exit is or more enemies. 

She does have strangely enhanced leaps…

Deciding to add ‘reckless’ to her rapidly growing list of traits she loops the thread around the pillar, ties it off and looks up. She can’t unravel the thread as fast if she’s moving with the jump, so that goes away in her knapsack for now as she prepares for even more adventure into the unknown.

Without really pausing to overthink, she bends her knees and springs into the air, needing to suppress a happy laugh threatening to escape her as she feels like she’s flying. Her jump does slow and peak however, letting her see a little better in the area for some reason, maybe the fog is heavy and settled at the bottom of the room? She has time to think over that as she falls back to the ground, bracing herself before landing a little heavy into the moss floor.

An issue is she lets out a slightly pained noise of exertion. Which causes several of the lights nearby to move sharply, the Anglerfish turning in her direction. That’s great. No, wait, the opposite.

She rushes to move from her spot as quietly as possible, a difficult thing when she’s panicking. The lights get closer at a much faster speed than they’d done previously, Apple nearly making the dumb mistake of throwing herself away from where she was crouched. Instead she repeats the trick she’d used against the Piranha Shark, laying down on her front this time.

The Anglerfish pass by and over her, several converging on the spot she’d just been. When two get close they start making terrifying snarl noises that feel gross in a way she can’t describe. Nasally? She stops trying to find the right word as she spots more movement. This time not from any of the Anglerfish but from a familiar looking Piranha Shark. Her friend! Oh no. Run away, friend! 

Waving her hands to make the fish go away in case the Anglerfish notice it somehow does nothing. That does nothing because fish don’t have hands- She thinks of the Sahuagin, immediately proving herself wrong. Okay, most fish don’t have hands, especially not this specific type of Piranha. 

Groaning inwardly once more, Apple pushes herself up and to a crouched position before tensing her legs and springing into the air right at the Piranha Shark, intending to get it moving away to save the thing.

What she didn’t expect was the silly fish to swim more towards her through the air, throwing her trajectory off so that she has to grab hold of the creature’s scales, her momentum halted and leaving her suspended in the air, holding onto a large Piranha. Which isn’t generally ideal in most scenarios. 

Her Piranha friend seems to take this at their cue to get out of the danger zone as the Anglerfish start snapping at each other. And because Apple is holding on she gets a free ride up into the darkness.

She does consider letting go, the Piranha is probably just taking her to its favourite spot in the dark, but she still feels like falling from such a height would be deadly even if she’d proven to herself it’s easily survivable. Her persistence in hugging a fish seems to pay off as she looks down, finding that from above the mist is rather easy to see through. She can spot the red light of the entrance, the lights of the many Anglerfish around the room, even the six pillars rising up into the ceiling that’s visible now. 

She can also see a blue shimmer. The exit!

Trying to guide her fish friend is futile, the creature clearly not understanding her intent or her useless squirming as she attempts to hold on still. It does however seem to have a destination in mind as it dips back into the darkness and away from the blue light that would have helped her escape this floor.

The Piranha seems to know where it’s going as it swims forwards through the darkness and towards one of the walls, twisting slightly and wiggling through a horizontal gap in the rock, taking her through with it and into a new tunnel. This tunnel is lit in a similar manner to the previous floor; a blue that seeps from the very walls itself. It dips up and down a few times before finally coming to a stop at a new sight. A shimmering golden exit.

Her fish ride stops, allowing Apple to drop from her friend and stare at this strange portal that makes no sense. Red is for no go, blue is for yes go, gold? 

She’d seen the exit! She doesn’t have to deal with this golden portal. She can just go back the way she came and head in the general direction of the blue light she saw. The mystery of this golden door doesn’t need to entrap her, doesn’t need to pull her in with curiosity and spectacle. What could be behind it? It’s special, Godsent always think gold is special. Does she? Does she think like they do now? Is this what her borrowed power is doing to her? Changing her mind?

She realises she’d been pacing, the Piranha watching her. She’s overthinking, panicking somewhat. She can’t keep taking detours. She needs to get out of this dungeon so she can go back to her life! To her…

Apple turns, staring into the golden light. But what if? One question that’s causing her to step closer. What if? What if there’s food behind this? What if there’s water? What if this is a secret path out?

Groaning, she looks at her fishy friend. It seems to stare at her, encouraging maybe? She can’t blame the poor thing. She pulls another bit of Glowmoss from her inventory, balling it up before throwing it into the creature's maw. She rolls her eyes at the happy noise it makes, patting the thing as she looks back at the golden light.

This is her adventure. She decides where she goes. 

Apple steps into the golden light.




	
You have entered a Challenge Room!

Complete the challenge before the time runs out. Faster times mean better prizes!










Blinking at the sudden change in lighting, going from the dark of the cave to the blue of the tunnel was fine, but now with it feeling like she’s almost in the sun again is a bit difficult to adjust to. 

Her first thought is that she’s facing a mountain made of coral and rock, the second tells her that is very unlikely. But as she looks around at the coral platforms to her left and right, circling around a massive structure that leads so far up into the golden light coming from the exceedingly high up ceiling, she figures out the challenge pretty quickly. They want her to get to the top? She’s… Tired.

Another panel replaces the first that had appeared, showing several zeroes for some reason. When the zeroes start to increase Apple realises it’s a timer and her body starts moving without her saying so. Well, no, she definitely starts running actively, her mind throwing away the idea of how tired she is right now and focusing on that potential prize. The dungeon hasn’t always given her what she needs but it has given her useful things almost every time.

The first obstacle seems to just be jumping from coral platform to coral platform, each one of the different coloured stepping stones raising slightly each time. 

Apple hadn’t ever actually had to run before today, she’d never even felt the need to move anywhere very quickly. But recently she’d been rushing around for various reasons, usually away from or towards deadly dangers, but now? She’s racing for a prize. That somehow gives her more energy than she’d felt previously. She can do this!

Almost throwing herself off a platform, Apple manages to stop as she realises the next jump isn’t something she can pull off. Great. What sort of trick is this? Get her running just to mess with her? No. That’s far too defeatist for her. Look around. The gap is too wide but there’s a strange branch of sorts above her between the two platforms. What’s she meant to do with that?

The timer continues moving up so she decides to just try something. Backing up she gets as good a run up as she can before throwing herself forwards, arms up and grabbing onto the pole, letting her momentum throw her forwards before releasing her grip on the thing. 

She barely makes the landing, wincing as she inspects her hands, finding them a little scuffed from just that movement. Should she have made gloves instead of armour? It's a little too late to regret that now. It is strange her Health didn’t protect from this. Superficial damage can go through it perhaps? So maybe she isn’t immune to splinters. 

Getting back to running, she spots a few more of those jumps ahead of her, resolving herself to use a little more of her collected leather kelp once she’s done with this. It might not help entirely but the coolness of the kelp might soothe the scrapes. Well, if she falls the floor below her is a mess of coral platforms and, if she misses those with her fall, the water below with deadly looking coral bushes will probably break her fall.

She jumps, swinging over another gap and lands a little more gracefully than previous. Did the Piranha Shark know about this place? Is it normal for them to guide Godsent to these things? Or is it her title in effect? The tunnel could be found with trial and error but she doubts anyone would find it before the exit.

Another jump, a little easier this time but still scraping her palms painfully. She does remember pricking herself slightly with her bone needle but she’d never checked her health out after that happened. Her questions about how all this works are just piling up.

Continuing up the slowly tightening spiral of this challenge, Apple notices a hole in the wall across from the platforms just in time to avoid the monster that jumps from it. A new one at that. Its long body easily throws its needle fanged mouth out of the hole it had been hiding in and just over the platform she had avoided leaping to.

Inspect comes out as fast as Apple can focus on the monster. 




	
Giant Moray Eel










Right then. Not even slightly helpful.

She watches the Eel slowly retract into its hole, the monster’s eye glaring at her like she’d really messed up its day. Apple waits for it to get back into the hole before backing up to try the jump once more. Just as she’s about to leap the Eel shoots out of the hole once more, causing her to skid and come to a stop at the edge of the coral platform she’s on, wiggling her arms as she teeters over the fall to her likely death. 

The Eel starts to pull back and Apple throws herself forwards and onto the platform it moves from, hoping that it can only attack when it can throw itself out the hole it lives in. Her hope pays off as the Eel doesn’t try to eat her and even lets her jump to the next safe platform. This is horrible! Why would Godsent do this!? Even if they can’t really die, the experience of it can’t exactly be pleasant!

Spotting more of those Eel holes, Apple considers just leaving, surely no prize could be worth this? 

She keeps moving, slightly annoyed at her own insistence to keep moving forwards and half blaming OPPAI for this. No, OPPAI had kept her alive this entire time, she’s just frustrated for some reason. Couldn’t possibly be the situation she’s currently in. 

Two more of the Eel block her path, having to bait them to attacking before she can keep moving. And then there’s another pole jump that has her once more considering turning back. She doesn’t but she keeps considering it.

When she jumps to another platform she realises she’d not put enough power into her leap and the platform was a little farther apart than all the previous ones. She lands heavily into the side of the platform, shouting out in pain whilst scrambling to grab hold of the coral. Just before she falls her fingers grip the edge of the ledge, causing her to swing slightly with her feet kicking to find purchase in the air.

Her Health reads 97% now, showing how sharp those edges really are and almost making her feel bad for every Sahuagin she’d struck with the edge of her shield. Almost. But not really.

Mind whirring to find a way to save herself, her foot finally catches on the wall and part of the ‘stem’ of the coral. With that and her Godsent strength she manages to get her elbows onto the platform, then gets her torso up, finally scrambling onto the platform and letting her breathing get away with itself. 

What the quack is this challenge?

Her use of the Godsent curse has her giggling now, drawing in air through her nose as she tries to calm herself. That timer is still going and so she should do the same.

Pulling out some of the Glowmoss from her inventory she quickly wraps it around her hands to put some sort of barrier between her flesh and the rock pole things ahead. Once that feels secure she gets herself ready once more. She’s probably not getting first prize but she’ll be content with anything as long as it’s useful. 

A pole jump and then an Eel come next, another of those slightly wider gaps after that, then, as she looks ahead of herself on the curve, it seems like something new is approaching.

Thanking herself for stopping to get the moss hand wraps, Apple pauses for a second at the stretch of nothing in front of her with just many poles of rock pushing out from the rock mountain. Swinging won’t work here so it’s like she’ll need to hang from the poles and keep moving. Testing her grip strength perhaps? 

No. No, she has not played by any rules the dungeon seemed to want her to before now and she won’t do this either. Moving her eyes skywards she finds platforms above her, with similar challenges that she’d have to eventually get to. No. No no no.

