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"Zathas, Zathas... Revive, my boss!"
Bai Fu felt somewhat annoyed.
For some reason, an annoying little brat had been whispering non-stop near her ear since a moment ago.
I came here to sleep, what do you want?
In her extreme anger, she broke through the quilt barrier in less than a second. Then she opened her eyes wide to look around.
What greeted her eyes were a mottled stone wall, flickering electric lights, and the tearful face of a stranger overcome with joy.
"Boss, you're finally awake! Great!"
I'm awake?
Bai Fu accidentally caught sight of a nearby mirror. The reflection clearly showed a raven-haired young girl whose fragile beauty tugged at one's heartstrings.
What the heck.
She felt frightened.
After just one sleep, how did her assets get replaced by liabilities? Although her strengths became more prominent, this was hardly any compensation!
In that instant, countless memories flooded in.
Bai Fu remembered. Two days ago, a game called "Above the Stars" had started its open beta test. On her way to buy gaming peripherals, she got completely absorbed scrolling through forums where other players were coordinating attacks on the developers' mothers, and accidentally hit the jackpot.
Right then, she’d experienced baby-like sleep.
By the time she awoke from that slumber, she had transmigrated into the game.
She’d neither become the game's protagonist, nor a vicious antagonist, nor even said antagonist's close friend. Instead, she was now nothing but a minor foot soldier without even a dedicated profile page.
Actually, not completely insignificant—compared to average foot soldiers, her status was slightly higher.
After all, she did have her own personal subordinate.
Bai Fu turned her head and glanced at the girl beside her who was staring at her nervously.
Yes, this was her only follower.
Anya, one-point-three meters tall, skilled at eating and sleeping, retrieved from a garbage heap. Together they’d joined the area’s largest criminal organization, the Wildfire Gang.
What karma!
Especially after reviewing her own combat abilities, Bai Fu felt a wave of despair wash over her.
One Fu ≈ Ten Yas.
In this game world, you couldn't exactly call her overwhelmingly powerful; at best, she was utterly insignificant.
The day before yesterday, she’d gone to collect a debt for the Wildfire Gang. An old geezer who owed money punched her on the forehead, and she remained unconscious for two whole days before waking up.
With combat skills this poor, Bai Fu couldn't picture herself rising above others in this world.
In fact, forget rising above others—simply staying alive would be difficult.
You’re absolutely right, but "Above the Stars" is a brand-new open-world adventure game set in a dangerous space themed universe.
I forget what came next.
In short, the player would play as a traveller from an alien planet, starting from the initial planet located in the distant frontier, gradually uncovering the truth of Above the Stars.
Here, there were ferocious cosmic beasts, insane psychic mages, and ambitious evil organizations...
When they acted, even the slightest aftermath of combat could tear apart stars.
Damn it.
Bai Fu did not want to be caught in the aftermath of combat and then die senselessly.
After much thought, she felt she had to use that move.
"Come out, my cheat system!"
There was no response.
No, it was... it was coming!
Suddenly, a pale blue light screen unfolded in front of Bai Fu.
Name: Bai Fu
Age: 20
Race: Human
Template: Common
Experience: 0
Main Profession: Unemployed Wanderer Lv2 (421/500)
Secondary Profession: None
Health Points: 50/50
Attributes: Strength 4, Agility 3, Constitution 5, Intelligence 3, Spirit 4, Inspiration 3
Skills: None
Talents: None
Attribute Points: 0
Reputation: 1
Was it actually an Attribute Points system?
So mighty! So mighty!
Bai Fu was happy.
From a weak little sister to a big boss lady, this was her path to invincibility!
But soon, she discovered something was wrong. Why was this interface exactly like a player's attribute panel?
She quickly browsed, and sure enough, she found various buttons like Quest, Map, Community, and others beside it.
Bai Fu understood.
She had become an NPC with a player panel. The biggest difference was that her panel had an extra Template that was unique to NPCs, compared to ordinary players.
A template was a good thing. The bonuses from an advanced template allowed an NPC to easily defeat opponents with the same attributes but an ordinary template.
But this was nothing to be happy about, as beyond that, she possessed none of the functionality an NPC should have.
She couldn’t issue quests, serve as a Mentor, or even have a favorability system—which meant she couldn’t use these features to squeeze money from players like the famed Han Da Jixie.
