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​Chapter 1: A New Dish Arrives!
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The sizzling of the stove, the beeping of the fryer, and the smell of grease as the roar of the dinner rush makes its way into the fast-food diner. The only thing I could think of, though, was the pleasant daydream that I had to keep me going throughout my shift. The thought of cooking fancy dishes of all creations from juicy steaks, to melt-in-your-mouth pastries, and even mouth-watering pancakes for my fellow patrons. The restaurant would be filled to the brim with smiling and full customers as my staff effortlessly worked providing amazing care and fluid movement across the dining hall. The kitchen would be so spotless and clean as the sounds of food being cooked would sizzle and pop while the cooks worked in rhythm to my commands. 

“Hey, Bonichi! You're letting the fries burn! Stop daydreaming and get back to work!” the manager yelled sternly. 

I snapped out of my pleasant dream, rushed to pull the fries out, and threw them into the heating container to be prepared for salting.

“Don’t look so discouraged Bonichi, I know you’re a bit exhausted from your morning job at the market. I wish you wouldn’t work yourself so hard or it will start affecting your health.”

“Thanks, but I can’t stop working. I have to save as much money as I can for culinary school or I’ll never be able to chase my dreams,” I said with determination.

My coworker smiled back at me, but I could tell that she was worried for my health. Truth be told, I had been feeling a lot dizzier ever since working 20-hour shifts a day. I need this money badly. I lived on my own and tried to budget money where I could, but without any assistance, it’s going to take at least another year before I can pay for college. I had to give it my all, even as a line cook for a fast-food restaurant!

I began working through my job as quickly and accurately as orders kept popping up. I flipped burgers, pulled fries, wrapped every dish up, and sent it down to be picked up by the hungry customers. I enjoyed working here as it felt like a beginning stepping stone for owning my own restaurant in life. Working with a crew, customer hospitality skills, and basic cooking instruction while also making money towards my dream. The crowd slowly shrank as the clock came closer to closing time.

Finally, as the final bell tolled, it was time to begin cleaning our stations and preparing to close down the shop for the morning crew until I do it all over the next day. 

“Great job everyone! Go get some rest and I’ll see you all again tomorrow for your shifts,” the manager said while locking down the diner. 

I began walking back to my apartment as I was lucky enough that it was only a short walk back to my apartment building. The night was quiet as I walked back to my home, but I felt very dizzy which wasn’t uncommon around this hour. 
I would presume it was my body telling me how exhausted it was, but I had to press on. My stomach began to grumble a bit though so I decided to stop at a local store that’s open 24/7 where I mostly go to grab things on my way home.

The brightness of the store burned my eyes, but it did help keep me awake as I stumbled through to pick up things to cook. I usually try to cook my dishes at home to help better perfect my skills for when I can show off my true talent to future customers. After grabbing some veggies, small chunks of beef, and a few potatoes, I checked out and made my way back towards my house. 

The dizziness in my head started to grow fuzzier, but I knew if I cooked a good meal my body would feel much better. The lights came on as I said “I’m home!” to the silence of my house. I haven’t heard from my parents ever since I left the family home to chase my dreams. It made me sting a little, but I am hoping to invite them and serve them a dish as my first customers when I get up and running. 

Pulling out my ingredients, it was finally time to make something delicious. The flames ignited on the stove and the pan was heated to perfection when the beef chunks were placed. I pulled out my cutting board, began dicing some carrots, and took the large stem off the broccoli. A shock of dizziness hit me again as I was cutting.

I looked down to notice blood was on my hand. I must’ve cut myself while not paying attention. When I began to wash the blood off my hands, I noticed no stinging from the water which was odd. A single drop of blood fell into the sink as I was looking down. Immediately the single drop began pouring a small stream which frightened me.
I pulled my head up and rubbed my face instinctively. My arm was coated in blood from my face. I could feel my energy depleting. I shut off the stove, rushed to my home phone and called emergency services when the sudden dizziness hit me harder than it ever has. 

My vision became blurry and my legs were weak. I collapsed by the phone where I could hear someone talking, but I was unable to speak. My mind was maxed out with a million things rushing in my head. What’s happening to me? Am I going to be okay? My body started to feel very warm and the urge to fall asleep had taken over. I fought as hard as I could to wave it off. Am I never going to see my dream come true? Will I never become the best chef ever? At least let me see my parents one last time.

“Mom... Dad...”

My vision went out like an old-school television. All I could feel was warmth and somehow cold as I drifted into the empty void. Time in the darkness felt so odd. I couldn’t tell if I had been there for minutes or centuries with nothing but silence until a bright white light awoke me. I felt something calling to me as if summoning me, but I was unsure if I should approach. To keep my sanity in the void, all I thought about was my daydream. I awoke from my deep slumber and stretched out to the light.