She jumps to the first pole of many before pushing off the rock wall as she climbs up onto the pole, pulling herself onto it and starting to stand, hand pressed to the wall for balance. From her position on the top of the pole she looks at the platform above her, it seems in range of her jump if she really stretches. 

With a sigh she springs up, stretching out and doing her best not to shout in pain as she grips the sharp coral. Her Health drops down to 94%. She struggles, gasping out breaths, her foot kicking and scraping against the wet rock wall, slowly but surely struggling her way onto the platform and to safety. 

Of course, that’s when she notices the odd shell above her. And then there’s a sound of crunching from a platform near her. Looking over quickly she finds what seems to be an enlarged shell like the one she’d found on the second floor, the ones containing the pearls. And it had just crunched against the platform. Ah, heck.

Getting to her feet she throws herself onto the next higher up platform, avoiding being squished under the shell that drops on the platform she’d just vacated. Stupid dungeon. Horrible dungeon. She gets moving again, thanking the durability of her new sandals for helping at least in keeping her feet from damage.

Panting now, breath harder and harder to draw, she dodges an Eel, sacrifices another 3% of her health to get from a pole jump and up to the next level, then notices the gold of the ceiling is getting closer than before. This is what? The eighth rotation around the mountain? It had become slightly faster to get around so she’s probably close.

She looks at an impossible jump across from herself, checks around for a way forwards, finds none, and feels a little of the strength in her legs leave her. What now? It’s just impossible to keep moving forwards? There’s no poles, no special thing she can see. There’s just empty space!

Frustrated, she's about to give up entirely when a platform just… Appears! Then the one ahead of it, the one after that, and the fourth and final platform also appears. What did she do? And a better question, what’s the trick?

Waiting, she feels vindicated in her caution when the first platform to have appeared vanishes. Right then. So the second platform will- Yep, it vanishes, the third, then the fourth. Are they invisible? She pulls a scrap of leather from her pouch, throwing it at where the first platform had been, watching it fall straight through the space without touching anything. So they appear and reappear, the challenge being to get across in a certain timeframe. This is torture.

When the first platform appears she waits a moment for the second one to come into view before jumping across, following the pace of the appearing platforms right until the fourth when she stops herself just in time to avoid the Eel throwing itself from the hole across the large gap. Heart beating in her throat, Apple looks back just as the platform behind her vanishes. Deciding it’s now or falling, she jumps towards the Eel just as it’s pulling back, her hand slipping from its slimy skin and tearing a big red line across her wrist and palm as she tries to steady herself. Thankfully her Health tanks that hit, allowing her to keep her digits intact. The Eel pulls back and Apple stares at it retreating, wanting nothing other than to just leave now. The prize isn’t worth it. But she’s closer to the top than the bottom now. It’d be more of a hassle to head back than forwards. At least the pain of taking percentages of her Health is over pretty quickly. 

The next jump is a single swing that’s easy enough, then a few longer jumps before another set of appearing platforms that she gets through easily enough. Another Eel that she glares at, then she has to climb up onto another pole, getting her way up once more at the expense of some Health.

The difference now is that she can actively see how close she is to the top. Just two more rotations and this is over. 

She continues to leap across platforms, confused when there’s no hazards ahead just yet. But when she gets to what seems like the final stretch she could just give up right here and now. She spots two Eel holes, several pole jumps, and two stretches of vanishing platforms. 

Just… Quack this place.

She rushes forwards, not even bothering to think, turning her mind off as she leaps from platform to platform, dodges Eels, throws herself into swings across onto appearing coral, she slows for just a second to trick the second Eel before swinging from one pole jump directly to another before landing on a platform the moment it appears. From there it seems to be a race across the platforms up to the top of this mountain. Sprinting, keeping perfect pace with the platforms appearing under her, Apple doesn’t even care if she misses at this point. It barely even matters to her until she throws herself sideways and onto the flat top of the mountain challenge.

She starts sobbing immediately, all that fear and tension hitting her at the same time, her hands shaking as her body seems to shake from some feeling unknown to her. Why? Why was she made to do this? It’s those Godsent! The Godsent that had allowed her to be thrown into the dungeon. The Godsent that had thrown her. The…

Sight blocked by tears she understands that she’s partially responsible for this specific scenario. She could have just left but she’d decided to sidetrack herself. Her pained hands, her chest aching from how difficult it is to breathe through the sobbing. These are things she’d chosen to take on. She can’t blame them. It’s her fault.

Apple isn’t even sure how long she cried there and when she finally checks her Health she laughs quietly as it currently matches her rather static Anima at 85%. 

She then finds the timer, currently stopped and not moving up. 
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Is… Is that good? Still breathing heavily, Apple slowly pulls herself to sitting, looking around at the flat top of the mountain, spotting a strange arch made of coral ahead of herself and a chest similar to the ones she’d seen on each level but without the coral this time. The wood of the chest is much softer, the metal lining shows a silvery material. She widens her eyes a little as she Inspects the chest.




	
Prize Chest










Her prize. She’d done it. A pained laugh bubbles up inside her as she struggles to get to her feet, arms weaker than they’d ever been before. Making her way to the chest, she stops to look up at the unreachable ceiling, finding that it seems to be full of a potentially unique type of Glowmoss. She tries to Inspect it but either she’s too far away or it’s just not something she can Inspect. Looking back to the chest she has to pause again as a yawn pulls itself from her, causing her to realise how tired she really is. 

Can she even keep going? She has to. There’s just one floor between her and home. If she stops to sleep she’ll wake and her situation will be worse in terms of hunger and thirst. She’s already feeling a slight pain in her stomach that is likely unrelated to her impacting the coral earlier. 

The chest latch is pulled up, letting Apple push the lid of the chest up and back, watching as the chest wobbles slightly when she lets the lid fall. This chest isn’t stationary like the others? Putting that thought aside she checks the contents. The first thing that draws her eyes is a glass container of some kind, she’s barely even begun reading the name of it when she’s grabbing it and holding it like the most delicate of tonics in the world. 

It’s a ‘Regen++ Potion’! She’d found something that’s akin to food! 

She’s about to uncork it and drink the contents when she thinks over that. No. She shouldn’t just down the potion. She’ll get her current Health back as well as likely topping her Anima back off, but her Health will come back on its own and she doesn’t know what’s going to challenge her on the fifth floor. Hating this decision she vanishes the potion into her inventory.

Checking what else is in the chest she pulls out a strange white stick of some kind. It’s not exactly white, and not exactly a stick. It looks like several smaller sticks had sprouted from the ground, twisting and twirling around each other in a fairly straight manner, eventually coming to an end before separating into what reminds her of the boney claws of the skeleton that- She hastily pushes that memory back down. Inspect activates and almost shocks her when it ranks up to E+. 




	
Mage Sceptre (Unaligned)

Rare










Woah! That feels like a great prize! She double checks the chest before focusing back on her new weapon. Is it a weapon? She holds the sceptre out, thinking magic thoughts, whatever they might be, and trying to get something to happen. 

Nothing.

Grumbling her disappointment she checks over the Sceptre again. The panel information doesn’t change but it has to do something. It feels really sturdy, she could just use it as a bludgeoning instrument. Maybe she could put something in the grasping part of the sceptre?

She pulls a little Glowmoss, compacts it, then tries to place the ball into the Sceptre, Inspecting it quickly. The Sceptre doesn’t change so she checks the Glowmoss Ball.




	
Glowmoss Ball

Common (Plant, Light)

Glowing



Crafted by Apple










Well that’s… Slowly, like she’s worried the panel will get scared and hide, Apple looks back at the Glowmoss Ball. What does ‘(Plant, Light)’ mean? And where had it come from? She pulls her skills up, finds the only thing that’s changed recently is her Inspect ranking up and… Her Alchemy skill.

Her weapons don’t have anything new, she checks a piece of leather and finds a new addition next to its rarity. This time (Plant, Leather). Okay! She checks the Rock Coal, this one having (Stone, Fire). Excited, she pulls the Ruby and her eyes surely sparkle as, next to the rarity, sits (Fire, Magic).

Magic! That should work! All exhaustion temporarily forgotten she holds the Ruby near to the top of the Sceptre, it seems to be the right size too. She turns the Ruby around to find a good way to set the gemstone into the wood, eventually slipping it in and feeling a thrum of power through the creation.




	
Ruby Mage Sceptre (Fire)

Rare










Her shivers are back and not from a mixture of terrible emotions, this is pure joy. She stumbles to standing, does the coolest pose she can possibly imagine as she throws her arm out holding the Sceptre. And…

Nothing. She tries again. Nothing. Groaning she tries to swing upwards, side to side, she wiggles the Sceptre in circles, she tries a downwards swing and nothing happens until the weapon taps the ground, a burst of flame drying the ground for a moment and causing steam to rise from the rock floor. 

Oh. Oh, yeah. She can use that even if she can’t create actual flames at the moment. 

Letting her curiosity pull her, she drops her knapsack and withdraws one of the Coral Sticks, Inspecting it she finds the types next to rarity read (Rock, Life). Pardon? Life?? What does it mean Life?! The Coral is alive?? I mean surely not now she’d been using it as sticks but… What the heck! Coral is alive?

She sends a silent apology for every piece of coral she’d set her feet on before looking for any chipping or broken sections on the weapon. Finding none she throws the Moss ball she’d created up and swings at it with her sceptre, the weapon striking the ball and igniting it before the swing itself sends the flaming sphere into the wall across from her. The ball creates a small flumph of flame as it hits before falling out of sight in tatters. 

Woah!

Resisting the urge to do that a few more times, Apple checks that she can separate the Ruby from the Sceptre, finding it easy enough when she concentrates on the combination and her desire to undo it. So if she finds another gem like the Ruby it could be used to create different effects. Which also has her considering if she could try and win the same prize if she comes back here. At that thought she puts the Sceptre away, glad that she’s saved an inventory slot by keeping them combined.

She does have a safer place to finish up her armour upgrades with this area. Although… She turns to the strange arch. It’s just there, not doing anything. Which is mighty suspicious. Stepping closer and past the chest, the space inside the arch shimmers and suddenly turns golden. 

Brilliant. That most likely takes her back out of this room and into the dark once again. So, knowing that, she closes the chest and sits on it, pulling off her things until she has her cuirass on her lap. She pulls out several strips of leather she’d dyed previously, grabbing a knife and cutting small lines into a piece to try make it curve easier, messing up the first attempt and snapping the leather piece. Groaning at that she really wishes she had something to keep this stiffer leather down. Nails would be nice. It can be bent somewhat but not enough to shape around her shoulders. 

Deciding to just not bother with this at the moment she pulls one of her Rock Coal out, wiping it over the cuirass to colour it a darker shade. She doesn’t want to waste the coal right now but she’s so close to getting out that she’s half considering it. She has to go through three of the coals to colour the entire cuirass, not breaking them or anything, just the sooty material on them is limited. She can hazard a guess that the soot is created when they’re heated for periods of time. If that’s the case she might be able to extract more from them if she heats them periodically and wipes the soot off with a cloth to transfer it to water. For a little fun branding she draws an apple outline on the front of the cuirass with her finger to wipe a little of the soot away. 

