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Chapter 1:

 


“Reality is just a shitty game,” 16-year-old Japanese
high school student Gamaken Kuronuma groused as he remembered the
favorite saying of a certain anime character who’d gained the
nickname ‘God of Conquest’ for his prowess in being able to beat
almost any dating sim game. Even though he was a fictional
character Gamaken really looked up to this guy and his ability to
gets the girls – even if those girls were also 2D characters.

Gamaken’s fingers were flying across his
keyboard as he played a fantasy-themed MMORPG on his computer. The
game was better than his current reality in his opinion. Gamaken
let out a defeated and somewhat disappointed sigh as he watched the
knight he was playing die on screen. If I were a certain Black
Swordsman trapped inside a virtual reality game then I’d really be
dead.

Gamaken was currently in a dark mood since
he’d recently decided to stop going to school. This was due to the
fact that his classmates had been bullying him relentlessly for
being an overweight anime and game otaku.

Being bullied was nothing new to the nerdy
Gamaken, but what was new is that he was unfortunately
learning firsthand that as kids grew older they also grew more
violent and devious in their bullying methods.

When Gamaken had been bullied in middle
school he just had to put up with his classmates verbally
teasing him because of his geeky hobbies and interest in anime,
videogames, cute anime figures of girls from his favorite shows,
and ‘gal games’ – a type of dating sim game that involved
interactions with pretty, anime-styled girls.

As soon as Gamaken entered high school his
fellow classmates immediately made him their errand boy. They would
order Gamaken to go and buy them drinks or buy them lunch even if
they didn’t have any money.

During his 3rd year of high school
they started to steal his lunch money and beat him up for fun. His
classmates enjoyed humiliating Gamaken and would come up with
inventive ways to do so. Gamaken shuddered as he remembered this
one time they’d ordered him to strip down to his boxers and then
made him make a ‘talking face’ with the flab on his stomach.
Gamaken thought he could still hear their cruel laughter ringing in
his ears.

In Japanese high schools, it was customary
for a student to leave their outdoor shoes inside of a shoe locker
and put on plastic shoes, which they would wear around the school.
At the end of the school day, Gamaken would sometimes find sharp
tacks or disgusting, live earthworms in his shoes.

But that definitely wasn’t the worst thing
they’d ever done to poor Gamaken. His classmates started to come up
with games such as: the ever-popular ‘How many kicks to Gama’s
stomach before he throws up?’, or ‘How many slaps before he
cries?’, and lastly ‘How long can we choke him until his face turns
blue?’

It was this last ‘game’ that caused Gamaken
to fear going to school, and he decided it would be safer to quit
and stay home. “It’s not like I have parents to tell me I have to
go to school anyways,” Gamaken mumbled to himself as he watched his
knight respawn on screen. “And it’s not like anyone is going to
miss me. I doubt they even noticed that I stopped going. I wonder
if Tsubomi-chan noticed my absence? Yeah. Right.” Gamaken let out a
wistful sigh.

Allegedly, Gamaken’s father had abandoned him
and his mother when he was just a baby. As for his mother, Midori
Kuronuma, she’d passed away recently. Gamaken remembered her always
being sick. It was unclear what she’d been sick with, but
one time Gamaken could have sworn he saw her coughing up bloody
cherry blossom petals.

Midori had never been healthy and having to
work multiple jobs so that she could raise a son all by herself
probably hadn’t done anything good for her health. Gamaken
remembered his mother as being someone who was always moving, and
never still. Even when his mother arrived home from her day job,
she’d sit, and talk to Gamaken while assembling fake, silk flowers
for extra money.

Midori used to joke that she was like the
princess in the fairytale story Rumpelstiltskin, who was able to
spin straw into gold using an enchanted spinning wheel. Midori
would twist the leaves onto fake flowers and after mailing a box of
flowers back to the flower shop she’d be rewarded, not with gold,
but with money.

Midori had loved fairytales. They’d been her
escape from reality. Gamaken’s mother used to read him classic
fairytales, such as: The History of Jack and the Giants, The
Sleeping Beauty in the Wood, The Little Red Riding Hood, The Master
Cat: Puss in Boots, Cinderella, Beauty and the Beast, and more.

When Gama had first started getting bullied
at school his fellow classmates had shortened his name from
‘Gamaken’, which means ‘Frog Sword’, to ‘Kimoi-gama’ (Creepy Frog)
or simply ‘Gama’. Later, his mother had learned about this and
decided to comfort him by telling him the fairytale story of The
Frog Prince with a strange air of seriousness about her.

Gama remembered that particular day as if it
were yesterday. “Oh, my darling boy. I’m so sorry to hear how your
fellow classmates have been treating you. But don’t lose hope. One
day you will meet people with the ability to see the real
you, just like the princess in The Frog Prince, who was able to see
past the prince’s cursed appearance and accept him for who he truly
was. These people will become your closest friends,” his mother
explained in a tone of voice that brooked no argument.

Gama, who’d been lying in bed and getting
ready to sleep, blinked drowsily up at his mother and tried to
stifle a yawn. “The Frog Prince? Is that another fairytale? I
haven’t heard that one yet. Will you tell it to me?”

“Of course, I will tell you the story. I’ve
been saving it because…well, it may be important to you one day to
know this particular fairytale story. Once upon a time, there was a
beautiful yet spoiled young princess. Everyday, the princess would
go outside near the Forest of Gloom to a stream to cool down and
play with her favorite possession – a golden ball.”

Gama laughed and accidentally let out a
snort. “A golden ball? That doesn’t sound like a fun toy. It
sounds very impractical!”

Midori smiled crookedly. “Well, she probably
just liked that it was shiny. Anyways, one day, the princess
accidentally dropped the ball and it rolled into the stream. She
immediately began to cry and lament her ball’s loss. The sound of
the princess’s crying drew the attention of a small, green frog
with a tiny, golden crown on its head.”

Gama raised an eyebrow at his mother. “A
crown? Really? Wouldn’t it just fall off?”

Midori giggled. “It would have if the frog
hadn’t been magical. The frog told the princess her tears
had moved him to pity and he asked her what was wrong. The princess
explained that she’d dropped her golden ball into the stream and
told the frog if he could but fetch it for her she would gladly
reward him with whatever he desired. She offered him jewels and
even her fine clothes, but the frog explained that he had no use
for such things. What he wanted was merely the privilege to become
her closest friend and live in the castle with her.”

“A frog in a castle?” Gama snorted.

“Yes. The princess thought it was a silly
request for a frog to make too,” Midori said as she reached out and
ruffled Gama’s hair playfully. “How could a frog live among humans
after all? The princess agreed to the deal believing there was no
way the frog could leave his stream and his fellow frogs behind.
The frog quickly fetched the princess her golden ball and gave it
to her. She was so happy that she immediately ran back to the
castle with it and completely forgot about her promise to the
frog.”

“Girls.” Gama rolled his eyes. “They don’t
keep their promises.” There was a slightly bitter note to Gama’s
voice as he remembered one girl in particular from his childhood.
They used to play together in a nearby park, and had promised to
always play together. However, when Gama started being
bullied for being chubby the girl began to pretend that she didn’t
know him.

