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  Dedication


For all those gamers who also love to read. And especially for Brad and Will, amongst the first to read this book.








  
  Book Description


When all actions have repercussions, it isn’t really a game.

Mallory’s brother brings home the wrong game disc. His latest disaster doesn’t surprise her one little bit. What does surprise her is being transported to a role-playing style world when they check out the plain black disc. When you’re a noob in a world you don’t understand, death is always imminent. They aren’t sure if they want to leave Inadon, even if they can figure out a way to return home. But they do know they need to either get good or they’re likely to learn what happens when a player runs out of revives. 
*
This story was written by Australian authors using Australian spelling.








  
  Name Pronunciation


Like many names there is more than one way to pronounce the following ones. These are the pronunciations used in this story. 
Buckneth (buck-neth)
Eridell (air-a-dell)
Shadhurst (shad-hurst)
Surith (soo-rith)
Ursen (ur-sen)






  
  Chapter One


Mallory paced back and forth on the patio, the concrete warm under her bare feet, the cordless phone held to her ear. “He’s stuffing his face, Mum.” Her gaze scanned the street for her brother, not seeing him. It was a good thing she’d come up with an excuse on the way home. When she’d arrived, she’d barely managed to change out of her school uniform and into jeans and a t-shirt before the phone had rung. 
“Put him on the phone,” Norine said.
“What do you expect him to do? Knock three times like some ghost at a séance?” Mallory spotted her brother, running down the street, his schoolbag bouncing on his back, an item wrapped in brown paper in his hand. When the bus had dropped them at the local shopping centre, after school, he’d dashed off promising he wouldn’t be long. Obviously, his definition of long was different to hers. She stopped on the edge of the patio, mentally urging him to hurry.
“Are you covering for Brodie again?”
“Why would I bother? He’s so annoying.” She glared at the grin Brodie gave her as he joined her on the patio. “He’s such a pig. He stuffed so much food in his mouth he can’t shut it. Disgusting.”
Norine sighed. “Tell him to hurry up. My break is nearly over and I’ll have to get back to work. I shouldn’t have to ring and check on the two of you each afternoon. I should be able to rely on you to go straight home after school.”
Brodie held out his hand, the item wrapped in brown paper clutched in the other.
“Here he is.” Mallory handed over the phone, meeting her brother’s green eyes, identical to her own. “You owe me.” She mouthed the words, not wanting to risk their mum hearing. If anything, he owed her for having to put up with all the afternoon phone calls. They were his fault.
Brodie grinned, shrugging as he took the phone. “Hey, Mum.” He wandered inside, his short brown hair damp from sweat. Not bothering to remove his sneakers, he dropped his backpack in the walkway.
Mallory lifted her brown hair up from around her shoulders, the day surprisingly warm for late February in Brisbane. It was more like North Queensland weather. Where her brother’s hair was a plain brown, hers was naturally streaked with copper highlights. Letting her hair fall back around her shoulders, she caught sight of the curtain in the house across the road twitching. She was half tempted to wave at Mrs Torres, the neighbourhood gossip. If it hadn’t been for that old woman, her mum wouldn’t have known Brodie had gone out instead of coming home after school. And she wouldn’t have been in trouble for covering for him. What did their mum expect? It wasn’t like they were little kids. What was wrong with going out with mates of an afternoon?
Stifling the urge to wave she headed inside, closing the front door, which led into a lounge room. The timber floorboards were cool and smooth beneath her bare feet. A curtain was drawn at the single window overlooking the side yard and colourful cushions were scattered across the lounge suite that was set in a semi-circle in front of the large, flat screen television. A console sat on the cabinet beside the television, several game cases scattered around it. Seeing her brother had finished on the phone, she demanded, “What were you thinking? Three days in a row I’ve had to come up with excuses for why you can’t come to the phone and it’s only Wednesday. You better not think I’m going to do this for the rest of the week.” He probably would and she was running out of believable excuses.
Brodie grinned, tearing open the brown paper to reveal a game case. “You should be getting good at it.” He frowned. “This isn’t my game.” He turned a black case back and forth, looking at the front and back several times before opening it.