Considering that done and checking with Inspect to see what happened to it- it just gained (Black) after its name -she checks her Health, finding it only having gone up a few percent. Groaning and rubbing her eyes, she hears her stomach rumble as she sits there, eyes feeling heavy. Less in a way to tell her she needs sleep, just heavy with the understanding that she can’t stop for long. 

What she does do is pull out the remainder of her good sticks, a knife, some string, and her bits of stripped leather. With those she sharpens one end into a point with the knife before carefully cutting a cross shape into the other end. From there she uses the chest lid as a board to cut out two different patterns. These patterns are hopefully going to make it easier to layer the stripped leather on the end of the bolts. Her first few tries aren’t great so they’re thrown to the side. After that she finds two good shapes and sets to making several more of those. With those done she sets them in her first bolt, scooping a little glue into that segment before wrapping string around them and tightening the ends up as best she can manage. 

Stretching once the first is done, she moves onto the next one, determined to get them done before she heads out. The crossbow is her only ranged weapon and she needs it viable for combat. 

With the eventual count of eight bolts, she sets one into her crossbow, steps on the hook at the front and pulls the string up, locking it in place easier than she expected. Again, likely thanks to her Godsent strength. She can’t thank that enough.

She tests the weight of the crossbow in her hands, pointing it from the chest to the golden arch. She doesn’t want to waste a shot right now so she puts it away. She’d heard a chime halfway through working on the bolts that Inspect labels ‘Coral Bolts’ so she pulls her panel up once again.




	
Name: Apple, Piranha Friend

Health:  94%

Anima:  85%

Freelancer

| Strength 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Agility 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Vitality 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Intellect 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Mind 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

Skills

| Gather 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: D )

| Inspect 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E+ )

| Stealth 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: D- )

| Steal 

| ◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F+ )

| First-Aid 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

| Fish 

| ◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F+ )

Craft

| Tailor 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E+ )

| Specialisation: Leather

| Alchemy 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )

| Fletch 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )










Huh. She’d expected maybe ‘Woodwork’ or something but- Right! Coral isn’t wood. But the Fletch skill doesn’t have an ‘ing’ at the end either, something that reminds her of her Fish skill and has her let out a weak laugh. Fish skill.

For her final move before heading onwards, she stands from the chest and tries to place it inside her inventory, a little surprised to see it vanish and appear in a box next to her bolts. She pulls it out again, noting how it’s smaller than the previous chests. Had it appeared when she finished the challenge? Does that mean the chests are stored somewhere and placed when someone achieves a certain time? If so, it seems like whatever does that makes it possible to pick them up and take them with her. And… She takes out a Sahuagin Core from her inventory, placing it within the chest and trying to store it in her inventory, finding it can do so. Excited she pulls it out once more, setting a bolt inside and storing it once more. This time it doesn’t work. Out comes the bolt and in goes the rest of her cores. She sets it in her inventory and is at least a little happy when it sits there with an added ‘-of Sahuagin Cores’ to the name. So containers can be stored within her inventory but with only one type of item inside. That makes sense given the bowl of glue she has in there. It just can’t stack.

With all that resolved she stares at the golden arch, understanding that once she steps through that she’s back into the dark and the journey forwards. It’s scary, it’s actively terrifying, that she’s stepping into danger each and every step she makes towards the arch. There’s anticipation to the fear and, as before, excitement. But it’s still scary, still making her want to stay here, curl up, and never leave the safety of this room (Moray Eels to be ignored).

Apple runs a hand through her hair again before tapping her cheeks lightly to try and keep herself awake. She can’t just stay here and let herself go, she has to keep moving forwards no matter how much it hurts. She has one floor left and she’s home free. She steps through the golden light for a second time.

Appearing back under the blue light of the tunnel is slightly calming for only a moment until Apple notices one of the Anglerfish has made its way into the tunnel and is currently harassing her Piranha Shark friend. That’s not on. She pulls a spear and throws it without even waiting for it to properly materialise in her hand, already moving forwards as the spear bounces off the creature, her fish friend managing to get free from where the Anglerfish was pushing it against a wall.

The Anglerfish turns, letting out a disgusting warbling noise before starting to speed towards her. Her fear gone in the sudden intensity of battle, Apple pulls her newest weapon from her inventory, jumping aside to dodge the charge from the large fish, landing with her feet on the wall before leaping from it, smacking the sceptre into the fish's side, a large circle of flame flashing out from the impact and the smell of seared fish filling the tunnel. The Anglerfish tries to turn around and gets pushed off course once more by the Piranha diving into it from the other side that Apple is pulling out a dagger to create several thin red marks across its scales.

Realising it now can’t contend with the two, the Anglerfish starts to swim off, the Piranha nibbling at the fin at the end of its tail. Apple stops her fishy friend from continuing the assault with a firm touch to its head. The Anglerfish vanishing down the tunnel. 

She checks over her friend, checking for wounds and such that she could help with, finding a few large red marks on its left side. She pulls out a couple lengths of sticky kelp, pressing them firmly over the marks, watching as the Piranha slows its movements as if letting her do this. When the leather dries it seems to work, sticking to the fish’s scales and, hopefully, helping the thing heal faster. She checks her Anima, finding that it must have done something given it’s down to 80% now.

She wants to tell the fish that it should be okay but can’t find the words. And not finding the words pulls to mind the several times previous that had happened. Her head hurts. Something about that is not sitting right so she pushes the thoughts down with even more effort than before, knowing she’ll need to deal with that very soon. Apple settles for patting the fish gently.

As if understanding each other, they set off down the tunnel and away from the now red light. Once they’re back at the dark room Apple notices the lights in the dark are all congregating around where she’d left, near the red entrance area. She squints just a little, able to see the thinnest of glowing lines whilst up this high. They’re fighting over the line of Glowmoss String she’d created. That’s interesting, they hadn’t showed much interest in it before, but maybe they’d found it only after she made a sound. 

Out comes another clump of her Glowmoss. She rolls it into a practised ball for her friend to eat and raises her eyebrows at another chime, finding that below her ‘Fletch’ skill is now a ‘Cook’ skill. So that’s three Craft skills she hasn’t had time to look much into or try to rank up. At least she knows that there are more of them than she ever really thought. She also remembers far earlier in the day when she’d been shocked to get even one Craft skill.

The Piranha Shark bumps into her, fins wiggling in anticipation of the treat. Apple smiles at the thing, wondering how she could think such a cute fish was ever so scary. Of course the others were much larger but this is still cute. She tosses the snack into the creature’s maw, letting it wiggle for a moment before grabbing on when it starts to take off towards the blue light in the distance. 

They travel up again into the roof area, able to see down through the mist and marvel at how high up they are, before dipping through the fog and the dark directly towards the exit. It takes them so little time to do so that Apple wonders what the challenge in this room would be for Godsent. Surely they could find the exit far faster than she managed it.

When they arrive, Apple drops off onto a small stone lip at the base of the exit, turning to find her fish friend waiting and watching for her to leave. She really wishes she could take her friend with her but her mother probably won’t appreciate that. She gives the fish a few pats before she decides to leave it with a gift. From her belt pouch she pulls her Friendship Bracelet, stepping carefully to the side and wrapping it around the Piranha’s fin. 

There, they’re friends now. She gives the fish a gentle smile and a hug before she waves and turns to step into the blue light that will lead her to the fifth floor. The last floor. Her way out.

She takes a breath and steps through.
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Floor Five + Safe Room


                
“What’s something you can tell me that would be helpful for others to know?”



Apple jolts as soon as she steps onto the fifth floor, the question that had always burned inside of her around the Godsent forcing itself to the front of her mind. She looks around the room, the beating of her heart returning fast. Does that mean there’s a Godsent nearby?

Her observations of the room find no traces of them. She does spot that the rough wet stone of the tunnels previously have been replaced with much smoother bricks of the same colour. Still wet. 

To either side of this chamber are several massive alcoves, each holding what seems to be a different kind of Sahuagin in statue form. Directly ahead of her is a wide set of stairs leading up towards a set of grand stone doors. She moves to check the statues, wary of their lifelike appearances. 

Her fears turn out to be for nothing as she gently places a hand on the stone of the first statue, finding it smooth and cold. What are these statues here representing? Gods? She moves from the Sahuagin statue that’s holding a five-pronged spear to one wielding a net and that similar strip of material that one Sahuagin had used to hit her from afar. They’re the Sahuagin she’d defeated to get here? But that one with the strange weapon didn’t have a net. 

Over on the other side is a Sahuagin with the Coral Shield she currently has sitting in her inventory and a regular spear. Next to that one is a Sahuagin proudly holding their arms across their chest in a cross, both hands holding daggers.

Apple keeps moving, finding a total of five statues that are still standing, the last one wielding the sword she also has. There’s a space for a sixth but it’s empty.


“What’s something you can tell me that would be helpful for others to know?”



She flinches as that question pulls itself to the forefront of her mind again. Attempting to ignore it and feeling its presence in her mind almost unshakeable, she starts up the steps towards the large doors, noticing an opening on the left at the top of the stairs, an opening with light coming from inside. Godsent?!

Rushing over, Apple plasters a huge grin on her face as she enters the room, expecting to find a group of Godsent camping out here, probably about to be surprised at her sudden appearance. Which, that’s not right.

The room is empty, the light coming from a clump of Glowmoss on the ceiling above a rounded pit at the centre of the room. No Godsent. Why would there be?


“What’s something you can tell me that would be helpful for others to know?”

“I don’t know, kid.” One Godsent answers, running a hand through their dark spikey hair. They seem to look around as if an answer might pop out of nowhere, tapping their fist into their palm suddenly. “The dungeon. It’s instanced. You need to be in a party to enter or else you’ll be all alone. That’s good for others to know, right?”



She knew that. She did. Why does it feel like these memories are always popping up at convenient times to answer a question or motivate her?

The empty room seems like it would be a good place to camp before facing whatever challenge is behind that door in the main chamber. But… What else could she do to prepare herself other than wait for her Health to reach its maximum. 

Her knapsack is set on the floor as she goes through it. She has the Shark Fangs in here, four of them. She’d used one before so… Out comes one of her spears. She could make one of the five-pronged variants herself, that would only leave her a single regular spear that seems weighted to throwing however. Her crossbow could help with that but reloading in combat would be a risky endeavour.

This is the last floor. Why is she saving materials anymore? Isn’t she going to go back to her normal life once she’s out of here? Her mother, her father, her…


“What’s something you can tell me that would be helpful for others to know?”