A glint formed in Midori’s eyes. “Keeping
one’s promises is extremely important. Remember that, Gama. That
same night the frog arrived at the castle and knocked on the door,
which interrupted a quiet dinner that the princess was having with
her father the King. The princess decided to answer the door and
when she saw that it was the frog she grew so startled that she
slammed the door right in his face. When the princess returned to
the dinning room and took her seat at the table, the King noticed
she looked rather pale and asked if a Giant had come to take her
away.”

“A Giant?” Gama asked, his eyes widening
slightly.

“Oh, yes. In these fairytale worlds giants
and trolls have a thing for kidnapping beautiful princesses and
taking them back to their cave lairs. The giants and trolls usually
force the princesses to marry them and then they are treated like
slaves, having to cook and clean for the monsters.”

“That would suck,” Gama said, feeling
sympathetic for the kidnapped girls.

“Usually, a valiant knight will rescue a
damsel in distress from a troll, but that’s really a story for
another time. The princess explained to her father what had
happened and what she’d promised the frog. Her father instantly
reprimanded her and said that she needed to keep her word. The
princess was forced to let the frog into the castle and had him
follow her to the dinning room. The princess cringed when she could
hear the splish-splash sound of the frog following her.”

“Splish-splash?” Gama asked with a cheeky
grin.

Midori smiled. “A frog’s feet tend to be wet
so he would make a squishy kind of sound as he walked or hopped.
Anyways, the frog hopped up on the chair next to hers and then onto
the table. He began to eat with the princess from her tiny, golden
plate. After the frog was full he told the princess that he was
sleepy and asked her to carry him up to her room. The princess
tried to refuse at first since she didn’t want to have to touch a
slimy frog. However, her father the King reprimanded her, and she
was forced to carry the frog to her room and even allowed him to
sleep on her bed.”

“On her bed!” Gama suddenly cried. “She
really let a slimy frog sleep on her bed?”

“Oh, yes. The frog slept on her pillow and
right by her head,” Midori explained. “The next day, the princess
and frog spent the entire day together, and the princess began to
find that she didn’t mind his company. She’d never realized how
lonely she was until she had the frog for a constant companion.
When the princess read a book aloud to the frog she was both
impressed and entertained by his wise comments. Three days passed
by in this manner and on the third night the princess decided to
give the frog a goodnight kiss.”

“Ewwww,” Gama said cringing and putting his
face in his hands. “She really kissed a frog?” He gave his mother a
wide-eyed look.

Midori nodded. “Yes. She did. When the
princess woke up the next day, however, it was to find a handsome
prince standing at the foot of her bed. The prince explained that
he’d been cursed by the Goblin King who’d been jealous of his
handsome face and that the only way to break the curse had been for
a princess to bestow upon him true love’s kiss.”

“True love’s kiss?” Gama asked sleepily.

“When the princess had given her new best
friend a kiss she’d unknowingly broken his curse by being able to
see past his cursed appearance and for liking him for who he truly
was. The prince told the princess that if she would do the honor of
marrying him he’d happily whisk her away to his Kingdom as his
bride. The princess, who’d already become close friends with the
frog, decided that the prince would make a perfect life companion
and quickly agreed.”

“That’s a nice story,” Gama murmured, turning
on his side and preparing to sleep.

“Oh, it’s not over just yet,” Midori chided,
placing a hand on Gama’s shoulder. “That’s when a carriage pulled
by seven white horses arrived at the castle along with the prince’s
loyal attendant Henry.”

“Henry?” Gama asked with a curious note to
his voice. “That’s the same name as my pet snake.”

“Poor Henry had been so distraught at his
master’s cruel fate that he’d wrapped three metal bands around his
heart so that he couldn’t feel anything,” Midori revealed.

“How do you wrap three metal bands around
your heart?” Gama asked skeptically.

“With magic,” Midori explained with a twinkle
in her green eyes. “The prince hadn’t been aware of the fact that
Henry’s life was in danger. But thanks to the princess keeping her
promise Henry’s life was saved. The prince and princess entered the
carriage, and Henry began to drive them to the prince’s Kingdom.
Henry was so happy that his master had found true love and that the
curse had finally been broken that his heart swelled. A cracking
sound filled the air as one of the metal bands around his heart
broke. The prince became worried at the sound, thinking a part of
the carriage had been broken, but Henry assured the prince the
carriage was fine. Two more times a loud cracking sound filled the
air, but dear loyal Henry told the prince not to worry about
it.”

“Why did Henry care so much?” Gama asked, his
brow furrowing.

“Henry was the prince’s best friend,”
Midori explained. “One day, you will have a best friend like
Henry.”

“I sure hope so,” Gama said, his eyelids
drooping.

“One day, you’ll also meet a girl who won’t
care if you’re a little chubby or an otaku,” Midori assured
softly. “She’ll simply like you for you. But in order for that to
happen you can’t judge people by their appearances either, Gama.
Judge people by their actions.” The last thing Gama remembered was
his mother smoothing his hair over his forehead before he fell
asleep.

Gama wanted to believe his mother’s words,
but it was hard. His classmates never ‘looked within’ him. They
only judged him by his outer appearance and his nerdy hobbies.
Still, Gama was never mean to anyone in retaliation for their
bullying. He kept on being nice to his fellow classmates while
holding onto the slim hope that maybe one day they would change
their minds about him, and want to be his friend.

Midori had explained to Gama that those who
hurt others are the ones who are hurting the most inside. Instead
of getting angry or hating them Gama just felt sorry for them after
learning this, and pitied them instead.

There were two things Gama missed about high
school. The first was the food he’d been able to get at the
cafeteria. He really missed karepan or curry bread. Gama
enjoyed the freedom of being able to just hole himself up in his
room all day while he watched anime or played video games or dating
sim games. However, he didn’t know how to cook.

This meant that Gama mostly lived off of
instant, ramen, noodle soups, and pre-made convenience store meals.
This sadly didn’t help his tendency to get chubby. Speaking of
food, Gama noticed a cockroach scuttling across his bedroom floor.
He got up from his seat and stealthily walked over to the cockroach
before slamming his foot down on it. Gama bent over, picked up the
dead cockroach, and carried it over to a large glass tank.

Inside the tank was Gama’s pet ball python
named Henry. Gama dropped the cockroach into the tank and watched
as the brown, gold, and black snake enthusiastically grabbed it and
began to swallow the bug whole. At least, my cockroach-infested
apartment is good for someone, Gama thought wryly.

At that moment, Gama’s own stomach rumbled
loudly, reminding him of his own hunger. He ambled into his small
kitchen to see if he could find something to eat. Gama let out a
disappointed sigh when he noted his fridge was empty and he was out
of instant soups. This meant he’d have to leave his crappy
apartment, and go and buy a meal or two at the closest convenience
store.

Gama threw on his hoodie, grabbed his wallet,
and left his apartment. As he headed to the convenience store, his
mind began to wander and he began to think about the second thing
he missed about school.

There was a pretty girl in his class named
Tsubomi. He had a huge crush on her, but he knew she was
way out of his league. She was the school’s idol after all.
Tsubomi had never been mean to him like everyone else. Instead, she
seemed to live in her own world and was above such pettiness as
bullying students.

Ugh. I wish I could get a hot girlfriend.
Preferably one with big tits. (What? He was a 16-year-old boy.
He was bound to have semi-perverted thoughts).