“You do know that getting it wrapped in brown paper doesn’t disguise the shape. Mrs Torres will mention to Mum that you bought another game. Which you’re not meant to do until your school results improve. She’ll end up banning you from playing games altogether if you’re not careful.”
Brodie stared at the disc in the open case. It was a black disc with no image or writing across the surface. “That man must have my game.”
“What man?”
“Some stupid man who ran into me when I was coming out of the game shop.”
“Ran into you, or you ran into him?” Mallory was pretty certain it was the second option.
“If it hadn’t been for him, I wouldn’t have been late. I had to help him pick up all the stuff he dropped. Now he’s probably got my game and I’m stuck with something that doesn’t have a label.”
The front door opened and a lanky figure entered, momentarily silhouetted by the light before he closed the door. “Did you get it?” His sneakers squeaked against the timber floor.
Mallory sighed. She’d get no sense out of her brother now Callum had arrived. They’d talk car racing games. Not her kind of game at all. She gestured towards the case her brother held. “Apparently he lost it and ended up with some other game.” At least she guessed it was a game. With its plain case and lack of images, it could be anything. She’d only assumed it was a game due to the type of case it came in.
Callum took the disc from Brodie. “You’re kidding. How did that happen?”
“Think about it,” Mallory said dryly. “Brodie. Walking disaster.” She returned Callum’s grin. At seventeen, he was the same age as her and a year older than her brother. When he’d first started hanging out with Brodie, about eighteen months ago when they’d moved in next door, she’d worried it was because he was trying to meet her. It wouldn’t have been the first time that had happened. It hadn’t taken her long to figure out that Callum wasn’t interested in girls. Nor interested in her brother that way. 
“I’m not that bad,” Brodie argued.
Mallory met Callum’s dark eyes again, laughing when he raised an eyebrow.
“I’m not,” Brodie muttered.
The front door opened again and the tall figure who entered this time filled the doorway far better than Callum had. He left the door open, remaining just inside, his eyes as dark as Callum’s, his black hair tied at the nape of his neck while Callum’s equally dark hair was kept short. “Dad said to get back home and deal with the rubbish. If you miss getting the bin out for collection day again you’ll be grounded for a month.” His attention was caught by the game Callum held. “That doesn’t look like the new car game you and Callum have been talking about all month.” He took the disc and examined it closely.
“Shut the door, Ryan,” Mallory said. “We don’t need Mrs Torres thinking it’s time to resort to her binoculars.”
Ryan chuckled, closing the door, coming further inside, his boots loud on the timber floor. “You want to give her something to really gossip about?” He met Mallory’s gaze, mischief in his dark eyes. “Well? What do you say?”
“Sure,” she said dryly, knowing he didn’t mean it. Last year she’d tentatively tried to ask him out to the movies, but he’d brushed her off saying ‘Got other plans, kid’. She doubted a year was long enough that he suddenly saw her as more than a kid. Not that nineteen was all that much older than her.
Callum took the game off Ryan. “We should see what sort of game it is.”
“What happened to the car game you were buying?” Ryan asked.
“He lost it,” Mallory said.
Ryan chuckled. “Should have known there’d have been some sort of disaster.”
“It wasn’t my fault,” Brodie complained, launching into a spiel about the old man who’d run into him.
“Old man? He’s aging by the minute.” Mallory took the game from Callum. “Let’s see what ‘old’ men like to play.”
“Okay, so he wasn’t that old. He was Mum’s age or something.” Brodie stepped in front of the console. “We don’t even know if that disc is the right format.”
Mallory pushed her brother aside, not bothering to point out that their mum wouldn’t be impressed by being called old since she was only forty-five. “One way to find out if it’ll work.”
“Could be a PC game,” Callum said.
“Or for a different console,” Ryan suggested.
Mallory inserted the disc, turning on the television while she waited for the game to load. She grabbed one of the controllers that were sitting beside the console, turning it on too.
“It black screened. You better not have broken it.” Brodie reached for the console.
Mallory pushed his hand away. “Give it a minute.” She gave one of the other controllers to her brother. “Go sit down or something.”
Ryan nodded to the controller Brodie held. “It might not be a multiplayer game.”
“Something’s happening.” Callum gestured towards the screen.