Apple flinches away from the question as if it had a physical presence. It’s bringing other thoughts up as it does this, the ones she’d been ignoring, pushing down, and avoiding. 


“They created a Graveyard in town…” The Godsent whispers, rushing into the mist without another word.

Apple can feel the terror within her, one of the townsfolk is dead and Godsent are starting to panic. One of them approaches the body, hands over her mouth.

“They can die?” She asks, voice shaking.

“But I thought we can’t take damage in safe areas?” Another asks, looking into the slowing approaching mist.

“We are. But…” Eyes turn to her and Apple feels herself begin to panic further somehow.



No. Her mother always tells her that the Godsent are strange and foreign to their world, not to be trusted entirely but not to be feared.

Apple jolts. That thought. Her mother telling her that the Godsent are str- What. Apple wracks her mind, trying to think of any time her mother had actually told her that. Maybe she was too young when she was told to remember it but… Her mother doesn’t talk. No, that’s silly. Of course her mother talks, her father would have told her if something like that was the case. 


“My QUACKing QUACK!” The Godsent shouts, spinning on the spot as she stamps out the pain. “Why is that coded into the game?”

“Come on, dumbQUACK.” The Godsent that had waved her father off laughs at the female Godsent. “Let’s head back inside before any PKers think we’re easy meat.”

“Whatever.” The female Godsent grumbles, still rubbing the part of her chest the bowstring had snapped across. When she gets close to her father he speaks up as usual to warn the Godsent.

“Watch out with the dungeon, it contains monsters.”

“Eurgh.” The Godsent that had waved her father off before groans.. “Does he have to say that every time?”

The following Godsent laugh at that for some reason.



Why are these memories coming up again? How are they helping her? They’re not!

Frustrated and not understanding why, Apple pulls up her panel, finding her Health currently at 97%. Three minutes and her Health will be full. She exits the empty room, walking by the doors until she stops, noticing something engraved into the smooth stone.

On the left door are four figures, stylised in such a way that they all seem similar if you ignore their clothing. Each of them with several lines behind their heads to show they’re divine. Godsent. Apple feels her hands curl into fists, not from any anger at the represented figures but in effort to stop another memory overwhelming her.

One Godsent has a wide brimmed hat and a staff, another a large bow and strangely pointed ears, the third stands at the front with a large shield, and the final Godsent is leaping over the first, twin daggers in hand. Apple leans up, letting her fingers feel the grooves and indents of the carving. 


“What’s something you can tell me that would be helpful for others to know?”



She hisses as her mind feels like it’s too heavy with thoughts. Moving to the other door she finds something she really hopes not to find once she steps through this passage. 

Checking her Health, it’s sitting at 98% now and she decides that’s enough. She can’t wait any longer. Rubbing the tiredness from her eyes and tapping her cheeks, she places her hands into imprints on either door and pushes with all her borrowed Godsent might.

The light to her left dims as the doors open, water beginning to trickle through the crack she’d made, through her legs, and slowly down the stairs behind her. She continues to push, the torrent of water growing and continuing to rush past her, starting to fill the lower floor with the liquid and rapidly starting to rise, getting to the base of the statues strangely fast.

Doubling her efforts, Apple feels like she’s pushing against a mountain, but Godsent are more than a match for this challenge!

By the time the doors are open wide enough for her to step through, the water behind it had levelled off to just above her ankles. Looking back she’s startled at the flooded area behind herself. The room on the left of the doors would be useless now and, even without the entrance turning red, there’s no retreat.

She steps towards her final fight, cursing inwardly when the engraving she’d seen on the door matches the opponent ahead of her. In the centre of a large arena space stands a Sahuagin bigger than any she’d seen before, with two extra arms jutting out of its lengthened torso, her foe holds a net in one hand, a piece of throwing cloth in their other hand, and a metal weapon of some sort. Anchor. That’s what it is. She knows this somehow, maybe her Inspect skill ranking up had overcome its faults- not that she sees any panels for this -to tell her. She eyes the material. Sling. Right, she knows that. Did she know that before though?

Shaking her head, she continues forwards, feet splashing through the shallow water and taking her towards the singular fight standing between herself and the exit ahead of her. 

The Sahuagin gurgles, grinning its fishperson face at her. It flexes, moving the anchor from one of its hands to the other, the sling spinning lazily, not yet about to attack but threatening to.

The net is Apple’s worry, it could take her out of the fight near immediately, she needs to make sure it can’t do that. Knowing somehow that once she brings out a weapon this fight will start, she gets a little closer to her last enemy. 

This feels like the right time to say something cool before a fight but she can’t find the… Words.

Gritting her teeth she pulls a spear from her inventory, the four-armed Sahuagin starting to spin the sling faster now and ready to throw. No, it’s feinting. She moves closer, water splashing behind her as the Sahuagin fake throws with the sling before putting its actual power into throwing the net out to try catch her off guard.

Apple skids, spear out in front of herself to catch a part of the net, as soon as she feels that extra weight she spins the weapon around, catching more of the net and redirecting the weights to clash around her spear, spinning it like the strange treat she’d seen Godsent eating during a festival in town.

Just as she’s throwing the netted weapon away, she-


“What’s something you can tell me that would be helpful for others to know?”

“She’s really optimistic that we’re going to tell her anything useful, huh?” A Godsent with a two-sided hammer comments to the one that had given her an apple. 

“It’s quick exp, dude.” The blonde Godsent responds. “Let’s get moving.”



-notices the Sahuagin closing in, anchor swinging to take her head off. She drops just under it, the force from the swing still pushing her off balance and without letting her regain it the Sahuagin kicks out at her, sending Apple flying back through the air and causing her to land in a heap.

93%

She coughs, forcing air into her lungs. 


“If you can hold a sword, you can keep fighting.” He says finally. 



Her sword appears in her hands without even thinking about doing so. And unlucky for her that was the wrong thing to pull as a projectile strikes into her ribs, causing her to yell out.

87%

Her sword swaps for her shield, allowing her perhaps a little time as she moves to stand. The Sahuagin is rushing her again and she’s yet to strike it even once! She can’t afford to get distracted now.

As the enemy goes for a downwards strike Apple moves towards it, getting under its range of movement instead of evading to either side and becoming an easy target. Striking out against the creature with the edge of her shield rewards her with a red line across its muscled abdomen. Her small victory doesn’t last long, the Sahuagin gripping her shield with one hand and pulling it to expose her to a punch from its other free arm.

84%

The lower arms are weaker. She pulls a knife, slams the blade into the wrist keeping her shield from her, then throws herself through the legs of the creature. It’s large compared to herself, allowing her to get close like she just had and get away from it but endangering herself to retaliation from the lower arms.

Hearing the movement behind her she leaps forwards almost like a frog in her mind, clearly avoiding a slam from the anchor. She rolls over as her shield vanishes, crossbow appearing in her hands as she lets a bolt loose, watching it dig into the Sahuagin. It roars in anger and pulls the bolt from its bicep, a small circular red mark left behind. 

Wasting time isn’t great and so Apple vanishes her crossbow as she pulls herself to her feet, backing away from her enraged foe as she pulls her other spear. 

Another spin of the enemy’s sling has her pulling her shield in her free hand but the monster doesn’t allow her to block it, striking a projectile into her shin, her leg protector only doing so much to reduce the damage that has her shout in pain.

79%

Not ready to let her opponent keep striking her with that weapon, Apple rushes back towards the fight, watching as the Sahuagin’s grin grows, getting its anchor ready for a good swing at her reckless charge. 

Just as they’re about to let loose a hit that would surely throw her across the arena, Apple drops from her run into a slide, spear and shield vanishing, knife pulled from her inventory and from her belt coming out to slash across the ankles of the Sahuagin as she passes through its legs once more.

The knives both go back to her inventory as she turns, pulls her new sceptre out, and with both hands slams it against the monster's side whilst it’s turning to grab her. A small impact of flames crackles and spits as it meets the wet flesh of the fishperson, looking like it’s far less effective than Apple expected.

She just has time to vanish the magical weapon to her inventory when the hand that was reaching for her grabs her hair. She’d really expected that hit to do more…

Instead of being dragged into punching range like she expected, the Sahuagin throws her by her hair across the arena. The landing is painful-

75%

-and gets a lot of water into her mouth and nose, causing Apple to splutter pathetically as the Sahuagin takes its time approaching her. Has she even damaged it? She’d created red lines like always but this thing just keeps on moving.

No, it’s stopping. And raising the anchor as if to hit her from much too far away. It had thrown her a whole halfway across the arena! And yet, the swing happens, the anchor released from the Sahuagin’s grip with a strange rattling of chains. Directly at Apple.

Throwing herself to the side she’s only slightly too late to avoid the crushing throw from the massive chunk of metal, the weapon slamming into her leg and causing her to spin as she falls.

63%

Apple tries not to cry. Crying won’t help her get through this. The water in her ears from the spin isn’t helping her disorientation. There’s no special trick she can pull off here, nothing in her inventory to pull out for a sneaky save.

The Sahuagin is charging her now, a chain connecting the arm of the monster to the thrown weapon. So it’s not just a regular melee weapon. She should have figured. Her luck is terrible. And really, why did she ever think she could get out of this dungeon?

The kick pulls air from her as she’s not prepared for it. The foot of the creature is half as big as she is. But, even as she skids across the ground and close to the wall of the arena, that didn’t hurt as much? Actually, that didn’t hurt at all? She’s still having difficulty drawing breath but- 

Her cuirass looks battered. It had taken the hit but why had it stopped any damage? She’d avoided the damage somehow? Evasion. She blinks.


“What’s something you can tell me that would be helpful for others to know?”

“Light armour doesn’t hinder Evasion but it’s not good for Damage Mitigation.” A Godsent wearing armour that looks like it’s made from the scales of some creature answers. “Evasion gives you a chance to dodge damage entirely but Damage Mitigation reduces overall damage by a certain percent.”

She nods at this, not understanding it at all but thankful for an answer and an apple.



Evasion, like the Crit effect of her necklace, seems to have a low chance to help. Finally pulling in a breath, Apple struggles to stand. That’s helpful but she’s still going to die.


“If you can see your enemy, you can keep fighting.” There’s a sound of quiet thunder in the distance. 



Her eyes swivel to find the four-armed Sahuagin; it’s pulling the anchor back once more in a nearly identical manner as it had done previously. She scrambles to throw herself to the side again, avoiding the metal turning her into a nice coat of paint for the wall behind her.

Once again shaking her head to clear it, she knows that giving up is the worst thing to do here. She groans as she gets back to her feet again, pulling her crossbow and a bolt from her inventory, rushing to step on the hook of the crossbow and load the bolt. She has a little time whilst the Sahuagin gets to her. 