She wasn’t an NPC with a player panel so much as a special player who couldn’t respawn!
Fine, fine. Play it that way? Everyone else gets a real online game, while I get a one-life hardcore mode.
Bai Fu nearly fainted from frustration.
She wasn’t a gaming expert, had no rebirth-like knowledge of the game’s storyline, and her character template was utterly average.
Making her challenge a one-life run?
It’d be fair to say some people were technically alive but might as well be dead.
“I quit! This game isn’t fun at all—get me out of here!”
No response came.
Bai Fu rubbed her temples forcefully.
Panicking now would be the worst move.
She turned to Anya. Better to ask about outside events first.
“Has anything happened out there recently?”
Anya studied Bai Fu for several seconds before confirming she was being addressed. “Boss, nothing major these past two days. But a large group suddenly arrived from the west.”
“Who are they?”
“Weird folk,” Anya fumed. “All dressed alike, chatterboxes every one of them. They stop anyone to ask questions, dig through people’s belongings, and one even stabs himself with a knife just for kicks.”
Bai Fu’s expression twisted strangely.
That description? Those sounded exactly like players.
Anya pressed on, “They’re downright rotten, boss. Reckless, too. Even cracked open the Wildfire Gang’s supply crates! Their boss says these aren’t your average drifters—we gotta throw a heavy punch!”
Bai Fu’s face paled instantly.
Punch players? Yeah, and then they’d ram you with a tank.
“No! We cannot provoke those people. Listen up—I’m heading to the Wildfire Gang’s leader now. Gotta talk him off that ledge.”
Bewilderment washed over Anya. “Why not, boss? Wildfire’s boss has already killed several of them himself. He’s rallying us to join the fight, promising pay based on effort!”
She punctuated this with an eager fist pump.
Combat = cash = exhilaration!
Bai Fu’s heart nearly stopped.
They’d already started fighting?
Kid, this isn’t funny!
Game over.
Given how even earthworms weren’t spared from getting split vertically by certain players... If she didn’t ditch her Wildfire Gang affiliation fast, nothing of her would remain. Not even ashes.
But how?
Her current home—the Abandoned Cooling Plant—sat on Zuyuan Star, a beginner spawn planet.
A century ago, war ravaged Zuyuan Star.
That conflict ruined nearly everything, plunging the planet into a state reminiscent of Fallout games. Survivors clung to colonies like hers, while beyond lay lethal pollution and monsters.
Bai Fu guessed she’d drop dead the moment she stepped outside.
Even if she miraculously survived a few days, the chaos of future plotlines would finish her off.
Calm. She had to think. Now.
“How does an NPC live long enough?”
What a brilliant question. It sent Bai Fu’s brain into hyper-drive.
Raw strength might not be enough—what if game designers decided she’d make a nice sacrifice or slapped a BOSS tag on her?
Ultimately, an NPC’s destiny was tethered to the devs’ whims.
Raw power couldn’t outmatch design mechanisms.
She recalled a forum post about an NPC who died early during internal testing. But her unexpected popularity among players forced the devs to scrap her death script.
Truth was, she’d seen it across many games herself.
When a character built a big enough cult following in a live-service game, dying got tricky. If they did die? You could bet on revival. Even the most minor NPC snagged lengthy side quests.
Wait.
Aha!
Inspiration struck Bai Fu instantly.
What if she transformed from a nobody into a player darling? Would the devs shower her with buffs like that internal test heroine?
Uncertain. But worth a shot.
Perhaps her salvation lay exactly there!
No NPC grasped player appeal like she did.
Because she was a player. And she could lurk forums freely. Whatever the players loved? She’d embody it. Her superpower? Taking feedback.
Relief washed over Bai Fu.
Children, time to charge!
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"Boss, you... are you okay?"
Seeing that Bai Fu had suddenly gone quiet, her face alternating between pale and flushed, Anya couldn't help but feel nervous again.
She had thought her boss had returned to normal, but judging by the current situation, could it be that the punch her boss took while demanding the debt has damaged her brain?
The thought that her boss got damaged from being hit—Oh no!
Anya threw herself forward, crying and sniffling: "Boss, snap out of it! If something happens to you, I... I'll go fight that old bastard who hit you!"
Bai Fu rubbed Anya's head: "Be quiet, I'm thinking."
Being a character popular with players wasn't a simple task.
First, she needed to figure out exactly what kind of NPC would be popular with players.