  
  Chapter Two


Mallory grinned when she read the gold writing on the otherwise black screen. “Well? What’s the answer? How many are in our party?” 
“Sounds like an RPG,” Brodie muttered.
“Four.” Callum grabbed the other two controllers, handing one to his brother.
Ryan took the controller. “Dad wants you home now.”
Callum dropped onto one of the armchairs. “We can tell him later that you couldn’t find me. If they bought me a mobile phone they could track me down more easily.”
Ryan sat in the double seater. “So you expect me to lie for you.”
Callum gave his brother a look that spoke volumes. “Have I told them you got fired again?”
Mallory dropped onto the double seater next to Ryan since her brother had taken the other armchair. She tucked her feet underneath her. “What happened this time?”
Callum chuckled. “One guess.”
“You didn’t.” Seeing Ryan’s expression Mallory slowly shook her head. “You did. Are they going to press charges?”
“I doubt it. If he pressed charges against me for punching him then he’d be slapped with a harassment one. My co-worker preferred my method of dealing with him than the previous lectures he’s been given. She sent me a message yesterday to say he’s been keeping his hands to himself ever since.” Ryan’s grin faded. “But Mum won’t see it that way. She thinks talking first will work. Obviously, it doesn’t always.”
“My brother, the modern day warrior,” Callum said dryly. “Wielding fists instead of a sword.” He nodded towards the screen, looking at Mallory. “You’ll have to put the number in. I can’t change anything.”
She glanced around the room. “Four?”
Callum nodded, Ryan shrugged and Brodie muttered, “I guess.”
She entered the number. The screen went black again, a pale gold circle brightening, a bow, dagger, staff and sword inside it. She read out the words that replaced the image. “Each member of the party must choose a base class. A second class can be chosen after you gain a character level. Base class will give a plus two for your character stats related to your chosen class as well as a minus one in a single stat.” She selected next.
“I’m going to be a rogue,” Brodie said when the options were displayed on the screen. “Think of all the locked chests I’ll be able to open and the loot I’ll get. You’re always talking about the loot that can be found in chests and needing to level up your lockpicking skill.”
Mallory laughed, echoed by Ryan. She met his gaze, a grin remaining in place, wondering if he was also thinking about the dexterity requirements of a rogue.
“I’m going warrior,” Ryan said. “Maybe you should choose that too, Brodie. Rogue classes are usually based on dexterity, not disaster prone. Become a tank and survive everything.”
Mallory’s grin widened, not surprised Ryan had come to the same conclusion. He liked role-playing games as much as she did.
“Very funny,” Brodie muttered, his eyes narrowing.
“I think I’ll choose mage,” Mallory said. “Since we can eventually be all the classes, I want to learn how to heal myself first then learn sword fighting.” She doubted Brodie would play the game for long and he’d convince Callum to return to car games with him. Even though Ryan liked role-playing games as much as she did, he’d eventually get another job and be too busy to play. If she enjoyed the game she wanted to be able to keep playing without a party to help her. It made sense to start with the class that was likely to have the least health while she had help. At least she assumed it would have the least health going by past experiences with role-playing games.
“That only leaves archer for me,” Callum said.
“We don’t all have to be something different,” Brodie said. “You could be a rogue too.”
Callum shrugged. “I don’t mind. We should all choose something different so we have a well-balanced party to start with. Especially since we don’t know anything about the game. It’ll give us an idea about what all the classes are like. Besides, ranged weapons can be good. Take everything out from a distance before it has the chance to reach you.”
“We’re not going to play it for long,” Brodie said.
Mallory looked at her brother, determined to get him to play long enough to help her level a bit. “You owe me. Big time. Three days in a row I’ve covered for you.”
“Fine.” Brodie chose his class, glaring at the screen. “I’ll play for three days.”