The bolt loaded, she drops to one knee and pulls the trigger just as she notices the Sahuagin letting loose its sling once more. Her bolt hits into the monster’s thigh, and the shot from the sling impacts Apple’s shoulder, pushing her back a little.

57%

It hurts. The pain is fleeting but her left leg aches from the hits it’s taken. The crossbow goes back to her inventory, no weapon coming out to replace it as Apple rushes the enemy. It grins, ready for her.

Her hands come back to grab her sword as it materialises into them, throwing the weapons full weight forwards and letting it pull her into the air slightly as the strike leaves a long mark across the left forearms of the Sahuagin, the arms it had raised to block the attack. She’s thinking that was almost something impressive when the monster’s arms rush out to meet her face and chest, getting in two strikes that, once more, fling her away from it.

49%

Her vision feels fuzzy as she starts getting up, noticing the Sahuagin making a noise of victory as it pulls on the chain to retrieve its weapon. Apple really wants to do something impressive but she’s not exactly got a large bag of tricks. And the Sahuagin seems to be doing something, placing two of its fingers into its mouth. The sharp whistling it makes feels impossible with how the creature’s face and mouth is arranged. Magic? It doesn’t matter.

Apple is on her feet when she notices a red and orange blur swim over to the four-armed Sahuagin, soon joined by a green and blue blur that has her feeling sort of nostalgic.

The two Piranha Shark. And… 




	
Piranha Friend

Creatures with ‘Piranha’ in their name are friendly unless attacked and won’t go into a feeding frenzy around you unless your Health is below 50%.










Apple sighs. It knows. It knows her Health. She’d been surprised on the third floor when the Piranha Shark hadn’t attacked her when the Sahuagin dropped her Health below full but didn’t have time to think why. It seems larger Piranha go into this ‘feeding frenzy’ at a lower Health than the smaller ones.

Out of her inventory comes the potion she’d received earlier, cork out, and drinking as fast as she can, the taste abysmal but her Health and Anima both now have two plus signs next to them. Into her inventory goes the empty bottle.

The four-armed Sahuagin points at her, the two Piranha Shark rushing her right away. It would be nice if these were just the smaller one from the last floor…

Out comes her shield, interposing it between herself and the death swimming its way towards her. If she can use their size to her advantage she might have a chance. A knife in her free hand, ready to attempt to outmanoeuvre her new foes, Apple… Sighs, arms dropping slightly. She can’t hurt them, she’s their friend, right?

The charging sharks seem to see a free meal, mouths opening just a little as they…

Stop. 

They seem to sniff her as they’re just about to devour her and fight over who gets to keep the neat trinkets she has. Apple isn’t sure why but when she eyes her panel she feels a slight smile on her lips.

50%++

‘-unless your Health is below 50%.’

Heh. Apple vanishes her shield and knife, moving her hands up to pet the Piranha Shark, watching them wiggle slightly at the affection. Then the sounds of rattling chains makes her realise they’re not suddenly alone. She throws herself to the side and onto the scales of the red Piranha, the Sahuagin’s weapon flying by her.

The shark, seemingly assuming this was her plan, takes off into the air, swimming with its partner around the area before beelining for the only other enemy in the room. The four-armed Sahuagin!

She just has enough time to pull a knife as the red Piranha impacts the side of the Sahuagin, allowing her to use the force of momentum to rake another long line across the torso of the monster before rolling when she hits the ground, falling over herself before she can pull herself back to her feet.

The Sahuagin is being bitten from both sides, the Piranha turning the tables on the one that had summoned them.


“What’s something you can tell me that would be helpful for others to know?”

“Adds are the worst when fighting a boss.” The Godsent with the straw hat is telling her. “Most usually have them when certain things happen. Gives you other things to focus on and you should. Always focus on the adds before going back to fighting the boss.”

She really wants to ask what ‘adds’ are but she just can’t find-



Additional monsters. She gets it now. Apple rushes to help her friends, pulling her spear and hurling it towards their shared enemy. The spear strikes into the back of the Sahuagin as it spins to throw the Piranha away from it. The monster growls and continues to turn for some reason. When Apple hears the chains rattling and anchor starting to move she realises this is something new.

She really wants to shout out for the Piranha to get away but- The Sahuagin spins, the chain picking up from the ground, the anchor starting to grind around the arena before crashing, smashing, then becoming airborne entirely as it spins with the Sahuagin.

Apple throws herself over the chain the first time, falling this the second time as the metal hits into the leg she’d already taken several strikes to, causing her to flip and impact the ground, the third and fourth swings go above her head as two small splashes have her looking nearby in the water.

A light blue core and a soft orange core bob away from the dizzy Sahuagin. They’re still so close even when defeated. 

Anger builds in her like she’d never experienced before. Apple touches the two cores, vanishing them to her inventory as she struggles to get up. They’re safe now. But the boss isn’t. What had she been thinking before? That she’s going to just give up? No.

She stands steady to charge and yelps out as her left leg almost buckles under her.

38%++

That single hit had taken her down a full twelve percent. If she’d been hit more than once she would be dead already. And a strange new icon had appeared alongside her Regen++. This one shows a single bone snapped in two and a red background.

‘Broken Bone’

She looks down at her leg, it’s not snapped or broken, it has a large line across it but it seems her Godsent abilities have protected her from any actual breaking of bones. It hadn’t protected her from the effects entirely however.

And. They are her Godsent abilities. What will anybody even do when they know she has them? She’s never heard of a Godsent having their abilities taken away. And she’s not borrowing them from anyone! She hadn’t earned them or been rightfully given them, but they belong to her. And that makes her a Godsent. So she should be acting like one.

Turning her anger into fuel for ignoring the pain she’s in, Apple rushes towards the still dazed boss monster, understanding that the attack is deadly but comes with a period where it can’t defend itself. Getting to it she pulls a knife, grabs the wrist holding the sling, slides her knife across the fingers to loosen them, then pulls the length of material away from the monster, throwing the entire thing away from it and removing a weapon from its arsenal.

Her victory is once again cut short as the monster regains its footing as it lets out an angry gurgling noise. Ducking the grab she knows is coming, Apple spins on her good foot, cutting a red line into the Sahuagin’s belly before she steps painfully on her broken leg. A knee from the monster catches her in the ribs, pushing her away and stumbling once more.

34%++

Turning to rush it again one of the stronger arms grabs her throat before she can even react. With its empowered strength the Sahuagin picks her bodily from the ground, hand slowly starting to crush her neck.

32%++

The knife in her hand comes up, stabbing into the monster's wrist. It doesn’t drop her. She stabs again, again, the hand cutting off her airway.

29%++

It’s not going to let her go. She stabs her knife in again and leaves it, pulling out her sceptre with her left hand, bringing it down into the Sahuagin’s face, getting a nice shower of flames and sparks that cause the Sahuagin to screech as it tries to protect its delicate eyes.

Dropping from the grip, Apple lands painfully on her knees, vanishing the sceptre and already pulling her last dagger from her belt to leave it as a parting gift in the Sahuagin’s knee. She’s then backhanded away from the monster.

25%++

She rolls, splashes, and breathes in deeply once her head is out of the water. Looking at the Sahuagin pulling a knife from its knee and wrist, she grins. 

Not wanting to let the Sahuagin get back into the rhythm of things, Apple pushes herself back into the brawl, pulling her shield just as another heavy punch heads her way, impaling the fist on the spiked shield even as the pain from the strike hits her.

23%++

Her sword appears, swinging upwards into the armpit of the creature, it screams in pain now, clearly showing that it’s actually feeling every strike she’s landing on it. In retaliation the Sahuagin grabs her wrist with one of its smaller hands and slams a chain wrapped fist into her face.

16%++

Stumbling away, Apple notices she’d lost grip on her sword just as the Sahuagin is grabbing it and using her own weapon to cut the chains connecting it to the anchor. The chains are then wrapped around its meaty fist, sword in its other hand.

Oh, quack.

The Shauagin stomps towards her, Apple pulling her sceptre quickly and striking it against the ground, the flames impacting the water and not liking them very much, a spray of mist and scalding water throwing itself into the air. Using that distraction Apple moves to the right around the Sahuagin, utilising her good leg to power a full body slam into the creature’s side. Before it can elbow her she drops below the swinging arm, vanishes her shield from her left arm and onto her right as the large copper cauldron appears in her left. She then slams it into the wounded knee of the boss monster, making a rather nice gong sound as it does.

The cauldron vanishes as she throws herself under another strike, avoiding a chained fist to the nose. A sharpened bolt appears in her hand, Apple jabbing that into the thigh of the Sahuagin. She’s feeling victorious before something small and blunt slams into the back of her head, causing her vision to go red as she falls.

9%++

It had hit her with the pommel of her own weapon. That’s just not on. Head feeling a little foggy, Apple turns to face her foe, watching how it’s moving a little slower over to her. So it’s feeling the effects just as much as she is, huh?

She ducks a swing from the sword, blocks the returning pommel strike with her shield-

6%++

-and pushes in again, another sharpened bolt in her free hand. This one finds the meat of the creature’s wrist, letting Apple get a hold on her sword as the Sahuagin’s grip weakens. She hears her Steal skill rank up as she returns her sword back to its rightful owner, spinning as she gains distance, bringing the sword up to slide across the boss's ribs.

And then a chained fist slams into her chest and she’s in the air. The world spins fully once before she drops heavily onto the ground, rolling as she does and hearing her sword splash next to her.

Every pain she’d felt this entire fight feels like it more than doubles, her leg screaming at her. She eyes her Health.

0%++

Why isn’t she dead? The Health protects her from wounds and certain death. But now, with the pain seemingly intensifying massively, she can figure that once it hits nothing, she’s no longer protected. If she takes another hit, she’s dead. 


“What’s something you can tell me that would be helpful for others to know?”

“I dunno, kiddo.” The green eyed Godsent responds, kneeling down to her height. She lets Apple take her namesake like she had done dozens of times before, several today, several the day before, and many many more before then. 

For the last eleven years of her life, Apple had done the same thing over and over again. Find a Godsent, receive an apple, ask her question, then wander around until she’s ready for another apple.

“It’s been a whole year since this all started, hey, kiddo?” The green eyed adventurer asks her. It’s strange to get questions in return for her own. It’s also strange that Godsent don’t seem to age. Years pass and no signs of grey hairs or wrinkles. And they seem to call every year a ‘month’. 

“You keep getting older and I stay the same..” The Godsent chuckles, though no amusement reaches her eyes. “I worry…”

What the Godsent worries about Apple doesn’t know.



Godsent are immortals that appeared in the lands a short while after Apple was born. She’d been an early bloomer, running around at her young age with her one question and her desire for a singular specific fruit.

She’d watched new Godsent come and go, old ones return and meet up with friends, they all seem to know each other. Sometimes a Godsent will change in some way, a new hairstyle, face paints, clothes, but they’re never any older than they were when they first appeared.