“All right, I’ll come, but only if I become the best chef!”

The void switched like a light being turned on and I felt whole again. I opened my eyes to see stones beneath me. It was cold and wet, but it was great to feel it beneath me after feeling nothing for so long.

I noticed a faint glow around me which made my body tingle. Slowly raising my head, I could see a woman with crimson hair staring down at me. Her eyes were the same color as her hair as she wore a silk mulberry-colored dress and a witch’s hat to match. 

Seeing another person startled me as I jumped back and crashed into something behind me. I looked up once more to see a skeleton looking down at me. The dark craters of where its eyes used to be reminded me of the voice. I tried to scream, but no voice could come out. 

“What are you doing, servant? Get up already. Usually, I am not so drained spawning you mere weaklings, but you seemed to be a difficult one.” 

My body felt a sudden urge to stand as if I couldn’t disobey a command from her. I rose to my feet but felt odd. My body felt so light as if I weighed no more than a sack of potatoes. I pulled my hands up to my face to notice that it was nothing but bones. My jaw dropped. Literally. As my jaw fell into my hands, I made the final connection that I was no longer who I had been, nor was I where I had come from. Instead, I was a skeleton summoned by this woman as a mere servant for her. 

“Well, I’m exhausted. You skeleton servants! Teach this new one about the routines and what must be done. I’m going to go take a nap. Don’t disturb me,” the crimson-haired woman said as she walked off. The skeletons surrounded me as they looked at me with expressionless faces and then took me on a tour of what I would then call home.

The skeletons were odd compared to what I thought they would be. In video games, they act as monsters, but these skeletons almost act like a bunch of goofy walking bones that act on the scarlet woman’s commands. The place we were in was something of a cave turned into a makeshift home. There was a cavern deeper in the cave that had a flowing spring with glowing crystals around the makeshift cave. 

We then proceeded to the treasury room where it seemed there was nothing but random commodities stored here which I presumed had been obtained in a not-so-good way. Another part of the cave was the witch’s bedroom where it was a bed made of random fabric and sheets lined with old books and a broken mirror with a dresser. The best part of this walking tour was when we came to the pantry. It was filled with odds and ends of random fruits and vegetables with some being recognizable to others from this world that I have yet to taste. 

I wanted to go through the whole pantry and see their cooking supplies, but the skeleton handed me a broom and directed me to sweep the entrance of the cave. As I swept up the cave, I could see outside which had to have been nighttime. Even though I was a skeleton, I could see as if I was human and could feel as if I had skin. The warm breeze blew in from the night air which made me feel as if it was the beginning of the summer season. I could see the beautiful sky lit up with stars which made me think there was no light source nearby to drown out the sky. Back in my world, the lights of the city made it impossible to have such a sight as this when I would get off my late-night shift. 

I continued to sweep and follow orders as we cleaned the whole cavern of all spiderwebs and dust until the sun started to rise. My body began to feel odd though compared to the other skeletons. I felt dizzy just like I did when I would pull all-nighters in my prior life. I collapsed on the floor with the broom still in hand.

X

“Hey....”

“HEY! Get up lazy!”

My body moved on its own as if I were a puppet tied to strings. I slowly woke up and saw the scarlet-haired woman standing in front of me.

“Honestly, I have never seen a skeleton fall asleep. You are such an odd creation. Now that you’ve gotten your rest it’s time for you to join the patrols,” she said as she pointed to the entrance of the cave. 

“I command you. Gather a weapon and follow the patrol,” she spoke sternly. My body moved on its own as I walked to the treasury room and grabbed a short sword from the barrel of rusted weapons. I tried with all my might to stop, but there was nothing I could do. The only good thing about this was that I finally get to leave the cave. At first glance, It appeared we were in some sort of swamp with tall trees shading the swampy floor. The plants were nothing I had seen before with giant flowers of multiple colors and a green tint of the water from the swamp. 

The skeletons waved me over to join them. The main skeleton who led the charge was wearing leather armor unlike the rest of us who were practically naked at least as naked as it gets for a skeleton.  He carried a large two-handed broadsword that seemed heavy so for him to carry it so easily on his back showed that he was much stronger than the rest of us. The leather skeleton waved commands like a sergeant leading his troops. We began walking through the swamp while staying on guard. 

My body felt odd though, this time it felt like I was back in control, but influenced by the leather skeleton’s commands which weren’t as strong as the witch’s.

I could feel the swamp’s sludge around my bones as I moved through it. Each step felt harder than the one before. Just then the swamp came to an end and an open field came into view. Near the entrance were a few trees, but something caught my eye immediately.

I saw fruit growing on the tree that I’d never seen before. My mind wanted to run out and rip it right off the tree so I could see it up close, but the more I tried to more the influence of the leather skeleton pushed down on my body. We soon walked past the tree which made me tear up, if I could. 