Gama knew that there was no chance of this
happening, however. Gama was just about to cross the street when he
realized the crossing signal had turned red, and stopped. He felt
someone swiftly walk past him and recognized that long curtain of
gleaming, black hair. Tsubomi-chan? Doesn’t she realize the
crossing signal turned red?

Gama looked up the road and noticed a large
truck speeding down the street towards them. You have got to be
kidding me!

“Tsubomi-chan!” Gama ran towards her, panting
slightly due to being out of shape. “Look out!” Gama knew that he
wouldn’t have the time to try and pull her back to the sidewalk.
The only thing he could do was push her out of harm’s way.

Unfortunately, this left him standing
directly in the path of the truck. Gama didn’t really feel the
impact. The next thing he knew he was laying on the ground and
Tsubomi had his head resting on her lap.

Gama looked up at Tsubomi and tried not to
stare at her chest. He was surprised by the worry shining in her
pretty brown eyes. Oh well, if this is how I’m going to die at
least I get to die while staring at Tsubomi’s chest, I mean, her
pretty brown eyes. She’s too cute.

“Gama-kun?” was the last thing he heard
before he sank into oblivion.

THE END

Just kidding.

Gama heard the sound of a baby crying and
opened his eyes. Where the hell am I? He blinked up and saw
two people in his line of sight. One of them was a beautiful woman,
who looked like a character right out of a fairytale story. She was
wearing a sky-blue, silk gown with a belled skirt, and her golden
hair had been styled into a complex updo. Gama couldn’t help but
notice the glittering diamonds inlaid on the golden crown sitting
on her head either.

The handsome, middle-aged man standing next
to her also looked like some kind of fairytale character. He had
shoulder-length, golden blonde hair, and a matching neatly trimmed
beard. The man’s blue eyes sparkled as he looked down at Gama.

Gama’s attention went to the golden crown
that was on the man’s head and he noted it was slightly larger than
the woman’s and inlaid with precious gems. The man was wearing a
dark blue, Victorian-style suit decorated with swirls of golden
embroidery.

These two look just like a fairytale King and
Queen. The hell? Is there a cosplay convention that I don’t know
about? Did I pass out in the middle of Harajuku or something? Gah!
These people hurt to look at. Beautiful people are blinding.

“The prince has been born! Spread the news!”
a voice echoed through the nearby hallway.

“It’s a boy! A healthy boy!” Another voice
could be heard through the bedroom door.

Oh. A baby was born…that explains the
crying. Gama raised one of his hands in front of
his face and abruptly noticed how small it was. His eyes flared in
alarm. Whoa, wait a second. Is that my hand? Am I the
baby?

The sudden realization Gama
had hit him like, well, a truck. Oh my God, I’ve been
reincarnated, but I still have my memories of my past life. Damn
you, Truck-kun! I should have known you’d strike again. This is
just like the beginning of an isekai fantasy manga or anime
story.

A lopsided grin formed on
Gama’s face, which caused the King and Queen to share a worried
look. Maybe I’m the hero who has been summoned to this world
in order to defeat the Demon King! Oh, I wonder if I have any
special powers or cheat skills. I’m also curious about what kind of
world this is.

If there is a King and Queen…this must be a
medieval, sword-and-sorcery fantasy world. I bet my mom would call
it a fairytale world. Gama felt a pang of longing
in his chest as he remembered his mother. I wonder if
there’s magic here. Please, let there be magic. That would be so
cool.

The King and Queen continued to fawn over
their newborn son. “Isn’t your son handsome, my King?” Queen
Gladiola asked.

“Indeed,” King Brandr replied, nodding his
head and stroking his beard. “He looks just like me when I was a
baby.”

Gladiola giggled. “What will you name
him?”

Brandr stroked his beard some more. “He comes
from a family known for producing the best swordsmen in all the
land. He’ll need a sword-related name, of course. Something like
Agerico, Axton, Dubhlainn, Eginhard, Gilmore, Gudbrand…”

A sword-related name? Gama
blinked up at the King with wonder. Well, as long as I don’t
end up being named ‘frog sword’ again. Anything would be better
than that.

“Gudbrand,” Gladiola
echoed, “I like the sound of that one, Brandr, my love.”

If I’ve been reincarnated as a prince…that
means I’m rich. Gama suddenly realized, and
another strange smile formed on his face. Hell yeah! I’ll be
living the easy life. Things might finally be looking up for me.
Gama’s eyelids felt heavy and drooped before they
finally shut.

“Oh dear, he’s all tuckered out. We’d better
go and let him sleep in peace, my darling,” Gladiola whispered.

“Yes, dear-heart. Let us retire for the
evening,” Brandr agreed, and a lascivious smile spread across his
face as he began to think about finally getting to sleep in the
same bed with his lovely young Queen once again.

Gama fell into a deep sleep and dreamed about
how he would live the live of a pampered prince. Until-

Gama awoke to the sound of a low, menacing
chuckle. “Buwhahaha.”

When Gama looked up he saw
the face of the ugliest man, no, creature he’d ever seen staring down at him. The creature had gleaming,
yellow eyes, and when he smiled he revealed they were the same
color as his crooked teeth. Gama’s gaze went to the creature’s
green skin that was covered in warts, then his bulbous nose, and
lastly his pointed ears. Pointed ears? He’s not human.

The monster’s black, scraggly hair was
slicked over his head, and was the same color as his beard. When
Gama looked down to see what the creature was wearing he was
surprised to note that he was dressed in black leather and shining,
black, steel armor. He’d expected to see this creature dressed in
rags. An enormous medieval sword that would make a certain berserk
swordsman jealous was strapped to his back. Gama’s eyes welled up
with tears and he shivered in fear.

This reaction caused the monster’s smile to
widen, which revealed the creature’s tusks. “Why hello there,
little prince. I bet you’re wondering who I am. Allow me to
enlighten you. I am the Goblin King!” He spread his arms wide,
which caused the black cloak he was wearing to spread out in a
dramatic fashion.

Goblin King? Gama thought,
his mind racing. Why did that sound so familiar?

“And I’m here to kill you, little princeling.
It’s nothing personal, but you see there’s this pesky prophecy Baba
Yaga’s son, Yaga, told me,” the Goblin King began to explain in a
regretful tone. “Apparently, one day King Brandr’s son will grow up
to become an incredible swordsman and kill me. And well, I can’t
have that now, can I?” The Goblin King took out a rusty dagger and
held it over the prince’s crib. “And now…you die.”

No! Not again! Gama thought
as he started to cry loudly.

The Goblin King brought the dagger down,
however, it didn’t reach the prince. Instead it collided with a
translucent, blue-tinged, dome-shaped barrier that seemed to have
appeared out of nowhere. The Goblin King swore loudly in response.
“Damnation! You’re under the protection of the Blue Fairy! I see
how it is. Well…”

The Blue Fairy? Isn’t that a character from
Pinocchio? Gama wondered dizzily.

“I’ll just have to curse you instead. I was a
lowly Goblin Shaman before I became the Goblin King,” the monster
boasted, his chest puffing up with pride. “I’m very good at casting
spells and curses.” The Goblin King whipped out a wand and began to
draw circles in the air with it as he chanted an incantation.