Once Mallory had chosen mage, she was asked to choose a spell element. Deciding on fire, she selected next. The stats filled the screen. She was down a point in strength as she’d expected, but that would only have an effect on melee, block and carrying capacity. It shouldn’t be an issue in the early stages. Hopefully she wouldn’t miss that extra health that Ryan gained by being a warrior and having extra points in constitution. The bonus in wisdom and intelligence would come in handy for spells. A glance at the rest of her stats showed they were fairly ordinary. But that would change. She’d make sure of it. Before they stopped playing the game together she’d gain a couple of character levels for when she ended up playing solo. Providing she liked the game.
“I get a bonus in dexterity and charisma,” Brodie exclaimed.
“I don’t think they’ll be able to give you a high enough dexterity level to compensate,” Ryan said.
Brodie answered with the gesture of a single finger, Ryan grinning at his reply.
Mallory selected next, reading out the instructions. “Your actions affect the world around you. Provide the email address where you wish to receive your updates and notifications.” She wasn’t able to go to the next screen until she typed in her email address. She supposed she could block them if they sent a lot of spam.
“That isn’t fair,” Brodie exclaimed. “They should have warned us.”
Mallory grinned, reading out the information. “As the leader of the party, all information relating to the party will be sent to you. All other information will appear in your individual character journals.” She glanced at her brother. “Sounds good to me.” She couldn’t resist grinning at him. “Leader.” She selected next. After all, she’d probably be the only one playing the game a week from now. If it was any good. Before they figured out how to return the disc to the real owner she’d have to find where to get her own copy. Although there was a good chance they’d never find him again. Brisbane wasn’t exactly a little town.
Ryan read out the next screen. “The Guardians of the Round Table were once knights, fabled the world over for protecting all against the dark forces and evil that would choose destruction over creation. No longer only a group of knights, the guardians welcome all who are willing to fight against evil, whose moral code will not allow them to stand by while the innocent are harmed.”
Callum glanced at Brodie. “Wonder if you won’t be able to join since you chose a rogue class.”
Brodie shrugged. “It hasn’t said anything. And you wouldn’t think it’d give that option if you couldn’t choose it.”
“Maybe you can only use those skills against evil people.” Mallory selected next.
Once again Ryan read out the details. “Before you can become a full member of the Guardians of the Round Table you need to prove yourself. The Green Isles, four islands off the coast of Eridell that are ruled by four dukes, are experiencing increased attacks from the dark forces. Guardians, and those in training, have been sent to various locations throughout the islands in order to help the locals.” He paused. “This sounds interesting.”
“Not as good as a car game,” Brodie said.
Mallory stared at the screen. “I’ve never heard of any RPG game with those place names and I keep an eye on everything that’s coming out.”
“Maybe this game is still under wraps. It could be in the developmental stage,” Ryan said.
“That man you ran into might be a beta tester,” Callum said.
“Cool.” Brodie grinned. “I’d love to be a beta tester. For racing games though.”
Mallory went onto the next screen, reading out the details. “Always remember, your actions affect the world around you. The dark forces might have thought they could win by creating the world of Inadon, centuries ago, and linking it to our world. They should have known the guardians would find a way to continue the fight.”
“I’m liking the sound of this game,” Callum said as Mallory loaded the next screen.
“If you choose to travel to the world of Inadon and continue the fight against the dark forces that would overrun our world, you will be transported to Buckneth on Ruby Isle. It is a small farming village that is experiencing wild animal attacks. Without livestock, the village cannot survive.” Mallory paused before she read the final lines. “Do you choose to take up arms against the dark forces? Do you wish to become a member of the Guardians of the Round Table? Will you travel to Buckneth and save the village from the wild creatures that would otherwise destroy it?”
“Yes,” Ryan said without hesitation.
“Wait a minute,” Brodie protested. “They didn’t mention what the rewards would be. And if there are any other options. What sort of game is this that they don’t give options? Or information.”
Mallory gestured towards the screen. “There are obviously only two options. Yes or no.”
“Choose yes.” Callum leaned forward, his gaze fixed on the screen. “Save the village. As if we’d let the farmers and their families starve.”