After walking further up we stumbled upon a collapsed carriage. Upon further inspection, it looked as if something wild had attacked the wagon. There was blood all over the ground, but no bodies to be seen. For some reason, though I didn’t feel squeamish. Perhaps it was this new body that made me not so fearful of death or that I was a monster now and that was a human trait. 

Just then, the bushes started to move and a large grey wolf appeared. The blood, from what I presumed was the victim’s blood, still fresh on the wolf’s face. 

The wolf growled deep and got into a pouncing stance. My mind was shaking, to see such a scary creature so close up was new to me, but the influence drew my sword along with my skeletal brothers. The leather skeleton drew his giant sword and held it with both hands. 

The wolf jumped in my direction and I prepared to swing, but the leather skeleton shoved into the wolf knocking it back. I felt that if the wolf had hit me it would mean that I was going back to the void already. 

My skeleton brothers charged the wolf and swung at it. The beast was sliced, but it shook it off as if it were nothing more than a gnat. The skeletons withdrew back and began a defensive stance. My body followed suit from the influence as the leather skeleton took up the rear. The wolf ran with full force at us as it snarled. We aimed our swords forward and held the beast back from snapping our bones in half. While the wolf was held still, the leather skeleton held up his broadsword and swung down with deep force. The wolf was cleaved in half in an instant. The battle was won and the wolf was no longer an issue. 

“You have leveled up.” A voice said.

A pop-up window emerged with my name. The pop-up window was all red and had a giant X on it with the label 

Unable to receive stats due to status as a monster.

I didn’t quite know what that meant so I went ahead and closed out the window. The leather skeleton looked in my direction and then went back to drawing his blade out of the beast. I felt though that the influence was less than it was before. Perhaps leveling up was my way to get control of my own body again. The leather skeleton pointed to the boxes of items in the back of the wagon and commanded us to retrieve them. My skeleton brothers and I gathered the boxes and proceeded back towards the swamp and into our nice little cave. 

Upon arriving back at the cave, the red-haired woman stood at the cave entrance. 

“Welcome back, my servants. What have you brought me today, Fyrest?” she said. The leather skeleton approached her and kneeled before her. Our bodies then lined up to present the boxes of goods to her. She slowly opened each box to look over what she had to add to her collection. One box was filled with fabrics that appeared to be clothing. She took each one out to check the sizes and gleefully smiled. The next box had colored liquids which I would guess were some sort of potions. 

She closely examined the vials and placed them back in gently. Next was the box filled with books which she swiftly grabbed them out and skimmed through the pages. Books she appeared to have read she threw on the ground and the rest she put in her satchel to read later. Finally was the box I was holding. The box slowly opened to reveal something I knew quite too well. It was a box of flour that seemed just like what I used to use on so many dishes. 

“What is this junk? I’ll just throw this out,” she said as she grabbed the box. My mind snapped. I gripped the box hard not letting it free from my grab.

“What are you doing, servant? I command you to hand it over!” she yelled. Her voice echoed within my bones. My body wanted to give it away, but my mind wouldn’t let it go. My bones began to rattle while she and I struggled to take the box from each other. 

“Enough of this! I command you to let it go. NOW!”

It was a hard-fought battle, but I was still too weak to regain control of my body. 

My hands betrayed me and let go. She flew backward with the box and the flour exploded all over her and the ground. The scarlet witch sat there on the ground covered head to toe in flour.

“You imbecile! Now I’m covered in this gross powder. I’m going to go bathe just get out of my sight!” she shouted as she shot up and walked angrily back into the cave. Fyrest looked at me and then went inside the cave also. My skeleton brothers went in and dropped off the boxes they had collected. I stood out of the cave with a big grin on my face, at least if I could as a skeleton. That shows that snobby girl not to mess with me. On the ground, I noticed the books she had dropped on the floor and scooped them up. She did tell me to get out of her sight so perhaps I will do some reading.

I walked into the cave and found a nice comfy spot in the treasury room. There I sat down and opened the book. The words in the book looked all too strange. I tried to squint as a skeleton could and the words started to come clear. 

A window screen appeared again and showed the same red wall of text just like when I leveled up. I was able to read the book, but every time I flipped the page it would pull up a red window screen. Through constantly shutting off window screens and seeing level-ups I made out from the book about the history of this land.

What was great was the giant map at the back of the books to help me understand where I was. The land we were in was Historia and it seemed we were in the Bone Marsh. From where we were patrolling earlier today, and where the wagon was taken down, the people were most likely heading to a village called Eldoria. From the far north seemed to be a desert with a large port. The west from where we were had drawings of mountains and snow. 