No! I don’t want to be cursed! What kind of
shitty game is this reality? Gama thought
desperately.

There was a blinding flash of green light and
Gama could feel his body transforming. He couldn’t believe it but
he was becoming even smaller than he already was.

“What did you do to me?” Gamaken tried to
demand, but what came out of his mouth instead was: “Ribbit,
ribbit, ribbit!”

The Goblin King cackled triumphantly.
“Buwhaha! I’ve turned you into an ugly frog! The only way to break
your curse princeling is for a princess to fall in love with you
and bestow upon you true love’s kiss. Only then will the curse be
broken. Yeah. Good luck with that. Farewell, princeling.” The
Goblin King abruptly disappeared in a cloud of purple smoke.

Shit! I have to call for help! Mother!
Father! “Ribbit, ribbit, ribbit!” Gama croaked
out.

“I heard the prince crying!” a female voice
shouted outside the bedroom.

“What is that horrible croaking sound?” a
make voice asked.

“It’s coming from the nursery!” a female
servant exclaimed in an alarmed tone.

“An animal might’ve gotten into the nursery.
Quick! It could harm the prince. Someone, get the dog!” a male
servant issued the command.

Gama could hear the frantic voices of the
servants clearly through the bedroom door. A few seconds later, the
door was flung open and the servants ran towards the crib. When
they peered down into the crib they saw that the prince was
missing, and in his place was a small, slimy, green frog.

“Kyahhh! A frog!” “Where’s the prince?” “That
creature must have done something to him!” “It’s a monster!” “Kill
it!” “Find the prince!” “Release the hound!” The servants began to
make various panicked exclamations.

Wait! No! It’s me! I’m the prince!
“Ribbit, ribbit, ribbit!” Gama cried. Oh
no, I sound like a frog. They can’t understand me!

A servant brought a hound on a leash into the
bedroom and then unhooked the leash from the dog’s collar. The
hound immediately ran for the crib, spotted the frog, and tried to
grab it by using its maw filled with sharp, gleaming, white
teeth.

Ah! I’m going to get eaten! Gama thought wildly and quickly jumped out of the crib. He
narrowly avoided getting bitten in two by the hound, who drooled
all over the now empty crib and its silk cushions.

Gama tried to run
away, but realized he could only hop
very fast as the hound ran after him. Shit!
He’s going to catch up to me and I have nowhere to go.

Gama spotted the bedroom
window that overlooked the garden and knew what he had to do. Gama
jumped up and towards one of the glass windowpanes. This is
going to hurt. He hit the glass hard, but luckily
with enough force that it shattered.

Seconds later, Gama was falling down through
the air and towards the ground. Luckily, the young prince’s bedroom
had been on the first floor so Gama only dropped a few feet to the
grassy ground below. Unfortunately, for a tiny frog it still felt
like an incredible distance to fall.

The hound was persistent
and pursued its prey. It jumped through the window after Gama, and
shattered the rest of the window completely. Shit!
Gama spotted the gloomy, dark forest in the
distance and hopped towards it with all his might. He had to
escape.

Meanwhile, the hound
pursued him. I’m not going to make it! Gama
thought. But once Gama entered the woods the hound whimpered, put
its tail between its legs, and headed back towards the
castle.

Gama watched the hound retreat and let out a
sigh of relief. “Phew.” His tiny body was trembling from the
adrenaline pumping through his veins. He knew his body was covered
with small cuts and bruises that he couldn’t yet feel. Gama decided
to try and find a water source so that he could clean his wounds
before they got infected.

As Gama hopped through the forest he suddenly
heard the sound of running water in the distance and began to head
in that direction. He could feel blood sluggishly oozing from his
cuts and shuddered. When Gama reached the stream he peered down at
his reflection and suddenly felt like laughing hysterically. He was
a small, green frog with a tiny golden crown sitting on the top of
his head.

I can’t believe I was just turned into a
frog. That’s just like in…The Frog Prince. But the Frog Prince
could speak so why can’t I? Is it because I was just born? Wait,
does this mean that I was reincarnated as the fairytale character
the Frog Prince and now I’m living his story? Gama’s mind was whirling with these strange
possibilities.

Gama let out a thoughtful
hum. If I’m the Frog Prince then there’s hope. I just need
to get a princess to kiss me. Oh man, how hard can that be? Is this
what they call irony? My classmates always called me an ugly frog
and now I actually am one. Gama scrubbed a hand
down his small face. What should I do now? Try to get out of
this forest? Try to find a princess? For now, I’ll take a dip in
this stream in order to wash the blood off, and treat my
wounds.

Gama hopped into the stream
and began to swim around. Hey, this is nice. Maybe life as a
frog won’t be so bad after all-

An ominous feeling suddenly
washed over Gama and a dark shadow rose up from underneath
him. What the? Gama instinctively hopped
up, and a giant carp emerged out of the water. It opened its mouth,
revealing its pointed teeth. The carp was enormous, and about the
size of a shark back on Earth.

Ah! It’s going to eat me! I’m going to die –
again! That’s when an animal instinct took over
Gama’s body. He opened his mouth and a glowing, blue magic circle
appeared in front of him. Seconds later, a poisoned dart emerged
from the magic circle and went zooming towards the monster carp.
The dart pierced the carp’s flesh and killed it.

Gama’s mind was spinning at
what had just happened. Wait, I can use magic? As soon as the carp died, its body disintegrated, and left
behind a glowing, blue, magic crystal, which fell with a plop into
the stream.

That’s when the strangest thing happened – a
stat window popped up in front of Gama and a preppy and overly
proper male voice filled his head. “Congratulations, Master! You
are now Level 2!”

Whoa, did a stat screen just pop up in front
of me? Gama’s eyes bulged. This is just
like in a video game. I can see my current level, HP, MP,
attributes, how many skill points I have, and my skills. According
to this thing I’m a Poison Dart Frog Monster Level 2. I also have
the title ‘The Frog Prince’. I currently only have one skill –
Summon Poison Dart. I wonder what other skills I can get later
on?

“When you reach Level 20
you will be able to get Summon Poison Arrow, Master,” the preppy
voice helpfully informed him.

Ah! There’s a voice inside of my head! Who
the hell are you? Gama demanded
nervously.

“I am your faithful attendant, Henry.”

Henry…that’s just like in the fairytale The
Frog Prince. Gama was suddenly reminded of his pet
snake Henry that he’d been forced to leave behind. I miss my
pet snake Henry already. I hope he’s okay.

“I also happen to be the Blue Fairy’s son,”
Henry explained with a proud note to his voice. “She sent me here
to assist you and said this form would be the most useful to you as
you learn how to survive in this new world known as Enchancia.”

This form? You mean the stat window?
Gama asked, tilting his head.

“Indeed, Master,” Henry promptly replied.

Got it. Ugh. Why couldn’t you have the voice
of a beautiful woman? That guy that got reincarnated as a slime was
luckier than I am. Gama pouted with
jealousy.

“…I am sorry I am not a young, beautiful
woman, Master.”

Was it Gama’s imagination
or did the voice sound sad. Now he felt bad for hurting a stat
window’s feelings. Ugh, forget it. So, Henry, what do you
think I should do next? I need to break this curse that was just
put on me. Should I leave the forest and try to find a
princess?