  
  Chapter Three


“Sounds good to me.” Mallory selected ‘yes’ as she spoke. The screen went black, followed by the room going black. 
“What happened?” Brodie demanded. “Was it a blackout?”
“Don’t be an idiot,” Ryan said. “It’s daytime.”
“But…” Brodie’s voice trailed off.
Mallory rose to her feet, placing the controller on the seat as she did so, her hand outstretched as she tried to find her way to the television in total darkness. She bumped into someone. “Sorry.” What had happened? How had every bit of light left the world, plunging it into darkness?
“Can you hear that?” Ryan’s hands wrapped around her arms.
“It sounds like the ocean,” Callum said.
“Smells like it too,” Brodie said.
“Impos-” Mallory broke off as light slowly came back, the early grey of predawn, damp grass beneath her feet. “How-” Again she broke off, unable to form words, her thoughts scattered and fragmented.
“Where the hell are we?” Ryan continued to hold onto her arms.
“Do you think we electrocuted ourselves or something?” Brodie turned around, his gaze scanning the area.
Mallory slowly shook her head, unable to believe what had happened.
“I think we’re on Ruby Isle.” Callum’s voice was soft.
“That isn’t possible.” Ryan finally let go of Mallory, but remained beside her. “Things like this don’t happen.”
“I bet the disc fried the console and we were electrocuted,” Brodie said.
“It did not fry the console,” Mallory stated.
“Then what happened?” Brodie demanded. “It’s the only logical explanation.”
She couldn’t answer him. Not while she was standing beside the ocean, rocks and boulders scattered across the sandy shore with a narrow path leading into a sparse forest that stopped metres from the sand. “I don’t know.” She turned slightly and spotted a leather backpack nearby, an unlit lantern and a coil of rope placed beside it along with a variety of weapons.
“It’s like we’re in an RPG,” Callum said.
“I doubt it,” Brodie said. “If we were, we’d have a journal with our-” He jumped back. “Whoa. That was unexpected.”
Mallory took half a step towards Brodie. “What happened?”
“Journal.” Brodie chuckled. “You try it.” He paused. “Journal.” Again he took a step back, his hand waving in front of him as if he tried to touch something.
“What are you going on about?” Mallory demanded.
“Journal.” Callum jumped back like Brodie had done.
“I told you. How do you change tabs? I’d rather not keep looking at my lame stats. What about the map-” Brodie broke off. “Cool, that works.”
Mallory looked from one to the other, frowning. “Journal?” She’d no sooner said the word than a book opened in front of her, showing the stats she’d seen on the screen earlier. Like her brother, she raised a hand and tried to touch the leather-bound, aged book that appeared to be in front of her, translucent enough she could see her surroundings behind it yet still read the information. Across the top of the book were bookmarks labelled Stats, Quests, Map and Notes.
“Journal.” Ryan stared intently in front of himself. “Quests. We have a quest.”
Mallory lowered her hand. “Quests.” The pages turned and she read out the available quest. “Save Buckneth From Wolves: The small farming village, Buckneth, is losing their livestock to attacks from wild creatures. Hunt down the creatures and save Buckneth’s livestock. Speak to Ahron at the Weeping Willow Tavern in Buckneth.”
“That might be the highlighted mark on the map,” Brodie said. “Not that it helps much since the map is unexplored and the mark is in the middle of blackness.”
“Map.” Mallory looked at the small area on the map, around her icon, that was visible. The quest marker wasn’t too far from the icon. Not that she knew what that meant since she didn’t know the scale of the map. Or anything else about this place for that matter.
“I wonder how you zoom in.” Callum chuckled. “Zoom out.” Again he chuckled. “Not bad.”
“You don’t have to say it,” Ryan said.
Brodie looked at him blankly. “Huh?”
“Think the words and you can interact with the journal.”
“Cool,” Brodie exclaimed, echoed by Callum.
Mallory thought the word ‘journal’ and it closed. After another glance around the area, she faced her brother. “I think we’re really here. We’re in the game.” She took a step forward, a pebble digging into her foot, proving her words. She shifted her foot. “We’re in an RPG and we’re low level characters.” She didn’t know whether to be horrified or excited, alternating between both feelings. How many times had she died as a low level character in role-playing games? All those years of wishing she could experience one for real might not have been a good idea.
Ryan patted the pockets of his jeans. “I’m missing my phone and car keys.”
Mallory checked her pockets. “My phone is missing too.” She took stock of what she did have. It wasn’t much. Only the clothes she’d been wearing. Jeans, a t-shirt and underwear.
“My phone’s missing too,” Brodie said. “You don’t think we’ve lost them for good, do you?”
Ryan shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine.”
“I think you all better check your stats again,” Callum said. “Right down the bottom of the page.”
Mallory brought her stats up, glancing through them once more. She would have preferred her CAS points had been left for her to assign. At least the two crafting, attribute and skill points that had been assigned meant she was partway into her first level. Her gaze was drawn to the bottom of the journal page and she stared at the words.
Character Level: 0
Health: 15
Stamina: 25
Mana: 35
Weight: 1kg/40kg
CAS XP: 0/100
Available CAS Points: 0
Available Class Points: 0
Level Progress: 2/10
	Attributes