From the east were plains and hills with numerous towns and cities scattered along the way and to the south was a single mountain with a castle named Wildfang surrounded by caverns and a single long bridge. 

The book also contained the history of the land which helped me understand what’s all around me. There were other creatures besides humans that lived in this land. Beastkin were human-like animals that were perceived to be descendants of demons. These demons are supposedly evil creatures that live secluded from humans and occasionally go to war with them. It appears though that beastkin are treated somewhat unfairly as they retain a neutral party to both humans and demons. 

The next book appeared to be a small guide on traveling. It talked about different creatures of the land such as goblins, undead like me, witches, and various creatures you would see from fantasy books. 

It also talked about other more harmless monsters like faeries, pixies, dryads, gnomes, and mermaids. The book mentioned something about attributes of magic, but I couldn’t quite grasp what it was trying to teach. Then it spoke of humans being blessed and receiving what’s called a calling card which shows their stats, class, and job title that is granted to them upon receiving it. 

It then talks about leveling up to increase these stats and doing repetition or difficult work to increase a stat or class. This felt much like grinding video games just like when I was younger and played an RPG. My mind started to get fuzzy again so I put the books up and began to fall asleep nestled in the treasury room. 

X

Weeks started to pass and things started to become more normal as normal as it gets for a skeleton servant. My daily routine would consist of cleaning during the day, going on patrols with Fyrest and my skeleton brothers, and then ultimately resisting the scarlet-haired witch’s commands until my body gave up and followed. Once she became annoyed with me, I scamper around the cave and look up various things and test things that my body can do. 

The first thing I noticed is that I required sleep, unlike the other skeletons under her command. It seemed like this didn’t bother her though as I noticed Fyrest going into a trance-like state while sitting one night. I also noticed that my body could not talk, but I could still see, smell, hear, and feel. The saddest thing I found out though was that I couldn’t taste. No matter how delicious or gross the object was I couldn’t taste it, but I could digest it. 

Any time I devoured something the red window would pop up and then I would close off. I tested feeding things to my skeleton buddies, but the objects would fall right through them. 

I did notice while doing patrols and slaying different monsters that I could start resisting Fyrest's commands after each red window popped up. Fyrest I could tell was starting to get agitated, but did not lash back. 

When the witch wasn’t paying attention I would also enter her room and gather random trinkets and reading material to gather any knowledge I could. I noticed that she was studying sigil writing and ancient transcribing so I would take an object here and there just to mess with her and try the work myself. 

From the stuff I searched through in her room, I noticed one detail of the scarlet witch. This woman had been living in this cave for a very long time. All around her room, I noticed dashes which seemed odd to me until I noticed a new one that was carved out on the wall. After counting, she seemed to have been in this cave for at least 20 years. If she weren’t such a jerk I would feel almost sorry for her. Just spending these weeks with her I noticed that she has never once left these caves, except to wander around in the front entrance or to greet the patrol when they arrive back. 

Things almost felt comfortable living this life, until one day on patrol we noticed bandits attacking a convoy. Fyrest ordered us to attack everything on sight. We skeletons marched over the hills and ran straight towards them. The bandits saw us coming and screamed in horror. I don’t blame the bandits for being so scared, especially after what we did to them. 

After the final bandit was cut down, Fyrest walked up and saw the convoy. A family of three, a father, mother, and little daughter sat there on the ground with the mother and father clinging to their daughter to protect her. Fyrest raised his hand and pointed at the family. 

“Kill them all” The voice commanded inside my head. I was shocked by the order. I knew that I no longer cared about killing things, but to kill a defenseless family? No matter what I changed into, I knew that was wrong. My bones rattled as I slowly walked towards the family. I won’t allow it.

I won’t become some useless pawn that hurts others. I want to be a chef and a chef’s goal is to feed their customers and make them happy. I stood over the family as I looked deeply at their horrified faces. Tears ran down the little girl's face as the father and mother tightened their grip. 

I won’t be their end. I will stop this once and for all. My body shook violently as the red pop-up window came out. The window appeared multiple times over and over until... the color of the screen turned orange. It felt like something had snapped inside my body and the influence of fyrest was no longer connected to me. 

I bent down and gave the little girl a pat on the head. She slowly looked and stared deeply into the voids that were my eye sockets. I couldn’t smile with this face, but I gave her a thumbs-up and turned around. I drew my blade at Fyrest and ushered the family to run for it. The father looked at me and understood with a single nod. The father picked up the daughter and grabbed the mother’s hand then sprinted away. Fyrest drew his sword and started to sprint, but I wouldn’t let him hunt down those people. 

I clashed my blade at him and he swung in response. Our swords locked together as I stared back into his own void sockets. I could feel the influence that he had on me, but it was nothing like it was before. I am no longer your pawn Fyrest! We disengaged our blades and slid back from each other to gain distance. 