“When you turned Level 2 I awakened, so I am
not aware of your current predicament. Why do you need to find a
princess?” Henry asked curiously.

I need to find a princess and get her to
fall in love with me. After that, I need to get her to kiss me.
Only true love’s kiss can break this curse, apparently.
Gama let out a heavy sigh.

“Who cursed you?” Henry asked.

The Goblin King. Gama
revealed with a full-body shudder.

“Ah…well, logically speaking there are two
possible ways to break your curse, which I’m assuming is that you
got turned into a frog. One is true love’s kiss,” Henry confirmed.
“But there is another way to beak the curse. You could kill the
Goblin King, and you’d also be saving this world by doing so. I
recommend the second option.”

Kill? Gama swallowed
thickly. You mean I’d have to commit murder? Wait, did you
say ‘save the world’? I knew it! I’m a hero that was summoned here
to save this world, right? All of a sudden, Gama
couldn’t help but feel a bit excited.

“Well, I’m not so sure about that,” Henry
tentatively began. “All I know is my mother decided to grant you
your heart’s wish and I’m here to help your wish come true. Fairies
grant wishes. It’s our job. This is training for me to become the
next official Blue Fairy. For now, I’m just plain old Henry.”

A male Blue Fairy? That’s a new one.
Gama let out an amused snort.

“I think it would be wise if you remained in
this forest for now and gained strength,” Henry advised. “If you
leave now at Level 2 a human could accidentally step on you and
easily kill you.”

Henry’s matter-of-fact tone
made a chill crawl up Gama’s spine. That doesn’t sound good.
So you’re saying I should stay in this forest, kill monsters, and
level up. Just like in a video game? I guess that slime did the
same thing in the beginning in that cave.

“I don’t know what a video game is,” Henry
started in an apologetic tone. “But yes, killing monsters with your
skills will make you stronger. Strength will be essential in making
a princess fall in love with you. If you manage to save a damsel in
distress from peril she will be sure to fall in love with you.
That’s how things work in this world of Enchancia. When you reach
Level 50 you will be able to attain the skill Summon Poison Sword.
However, you obviously won’t be able to use that skill until you
regain your human body. Still, I would recommend aiming for Level
50. You have a long way to go, Master!”

Good to know. So, you’re going to be my
wingman, Henry? Help me get all the ladies? Gama
teased, waggling his nonexistent eyebrows.

“What is a wingman, Master?” Henry asked
dryly.

A friend…a buddy who has his bro’s back.
Especially, when it comes to helping him score with a chick.
Gama awkwardly tried to explain something that in
reality he knew little about as someone who’d never had a friend
before.

“I would be honored to be your ‘wingman’,
Master. You have a very pure spirit. Except, for your lecherous
thoughts,” Henry said, his voice taking on a teasing edge. “But I
suppose that’s normal for a young man of sixtreen years.”

Hey! Don’t read my lecherous thoughts!
Gama placed his tiny hands on the sides of his
head.

“Who is Tsubomi-chan?” Henry asked
curiously.

Stop reading my mind! That’s private!
Gama inwardly whined.

“But then…how will we communicate, Master?”
Henry asked, his voice issuing out from the stat window.

Ugh. Just stay away from my private
thoughts. Gama chided. Got it? That’s an
order.

“Yes, Master,” Henry agreed passively.

Gama couldn’t help but
mentally laugh. Man, you remind me of this guy who was one
hell of a butler.

“A butler? I am no mere
butler. After I regain my human form I will also serve as your
bodyguard,” Henry declared with a proud note to his
voice.

Gama raised a mental
eyebrow. Well, this guy wasn’t really a butler but a demon
in disguise. But that’s really a story for another time. It’s time
for some leveling up! Let’s do this.

“Yes, Master!”

To be continued in Chapter 2:


Chapter 2:

 


In the beginning of Gamaken and Henry’s training in
the Forest of Gloom, Gama decided to remain in the stream he’d
stumbled upon, and hunted monster carp that occasionally tried to
eat him by using his Summon Poison Dart skill. Eventually, the
stream ran out of monster carp, and Gama was forced to leave the
stream in order to go in search of other low-level monsters to
hunt.

Gama was hopping through the forest and
trying to remain hidden as best he could in the underbrush when the
scurrying sound of several creatures rapidly approaching his
general direction reached his ears.

What the hell could those creatures
be? Gama hid beneath a large fern and peered out at what was
passing through that area of the forest. His eyes widened
dramatically when he saw dozens of gigantic, red ants that were
easily the size of wolves back in his homeworld.

Are those ants monsters or normal ants,
Henry? Gama asked, as he eyed their clicking mandibles warily.
The ants’ mandibles reminded Gama of a pair of sharp pruning
sheers.

“Those are indeed monsters, Master,” Henry
confirmed his suspicions. “They are called Giant Fire Ant
Monsters.”

What level are they? Gama asked
swiftly.

“Level 5,” Henry replied. “As you are
currently Level 4 you should be able to kill them with one
poison dart attack. However, please keep in mind the dart won’t
kill them upon impact. It will take a few seconds for the poison to
spread through their body and kill them.”

Should I just hop out and start attacking
them then? Gama asked.

“Due to the fact there are so many of them I
would highly advise against that reckless course of action,” Henry
began dryly. “You’d be overwhelmed almost instantly and killed. I
recommend climbing a tree and sniping them from above. Once they
spot you they will likely climb the tree after you. That’s when
you’ll need to hop to another tree that is close by in order to
avoid them. Understood, Master?”

That sounds like a good plan. Gama
nodded. Thank you, Henry.

“You’re very welcome, Master,” Henry
responded, sounding pleased for earning Gama’s gratitude.

Gama climbed a nearby tree and positioned
himself on a branch that was hanging over a natural forest path. As
soon as the Giant Fire Ants began to pass below Gama he activated
his Summon Poison Dart skill. A magic circle formed in front of
Gama and a dart appeared. Gama mentally directed the dart towards
one of the ants and watched as the ant was struck with the dart.
The ant let out an eerie shriek and only a few seconds later fell
over onto the ground where it remained unmoving.

Alright! I think I have the hang of
this. Gama thought as he did the same thing again repeatedly,
and targeted the ants that were directly below him. Gama managed to
kill ten ants before they realized where the poisoned darts were
coming from.

Suddenly, the Giant Fire Ants all rushed
towards the tree Gama was perched in. Holy shit! The ants
were a lot faster than Gama expected, and the sight of them zipping
towards him made his heart beat rapidly in his chest.

The monster ants were almost already half way
up the tree and Gama was still trying to decide on which
tree he should jump to next. Gama spotted a low branch about three
meters away in another tree, and jumped.

And just in the nick of time. Gama glanced
over his shoulder to see that the tree he’d just left had become
completely overrun by Giant Fire Ants to the point the tree
appeared to have changed color from black to red. Gama swallowed
thickly. That is so scary! Due to the size of the ants they
could simply step on Gama and squish him to death if they got close
enough.

“Keep shooting the darts, Master,” Henry
directed in an urgent tone. “You must thin their numbers as quickly
as possible.”