Bai Fu crudely divided popular NPCs into two types:
1. Hotness/Fanservice.
2. Not relying on hotness/fanservice.
This wasn't some random division on her part; she based it on solid understanding!
This applied universally—male, female, human, beast, even a refrigerator, could be categorized this way.
Ultimately, wasn't playing games fundamentally about seeking satisfaction for the vast majority of people?
Aural and visual stimulation brought satisfaction; emotional resonance brought satisfaction. And "hotness/fanservice" could provide players with the most direct and impactful aural and visual thrills.
But never underestimate the power of "hotness," otherwise players would teach you a lesson with their wallets.
In the current glut of new games, "mediocre offerings" had long fallen out of the meta. Only those unique and premium "gems" could remain explosively popular on gaming forums long after the initial hype had faded.
Life is short, everyone wants something genuinely good to enjoy.
So, what counted as "unique"?
Bai Fu assessed herself.
Bright eyes, white teeth, fair skin and bones, big and unshakeable—both her face and figure scored above nine out of ten.
Her "hardware" (physical attributes) qualified. But meeting the hardware standard was only like getting an admission ticket to the "unique" club; she needed the right "software" (skills, charm, presentation) to unlock the full potential of her hardware.
Could she pull off a legendary stunt like pulling swords from their chest?
Could she afford custom costumes like high-cut tops with lace?
Could she learn the demonic cultivator's way of charm without vulgarity?
Bai Fu looked at her utterly destitute self, then at her inept self who couldn't even manage the simplest tricks.
No money, no skills, unwilling to copy techniques from the demonic cultivators... The evaluation she'd likely receive was: "Saw it, looks good, and then what? Next please."
This didn't align with her goals. She didn't want just a flash of popularity; she wanted to consistently squeeze money from players and developers for years to come.
It seemed the second path was indeed necessary—to become a "classic character," one that touched players with her performance, leaving them unable to forget her even years later.
Drawing from her understanding and player discussions within the community, Bai Fu broadly categorized these classic characters.
The first type: Just partners, or villains possessing immense personal charm.
The second type is a figurehead who shelters players from storms and even blazes a path for their future by burning herself up.
The third type is a tragic hero that makes people sigh, "Oh relentless heavens, why single x out for hardship?"
The fourth type is a wealthy young lady who showers players with cash for no reason, crafting futures through wealth.
The fifth type is a companion who always stands by the player's side, offering silent support, ready to confront anyone who dares challenge the player.
The sixth type is a fleeting glimpse of someone who stirs the player's heartstrings, an unforgettable white moonlight that still comes to mind years later.
The seventh type: others.
Though the options seemed many, choosing wasn’t truly hard.
Bai Fu knew her limits quite well.
She longed to be the righteous ally, the ultimate Villain plunging all into despair, the reassuring figurehead people thought of with ease—but she simply lacked the abilities.
As for being the cash-sprinkling aristocrat? Pure fantasy.
Looking it over, only the companion or white moonlight roles felt viable now.
Being a companion imposed too many constraints, so becoming the player’s white moonlight seemed best.
A shot fired in youth would strike right between the brows years later, wrapped in nostalgia.
"While players are still dazed upon entering the game, I’ll brush up goodwill right before their eyes. That way, even if they learn I’m from Wildfire Gang, they won’t strike immediately."
Brushing up goodwill was a cinch—Bai Fu brimmed with confidence.
Her face was no accident; merely stretching a leg would draw swarms of players, let alone her plan to play the "maiden saving the ‘hero’" to whitewash herself.
Once players carried that "she seems decent" impression, her next step was role-crafting.
A compelling persona could shatter sensory limits, burrowing straight into the soul.
Popularity gathered this way would truly endure.
Of course, Bai Fu truly prized power. Boosting charm was just her fast track to strength.
She saw persona-building as wishcraft.
"Hey developer, watch closely: This is who players should think I am. To avoid disappointing them, to uphold the game’s reviews... shouldn’t you boost my stats?"
This wasn’t a threat. If a character shone so bright it escaped the developer’s grip, didn’t that prove the creator’s mastery?
If stats increased, her power would grow, players’ expectations would be met, and the developer’s mom and bonus stayed safe.
Now that’s what the heck you call a triple win!
For this end, Bai Fu crafted her persona with utmost care.