Fyrest made the first move and swung at me. I barely dodged the downward swing and struck his skull with the pommel of my hilt. Fyrest stammered back, but swung sideways this time towards me. Thanks to this bony body I completely bent my back as the blade passed over what would be my abdomen if I had one. I slashed at him, but the leather armor he wore took the hit with no issues. As a skeleton, though, I know the weakest part of the body is the skull. 

Fyrest went for a piercing strike, but I had to risk the strike as I knew Fyrest would eventually beat me. The blade met my left arm and cleaved it clear off. During this distraction, I knocked off his armor helmet and struck my sword into his skull. Fyrest didn’t move as he knew any movement would be his last. 

Fyrest let go of his giant sword and as he did I let go of the handle leaving the sword stuck in his head. I tried to convey my message to him the best I could by trying to imitate the influence he had done on me and using my one hand to sign. 

Stop it Fyrest the fight is over. I don’t wish to end you. You were my leader and I am sorry that it had to come to this, but the people are gone and we don’t need to kill them. There are still plenty of items to take to the witch. Let’s go back and have her heal you and me. 

The other skeleton brothers watched in silence as we stood face-to-face. Fyrest bent down and grabbed his mighty blade. I thought I would have to finish this, but Fyrest put his sword away and pointed at the boxes left behind by the family.

The skeletons and I gathered as many as we could and made our way back through the swamp and home. 

X

“Oh, you’re back Fyrest what did you...” her voice trailed off. She ran up to Fyrest and was shocked. 

“Fyrest what happened to you? I’ve never seen you banged up so much!” she said as she pulled the blade from his skull and held up her hand. A purple aura appeared around her head and the crack in the skull started to close. Fyrest looked up and looked at me and then went back to the witch. She looked over in my direction and saw that I was holding one box with my right arm. 

“It looks like you took some damage also, reject. I imagine you are the reason Fyrest got injured by the enemies due to your lack of skill,” she said sticking her head up snootily.

“I suppose I can heal you also. Let me just...” She held up her hand like she did with Fyrest, but nothing happened.

“Huh, how odd. I can’t heal you for some reason. Perhaps you are more of a defect than I thought.” 

“Well might as well see what you all found on patrol. I hope it was worth losing an arm forever.” 

The boxes were all opened to reveal the usual spoils, but there was something special this time. In the box, there was a lovely assortment of fruit with a letter. 

Dear family, I hope that these fruits find you well as you make your journey to your new home. I await you at your new house so that you can be closer to me and your Grandad.

Love, Grandma

“What is this nonsense? Who gives fruits as a gift? Besides, I don't need something just for it to rot away. Pitch it all.” She then made a motion with her hand ushering it to be thrown into the swamp. This struck a chord with me. You don’t waste food. Even in my prior life you always use everything to the best you can as food is so very precious even for those who don’t have much. I even remember my own mother sending me food even though I left them to follow my dream. 

“Come on, reject. I command you to cast the fruit out.” Her voice echoed through my bones. I stood strong this time like I never did before. This time, I didn’t budge. 

“I said I order you!” she yelled. I looked at her and set the box down on the ground. 

“Fine, I’ll do it myself,” she said as she picked up a red apple. She went to throw it and grabbed her arm. An orange pop-up window happened and started to appear multiple times, but I powered on through with all my force. The pop-up window then changed colors again to yellow. 

“YOU DON’T WASTE FOOD!” I shouted then took a bite into the apple. My left side started to glow and my bony arm shot out back to normal.

We both stood there and stared at each other and then back at my arm then once again back at each other.

“Did you just talk?!”

“I can talk?!” we said simultaneously.

“Oh look my arm’s back, too, from eating the apple. Hello, my name is Bonichi and stop calling me a reject!” I yelled while I pointed at her with my newly grown arm. Her face got all red and I could see her getting all dizzy as she then collapsed. 

“Okay, my skeleton brothers let's go bring her to her room,” I said, ushering them over. We gathered the boxes, the red-haired witch, and all piled into our cave. 

As the witch took a nice rest, I decided to test out my new voice and everything I was capable of. First, I hopped off to the pantry and put up the assortment of fruit then took out a small blade. I chipped a shard off of my bony finger and then took a bite out of another apple. My finger started to glow and the shard grew back onto my finger while the shard that was off my finger dissipated. It seemed that anything I ate that gave nutrients would recover me, but eating inedible material had no effect. 

X

“So, there you are, reject. What are you doing in the pantry?” the witch said as she rubbed her eyes.

“The name’s Bonichi and I was testing what can heal me.”

“So it wasn’t a dream? You really can talk. I didn’t know I could conjure something strong enough to speak,” she said as she sat down in a chair. The witch then ushered me to come sit down.

