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About the Author


Dear Reader,

Thank you so much for diving into this story! If you want to stay connected, bypass the corporate toll of the platforms, and get the absolute most out of your reading experience, I have a special invitation for you.

First, make sure you don't miss out on future releases by joining my newsletter. As a member of my mailing list, you will receive exclusive discount codes for my  books, allowing you to enjoy my stories at a special price—or even completely for free. Don't let the algorithms make the choice for you. Join the Inner Circle here: https://ravanacroix.author-pages.com/mailing-list 

Second, if you want a place to chat, share your thoughts, and communicate with me directly, we have a growing community waiting for you! Come join our official Facebook group to get behind-the-scenes updates, teasers, and a direct line to talk to me about the characters and worlds you love. 

Connect with us and join the conversation here: https://www.facebook.com/groups/758882143945472/ 

Thank you for being part of this journey. See you in the community!
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​Content Warning

​
This novel contains explicit adult content, unconventional harem elements, lactating monster girls, and LitRPG progression mechanics. 
All characters depicted in sexual situations are consenting adults of 18 years of age or older. 
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​Chapter 1
Fresh Dirt and Level One
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The night was quiet, broken only by the steady hum of the computer’s cooling fan. The smell of hot plastic mingled with a faint trace of flat energy drink caffeine. Rylan sat deep in his worn leather chair, his eyes bloodshot from hours of staring at the high-resolution monitor, reflecting the pulsing glow of the screen. Heavy, noise-canceling headphones rested around his neck, pouring out a soft, seductive, and hypnotic melody from the main menu of the updated version of Beastoria.

As a programmer and a veteran of erotic RPGs, he knew this state all too well. It was that overwhelming, almost physical rush of excitement before plunging into an entirely new universe.

In reality, Rylan was the textbook definition of a guy who spent way too much time in front of a screen. Though he was tall enough, his frame was slightly slouched from endless hours hunched over code. His shoulders were narrow, and his skin was pale, almost paper-like, with dark circles under his eyes from chronic sleep deprivation. His hands were slender, with long, soft fingers accustomed only to striking keys. To the outside world, he was invisible, quiet, and worn out by the daily grind.

On the monitor screen, however, inside the 3D character creator, he was crafting his absolute opposite.

Avatars in Beastoria were meant to be the embodiment of primal power and charisma, and Rylan had spent the last two hours squeezing every last drop out of the customization sliders. The character he created radiated shameless masculinity. His digital alter ego possessed an impressively broad shoulder girdle, defined chest muscles, and a rock-hard, exposed six-pack with deep sculpting. Rylan had perfected every single anatomical detail. He crafted a broad, sharp jawline, messy black hair, and eyes the color of liquid gold, bold and dominant, with the corners of his lips curled into a sly, confident smirk. The character’s hands were large and masculine, made for gripping the hilt of a battleaxe, or for firmly, authoritatively seizing a woman's hips. This was a predator built for a world where weakness was a sin, and the strong took everything.

"Time to swap this monitor-pale skin for something much more interesting," Rylan muttered under his breath. The contrast between his frail body in the chair and the powerful avatar on the screen brought a quiet, determined smile to his face.

He hovered his cursor over the pulsing golden button engraved with the words: Confirm Character and Enter Beastoria. Taking a deep breath, he tensed his pale, skinny wrist and clicked.

At that exact split second, a catastrophic failure occurred beneath his desk.

His modified, heavily overclocked PC tower let out an unnatural, sickening screech of overloaded capacitors. Before Rylan could even pull his hand back from the aluminum mouse shell, a burst of purple sparks erupted from the chassis.

BZZZZZT!

A blinding, turquoise-white arc of electricity shot from the overloaded outlet, surging through the components and the metal desktop straight into Rylan's hand. The shock was not a minor jolt from household current. It was a massive, untamed surge that instantly locked his fragile body in a ruthless, iron spasm. A sensation of tearing tissue shot from his fingertips, through his weak wrist and shoulder, all the way down his spine. The pain was so pure and dominant that it choked any scream in his throat. A dull, sickening buzz from the fried electrical system flooded his ears, and a bitter, metallic taste of burnt copper and melted plastic exploded in his mouth. Paralyzed, his lungs froze, and his exhausted heart answered with one massive, painful thud before coming to a dead stop.

The monitor flashed with a pulsing purple glow, dissolving his newly minted, perfect avatar into a static cascade of white noise. Rylan felt his consciousness detach from the chair as gravity ceased to exist. The world shrank into a single point of agonizing heat in his chest, followed by a violent, vertical drop, as if the floor of his room had split open, swallowing him into a pitch-black, silent, and viscous void.