Roles like "20 years old, divorced with an eleven-year-old" might win instant attention but wouldn’t boost her might—so discarded outright.
"Right now, keep molding me toward mystery. Let players guess my true identity themselves—that stays flexible and dodges awkward persona collapse."
After all, she’d claimed unfathomability without specifying how. Players guessing wrong was their own fault—blame that moronic dev!
If players dreamed up a fascinating identity, she’d just steal it wholesale.
Win!
Bai Fu glanced at Anya nearby.
"Anya!"
"Here!" The girl, hauled aside earlier, snapped to attention. "Boss, we off to teach those lawless outsiders a lesson?"
Bai Fu shook her head: "Short-sighted! Their value exceeds Wildfire Gang’s paltry bounty. Anya, broaden your vision—our journey’s written in the stars. Don’t miss the forest for one tree."
Anya: "......"
Bai Fu beamed like a child-eating witch: "Dream of waking daily in a 500-ping bed’s center? Dream of—"
Anya grimaced: "Boss, I wouldn’t even dare dream that big."
Bai Fu sighed.
Youth shouldn’t mean narrow minds! Dream freely—what if it comes true?
"Then play along. My chance to strike fortune lies with those outsiders."
Skeptical, Anya asked: "So... what should I do?"
Bai Fu replied: "Your persona’s unformed yet. For now, trail behind me playing the enigmatic riddler."
Crafting a loli diverged from shaping a maiden or young matron. Forcing sameness risked summoning prison-chic vibes.
A law-abiding five-star citizen like Bai Fu wasn’t ready for such crimes.
She’d first engage players: Did they crave unhinged lolita or aristocratic young mistress? Then tailor Anya’s complementing role accordingly.
Anya nodded, half-understanding: "The Enigma?"
Bai Fu rose: "Stop overthinking. Elbow—now come with me."
Anya pressed: "Boss, where to?"
Bai Fu declared: "To the salon. Before formal action, let’s bleach our hair white—apply a buff."
Rumor said silvered locks were kryptonite against locals. Two silver-heads meant double the special attack efficiency—wouldn’t that blast player goodwill off the charts?
"Huh?"
Anya doubted her ears.
What linked bleached hair and 500-ping beds?
It’s over... Boss really got knocked loopy by that debt-ridden Old Deng!
No way, Boss! If you break, what becomes of me?
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Though Anya was very reluctant, with Bai Fu's insistence, her hair was dyed into a beautiful silver-white color.
Under the sunlight, she squatted there looking aggrieved.
"One, two, three..."
She was counting money, credit coins, one by one, and after she finished, she started counting on her fingers.
"It seemed like from now on we'd have to drink thin porridge every day."
Bai Fu's mouth twitched.
She hadn't come here to drink thin porridge. Before crossing over, she drank thin porridge to save money; if after crossing over she was still drinking it, wouldn't her crossing over have been a waste?
She patted Anya's shoulder.
"Rest assured, as long as we began to take action, everything was going to be fine!"
In fact, if not for the lack of money, she would have liked to dress herself and Anya as a "yin-yang pair."
【Bai Fu: White hair, black outfit.】
【Anya: Black hair, white outfit.】
Once the two of them stood before the players like that, if she couldn't toy with the players like Tom, she would eat the players on the spot!
With Anya soothed, it was time to get down to serious business.
But where should she go to grind players' favorability?
The settlement at the Abandoned Cooling Plant was unexpectedly large. Trying to randomly find players worth saving on the streets was very exhausting.
Therefore, while dying hair earlier, Bai Fu had opened the game community 【Star Travel Community】, found the Abandoned Cooling Plant section, and wanted to see if she could gain anything from it.
The community was very lively. Players were actively sharing their experiences.
【Guys, I made an Elder God face, but right after I entered the game I got arrested. How do I delete the save and restart? Online waiting, pretty urgent.】
【I was fed up. Why bind the gender? I wanted to play a female character!】
【Bad review. The game clearly modeled the OO, but those boxer shorts they gave out couldn't be taken off at all.】
【Requesting an 18+ patch. Good people live a life of peace.】
Bai Fu rolled her eyes vigorously.
After ignoring these silly players, she continued to search for rescue targets.
In principle, she had four types of players she refused to save.
She refused to save professional players because they were specialized. Dilemmas that troubled them weren't something she could solve.