R-Right. Gama replied shakily in his
mind. He used his attack skill again and unleashed a barrage of
poison darts down at the Giant Fire Ants below him. The monster
ants would spot Gama, go after him, and he’d jump to a new tree
where he’d continue snipping them.

One hour later…

Gama could hardly believe it, but he’d
managed to kill almost a hundred Giant Fire Ants and had managed to
reach Level 10. Farming these ants isn’t so bad. They’re giving
me a lot of experience points!

The forest floor was littered with red magic
crystals that the Giant Fire Ants had turned into upon dying. Gama
eyed the crystals curiously. Hey Henry, what’s the deal with
those crystals?

“Ah, those are the ants’ magical energy
cores,” Henry began to explain. “In this world when monsters are
defeated and killed they turn into magic crystals. One can bring
those crystals to an Adventurers’ Guild in any village, town, or
city, and turn them in for gold or silver.”

This world really is just like a video
game. Gama thought, shaking his head in bewilderment.

“Video game, Master?” Henry asked
curiously.

It’s nothing. Gama assured. Is
there any way I can gather those crystals and save them for when I
can finally leave this forest?

“Indeed. There is a skill called Crystal
Gathering, which you can acquire,” Henry revealed smugly. “It will
store the magic crystals inside of a pocket dimension that you will
be able to access whenever you want. In order to obtain this skill
you will need to spend some of your skill points. Do you want to
gain that skill, Master?”

Yeah. Go ahead and spend my skill points
on that skill, Henry. Gama thought. If this world really is
like a video game then when I eventually leave this forest I’ll
probably end up traveling to different villages, towns, and cities,
and will definitely need the money to stay at inns and eat meals at
taverns. I’m looking forward to trying medieval fare in real
life!

“As you wish, and although I don’t understand
why you keep referring to this world as a game you are correct in
assuming you will need a lot of gold and silver for lodging
expenses and meals as you begin to travel,” Henry said with a tinge
of amusement to his voice. “One moment please.” Henry used Gama’s
skill points to get Gama a new skill. “Crystal Gathering skill has
been acquired.”

Sweet! Gama used his new Crystal
Gathering skill to gather up all the scattered magical crystals and
stored them inside a pocket dimension.

Gama found himself thinking that it was a
shame the monster ants would turn into crystals when they died
since they looked rather appetizing to the Frog Prince in his
current form. I can’t believe I just thought those ants look
delicious. That is so whack.

Later that same day, Gama was forced to eat
‘normal’ bugs and insects that weren’t considered to be monsters
instead. The first time Gama’s long, pink tongue had shot out of
his mouth on its own and captured a fly before bringing it into his
mouth had really freaked Gama out. Gama had reluctantly chewed the
fly when Henry had advised him to eat it and was even more
surprised to discover that the fly hadn’t tasted all that bad.

Must be a frog thing. Gama thought and
decided to eat a few more flies. Still, eating bugs was mentally
tasking since Gama couldn’t help his initial knee-jerk reaction of
wanting to yell, ‘Yuck! Bugs!’ each time he ate one.

Gama’s mind wandered to his pet ball python
Henry. He wondered if someone had found him in his apartment and
started to take care of him. Gama recalled how he’d used to catch
the cockroaches in his sad apartment and feed them to his snake. It
was ironic that his pet snake Henry had been his only friend in his
past life and now it seemed his only friend in his new life was
also named Henry.

In my old world, I had a pet snake named
Henry. Gama confided to the male fairy. Suddenly, I feel
sorry about feeding it bugs!

“You had a pet named Henry?
That’s…odd,” Henry remarked.

It’s just a funny coincidence. Gama
thought back casually.

“There is no such thing as coincidence,”
Henry ominously replied.

The first thing I’m going to do when I
break this curse is eat curry! Gama declared, deciding to
change the subject.

“What is ‘curry’, Master?” Henry asked with
interest.

Curry is a very popular dish back in
Japan. Gama began to explain while drooling as he began to
picture the dish in his mind. It’s a type of stew made with
spices, vegetables and sometimes meat. It’s typically served over
white rice. You can make curry very spicy or mild depending on
someone’s taste.

“That sounds delicious,” Henry agreed. “When
you reach Level 100 you’ll be able to summon me, which means I’ll
get my ‘human form’ back. Once I get my body back I would like to
join you when you eat this curry and try it.”

Sure thing, man. I’ll make it for both of
us. Gama promised. You say you’ll regain a ‘human form’, but
you’re a fairy, right? What will you look like? Will you be
four-inches tall?

“In this world small fairies like that are
known as pixies,” Henry explained with a note of amusement to his
voice. “I’m a normal-sized fairy and am about six-feet three-inches
tall. Fairies have a humanoid appearance for the most part. Except
for their wings, and, of course, pointed ears.”

Wings, huh? It must be nice to be able to
fly. Gama said starting to geek out as he thought about how
cool it would be to have wings. Does it bother you? Not having a
body?

“Not really,” Henry denied. “This whole
experience is training to become the next Blue Fairy. I need to
become an exceptional wish granter. Like my mother.”

No pressure, huh? Gama asked sensing
the slight strain and wistfulness in Henry’s tone. What about
your own wishes?

“My own…wishes?” Henry asked in a startled
tone. “My only wish right now is to see your wish fulfilled.
I will help you get a princess to fall in love with you and kiss
you in order to break your curse.”

Thanks, Henry. I appreciate all your help,
man. Gama thought.

“Not at all. I’m just doing my job, Master,”
Henry returned brightly.

Your job? Gama thought with a pang,
but then swiftly decided to think about something else before Henry
could notice his sad train of thought. What level am I now,
Henry?

“You have managed to reach Level 21, Master,”
Henry informed him with a proud note to his voice. “I would
recommend that the next monster you hunt is a spider monster. They
are Level 25.”

A monster spider, huh? That sounds doable.
As long as we don’t run into a certain reincarnated, white, lady
spider we’ll probably be fine. Gama thought,
thinking of a character from one of his favorite anime.

“Reincarnated spider?” Henry asked.

Oh, it’s nothing. Gama said,
dismissing the anime reference that Henry wouldn’t be able to get.
Let’s try and find a spider monster, Henry!

“Certainly, Master,” Henry agreed.

Gama hopped through the forest wondering what
he should really be looking for when he suddenly stumbled upon a
cave that was filled with white, sticky, spider webbing. That
looks promising and suitably terrifying. Gama shivered at the
unsettling sight. A lot of games and animes featured caves with
entrances like that one. Players or characters would enter such
places, but would rarely make it out alive.

“Well done, Master Gamaken,” Henry praised.
“This appears to be the entrance to a monster spider’s den.
Onwards, Master!”

Gama gulped. R-Right. He agreed
shakily. Gama hopped inside and made his way through a dark tunnel.
His eyes slowly started to adjust to the lack of light and his
pupils were blown wide.

Huh. Apparently, I can see in the dark.
Gama realized. I wonder if most amphibians
can do this or if this is unique to Poison Dart Frog Monsters.

“Frogs can see in the dark much better than
most other animals, Master,” Henry began to explain. “Frogs have a
thin layer of reflective tissue in their eyes known as tapetum
lucidum and it reflects even the smallest bit of light directly at
two sensitive rods in their eyes. This enables them to see in the
dark and-”

Gama grew curious when
Henry suddenly cut himself off. What’s wrong, Henry?

