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“Serbain, let’s turn back,” Mollock said. Walking so fast was tiring him out; the heavy full plate armor wasn’t helping. 

But Serbain the berserker wasn’t listening.

He never listened.

The crunch of grass reverberated with each step. The fresh smell of morning drizzle- a sensual breeze.

“Serbain!” The other member, Efrin shouted but her pleas were ignored as always.

The three of them were about to do something stupid. Something dangerous, and perhaps something that would ultimately claim their lives. All three knew that. But Serbain didn’t acknowledge it. “We can do this!”

“No, we can’t! We’ll be outnumbered and they’ll have our heads!” Efrin slammed her wooden staff on Serbian’s lightly padded behind. A soft thud resounded and Efrin waited for the berserker to explode.

But instead, he showed a sense of calm, a very rare sight. “WE can do this. Just follow my lead.” He pointed at himself with a bright smile. The poking facial hair stretched as his muscles tried their best to keep his mouth from closing hard. According to Mollock’s inner monologues, Serbain could probably chew harder than wolves! 

Efrin slapped her forehead and sighed. “What’s the point of having a long life if I can’t even outlive you idiots!” She stomped behind. As the party mage it was her job to be sandwiched between Serbain and Mollock. But at this point, she was just falling behind with how hellent the other two, or rather Serbain was.

“If you two want to, you can leave,” Serbain said finally stopping. “I will go alone.”

The axe in his hand quivered but he didn’t shake. His eyes stared firmly ahead, towards the abandoned mansion in the middle of the dark forest.

But it did not make him shiver, no, not even for a second.

“And die?” Mollock said, shaking his head. His helmet produced a squeak as he lifted it up to reveal his pale face, poking facial hair, and blue eyes. “Come on dude, even if it’s a lot of money-”

“Better than all three of us dying. That’s why you should go. If I do make it, I’ll share the money with you two.”

“We will not. We’re a party. We swore an oath!” Efrin shouted. “We’re coming with you!”

She was tiny compared to the other two. But she tiptoed up, glared at nearly eye level and made herself loud and clear.

Mollock was tall and fully armored. Sarbain was big, both in height but also in width. His muscles weren’t defined but any normal man knew, Serbain wasn’t someone they wanted to mess with. Compared to them, Efrin was nothing. Just a tiny five-foot elf.

However, both members respected the elf... or so they said but-

“If you keep shouting that oath will be fulfilled sooner than you think,” Serbain said.

Efrin groaned but shut up when he noticed the distant zombie staring curiously at them.

“It’s your final chance. There is no way I’m stopping now.” He continued. “I’ve come so close. This is my final shot at getting enough money to save her.... Whether you guys are with me or not, I will go in. But you can still go-”

“We will go if you do. You are our friend,” Mollock said. “So, let’s go.”

They were marching toward great danger. Even with their experience, marching into the home of about a hundred zombies was something only fools would do.

Perhaps Serbain was that kind of a fool. But he knew why he was doing this: the payout was just far too good. Not just from the client who wanted that mansion cleaned but also from the chopped bodies- the payout was just... too good.

The dark forest was up ahead. Within seconds, the grass was of the darker shade and unruly foliage covered up the earth from all sides. The trees stood high; a quiet forest.

Mollock gulped. “What if a Lich shows up?”

The fragrant stench of the dead drifted about: rot.

“There’s still time,” Serbain started but then paused when he remembered their resolve. “We’ll be fine. Liches don’t show up in the day.”

“So, our deadline’s in six hours,” Efrin mumbled. “But don’t worry, I’ve got our back. My spells will knock out any Lich in existence!”

Mollock chuckled but they all knew they couldn’t stand up to a lich. Most A ranked parties couldn’t and they were merely a B ranked one. If there was a 40% of them surviving this 100 zombies’ quest, then there was less than a ten percent chance of them surviving a single Lich. 

“These things are so disgusting,” Efrin mumbled taking careful steps on the black ground. Yet often times small crackling and squishy sounds emerged. 

“I can carry you if you’d like,” Mollock offered.

“No, that would compromise the formation,” Serbain said. “Just deal with it or lea- ahem... deal with it.”

Efrin rolled her eyes but... dealt with it.

She’d known these two idiots for about two years now. It wasn’t enough time for her to get attached, especially considering the long lives of elves. However, she still... 

“That’s our place,” Serbain mumbled, the grip on his axe firm.

“You’re sure though,” Mollock asked. He’d asked the same thing before.

“Yes,” Serbain’s answer was of course still unchanged. “We can do this.”

“Then I guess we’re really doing this,” Mollock gave up.

The foliage parted and trees became scarce. A mansion- a dark mansion devoid of any life. The humid pungent air gave off the aura and stigma of death- rot. Things moved about in the darkness; moving corpses- zombies.

Efrin’s heart raced but she kept a cool head and surveilled. If anything started moving towards them, she was the first line of defense, ready to burn at a moment’s notice. 

But nothing came. Actually, it wasn’t common for them to not encounter anything in the forest either. They should have come across at least one or two zombies by now but nothing. Or at least, none of them targeted the party, as though leaving them alone for something far more sinister. “Maybe we should-” Efrin started.

Serbain took the front as usual and together they stood before the huge door. 

“WE got this,” he said, twisting the handle and going in. His magic lamp lit up and he kept up his guard but... “What happened...” he mumbled.

The zombies, the things... were dead. Of course they were originally dead to begin with but... none of them had their heads attached. They were just sprawled on the ground, unmoving. 

“What could have done...” At least ten zombies were on the ground. 

The others probably met the same fate.

“The crystal’s not reacting,” Mollock said. “Communications off...”