She refused to save intelligent players because they were smart. Contacting them was too stressful and prone to revealing flaws that could ruin everything.
She refused to save combat-crazy players because they were fierce. Their minds were full of "Fight! Awesome!" If she accidentally revealed her health bar, she might get killed by them.
She refused to save playful players because they were insane. Their brains were like Schrödinger's cat. Before they acted, she could never guess what they wanted to do.
Bai Fu switched back and forth between the forum and live stream sections of the community. Only after coming out of the hair salon did she find an interesting target.
In a live stream titled 【(Strolling Simulator) Starting from Zero to Tour the Stars: Abandoned Cooling Plant Chapter】, a player named 【Excavation Princess】 was doing live streaming.
She roamed through the streets and alleys of the Abandoned Cooling Plant, occasionally letting out praises like "Ah, the light, ah, the water."
To be honest, she wasn't doing much, but the number of viewers in her livestream had climbed into the four-digit range.
Among the players crowding in, a few were there for the scenery, but most were there to map the area; when someone was offering free map measurements, why not hurry in to learn?
Besides those watching the scenery and mapping, the rest were playful players; even though Excavation Princess wasn't doing anything special, her livestream visuals were packed with action.
【What the heck, there are people fighting over there, hitting each other's crotches with bricks.】
【Watched it, the physics effect wasn't good.】
【Judged that the one above is pure cringe.】
【Little hater, huh? This physics effect isn't bad, you find me one that's better.】
【Physics effect what?】
Bai Fu only skimmed these chaotic barrage comments briefly; she focused more on the barrage from her long-time fans.
Through these comments, she learned that Excavation Princess was a content creator dedicated to making game videos.
Because of her poor gaming skills, Excavation Princess could only gain fans by making videos like "Walking Simulator," "Game Archaeology," and "New Game Excavation."
But after creating videos for two and a half years, she hadn't really gained many fans.
Game archaeology videos already had many high-quality creators doing them; a newcomer couldn't innovate and just got no scraps.
In new game excavation and exploration, she couldn't be said to do it poorly, but she overdid it.
Excavation Princess's specialty was being exceptionally skilled at overinterpreting things.
She could always deduce a story grander than the Three Kingdoms era from game materials more fragmented than Elden Ring.
"If you don't believe me, let's just wait and see!"
This was Excavation Princess's catchphrase.
At first, the audience believed it: "Damn, is this character really that important, is this plot really that amazing?"
But after a while, the game designers would prove with their actions: "Sis, we really didn't think that much!"
After many repetitions like this, Excavation Princess's "New Game Excavation" segment went cold.
But she was a determined person.
She believed that it wasn't her who was wrong, but the world!
As she said it—
"I just haven't encountered the game that resonates with my soul yet, but once such a game appears, I'll pierce through all the mockery from the past with a blazing war spear."
To this, most players replied—
"It seems her Chuunibyou is relapsing!"
Watching Excavation Princess roam around aimlessly, Bai Fu suddenly smiled with relief.
Bad at games + not smart + skilled at overinterpreting + a content creator doing live streaming.
Wasn't this exactly the chosen one she was looking for?
"Heh, woman, you have successfully piqued my interest!"
Bai Fu had originally planned to hire someone to cause trouble for Excavation Princess and then step in to save her, but she quickly realized it wasn't necessary.
Because Excavation Princess was taking a difficult, narrow path.
In the down-to-earth Abandoned Cooling Plant, such paths had over a 90% chance of encountering at least one road robber.
As expected, after walking into an alley cluttered with junk, Excavation Princess was stopped by a burly man in a vest.
"Hmm?"
Bai Fu was slightly stunned.
Wasn't this burly man standing behind that Old Deng who had punched her just two days earlier when she went to collect debts?
His strength was mediocre and not worth fearing.
What a coincidence, pal!
Bai Fu felt this was a perfect chance for revenge and to clear her name.
"Anya, move out, it's time for work!"
...
In the alley.
Gazing at the burly man with a strong Hong Kong comic vibe across from her, Excavation Princess's heart sank deeper and deeper.
Just as DIO couldn't count how many slices of bread he'd eaten, as a game streamer, she couldn't recall how many dangers she'd faced in games either.
Just last week, she'd been brutally thrashed by monsters five hundred times in a dark mental asylum.
The night before, before dozing off, she'd played a horror game similar to P.T.