“Oh, you’ll have to forgive me for giving you
that amount of boring, unsolicited information,” Henry
apologized.

Why? I found that interesting to be honest.
How did you know about that anyways? Gama
asked.

“You’re very different from anyone I’ve ever
met,” Henry began in a startled manner. “Anyways, I used to study
in the library of my village. I wanted to learn everything. I
memorized every single book that was in that library. My cohorts
claimed I was boring and annoying because of my penchant for going
on and on about the things I learned about and that I thought were
interesting.”

Don’t worry about it. I tend to ‘geek out’
over things that interest me too. Gama assured,
before he decided to concentrate on where he was going. The cave
had opened into a spacious cavern. Gama looked up and noted that
there was a lot of webbing on the ceiling about twenty feet over
his head. And that’s when he spotted a spider that appeared to be
sleeping on a bit of webbing that resembled a hammock.

Gama took in the monster
spider’s appearance. It was quite large for only being Level 25 and
about the size of a cow. The spider’s exoskeleton was white and had
black and red markings. Of course, she looks just like Miss
Reincarnated Spider. I am so screwed if she’s that powerful!
Gama inwardly moaned.

“Miss Reincarnated Spider?” Henry
whispered.

Just my inner geek leaking out again, Henry.
Ignore that. The spider looks like it’s asleep. I’ll snipe it now!
Gama activated his Summon Poison Dart skill and a
magic circle formed in the air in front of him. He narrowed his
eyes at the spider and willed the dart to head towards it. The
poison dart zoomed through the air in the spider’s direction a
second later.

When the dart hit the
spider’s hard exoskeleton it didn’t pierce it, however. Gama’s jaw
dropped when he watched the dart harmlessly bounce off the spider’s
body. Oh, shit! It didn’t pierce the spider’s body. Its
exoskeleton is too tough! And now…it knows where I am! The Frog Prince inwardly began to panic.

As if on cue the spider opened it red,
gleaming eyes and stood up. It immediately set its sights on the
tiny green frog that had dared to disturb it from its slumber. The
spider fearlessly hopped down and landed in front of a petrified
Gama with a resounding thud.

The ground shook beneath Gama’s feet at the
impact of the spider when it landed. Henry, what should I do
now? Gama snapped. The dart didn’t work!

“I’m sorry, Master,” Henry apologized. “I
should have thought of this possibility. You’ll need to kill it
with an arrow and not a dart.”

Henry’s calm explanation irked Gama. And
how exactly do I do that? He demanded with obvious
irritation.

“You will need the skill Shoot Poison Arrow,”
Henry replied simply.

The spider began to charge towards Gama like
a rampaging bull. Eek! Now I know how those morons, who
participate in the running of the bulls in Spain, feel! Gama
mentally squeaked, spun around, and started to desperately hop
away.

“Would you like to acquire this new skill,
Master?” Henry asked. “I’ll have to spend your experience
points.”

Good grief! Hurry up and get me that
skill, Henry, you dumbass! Gama snapped.

“Right away, Master,” Henry said as he began
to spend Gama’s attribute points to get him the new skill. “Shoot
Poison Arrow has been acquired.”

About time! Gama inwardly groused.
However, in that exact moment the spider shot out a thread of
webbing towards the fleeing Gama, and it wrapped around his back
leg. The spider quickly began to reel the thread back, pulling Gama
towards itself in a surprisingly fast manner.

Gama screamed in terror, which meant he let
out an odd, croaking sound. The spider was big enough to swallow
him whole. I’m done for!

All of this was happening in just a few
seconds. “Master! Use the skill!” Henry yelled.

But Gama was too terrified to move and
abruptly the spider was sinking its mandibles into Gama’s flesh,
injecting him with paralyzing poison. Gama’s vision went fuzzy, and
his head felt like it was stuffed with cotton.

“Master? Master!” Gama could hear Henry’s
voice calling him, but it sounded like it was coming from far away.
Gama could feel the spider wrapping his body up in webbing. Is
this how I’m going to die? Was Gama’s last thought before he
sank into darkness.

A few hours passed and Gama started to regain
consciousness. Gama opened his eyes wide and realized he was
trapped inside a cocoon of webbing that was dangling down from the
cavern ceiling.

“Oh, thank goodness, Master! Are you alright?
Can you hear me?” Henry questioned, his voice laced with concern.
“The poison…because you are a Poison Dart Frog Monster the effects
of the paralytic poison should have worn off by now instead of
killing you.”

Yeah. I’m okay. Gama
replied mentally. But what should I do now? I can’t get out
of this cocoon. The webbing is too tough.

“Try to remain calm, Master,” Henry began to
advise. “You’re currently dangling over a stream of water. Try to
rock your body back and forth. If you’re lucky the string will
break, and you’ll fall down into the stream.”

Gama tried to nod, but the webbing that had
tightly encased his body hindered his movements. Alright. I’ll
try. Gama started to rock his body back and forth, and the
cocoon began to swing back and forth over the stream, until-

The thread of webbing snapped, and Gama began
to fall down through the air. Seconds later, he hit the stream with
a tiny splash. As Gama’s body sank down through the water he
noticed that the webbing was beginning to dissolve until his body
was finally freed.

Hell yeah! I’m free! Gama swam up to
the surface of the stream and cautiously looked around to see where
the spider had gone. Now what should I do, Henry? Gama
asked. He didn’t want to make the same mistake of acting without
Henry’s advice first and screwing everything up again.

“Stay in the stream and snipe the spider from
there,” Henry swiftly advised. “Use your new skill Shoot Poison
Arrow. It should be able to pierce the spider’s exoskeleton.”

Got it. Gama activated the skill
Summon Poison Arrow and a magic circle formed in front of him. A
long wooden arrow emerged from within the magic circle. The arrow’s
metal tip was glistening with purple poison, and the arrow’s other
end was decorated with white and purple fletching.

Gama narrowed his eyes at the spider and
willed the arrow to head in its direction. The arrow hovered in
midair for a second before it went zooming towards the spider.
Unfortunately, the spider managed to dodge Gama’s first attack and
he watched as his arrow harmlessly hit the cave wall. Shit!
The spider started to charge towards the stream.

“Don’t panic, Master,” Henry said soothingly.
“Loose another arrow at the monster. You can do this!”

Gama used his new skill to repeatedly loose
arrows towards the spider, and finally one arrow hit its mark. Gama
watched as the arrow pierced the spider’s body and green ooze
splattered through the air. Gama cringed as it let out a piercing
shriek and its body began to convulse. Seconds later, the spider
curled it’s legs close to its chest and died. As soon as the spider
died its body started to disintegrate and it left a red magic
crystal behind.

Sorry, Miss Reincarnated Lady Spider, but
it had to be done. Gama joked to himself.

“Good job, Master,” Henry praised excitedly.
“Your level went up. You’re now Level 31. This means we can start
to hunt even more powerful monsters now! Isn’t that splendid?”

Yeah. Great. Gama thought
sarcastically. This kind of thing is much more fun in video
games. I almost died back there, and I don’t want to die. Gama
grew somewhat startled by this revelation.