Strength: 4
Constitution: 5
Intelligence: 7
Wisdom: 7
Dexterity: 5
Charisma: 5
Luck: 5
	Class



Mage: 0
	Class Skills



None
	Weapon and Armour Affinity



Dagger: 1 (+1% damage)
Wand: 1 (+1% damage)
	Spells



Level 0
Fireball: 0
Mana cost: 3
Cooldown: 2 seconds
Damage: low 3, normal 5, critical 7
Duration: Instant
	Crafting



None
	Reputation



Global: 0
Local areas: 0
	Buffs and Negative Stats



None
	Available Revives



1
“What does that mean?” Brodie demanded. “One revive.”
“That you better not die,” Ryan said.






  
  Chapter Four


“I wonder if there’s a way to get more revives.” Mallory couldn’t take her gaze from the words. The game was a lot more real than she was accustomed to. So what did that mean when you died in game? 
“I’m more worried about what happens when you run out of revives,” Callum said.
“It’s a game, right?” The pebble remained near her toe, a clear reminder it was something more than a game, the scent of salt on the air confirming it. But surely being able to access a journal and having stats meant that game mechanics applied.
Ryan shrugged. “Who knows what it is, but we can’t remain on the shore.” He glanced around. “We don’t want to waste this opportunity by standing around talking about it.”
Mallory nodded. Ryan was right. How many times had she wished for exactly this?
“How do you share journal info?” Callum asked.
Mallory noticed another bookmark appear in her journal, after the other ones. It had Callum’s name on it. Before she could say anything, Ryan chuckled.
“Share journal info.” Ryan grinned at his brother.
“Seems like the commands are pretty basic,” Callum said.
“Share journal info.” Mallory spoke the words at the same time as her brother, glancing through all the stats. “We don’t have much health.” Only Ryan had extra health with twenty-one health points. The rest of them all had fifteen. It didn’t seem like much.
Ryan faced Mallory. “Yeah, squishy little fellas.”
She grinned at his comment. “As long as we don’t get squished more than once we’ll be right.” Or at least she hoped they would be.
Callum gestured in the direction of the quest marker. “Want to check out the quest and do some levelling up?”
Mallory glanced at her feet, the morning cool, but not so cold that her feet were finding it a problem. No, the problem would come when she walked along the dirt road. There were jagged pebbles that would hurt to stand on and rocks poking up for the unwary to stub their toes on. “No shoes.”
Ryan tugged at his black shirt. It had long sleeves and buttoned up the front. “I could use one of those knives lying in the dirt by the backpack and cut this into strips for you to wrap around your feet.”
“It’s one of your good shirts,” Mallory protested.
Ryan shrugged. “It’s not like you’ll be able to walk far barefoot. At least not on that track.”
Callum grinned. “He just wants to show off how much time he spends at the gym.”
Brodie crouched by the backpack, pulling out items. “I found some canvas. About two metres square. Not sure what it’s in here for.”
“Shelter in case it rains.” Ryan gestured towards the rope. “You could string that up and hang the canvas over it and hold the corners down with a few rocks. It’d
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