And Apple. She’d grown. Not much and not fast, but by the time she was twelve she didn’t feel so worried about her place in the world. She had her apples and her parents. She…


She can’t wait any longer, with the fight ahead and not wanting to risk her stomach noises hindering her stealth, she bites into the flesh of the fruit.

It tastes better than any apple she’d ever eaten and she’s eaten plenty. Maybe it’s from the hard work she’d recently done or just her hunger playing tricks-



The taste of the cooled apple comes to her lips, she remembers it so clearly. So powerful a memory she’s sure that she will never forget it. Because… That was the first Apple she’d ever eaten. Maybe she’d eaten one before but they feel like the memory of her mother telling her not to be scared of the Godsent. They’re wrong somehow. But that bite? That was living. 

The sounds of chains alert her wandering mind to the Sahuagin moving closer. 

Pain wracking her body, Apple pushes herself to her feet whilst she pulls her sword back into her hand.


“And if you can still breathe, you can keep fighting.”



She can breathe, she can stand, she can see her enemy, and she can hold her sword.


“Observe, plan, prepare, act, improvise. OPPAI!” The Godsent giggles like she’s said something funny-



Apple feels the smallest of smiles reach her lips. Her eyes flick up to her enemy. It’s heavily wounded, it only has its body and the chain wrapped around its fist. Weaker bottom arms, wounded right knee and left hand. 

Her shield vanishes into her inventory, it won’t help to defend her against a hit. She pulls both hands to the sword, keeping its weight steady as the boss monster closes in on her. She remembers how a swing had almost pulled her off her feet one time.

She points her sword towards the Sahuagin, then slowly lifts her arms up, watching as her last enemy approaches. Once she’s done here, she’s free. Free to do as she wishes. Free from the constraints it feels like have been placed on her since she was born.

The Sahuagin pulls its arm back and she moves, stepping forwards to meet the strike as it comes. And as the Sahuagin adjusts its strike she pushes her heels into the ground, feeling the wind from the punch pass by her face as she throws her sword forwards, kicking up with her one leg and letting the weight of the sword pull her into a flip up and onto the meaty arm of the Sahuagin. 

The heavy sword starts its second spin and is slightly redirected into the neck of the monster. She’d used the weight of the sword to pull her small frame into a full forward flip, allowing her to land neatly exactly where she’d planned, the sword had kept going and slashes through the mist that the four-armed Sahuagin turns into, Apple falling to the watery floor with the large core the boss leaves behind.

She doesn’t even cry out as she lands heavily on her left leg. She just crumbles, eyes looking across the arena as the red exit shimmers and turns blue. 

Apple closes her eyes.

There are no sounds but her breathing. The cold of the water soothes her aches and pains. Is this what her apple had felt like when it was bobbing there on the first floor? Had it wondered where she’d gone and if she would leave it there, uneaten, only to forget it and pass onto the second floor?

She’d gone back for it and it had graced her with one of the most pleasant memories she has of her adventure. The victories against the Sahuagin weren’t ever happy experiences, just ones she was glad to live through. The Piranha Shark were nice once she realised why they were angry, but they’re still scary monsters.

Apple floats, she lets herself calm, she lets her tears that she’d been holding back flow. She’d pushed her issues down so that she could get through this dungeon and up to this point. There had been something wrong right away and she’d tried not to focus on it. 

Why do the Godsent all seem so vibrant? So full of life and wonder, so strange and otherworldly? It’s because, compared to her and the other people of her world, they are. Apple had only said one sentence her entire life, the same sentence every time.

It’s not that she ‘couldn’t find the words’, it's that she doesn’t have them. If she tried to speak now she knows words would fail her unless she tried to say the only words she can. Her father is the same perhaps. Her mother… Has never said a word in her life that Apple can remember. But she has memories of her being told things. They’re just strange and devoid of details as well as sound. More feelings than memory.

And… Her name isn’t ‘Apple’. She doesn’t have a name. She never had. Something must have gone really wrong when she was thrown into the dungeon.

The nameless girl opens her eyes. The ceiling of the arena is adorned with Glowmoss like stars from the night sky.

She very slowly sits up. She pulls her sword closer from where it had fallen, securing it in her inventory for now. She looks around, spotting her discarded weapons all around the room. Getting up she keeps her weight on her right leg, picking up a spear first and using it to help walk. She collects almost all her weapons before hobbling back to the large core bobbing in the water where she’d defeated the boss monster. It’s simply labelled ‘Sahuagin Champion Core’. She stores that away with her other things in her inventory.

The girl with no name starts to make her way towards the exit of the fifth floor and on to the safe room but pauses in front of that blue shimmer.

Turning back she heads towards the centre of the arena, pulling something from the water. The spear she’d used to trap the net at the start of the fight and… The net itself. She places those into the last two boxes of her inventory with a pained laugh.

And with that, she makes her way from the fifth floor of the town dungeon, passing through that blue light once more.

When the blue light fades, she sees a fair amount of stairs ahead of herself, which, is just cruel to potentially injured Godsent. The nameless girl limps slowly to the first step, hearing voices now for the first time since before being thrown into the dungeon.

“You need to sleep, Thalia.” A woman is speaking rather loud, something a lot of the Godsent do when talking. 

Whatever response comes from that is unheard as the nameless girl takes another step up the stairs.

“It’s been too long.” The same woman says. “You should sleep, people will stay around.”

Another step is struggled up. 

“It’s not like anyone could solo the dungeon.” An oddly familiar voice says.


“I think I messed up somewhere…” One Godsent is mumbling-



Right, the Godsent that had made the mistake of switching their Job without understanding how ranking skills works. The rogue.

“I did.” A gruff voice sounds out.

“Me too.” Another voice says, again familiar.


Eventually her eyes focus on Apple, a smile coming to her lips for a second. “Well, everyone starts out the same. We call it ‘Freelancer’.-”



The Godsent woman with the large pointy hat that had told her about the Freelancer job.

Another two steps are stepped up. She’s almost at the top and already marvelling at the blue ceiling and the sounds of birds.

“Me three.” A voice speaks up, sounding muffled by a helmet.

“Yeah,” the Rogue Godsent continues, sounding dismissive, “but you lot are Alpha players. They’re just some NPC. There’s no chance.”

The nameless girl can finally see above the stairs, finding the safe room floor set out like a large paradise island. Golden sand surrounded by slowly moving water, the walls of the cave area that vibrant blue of a good day. At the centre of the island are two strange trees that she’d never seen before and around those a crowd of Godsent are standing, sitting, laying down, and even setting up and taking down tents.

“You don’t have to wait here if you don’t want to.” The gruff voice offers to the Rogue Godsent. That voice belongs to a large blue furred Godsent that looks like a bear learnt to walk on its hind legs. A beastperson? Very rare.

“I’m allowed to wait here. I got here.” The Rogue Godsent grumbles, folding his arms and then going suddenly silent.

The nameless girl steps up onto the final step, noticing a small sand connection to the stairs that will allow her to cross onto the island. She also notices voices fading out and coming to a stop. Silence other than the sounds of birds and waves.

She looks up at the group, eyes falling on a familiar Godsent raising her head from her chair facing the stairs. The green eyed Godsent stares at the nameless girl, those vibrant eyes widening, a yellow fruit dropping from her hands.


“What’s something you can tell me that would be helpful for others to know?”



She has to be careful with how she does this. She only has a couple handfuls of words she can say. When the nameless girl speaks up, it’s disjointed, it’s difficult, she has to take a breath between each word to prepare for the next. 

“-can- … -you- … -help- … -me-” The nameless girl asks as she stumbles forwards.

The green eyed Godsent shouts something as she springs from her chair, sand spraying up behind her as she rushes for the nameless girl. She gets to her just in time to catch the small girl from hitting the sand of the island.

“It’s okay.” The Godsent whispers, picking the nameless girl into a princess carry. “Yuna!” She calls again, moving the girl into the crowd before a few Godsent start to push others back as the whispering and talk builds up again.

“Holy QUACK.” One Godsent is repeating. “Holy QUACK! How? How??”

“An NPC can solo the dungeon and you can’t.” Another taunts the Rogue Godsent, then there’s sounds of a scuffle that’s broken up quickly.

“They already have a Regen buff,” the green eyed Godsent tells the others, how she knows the nameless girl has no idea, “who has stronger healing magic? They’ve broken something. Raven, keep the others away from us for a moment.”

There’s a muddled amount of sudden chattering as a white light flashes at the same time dark shadows flicker to life for a moment. The duality of the visual is rather pretty. And the white light is making the nameless girl feel better.

She’s laid onto a comfy blanket but to do so someone takes her bag. She tries to weakly protest but the voice of the green eyed Godsent comes once more, soothing this time. “It’s okay. I’m not taking it. I just need to lay you down until your strength returns.”

Trusting her, the nameless girl lets her knapsack be removed from her back.

“Where the QUACK did they get leather armour from?” The Rogue Godsent is asking as another Godsent arrives in full plated armour, a greatsword somehow stuck to his back. 

“Back up.” The Godsent in the armour says simply, the voice muffled by the helmet. It sounds like such a threat that the nameless girl is almost worried.

“Yaga, do you have anything you can add?” The green eyed Godsent asks the Godsent with the pointy hat. Yaga. They have names. 

The nameless girl chuckles at that thought, of course Godsent have names, why is she so surprised.

“Well,” Yaga speaks up, pulling a thin pearlescent staff from nowhere, “at least their humour is intact. I can raise their Vitality a little but that will only speed up their Health Regen rate. It’s separate from regular Regen effects.”

“Good, thank you.” The green eyed Godsent sighs, catching the nameless girl's eyes and grinning. “You’re being very brave.”

It’s either that small praise or the magic that Yaga is casting that has the nameless girl feeling even better. To show how brave she is, the nameless girl holds her hand up, pulling the Sahuagin Champion’s Core from her inventory, matching the green eyed Godsent’s grin with one of her own.

“Holy QUACKing QUACK. No QUACKing way.” One very potty-mouthed Godsent says. “They have an inventory?!”

Oh, yeah. That would be surprising for them, wouldn’t it?

“Well done, kiddo.” The green eyed Godsent praises her again. “You keep that safe now and we can talk about things in a moment when you’re feeling better. What’s their Health looking like?” 

“You really shouldn’t turn off your entire UI, Thalia.” Yaga sighs. “But they’ve just hit about ten percent.”

The nameless girl vanishes the core before showing one finger, then three.

“Thirteen percent?” Thalia (she knows the Godsent’s name now!!) asks.

The nameless girl nods, smiling weakly and showing she can sit up by pushing herself off the ground, arms feeling like rubber. She manages it though.

“What can I get for you?” Thalia asks, checking over every red line across the nameless girl’s limbs. 