“Of course, you don’t want to die, Master,”
Henry said obliviously. “You have your entire life ahead of you,
and you’ll be sure to find a lovely princess to have your happily
ever after!”

Happily ever after, huh? Gama echoed
mentally with an edge of skepticism. Does such a thing really
exist?

“Of course, Master!” Henry rebuked in a
scandalized tone. “Especially in this world – in Enchancia. I
promise that I will help you get your happily ever after…even if it
costs me my life!”

Gama grew unsettled rather than comforted by
Henry’s careless declaration. You…don’t need to go that far. I
would be lost without you, Henry. Gama admitted. The idea of
trying to survive in this new world all alone was daunting.

“Thank you, Master,” Henry said, his voice
thick with emotion. “Dire Wolf Monsters are only Level 35. You
should be able to handle them at your current level.”

Monster wolves. Gama shuddered as he
pictured what they might look like in his mind. I’m assuming
they’re going to be even bigger than this monster spider
was?

“Indeed, Master!” Henry chirped.

I’ll literally be an appetizer to them.
One bite. Gama inwardly moaned. Are you sure I can handle
this, Henry?

“Positive, Master!” Henry assured.

How will I tell the monster wolves from
the normal ones? Gama asked curiously.

“Monster wolves will typically have a single
horn sprouting out of the center of their forehead, Master,” Henry
explained smartly. “In fact, what separates most monsters from
normal creatures are their added horns, eyes, or antlers. Of
course, some monsters are just larger than their normal
compatriots.”

And these wolves aren’t friendly? They
can’t be tamed? Gama asked curiously, thinking of a certain
slime that’d managed to tame a dire wolf in one of his favorite
animes.

“Unfortunately, you are not a Beast Tamer and
so you do not possess the skill to be able to tame a monster,”
Henry explained in an apologetic tone. “Your Job Class, which is
Assassin, limits the kind of skills you are able to acquire.”

Whoa. Hold up. My Job Class is ‘assassin’?
Shouldn’t it be Hero or something more honorable! Gama
immediately began to freak out.

“Unfortunately, there is usually only one
‘hero’ and one ‘heroine’ present in this world at a time,” Henry
explained. “This is due to the fact the ‘hero’ and ‘heroine’ are
usually summoned from other worlds in order to defeat the current
Demon King. But your job class may have been affected by the curse
placed on you by the Goblin King. Also, keep in mind that there
have been multiple hero summonings at one time, but that this is
rare.”

Curse that Goblin King! I don’t want a
villain job class like ‘assassin’. I want to have the noble job
class ‘hero’. This sucks. Gama hung his head with obvious
disappointment.

“Hang in there, Master,” Henry said.

Gama let out a heavy sigh and left the cave,
planning to try and find a dire wolf. He hopped through the forest,
sticking close to the ferns and undergrowth in order to stay out of
sight from monsters.

This was harder to do now that his size had
increased. Gama realized he was now the size of a small cat and
weighed about eight pounds. Still, his increase in size didn’t
grant him much more confidence. Going up against a dire wolf would
be like a housecat trying to tackle a tiger.

Apparently, Dire Wolf Monsters were a lot
harder to find than Gama had anticipated, and it was actually a few
days later when Gama finally spotted one. Night had fallen
and the only reason Gama had been able to spot the wolf was because
it was standing at the top of a hill and howling at the shinning
full moon overhead.

The wolf was bathed in moonlight and Gama
could see its fur coat was a silvery-blue color. Its glowing horn
was white and resembled the horn of a unicorn. Although, Gama knew
it was a deadly monster, he couldn’t help thinking it had a rather
majestic appearance. Alright! There it is! A Dire Wolf Monster.
It’s pretty cool looking. I feel bad that I’m about to kill
it.

“Don’t feel bad about killing it, Master,”
Henry began in a matter-of-fact tone. “Dire Wolf Monsters are known
for attacking villages and killing innocent people. You’ll be doing
this area a great service if you rid it of that dangerous
monster.”

Sounds legit. Gama nodded to himself
before making his way stealthily up the hill and to the outcropping
of rock where the wolf was sitting. The top of the hill overlooked
a deep, vast valley filled with thousands of pine trees.

Gama smirked. He had the wolf cornered. When
the dire wolf turned around and spotted Gama it was already too
late. Gama swiftly activated his skill Summon Poison Arrow and
loosed an arrow at the wolf. The arrow sped through the air and hit
its mark, striking the wolf’s chest and piercing through its heart.
As the wolf died it let out a piteous howl that made Gama cringe
and feel sorry for the monster regardless of Henry’s earlier
words.

Sweet! I did it! I killed a dire wolf!
Gama exclaimed with fake cheeriness as he watched the wolf
disintegrate and leave a blue magic crystal behind.

The sound of a branch breaking behind Gama
drew his attention next. He spun around to see three monster wolves
stalking towards him and growling in a threatening manner. Shit!
Wolves travel in packs. I should have remembered that. Gama
thought, feeling rather stupid.

“Master! Shoot your arrows at those wolves!
Now!” Henry instructed in a no-nonsense manner.

Right! Gama mentally shot back. This
was no time to be hesitating. Gama activated his attack skill Shoot
Poison Arrow twice, and managed to kill two of the charging wolves
in quick succession.

However, the third wolf reached Gama before
he could activate his skill again, and it latched onto his arm and
bit down hard. The wolf ripped Gama’s arm off and chomped on it for
a few seconds before swallowing it whole. Gama could hardly believe
what was happening and felt bile rise up his throat as he watched
the wolf lick its bloody lips with obvious satisfaction.

Oh my God, it just ate my arm! My arm! It
hurts! Gama began to panic, his entire body trembling violently
with the fear that began to engulf him.

“Master! Don’t panic!” Henry shouted. “For
now…jump off the cliff! You must escape! You’re in no condition to
fight that wolf.”

Gama had no choice but to trust Henry so he
jumped off the cliff. Gama plummeted down through the air and
painfully hit several tree branches on his way down to the forest
floor below. Finally, Gama hit the grassy ground and lay still.
Am I dying? He wondered as a pool of his own blood started
form around him.

“You’re not going to die, Master,” Henry said
in that soothing tone he tended to use when things were going to
hell in a hand basket. “You just need to level up and your body
will regenerate itself. You need to get up. Keep moving and find a
low-level monster. Then you’ll need to kill it. You’ve very close
to leveling up.”

Gama struggled to push himself up off the
ground and felt his one arm give out underneath him. He hit the
ground again and groaned. I can’t move. It hurts too
much.

“The pain will go away as soon as you kill
something,” Henry said insistently. “You can do this, Master. I
believe in you.”

Gama struggled to stand again and began to
slowly hop through the forest while on his hind legs. It hurt. It
hurt so much. He needed to take his mind off the pain somehow. He
figured this was as good a time as any to learn more about his
mysterious new friend. Hey, Henry, how old are you
anyways?

“I’m 18-years-old, Master,” Henry replied.
“Why do you ask?”

You’re only eighteen! Gama mentally
chuckled. You’re only two years older than me. I can’t believe
it. You seem so mature. I can’t believe I’ve been picturing an old
man with wings this entire time. You sound like an old fogy
sometimes, you know? He teased.

“Well, my cohorts did frequently enjoy
reminding me how dull I am for my age,” Henry said in a
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