“You still haven’t even told me your name, lady.” 

“My name is Erika. I am your master who summoned you to build up my servants from the ones that get destroyed during patrols,” she spoke snootily. 

“So... What are you, my servant?”

“I’m nobody's servant, but let me tell you what I am instead of this skeleton you see before you,” I said to her. I then told Erika everything from who I was in my past life to how I died and then woke up in this skeletal body. 

“So you're an otherworlder that I accidentally summoned. There are those from another world who have been summoned to this one, but I should not have the strength or power at all to summon a hero. I can feel the connection to you also so I know you are one of my servants, but you are so different from the others. Even my unique servants like Fyrest, you are so different,” she said. We sat there in silence for a couple of minutes until she broke the silence.

“So, now that’s out of the way, why don’t you go clean and do your duties because I need a bath.” She stretched her arms and started walking towards the spring in the back of the cave.

“Hold it. I am not your servant. I’m not doing any more of your chores while you boss me around and act like a rude girl.”

“I’m not rude!... what is it you want to do then?” she said with curiosity instead of her usual annoyed voice. I had been pondering the thought for a while. What do I want to do in the world as a skeleton? Humans will hunt me, monsters will attack me, and I won’t have the life I once had. After all that, there was something still in my core that I wanted to do.

“What do I want to do? I want to be the best chef in this world and explore the world and the new foods it has to offer!” I yelled with a hearty laugh afterward. Erika looked at me and rolled her eyes. 

“As a servant, you are bound by me you know that right? Leaving my area of influence would cause you to be destroyed.” She crossed her arms while shifting back to her annoyed look. This would put a damper on my plans if I were to die.

“Come with me then and explore the world with me Erika. I know you’ve been in the cave for far too long. I don’t ask you to tell me what happened for you to live like this, but I ask you that now you can have someone explore the world together. What do you say?” I held out my hand waiting for her to grab it and finally open up. Erika in turn, slapped my hand and turned away.

“There’s nothing out there but chaos and death. You don’t get it, do you? We are monsters. I may look human, but I am a witch. Adventurers and humans hunt us down and kill our kind. If monsters could just roam around free don’t you think you would see them all the time on your patrols? You don’t. The ones you see are the foolish ones that end up getting destroyed,” she spoke with pain in her heart.   

She started to walk deeper into the cave and stood above the spring. The glowing of the crystals gave off a soothing feeling as the colors danced across the water’s surface. 

“How about a bet then? I will show you a sliver of the potential of the world by making you an amazing dish. If you enjoy it then you will travel with me outside of this cave, but if you hate it... then I will drop this conversation and remain your puppet as I continue my routine forever stuck in this place with you.” I stared at her with determination. Erika looked at the water and then back at me.

“Interesting. I don’t think you could pull it off, but fine. You have three days to make this dish or you fail. During this time, you are relieved of your duties and can roam the swamps or use Fyrest to venture further out. Good luck, Bonichi.” Erika smiled at me with amusement then took off her dress and dove into the spring. 

I’ve only got three days to earn my freedom, I’ve got to make every second count. 

Being Erika’s servant and living with her for these weeks has given me some insight into what she likes and dislikes. I know that she enjoys something sweet, but she’s not keen on fruit which is disappointing as there are quite a few dishes I could make. As I stood staring into the pantry for something, a thought came to my mind. I couldn’t taste what I was cooking so there’s no way for me to know if it tastes good before serving it. I decided to ask Erika after her bath if there was anything she could do for me.

“Hmm... perhaps there is. As a witch, I’m a necromancer and spawn undead familiars that don’t dissipate after being summoned. In doing so, I have to use a large portion of my mana in exchange. Familiars don’t usually eat food, but I have heard that biological familiars can if they have the organs to do so.” Erika picked up a book and started shuffling through the pages.

“I’ve been working on writing sigils and in the book there was an alchemist who lost a limb during a fight. The alchemist wanted to still be useful for his research so he created a new limb made of wood and mana gems with sigils carved into the arms. The Alchemist was able to use his arm again and learned that it was the secret to the tales of immortality. Perhaps I could do something similar to bring your taste back to your body,” she said as she closed the book.

“That would be quite helpful Erika if you could have it ready for me by the end of the 3rd day I would appreciate it.” Showing how important I truly wanted to taste again, I bowed as a sign of respect and spoke respectfully. 

“Hmph” she tipped her face up with pride. “I suppose I can have it arranged.”

With that being settled I decided to head back to the pantry once more to skim through it. I noticed that most of the pantry was bare-minimum items from patrols that she consumes. Usually, vegetables, dried meat, and water that are meant for long-term storage food are most commonly used for travelers over long distances. Something did catch my eye, though, and thankfully I had snuck it into the pantry.
There was a big bag of flour which is the cornerstone of all baking ingredients. I came to the final decision of what I would make for Erika. 