With her guts, normally, a mere human thug in a game shouldn't have scared her.
Yet she was still afraid, frozen in terror as if hit by a monkey's paralysis spell.
This wasn't her fault; all blame lay with Above the Stars for being too incredibly realistic.
Realistic in every way!
This game was only officially announced half a year ago; though the promotional buzz wasn't huge, the taglines grabbed many eyes.
Phrases like "a breathing universe" and "99% ultra-high fidelity" dangled tempting carrots, completely whetting appetites.
Many thought it was an electronic scam, and Excavation Princess initially believed that too, until she logged in critically and realized those internal testing players weren't shills.
99%?
100%!
This was unmistakably a revolutionary game.
Uninformed folks might mistake it for the real world disguised as a game with a few UI elements!
It was this unbeatable realism that made Excavation Princess instinctively afraid facing the road-blocking giant.
If she got killed, could she really revive?
"I can't tell, I really can't tell!"
At that moment, the road-blocking burly man opened his mouth.
"outsider?"
"I..."
"So it seems. Haha, what great luck today. I had just stepped out and ran into an outsider right away," said the burly man, revealing his yellow-stained teeth through a grin.
Excavation Princess anxiously asked: "What do you want to do?"
"What do I want? Of course, to catch you for the reward! You outsiders deeply offended the Wildfire Gang right from the start. That was completely crazy!"
At this point, the burly man couldn't help but marvel emotionally.
When dealing with a local bully like the Wildfire Gang, these outsiders showed no fear at all. Not only did they secretly open the Wildfire Gang's supply boxes, but when blocked in, they even threatened the gang back, saying things like, "You're finished! Dare to provoke us, and you're done for! No one in heaven or hell can save you then!"
It was utterly senseless!
The burly man pulled out a sack and wordlessly slapped it over Excavation Princess's head.
"Hey, hey, you... Save me! Save me!"
Darkness surrounded her. Excavation Princess struggled desperately, but with only 3 points of strength, she couldn't break free.
"Shout all you like! Screaming won't help you one bit!" Thinking of the high bounty offered by the Wildfire Gang, the burly man couldn't help but chuckle.
Once this classic line came out, the viewers in the livestream couldn't contain themselves.
[Sound and flavor unleashed!]
[Did I enter the wrong livestream? I thought it was supposed to be a walking simulator?]
[The local customs here are pure and simple.]
[The Abandoned Cooling Plant, also known as Alien Little Gotham.]
Amid laughter and chatter, a cool, melodious yet imposing voice suddenly came from the livestream.
"What are you doing?"
"Huh?"
The burly man put down Excavation Princess and turned around.
Seizing the chance, Excavation Princess finally removed the sack. She leaned on a rotten wooden crate nearby and staggered to her feet.
Because the burly man blocked her view, she had to sidestep away.
With that shift, blazing sunlight flooded her eyes, and she quickly raised a hand to shade her forehead.
"Agh, that's so blinding!"
After quite a while, she slowly adjusted to the sudden glare.
She saw it. She saw a girl standing against the light.
The soft sunlight gave her a golden outline, while a wind blowing sideways gently lifted the girl's satin-smooth silver-white long hair.
That wind arrived so perfectly.
It threaded through the narrow alley, passed cluttered piles, and struck straight at Excavation Princess's forehead.
Already dizzy, she involuntarily opened her mouth wide. Right then, she felt she could answer a question asked many years ago.
"Do you believe in light?"
"I do!"
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"Magical girl" felt a tad childish for elementary students, but for adults? It hit just right.
[Mom, I think I'm in love!]
[Hiss... white hair... hiss... I'm done for.]
[What the heck! This character model! This is why games untouched by political correctness reign supreme. Guess I gotta play 'till it explodes now.]
[You give me a cute girl, I give you money. Pure logic.]
[Stop spamming the chat! Outta my way, everyone! I need to see my waifu!]
"Above the Stars" had never showcased any conventionally beautiful female characters like 2B or Tifa in its marketing. Instead, all emphasis was placed on its hyper-realistic visuals and unparalleled freedom.
Honestly, the first wave of players pouring in really were drawn by the graphics and gameplay.
But loving high fidelity and gameplay didn't mean players wouldn't appreciate a cute girl. Many players would gladly spend hours modding their favorite games to add a bunch of large, white... modifications before even starting.