“What happ-” Efrin’s voice disappeared.

Serbain looked back and both of them were gone.

He was alone.

The door was also gone.

GONE!

Oh no. 

Gulping he kept the grip on his axe even tighter... something was here and that something was messing with his senses. It probably kidnapped the two and-

Darkness.

“FUCK YOU!!!” He yelled swinging the axe like there was no tomorrow but he hit nothing and something knocked him out in the darkness.

Thud.

He fell on the ground and listened to the ‘ he he he he’ laugh.

.... 

Eventually, Serbain woke up in a room. Stone walls. A white bed and maybe a table? It looked like a table but small and odd shaped. Like a box with a lid?

“What is going on? Wait, my voice?” He stared at his hands and they were so small, they were so-

Huh... 

There was a mirror on the wall and he quickly moved there and-

“Efrin!” He shouted, almost reaching for the other side of the mirror but- is it a glass window?

No... it really is a mirror....

“I’m Efrin?” He mumbled staring at his body. “Door...” he groaned. 

A little late but there was no door or windows in the room. Just a couple of holes in the wall for air and a magic lamp for light.

The odd shaped table with a removable lid?

Toilet.
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Serbain sat on the bed. It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t hard but for some reason he felt like lying down.

Here in this room, alone, in a different body- some sort of melancholy washed over him. 

Is this a dream? He tried pinching his cheeks and sure enough it hurt. He put a hand on his chest and sure enough, it wasn’t his.

The only other thing he could do to truly check-

Serbain sighed. His bladder could take no more delays. He had to get this over with whether he liked it or not.

Sorry Efrin.

He tried unhooking the skirt but something else was keeping it in place, another strap. So, he took that off too and let it fall down on the floor. Next, he stared at his smooth, slit; no pubes. “There’s really nothing there,” he mumbled, sighing once. “So, this is the peephole?” He wondered, looking at the seemingly innocent hole. But the sensitive area didn’t feel like it would produce piss. “Then maybe this?” He wondered holding the odd nipple-like thing. “Oh!” He nearly jerked his hand away at the sudden sensory overload. Not pain. But something, something about that was different. “Probably not?”

He wondered but since he was feeling so full, he let it rip!

“Oh fuck!” 

Everywhere.

It sprayed....

Everywhere.

Serbain groaned and stared at both the floor and the toilet table, but also at his own dripping body. “This is why she always wanted to take a proper bathroom break, huh...” Serbain tried to see if there was any water here but sadly, he found nothing. Or at least that’s what he thought at first but the bucket next to the odd table had a seal inside. A water seal. “Aqua,” he commanded. Water slowly filled the bucket from the bottom, to one third and then stopped. 

Serbain took the bucket, drowsed his body from the bellybutton below and gave the skirt and panties a good wash. He also cleaned the toilet area. He thought the room would stink up or something but both the excess water and the spray had disappeared and refilled the bucket with clean water. 

Do they have a seal for drainage? But wait, what about food? 

Maybe they had a seal for food too?

Serbain searched around the room for some food or something that could maybe have a seal that produced food- but he’d never heard of something like that. Water producing seals were common but not food producing ones. If food producing seals really existed, what was the point of hunting or farming, or doing anything?

Regardless, he kept the search up.

“Mmh...” He let out muffled odd sounds whenever he felt air between his exposed nether. He’d been naked, and he was fairly comfortable in his skin.

However, not only was this body someone else’s, it was one his dear friend’s. Not to mention, it was a girl’s body so naturally his gaze and curiosity was nagging at him. When coupled with the fact that he had new organs, with very different sensations... it only made it worse. And now he had to walk around in this new body, without actually exploring it?

It was too much.

Too much for his mind but he was a strong man, and strong men never falter- or so his grandfather used to say.

SO, for the time being, Serbain kept up his search for food.

In the end he found nothing.

Nothing other than a small book just below the bed. On a second glance, it wasn’t a book, but rather a diary from someone.

[If you’re reading this, I’m dead.]

“Who starts a book like that! Geez.”

But he kept reading. 

[I don’t know how I got here, or why I’m here. I was with my friends, storming the Milipan fort and instead of typical orcs, I found death. Then I woke up here. I will explain some of the functions so that you can have it easier than me and not starve. Actually, let’s get that out of the way first. This room does not produce water or food on its own. You need to expel them from your own body for the room to process them back to food and water and that’s all you got. Disgusting but at least you won’t starve.]

What?

You mean I’ll be eating my own... Serbain nearly hurled but somehow stopped.

So, the water from before... He gagged but nothing happened.

Groaning he closed the book. Right now, he didn’t want to read it again.

He didn’t want to think about it.

Or at least he didn’t for the first minute or so but then he quickly flipped through the pages to search if there was any way to get out of here.

[Today I remembered something my grandfather used to say about being trapped in a dungeon mimic’s room. He said mimic rooms keep people to entertain them. And if you can entertain them and exceed a certain threshold, they would let you out. But entertain them how? Just living is... pointless... I want to di-]

This time, he slammed the book closed.

“This is a mimic room?” 

The walls, the seals, the absurdity... it sort of made sense. 

“ARGHH!!!” He nearly slammed his feet on the wall. Nearly.

At the last second, he remembered just whose body he was in. Efrin’s body would break down in pieces if he kicked a sturdy wall like that. 

Then magic!

“Ignis Blaze!” He yelled, his soft voice roared with eccentricity. Serbain always thought Efrin just pretended to have a high voice but no... it was natural.

Nothing happened.

Damn, why didn’t I study magic or listen to her rants!

He groaned but plopped his bare bottom on the cold ground, sighing.

The cold ground contacted with his butt and left a
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