She mimes drinking.

“Water? I have water.” Thalia answers quickly, pulling a flask from her hip and handing it to the girl, who immediately starts to down the liquid, not caring that she’s wasting a little. She gets a few laughs from that before the large blue Godsent clears his throat.

“Should we maybe get some food in that belly of theirs?” He asks with a light smile that shows sharpened fangs.

“Sure, Blueheart, thanks.” Thalia sighs, falling back onto her rear in the sand, not taking those green eyes from the nameless girl.

Blueheart. That’s another name she has. She looks at the nervous looking girl in white robes, giving a questioning look to Thalia.

“Oh. Let me introduce to you my friends.” Thalia takes the silent question immediately. 

“That’s Yuna. She’s probably the best healer around.” The white robed Godsent blushes, pulling her hood up to hide her face. 

“That’s Blueheart.” She points at the blue furred Godsent setting up a fire with the most beautiful cooking pot that the nameless girl had ever seen. 

“Raven is the one with the scythe.” The nameless girl looks to find a dark haired Godsent holding what looks like a scythe made from the darkest wood in the world and a blade that looks like similarly pitched glass.

“Stenn is keeping the others from crowding you.” Thalia motions with a tilt of her head to the armoured Godsent.

“Yaga is our resident Enchantress.” Yaga sticks her tongue out at the nameless girl, her pointy hat flopping slightly.

“And I’m Thalia. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” Thalia finishes, hand to her chest. “Do you have a name?”

The nameless girl frowns. She’d had a name before her realisations on the previous floor. Is it still her name? Can she just choose a name if she desires? It’s just that simple, isn’t it? The memory of the first bite of that fruit still in her mind, Apple opens her mouth and…

Ah.

“You don’t have to answer if you don’t feel like it.” Thalia says gently. “Or, if you… Can’t?” She’s rather perceptive.

Apple nods at that, feeling once more a little better to have her name. Not one she’d just suddenly had, but one she’d chosen to use for herself. It may be the same word, but the feeling is entirely different. Apple is her. She is Apple.

“What about pronouns?” Thalia asks, looking a little more comfortable now before she panics as she realises she’d dropped something earlier, scrambling to find it.

Apple looks up to Yaga to see if she can explain what that was.

“She was asking about gender expression.” Yaga answers her, not entirely sounding right. “It would be easier if we had a pen… Can you write?”

Apple nods.

“Good. Thalia should have a pen on her somewhere. She’s taken up smithing recently and I cannot figure out why. She’s strange.” Yaga laughs when Apple frowns at that last statement. “Calm yourself, child. I mean it with all affection.”

“Found it!” Thalia shouts happily as she shows a golden object before rushing over to Apple, presenting her with the item. “I’ve been holding onto that for a little while now, for a special event or something. For you.”

Apple’s eyes go wide as she Inspects the golden fruit in her hands. Her Inspect ranking up instantly as she does.




	
Golden Apple

Legendary (Life/Magic)










“You could sell that thing for… I don’t even know how much.” Yaga sighs quietly, rubbing her forehead for some reason.

Apple is simply enraptured with this item. Legendary? What would it taste like? She can feel herself salivating just at the thought. She’s about to bite into the golden flesh of the fruit when a blue hand covers it.

“You give me a few minutes and we’ll get a proper meal for you,” Blueheart informs her, “you can save that for another day, yeah?” The beastperson winks cheerily.

Apple nods, moving her eyes from the apple to the cooking pot Blueheart is adding diced up chunks of meat to. Oh! She can help here! She scrambles to find her knapsack, Thalia reading her intentions and holding it up to her so that Apple can check through the contents. She pulls out the bowl she’d wrapped in Sea Kelp, moving over to Blueheart and offering it out. 

“Oho? What am I being gifted?” He asks, taking the bowl in his large hands(paws?) gently, unwrapping the Sea Kelp and looking at it curiously before checking the clumps of white crystals inside the bowl. “Salt. Seasalt.” The Godsent starts to laugh at that. “What other surprises do you have with you, little one?”

Apple thinks for a moment before pulling a handful of Muskgrass from her inventory, presenting it to the Godsent for inspection. He takes a single piece, sniffs it, raises his eyebrows before chomping on a little, chewing thoughtfully.

“Wow. Garlic! They brought me a plant that tastes like garlic. I didn’t even think that was in this-” He falters as Thalia glares at him. “-world.” He finishes before adding a cheeky, “I think I’m their favourite.”

Thalia looks almost offended. Well, if she’s giving out gifts.

Rummaging through her backpack once more, Apple pulls out her spool of Glowmoss thread, presenting it to Thalia with a grin.

Thalia takes the offered gift, looking over it with her mouth slightly open. She rolls a little thread out before her jaw falls slightly. “How… Where did you?” She asks.

Apple pulls the remaining Glowmoss from her inventory in a large clump, showing it all to Thalia and handing it over with the thread.

“Did they… Steal the moss lighting the dungeon?” Blueheart chuckles as he looks over from throwing in some of the Muskgrass to the boiling pot.

“Looks that way.” Yaga murmurs, alerting Apple to her also needing a gift. She remembers the staff the woman had pulled, rummaging once again in her things before pulling out the dozen pearls from her knapsack and presenting those to her.

Yaga’s eyebrows skyrocket so high they could knock her pointy hat off if they weren’t limited in movement. “I can’t accept these at all, child.” She gasps. “You would… No. You keep those for yourself. Those are worth at least a hundred gold coins each. And you’re just offering them like you’re not trying to hoist two dozen gold bars worth of currency on me.”

Apple isn’t exactly sure what gold pieces and gold bars are all about. Does that mean fifty coins is one bar? Either way she puts those back away, looking for something she can spare.

“Child. I don’t need a gift, that is alright.” Yaga soothes the frantic searching. “Relax. How’s your Health doing?”




	
Name: Apple, Piranha Friend

Health:  34%++

Anima:  91%++

Freelancer

| Strength 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Agility 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Vitality 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: B )

| Intellect 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

| Mind 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: C )

Skills

| Gather 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: D )

| Inspect 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: D- )

| Stealth 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: D- )

| Steal 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

| First-Aid 

| ◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E- )

| Fish 

| ◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F+ )

Craft

| Tailor 

| ◼◼◼◼◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: E+ )

| Specialisation: Leather

| Alchemy 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )

| Fletch 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )

| Cook 

| ◼◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻◻ ( Rank: F )










Her eyes widen once more as she stares at how high her Vitality is all of a sudden. Is that what they’d meant by that? She checks her little icons showing effects and finds a new one specifically for that. ‘Massive Vitality’.

She gets a little excited at that, trying to figure out a way to show them when Thalia speaks up.

“If you have a status window, you can share it with one of us if you’d like?” She suggests, pre-empting Apple’s next question with, “Just think about us and showing it, some say physically trying to move it helps.”

Apple tries to push on the edge of her status panel, nothing happening until Thalia gasps.

“Wow! Look at you, kiddo.” Thalia smiles. “Four whole unique crafting skills? Proud as heck of you. Three D ranks, one is Inspect, that’s interesting. Steal and First-Aid on E. Tailor almost into D rank. That’s brilliant. What’s this title?”

“Do you have a pen?” Yaga asks. “They can write.”

“Oh, yeah.” Again Thalia starts patting at her pockets, grabbing a carved wooden case from a pocket, opening it and showing off an ink pen that looks like it had snapped in two. Thalia pulls one end out, inserts a small capsule of some kind inside it, then screws the tip on before handing it and a sheet of slightly browned paper, assumedly, pulled from her inventory.

Apple sticks her tongue out as she writes, hearing a chuckle from the two female Godsent near her. Once she’s written out her explanation of the title she hands it over to Thalia, the woman reading it slowly before grinning.

“You made friends with those things?” She asks, sounding proud of Apple once more, “That’s brilliant. I was told to just stay by the gate whilst Raven cleared the dungeon floors to get me here. Didn’t know that was a thing.”

Apple tilts her head, Yaga picking up that question easily.

“She’s a pacifist. Can’t even bring herself to kill a rabbit even in a…” Yaga also hesitates at some strange word. “In a pinch.”

“Oh, what about pronouns?” Thalia asks again like she wants to change the conversation again. “Simpler, are you a boy, girl, or anything else?”

Apple tilts her head at that question. She’s a girl, right? That’s what she thinks anyway. But… She looks down at herself, wearing battered leather armour and a simple cloth shirt and pants below them. She’s not any different to her mother or father. Ah. Her mother is a tailor and father a guard. She doesn’t want to be a guard and she would generally lean towards ‘girl’ for herself as well as wanting to do more things like her mother. She writes down her reasoning and presents that to Thalia.

Once Thalia reads that she laughs for a second before turning it into a cough, grin still on her face as she looks at Apple. “Sound reasoning. We sort of couldn’t ever… Tell, you know? Your hair is longish but you’re still a kid and kids don’t have… Well they’re… Wow, how do I even explain that to her?”

“You can’t really.” Yaga offers, the two of them talking over Apple like she wouldn’t understand something.

“Well, either way. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Apple.” Thalia smiles softly now, getting a returning smile from Apple. 

“Food’s ready.” Blueheart shouts out, motioning for Stenn and Raven to join them as he dishes out stew into several bowls.

Stenn, the Godsent in the armour, sits with a few clanks before pushing his helm up to eat. She recognises him! That’s the Godsent that said he likes using a shield and sword! Or, as he put it, ‘sword and board’. Excited at recognising another Godsent she waves a little to get his attention, spoonful of meat stopping before his mouth.

“Yeah?”

Apple materialises her Coral Shield and Sahuagin Hand & A Half Sword to show him that she remembers what he’d said once.

The look on the Godsent’s face goes from a little confused to a near manic grin, eyes almost glowing. “Tell me she’s asking for a duel.” He asks Thalia.

“I think she’s just showing off for you?” Thalia offers questioningly. 

Apple nods, vanishing her equipment and motioning to her own hair to describe a ponytail of sorts then holds her hands out like before.

“Oh. I think she remembers you from when you had the ponytail.” Thalia translates, Apple nodding.

Stenn’s eyes darken. “I chased him from the world entirely. And it’s not enough to replace what he took.”

Woah. Scary.

Apple lets him eat as she takes her own bowl, Inspecting it happily.




	
Filling Ursa Stew (Hot)

Epic










Epic? Is that the rarity between Rare and Legendary? Wouldn’t that be an almost maxed out Cooking skill? Woah. She happily tucks in, blowing on the food below eating happily. 

She watches as Raven wiggles a hand to get Blueheart’s attention, she then holds her finger up, pivots it side to side a few times, then motions to the meat in the stew.