Bai Fu's entrance riding on light caught players completely off guard. Yet, it struck their interests with perfect precision.
So, within mere seconds, the stream chat exploded into a spam fest.
Witnessing this, Bai Fu felt a pang of utter despair.
What a curse this is!
If she could just dish out quests like a normal NPC, why bother with all this performance? She might as well become the Selia of "Above the Stars," letting players shower her with 70,000 daily payments – wouldn't that be miserable?
Tears welling in her eyes, Bai Fu subtly waved her hand, signalling Anya, who was hiding nearby furiously fanning, she could stop.
As her cascading silver-white hair settled, she strode directly into the alley.
The burly man abducting Excavation Princess snapped back to reality.
"You... you're that guy who came looking for the boss a few days ago demanding repayment, aren't you?"
The giant's furrowed brow relaxed.
Honestly, when they'd knocked Bai Fu unconscious earlier, panic had set in. After all, Bai Fu was Wildfire Gang; they'd been terrified of brutal retaliation and hastily returned her.
But upon learning Bai Fu was nothing more than a common, expendable associate, their composure returned.
So, just a nobody!
Let's just say the past was the past; this is now.
Back then, beating Bai Fu might have caused problems. But recently, the Wildfire Gang had set its sights on those lawless outsiders and desperately needed muscle for their turf wars. And guess who could provide just that? Definitely not someone worth the Gang making trouble over a disposable asset they could "refresh" periodically.
The brute went straight into threats.
"Cause trouble two days ago, and today you dare to muscle in on my haul? Don't think just 'cause you're Wildfire Gang you scare me!"
Hold on, Wildfire Gang?
Excavation Princess and the stream viewers were stunned.
They hadn't been in the game long, but info spread fast: the Wildfire Gang was the core Abandoned Cooling Plant's number one Villain faction. And thanks to some audacious players, the Wildfire Gang's favorability towards all players was currently negative.
Damn.
It's a twist!
My waifu isn't some magical girl.
She's a female executive from an evil organization!
Some players were heartbroken.
Some players became even more excited.
Bai Fu, who was continuously monitoring the comments, nodded subtly to herself.
These reactions were all within her expectations—otherwise, she wouldn’t have come here to stir up trouble.
In the wuxia world, saving someone's life could lead to different responses based on appearance: if the rescuer was good-looking, the reply might be "to repay with lifelong devotion"; if not, it would probably become "to repay in the next life."
Ah, this endearing world that judges by looks!
Bai Fu stared expressionlessly at the burly man and said, "I have no interest in competing with you for business. I just want to tell you, if you want to stay alive, don’t get involved with the Wildfire Gang and the outsiders."
The burly man chuckled and said, "What if I ignore your advice and insist on getting involved? Don’t kid yourself. You’re you, the Wildfire Gang is the Wildfire Gang—you don’t scare me at all."
Bai Fu shook her head and said, "You know nothing about fear."
"Are you trying to say I've provoked someone I shouldn't have?" retorted the burly man, curling his lip disdainfully.
Bai Fu: "..."
How dare you steal my line?
This was accumulated wisdom from reading hundreds of xuanhuan novels, and you just snatched it away like that!
Bai Fu became furious.
The burly man also got enraged—he wasn’t the type who liked rational debate; compared to discussing ideas, he was far better at using fists.
After two loud thuds of fists clashing, he advanced menacingly toward Bai Fu.
"Bring it on! Beat me, and you can take her. If you lose, hahaha..."
Now, with no observers around, he could kill Bai Fu outright without worrying about any payback.
Fine—come at me, who’s afraid? Don’t think your muscles mean you can crush me—this is a world with supernatural power. Did you think my 3 points of Inspiration were just for decoration?
Bai Fu walked toward the burly man without a trace of fear.
In the alley, the two of them—one on the left, one on the right—step by step, closed in rapidly. Like Dio and Jotaro facing their fated duel, their silhouettes were taut with raw power from the approaching battle.
The sound of wind, the rustling of debris... all noises vanished at that instant.
The daylight seemed to abruptly dim considerably.
This was the perfect stage.
At least, for the observing players, it was like that.
["Wow, it’s like real-life Mortal Kombat!"]
["Where are the combat-feel critics? Get over here and judge this!"]
["You bastard! How dare you hit my girl? I’ll kill you aaaah!"]
After three seconds of stillness, Bai Fu and the burly man finally came face-to-face.