I’m going to make her pancakes with some syrup to win my freedom. Erika loves sweet things and pancakes with syrup are definitely in that line. Pancakes are easy to make and quite delicious without needing too much taste testing. Pancakes also have very minimal needed ingredients to make them. Essentially it comes down to flour, eggs, and milk or water. Now the hardest thing to get though would be the syrup. I know that in the swamp there were no maple trees at all, but if I could find some and start tapping for maple sap I could get the process done and ready by the final day. 

“Hey, Erika? Have you ever heard of a cow or chicken?” I said hoping that these animals also exist in the world.

“Yes, I know them! Just because I live in a cave doesn’t make me uneducated about creatures. I just read a book about different animals a few months ago. What do you want to know?”

“Do you know where I can find them?” I shouted from the other room while I grabbed all the tools I needed for the day. Erika came into the room and saw me grabbing random items and a backpack to haul all of it. Erika spoke of a patrol report months ago of a farm on the outskirts north of the main road where we encountered the wolf during a patrol. I asked to have Fyrest escort me as I can roam freely as long as Fyrest is near me thanks to his influence being of the same origin as Erika’s. 

With everything in hand, I took off outside the cave to meet Fyrest and began the quest of retrieving all the ingredients I needed. The sun was peeking through the clouds as Fyrest and I made our way through the swamp and out into the plains. We were making our way first to the farm to secure some milk and eggs for our recipe when I noticed something I needed right off. I bent down and picked up a leaf with 5 points on it. I recognized this leaf from my prior world when I would walk through the park on autumn days to see the beautiful trees changing color.

There were maple trees somewhere around here. I held the leaf up in the air and awaited a breeze then released the leaf. The leaf blew away to the east which tells me that the leaf must have come somewhere from the west. I pulled the map out again and noticed a small forest nearby. Fyrest and I took off in that direction as Fyrest followed carrying the buckets I had asked of him to carry. 

There it was in all of its beauty. There were maple trees all over with beautiful green leaves and large trunks. I quickly set down my backpack and pulled out a hand drill that I had found in the treasury room. 

“Fyrest could you nail a bucket to the tree from where I drill for the liquid to drip into?” I said to him. The leather-armored skeleton nodded and did so. I began drilling upwards into the base of the tree so that when the sap would pour out, it would be on a decline to fall right into the buckets. Swiftly jumping from tree to tree, I drilled with all the might this bony body of mine had. Fyrest made easy work with the buckets using only a single swing of the hammer I gave him to drive the nail into the tree to hold the buckets up. 

After all the buckets were up and the holes drilled I returned to the first hole I drilled to notice a clear liquid slowly pouring into the bucket. I stuck my finger under the hole and pinched it between my fingers to notice the sticky texture of the sap. I went to taste the sap to make sure it was all right, but I forgot I still couldn’t taste so I had to hope everything was all right with the sap.

“Okay, Fyrest we are done here. Let’s head over to the farm and see if we can finesse our way into getting some milk and eggs.” Fyrest nodded and then we took back off towards the farm marked on the map. The closer we got to the farm I started to realize that maybe two skeletons walking up to a farm wasn’t the brightest idea. Perhaps we will have to quietly borrow these items while no one is paying attention. 

X

As we made our way closer, the farm came into view with a nice cottage and wooden barn with a simple fence outlining the ground where we saw cattle eating from the pasture. I could see an older man standing by a small watering hole watching over his cattle as they fed. 

“This might be trickier than I thought, Fyrest. Let’s try and sneak into the barn and look for the eggs first. I waited for the farmer to look elsewhere as we quietly made our way closer and closer until we sprinted straight to the barn. I peeked around the corner to check if we had been caught, but the farmer seemed unfazed. 

“Okay, Fyrest, when we get into the barn remember to be gentle with the eggs and put them into the satchel I gave you.” 

We slowly opened the door and snuck in to see a small coop where the chickens were staying. I grabbed about a dozen eggs, but every time a chicken saw me it began making noise and pecking me. I looked over to check if Fyrest was having the same problem, but the chickens were much more fearful of him and sat there frozen in fear. Fyrest opened his satchel showing it was full of eggs. Fyrest then gave me a thumbs up which seemed out of character for him, but I was glad that this horrifying monster was having fun helping me gather ingredients. 

I gave him a thumbs-up sign until I heard a large thud right behind me. The barn doors swung open and the farmer was standing there. The farmer was clearly shocked to see two skeletons rummaging through his chicken coop, but I tried to calm the farmer by waving at him and smiling, but I couldn’t smile so it only looked like a skull opening its jaw and staring at him with my soulless eyes. 