“Where?” Blueheart asks, seemingly getting a word from that motion. “There’s a forest to the south with a bunch of large bear mobs. They only come out on a clear night, they’re literally invisible and intangible otherwise. Almost like our shy friend over there.” Blueheart points at a bowl rising from the floor itself, full of stew. 

Yuna squeaks as she suddenly becomes visible, sneaking behind Yaga to hide from people. Very shy? 

“Cannibal.” Stenn mumbles through a mouthful of food.

“Literally how?” Blueheart asks, throwing his arms up.

“You are a bear, right?” Yaga asks with a light laugh.

“I’m not a bear, I'm just fluffy.” Blueheart grumbles, going quiet as he eats quickly.

Apple giggles quietly at that, enjoying the way each of these people talk with each other. These are the Godsent she’d imagined when she’d picture powerful people travelling together to right the world’s wrongs.

She listens to them banter for a while, switching from teasing Blueheart to trying to coax Yuna out from behind Yaga. Yaga, for her part, seems entirely okay with the younger girl clinging to her as she eats.

When Yuna finally sits down in the little circle they’re making, Apple scoots a little closer and gives her a smile that she hopes will help. Yuna sees the smile and freezes. A few seconds go by and Apple thinks she’s just broken the girl, but then she vanishes from sight.

“She’s really not good with people looking at her,” Yaga explains, “but she’s really fierce when people she likes are in danger.”

Raven starts moving her hands around again, making different signs that the group focus on when they’re happening. When she seemingly finishes, Yaga grins, Thalia sighs, Blueheart chuckles, and Stenn grins even more than before.

“She’s reminding everyone that the last time Yuna got a bit too fierce,” Thalia translates for Apple, “that she got chomped up by a dragon.”

Apple is startled at that. This group has fought a dragon? Did they win?

She scrambles to grab the ink pen once more, stopped by Thalia’s laugh and motion to calm down. “Calm, kiddo. Yaga?”

Yaga clears her throat. “Okay, so, way further south than those special bears Blue just fed us-” She starts, springing into a long story about the group sans Thalia journeying out in search of a dragon that they’d heard rumours about. It involves plenty of bandits, a shockingly large amount of descriptions of meals and walks they’d been on, several side tales about smaller adventures they’d done, and finally the worrying tale of how they found out that the dragon had begun to track them instead of the other way round.

Apple scoots a little closer to Yaga now, listening intently as she recounts how they’d been snuck up on by the creature in the middle of a forest. Apparently the dragon was able to change the colour of its scales to blend in with the environment. It had grabbed Stenn first, not that it could keep him down. Stenn pulls out a large shield from his inventory with a red gem in the centre of white steel. The shield that he’d used to defend against the dragon’s powerful breath. They’d been told it was a red dragon, and thus assumed it could breathe fire. They’d been wrong, it was green. Apple isn’t sure what that means until Thalia informs her that its breath is like spitting acid.

The tale gets specifically intricate, Blueheart chuckling at being described as reckless for climbing the dragon's flanks with his daggers. And then they get to Yuna being eaten. Raven had apparently taken a nasty swipe from the dragon’s claws and needed healing, the healer, Yuna, instead decided to go right up to the legendary beast and bonk it with her staff and start admonishing it for poor conduct.

There’s an invisible but not unheard whine from nearby.

And then the story ends with them all laughing at how the Dragon had gone on to take them all out. They seem in a good mood about a tale where they all died, Stenn even announcing he can’t wait for their rematch.

By the time that tale is done, the bowls are piled up and given back to Blueheart. They’d all had second portions and Thalia had even broken out a loaf of soft bread for the occasion. Happy and satisfied, Apple lets her eyes wander.

Staring at them are… Oh. Everyone. Everyone has been staring at them and now that she catches one of their eyes it seems like a silent bell had been rung to allow them closer.

“Hey,” the Rogue Godsent says first, getting to them before anyone else, “they actually have stats?”

“She.” Thalia corrects easily, patting her pockets like she’s trying to find something.

“She have stats?” The Rogue Godsent asks, staring at Apple in a strange way. 

“What’s it to you?” Stenn asks, rising from his seated position, helm dropping slightly to cover his face once more.

“I just… She’s unique, right? They can’t have stats! They don’t… She talked earlier!” The Rogue is trying to explain something, Apple entirely unsure what he’s getting at. Well, yes she can’t have stats but he seems to be getting at something.

“Looking for a duel?” Stenn asks, sounding to be mocking the Godsent. What is going on?

“We just want confirmation! This is going to be the biggest news on the net for a long while! She’s a sentient NPC, an actual AI!” The Rogue shouts, Thalia jumping to her feet and rushing to clasp her hands over Apple’s ears. 

Yaga seems to get what’s going on, casting some unheard spell that mutes all sound around them whilst Thalia rushes to start a shouting match with the Rogue Godsent. Unsure what’s happening, Apple sticks by Yaga, watching the others discuss something with the surrounding Godsent. It seems the meeting of them had become a thing out of mild interest but her exiting the fifth floor alive has caused a change in the crowd.

Just in case anything happens, Apple pulls her sceptre from her inventory, holding it ready to swing if a fight breaks out. That’s when Yaga does something to push the bubble of silence away from them but still block outside sound.

“And what is that little treasure you’re holding, child?” Yaga asks, eyes on the sceptre. 

Apple shows her the gem on the top, pulls it free and offers each individual part to be checked over, trusting this Godsent enough to allow that. She definitely wouldn’t trust that Rogue Godsent with her things.

“A rare sceptre. That’s very special, where did you find that?” Yaga asks, distracting Apple from Raven leaning on her scythe handle as a Godsent tries to get close to Thalia. That Godsent backs up pretty quick.

Apple shows four fingers, then motions to rise up out of the darkness on that floor and to the left inside a hidden area. She crouches, piles up some of the sand to show the mountain, then jumps her finger around it until she sets a shell from the beach at the top of the hill.

“Ah. There’s a challenge room on floor four?” Yaga interprets, smiling at the presentation.

Apple nods.

“That is a wonderful bit of knowledge to have. Thank you, child.” Yaga smiles down at Apple, making her forget the event happening outside their sphere of silence. She sets the ruby back into the sceptre and hands it back to Apple. “If we can do something about that speech problem of yours, we might be able to learn you some magic.”

Perking up even more at that, Apple looks around for Yuna the healer, she can cast things silently, right? She saw that!

“Ah,” Yaga seems to understand what she’s looking for, “Yuna does speak her spells. She just whispers very quietly. She actually raised her Stealth skill up to max just for that, even Blue hasn’t bothered getting his Stealth to max yet and he’s a Rogue subclass.”

Apple stares back over at the figures getting the crowd to disperse now, it seems Stenn is guiding a few Godsent over to the other side of the island for some reason. The Godsent seem angry and confident about something. Stenn seems like he’s about to hurt them.

With the others returning, the mood is a little more sombre than before, but Thalia grins as the silence bubble is popped. “Alrighty, Apple. If you want we can head out of here? We might need to deal with some big things in the days to come but we can take things one day at a time.”

For some reason Apple’s heart beats a little faster as the group looks towards the one green exit from the dungeon. This is it, isn’t it? She’s leaving, she’s getting out of here. And from now on she’ll be free to do what she wants.

“Can I try one thing before we leave?” Thalia asks, voice full of curiosity.

Apple shrugs her acceptance before a new panel pops up.




	
‘Thalia Harvestmoon’ has invited you to their Party!

Accept / Decline










Apple accepts, watching as another panel shows her name and Thalia’s for a moment before fading from view, able to be called back when she concentrates on it.

Smiling and taking the hand Thalia offers to her, Apple heads into the shimmering green light of the exit and onto another new adventure.

            
                    
                        
                            
                            A note from Aimay
                        

                    

                    That, is the end of the challenge and (other than the coming epilogue portion) where I'll be leaving the story for now. I always intended to have 5 chapters for the five floors (+safe room) and here they are. This was a nice challenge to get me back into writing things daily, I started on the 3rd and by the 13th I was done. 5,000 words a day is a nice pace. But now it's done. I think depending on how people like or dislike the story I might continue it but not at the pace or amount of words per chapter as I did for the challenge. Thank you for your ratings and favourites, your follows and comments. I do have other stories out on a different site that I might import to RR later so look out for those. And again, thank you for reading. <3



                



Epilogue


                “It’s not possible,” the man in the ragged coat shouts as he rushes into the office, throwing his hat from his head onto his desk, “tell me you’ve gone mad and sent me a garbage message.”

“I can’t!” A woman shouts right back, tapping a keyboard quickly before moving what’s on her screen to the main room projector. The assembled programmers stare at the file sizes of one window slowly growing.

“Eight petabytes and increasing. We’ve got the space but… What is it?” A man with tired eyes and a five o'clock shadow asks, staring at the other window showing the limited view footage of the starter dungeon's fifth floor safe room.

“We already made it so other NPCs can’t be thrown into the dungeons, that bug fix was pushed out immediately. But…” The woman motions to the NPC that had been somehow invading every system they touched. “Their program is… It’s unreadable, it’s gibberish now, nothing connects and nothing works but it… A living virus?”

“No.” The tired man mumbles, using a laser pointer to show a scrolling wall of text. The woman focuses that window and they all watch as code is badly mangled until four words show repeated over and over.

“‘Can you help me’?” The man in the battered coat reads off, sitting on his hat. “Is it… Talking to us or them? It can talk? We only ever gave that NPC one voice line…”

“Yeah, well whatever it’s doing we need to pull the plug.” The woman announces, silencing the room for a moment.

“What will that do?” One asks.

“We’ve tried deleting it but all the data points it corrupts, everything it interacts with and touches in any way…” the tired man whispers, “they reboot it so fast I don’t even thinks it knows we’re trying to delete it.”

“It thinks?!” The tattered man shouts.

“As far as we can tell…” the woman also whispers, sitting on her own chair, “it’s fully autonomous artificial intelligence. We’ve… We made a true AI.”

The tired man chuckles dryly. “And in a game that has two and a half stars average score.” 

The woman shares that dry chuckle.

“Pull it’s net connection.” The man who’d sat on his hat orders. “If we can’t pull everything down, stop it escaping. It started happening when it was thrown into the dungeon, right?”

“Yeah, it started learning, adapting, changing.” 

“Then will it reset once it leaves? Go back to its old programming?” The man asks, finding his squashed hat when he stands, nervous energy running through him.

“Likely…” The tired man groans, pinching the bridge of his nose. “If it no longer needs to adapt to survive, the original programming should re-insert itself.”

“Good then-”

“Unless,” the tired man continues, “someone does something very stupid.”

“Like what?” The woman asks before they hear a small blip from the projector. They all turn.

Where the four words had been repeating, three new ones take their place.

‘Party invite accepted.’

The man with the crumbled hat sits heavily, missing his chair and not caring as they all watch the NPC leave the dungeon.

“Oh, fu-”
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