At that moment, the burly man raised his right fist, Bai Fu lifted her right hand, and the players held their breath.
The next instant, the burly man swung his right punch, and Bai Fu directly sprinkled the lime hidden in her palm onto his eyes.
["??????"]]
[Oh my god! (in shock!)]
[Stunned expression!]
Where was the fair duel that had been promised?
Now, the players found it hard to tell who was truly the bastard.
As the burly man covered his eye and howled in agony, Bai Fu had already glided with a smooth step to behind him.
Drawing the knife, striking the kidney, twisting the knife—she did it all in one seamless motion!
“-31!”
A bold critical damage hit burst out above his head.
But that was not the end. With the [Bleed] debuff active, a series of “-1” and “-2” bounced out in succession above his head.
In just a few short seconds, his health bar was emptied.
Good night, Makka Pakka.
[You defeated a thug (common). Gained 150 experience points.]
After completing that series of moves, Bai Fu showed no sign of discomfort. She started to doubt if she was like those psychopaths who enjoyed smashing heads with golf clubs.
Hope I'm okay!
But quickly, Bai Fu thought that couldn't be right. How could she have any issue when she was the type who lifted her spirits with SpongeBob SquarePants whenever she felt fine?
The whole thing was down to playing Above the Stars—the memories of her body's digitalization and surviving in the Abandoned Cooling Plant had desensitized her to blood and gore.
Bai Fu wiped off the bloodstains on the knife.
After storing the knife away, she walked over to Excavation Princess, who was still stunned, and meticulously helped her straighten out her clothes and hair that had been messed up during the struggle.
"It's almost dark, go home early."
Pat pat.
Bai Fu patted Excavation Princess's shoulder, gave her an encouraging smile, then turned and headed out of the alley.
"Ah, I..."
Excavation Princess quickly reached out her hand, but stumbled at her feet, fell to the ground, and failed to catch up.
She could only watch.
She saw Bai Fu reach the alley entrance and take the hand of Anya, who had been waiting there.
Seeing Bai Fu about to vanish, she hastily shouted, "Your name! What's your name?"
"Knowing it won't do you any good."
As the words drifted to her on the wind, Bai Fu's figure had completely disappeared.
Softly I go, just as softly I came.
If not for the burly man lying on the ground with blood everywhere, many players might have mistaken it for the best dream of midsummer.
The next instant, the live stream chat barrage exploded.
[She's so wicked, I love her!]
[Who cursed that my wife was a bastard? Step forward and own up!]
[A Wildfire Gang member? Doesn't matter! I just have one question: who is she?]
[I must find her!]
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Chapter 5: The Most Spectacular Opening Imaginable
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The explosion of bullet chats in the livestream was exactly what Bai Fu had anticipated.
Such a dashing entrance, combined with the deliberate white hair buff she'd given herself—if this couldn't captivate players' souls, she might as well find a block of tofu to crash into.
But exactly how much popularity she'd gain still had to let things develop further.
Bai Fu opened the game panel.
After defeating the burly man, she gained 150 experience points—enough to level up.
[ [Unemployed Wanderer] leveled up to Lv3. Strength +1, Constitution +1, Attribute Points +1 ]
Bai Fu's attributes underwent slight changes:
[ Template: Average ]
[ Experience: 71 ]
[ Main Profession: Unemployed Wanderer Lv3 (0/1000) ]
[ Secondary Profession: None ]
[ Health Points: 60/60 ]
[ Attributes: Strength 5, Dexterity 3, Constitution 6, Intelligence 3, Spirit 4, Inspiration 3 ]
[ Skills: None ]
[ Talents: None ]
[ Attribute Points: 1 ]
[ Reputation: 1 ]
Bai Fu allocated the free attribute point to Constitution. Seven Constitution increased her health bar to twice that of an ordinary grunt—worthy of being called an elite mob.
The bad news was the ceiling for the starter profession Unemployed Wanderer was Lv5. To improve strength further, she urgently needed to learn a new profession.
The good news was the game imposed no hard limit on profession quantity, so she could casually learn a new one.
This marked Above the Stars’ difference from other games: players could unlock new main profession slots with experience, enabling diverse professions.
Generally though, juggling multiple professions wasn’t advised. Mortals had limits—even dedicated farming saints would fall behind the playerbase and miss major events if spread too thin.
Early stage
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