“Monsters! Get away from my animals, you filthy creatures!” the farmer yelled with anger. 

“My apologies sir, we just needed some eggs and some milk that’s all. We didn’t know how to interact with you since we sort of look like this,” I said as I bowed. The farmer stuck out his hand and started repeating an incantation. A small circle appeared and a shard of ice shot out directly at me. Fyrest dove in and swung his blade with might causing the ice to shatter on hit. 

“Looks like there is no reasoning right now with him Fyrest. Let’s get out of here!” I yelled as I ran to the back of the barn and jumped out of the open window. Fyrest followed with no issues as we ran through the pasture with an angry farmer on the loose. 

“Get back here monsters! You wretched creatures!” The Farmer was surprisingly fit for his older demeanor and catching up to us with every step. An animal cry could be heard coming up further in the pasture. In the distance, a giant slime could be seen moving toward a cow that was too scared to flee.

“No! Betsy, get out of there!” the farmer cried. I pulled out a short sword and dashed as fast as I could with Fyrest following me by my side. I went in for a swing and sliced through the giant blue slime as if it were made of jelly. The slime was still moving, but Fyrest followed up with a heavy cleave from the top causing the slime to explode on impact. The slime’s guts flew everywhere covering Fyrest, Betsy, and me. The color then faded from blue to a transparent jelly. 

“You... You saved Betsy,” the farmer said as he was winded from running after us. Betsy walked up to me and licked the slime off my face. I gave Betsy some head pats and turned to the farmer.

“Yeah, I couldn’t let that giant slime hurt your animals. Once again I’m sorry for taking the eggs without permission.” I reached into my bag and pulled out a few empty glass bottles and some jewels that I took from the treasury room.

“I am not sure how much the eggs and milk cost, but I hope I could pay you in these for what you offer.” The farmer ran up and grabbed the colored jewels out of my hand.

“You want just that much for something so expensive? You got yourself a deal mister skeleton man,” he said happily as he shook my hand up and down frantically. 

The farmer then sat down and took the bottles from me and began gathering the milk from Betsy.

“So what do two skeletons want with milk and some eggs?” the farmer said.

“We heard milk is good for growing bones. Am I right, Fyrest?” I said as I nudged him in the arm. Fyrest looked at me and the farmer stared right on through my joke.

“Believe it or not we are making some food. I am a chef and one of the ingredients I need is milk and eggs,” I said. The farmer stared back at me thinking it was another joke. Silence filled the air as the final bottle was filled.

“Well, there you go skeleton. Next time you want something, start with showing me money or at least dress like a human so I don’t get a heart attack,” the farmer said. I thanked the farmer for his help and headed back home with our ingredients fully gathered. I was humming happily as we walked back into the cave with our spoils as Erika greeted us at the door. 

“Eggs and milk? Do you think this is something I want to eat? Looks like you will be staying here forever servant,” she laughed and walked away. I yelled back at her.

“Just wait for what I’m making Erika! And my name is Bonichi!”

It was time to set these down for now and get our cooking supplies ready. I found a colder part of the cave that would make a great place to store the eggs and milk so they don’t spoil until it was time to use them, then searched through the treasury the best I could for what I needed. 

I ended up finding a large wooden bowl, a large wooden spoon, a metal slab, a big metal pot. I will need to make a spatula if I ever want to flip the pancakes without ruining their shape. 

The night started to fall and sadly these bones needed to rest for the following day. I drifted off in the treasury room dreaming of large pancakes all around with a river of syrup running through the land. Erika was celebrating while shouting that I was the best chef in the world. Fyrest and the skeletons were dancing and chanting my name until I was pulled from my dream and back to reality.

X

“Right, time to get to work,” I said while slapping my face with my hands to make me focus. I met Fyrest outside and asked him to hunt down a beast with fur for something I need later for when I cook. Fyrest, cool as ever, nodded and then dashed off into the swamp. Today is all about getting these cooking equipment ready for the final showdown. I went back to the treasury room and found a metal rod most likely from a broken wagon. I began creating a fire outside and brought out a large hammer with me. Feeding the flames until the embers were as hot as they could be, I stuck the metal rod into the flame, slowly turning the metal from a faded grey to a warm orange. 

It took a couple of hours, but it was much needed. I then asked one of the skeletons to hold the metal rod down on a chunk of rock that looked the flattest. 

I held the hammer over my head with both hands and swung down as hard as I could. The sparks from the metal shot out as a loud “Ting” noise rang out. 

The metal was slightly bent so I knew I was in for a workout. Back and forth I swung the hammer onto the metal then returned it to the flame when the












































d2d_images/cover.jpg
UNDEAD
COOKBOOK

Tates of Astravale
e ')

——~ SHAY HERBORD





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