The pitch-black darkness cracked suddenly, like an abruptly snapped film strip. Rylan opened his eyes, gasping for air in a painful, wheezing lung spasm. The first thing that hit him was deep, paralyzing shock. He no longer felt the searing pain along his damaged nervous system, but his heart was hammering wildly, slamming against his ribs in a frantic escape rhythm. Instead of the smell of burnt copper and hot plastic, an intoxicating wave of freshness struck his nostrils. He smelled damp moss, ripe wild raspberries, and cool, fertile soil.

"Oh, hell," he choked out, trying to push himself up on his elbows. His head felt heavy, and a dull, panicked afterimage of the electric shock throbbed in his temples. "What kind of insane power surge was that? Did I blow a fuse, or did my brain just get fried?"

He sat up abruptly, his hands digging instinctively into the ground. Instead of the tight weave of cheap carpet, his fingers felt cool, thick blades of grass covered in morning dew. He snapped his head up, and for a moment, reality completely left him.

There was no ceiling with peeling wallpaper above him. The sky over the edge of a massive, lush green forest boasted an impossible two-tone hue, seamlessly shifting from a deep azure blue in the east to a warm, violet-pink glow in the west, where the twin disks of two golden suns lazily drifted through fluffy clouds. Titanic trees with trunks so thick they looked older than time rustled softly in the wind, scattering faintly glowing pollen into the air.

"Oh, brilliant. Just awesome," he muttered, staring into the canopy with a mix of terror and wild disbelief. "I told that idiot tech support guy that the PSU was cheap Chinese junk! Now what? Did I die and end up inside some damn screensaver?"

A wave of overwhelming disorientation washed over him. Was he lying on his bedroom floor, dying of brain hypoxia? Was this his final, dying hallucination after cardiac arrest? He began frantically touching his body. Beneath his fingers, he felt a simple linen shirt and worn trousers bound by a leather strap. Trembling, he tried to rub his eyes to clear the spots beneath his eyelids. As his fingers passed near his right temple, a soft, crystalline chime rang out in the air right in front of his face.

PING!

Rylan leaped back, tumbling onto his spine with a low grunt. Half a meter in front of his nose, a semi-transparent, azure pane of light flared to life, hovering in midair and ignoring his head movements. Status bars and fonts pulsated with a soft, molten glow.

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

[PLAYER REGISTRATION COMPLETE]

Welcome to the world of Beastoria!

[Rylan | Level: 1 | Class: Novice | EXP: 0/100]

| STR: 8 | DEX: 7 | END: 8 | CHA: 6 |

Armor: 0 | Weapon: None | Gold: 0

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

He stared at the table with widened pupils. He knew this interface layout all too well.

"No way. Beastoria? I got sucked straight into the game?!" he choked out, extending a trembling finger. When his fingertip touched the virtual edge of the window, he felt a light, tickling static discharge beneath his skin, like touching an electrified membrane. The interface yielded springs under his pressure. "Whoa. Pure haptics. No VR gear on the market has this."

He looked at the numbers again and let out a dry, sarcastic chuckle, shaking his head.

"Charisma: 6? Strength: 8? Seriously, System? You are giving me the stats of a starved programmer to start out in a land where everything probably wants to eat me or jump my bones? Zero gold, zero weapons, Level 1. Fantastic. I have become a Level 1 hobo."

The panic in his chest began to give way to cynical, clever calculation. Rylan stood up, brushed the grass off his linen pants, and clenched his fists, staring at the blue Level 1 text with a fierce, determined smirk.

"Alright, game. I know your mechanics, I know your rules, and I know how the monsters here operate," he muttered, straightening his back. "You tried to kill me with electricity? Weak joke. Time to show this world what a player can do when he decides to implement his own cheat codes. Let the grind begin!"

The first step to any grind was scouting the area. The dense, vibrant edge of the Radiant Forest smelled like a cross between a primeval wilderness and an upscale essential oils shop. Twin golden suns illuminated the crowns of massive trees, casting dancing spots of light onto the forest floor. Having abandoned the illusion of starting with an athletic body, Rylan moved forward cautiously. As an experienced player, he knew one thing. At Level 1, you do not pick fights with bears or goblins. At Level 1, you look for anything you can shove in your pockets to sell or eat.

"Let us see how this world handles basic gathering," he muttered, crouching near a clump of fleshy, purple leaves growing near the base of a giant oak tree.

The
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