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BOOK 1

NARRATIVE PREDATOR

The Rise of The Extra

Copyright © 2026 Singgid Haruman Wibowo.

All rights reserved.

Content Notice:

This work is intended for mature audiences only and contains explicit R18+ content, including sexual scenes, smut, and harem elements. Set within a decaying, gothic multiverse of scripted destinies and dystopian magic, the narrative explores themes of intense physical tension, restless hunger, and the raw, often violent subversion of divine authority. Reader discretion is strongly advised as the story follows an anti-hero’s journey through a world of crumbling stone and pale suns, where the looting of attributes and the conquest of those destined for others are the only ways to survive the whims of the Celestial Authors.
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CHAPTER 1: THE EXTRA’S AWAKENING
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The humidity in the capital of Wilwatikta was thick enough to taste, jasmine and clove heavy in the air, rotting sweetness layered beneath, the unmistakable perfume of a decaying empire pretending to be divine.

Nnael leaned against a sun-warmed stone pillar of the Inner Temple, posture lazy, expression bored. His guard’s sarong hung low around his hips, loose enough to expose a chest shaped more by tavern brawls and hard living than formal drills. He wasn’t supposed to be slacking. He also didn’t care.

The view was worth the risk.

Twenty paces ahead, High Priestess Serra knelt before the Sun-Shrine.

Serra wasn’t just famous, she was myth. Songs were written about her restraint, murals carved in her image, prayers whispered with her name trembling on lips. But none of them did justice to seeing her in the flesh.

Her skin glowed like pale honey beneath the afternoon sun. The silk of her kebaya was so fine it bordered on translucent, clinging to the heavy, rounded curves of her breasts as she bowed in devotion. Every measured movement set the gold ornaments in her hair chiming softly, and the tight wrap of her batik skirt emphasized hips so full they seemed sculpted for a man’s hands.

Nnael took a slow sip of palm wine from a hidden flask, his gaze tracing the elegant line of her spine down to the generous swell of her backside.

Gods, he thought. The Scriptwriters really outdid themselves with her.

Too bad she was destined for a monster.

[Oh, Nnael... your heart rate is spiking.]

[Are we admiring the Priestess’s assets again? Or just enjoying the little ‘Tragic Virgin’ tag hovering over her head?]

Nnael nearly choked.

The voice wasn’t external. It slid through his skull like velvet, low, sultry, accompanied by the faint, unreal sound of clinking gold jewelry.

“Who’s there?” he whispered, fingers snapping to the hilt of his kris.

[Relax, handsome.]

[Name’s Kirana. I’m the upgrade you didn’t know you needed.]

[Think of me as your personal guide to ruining the Heavens’ favorite story.]

[And trust me, I have far better taste than the Gods.]

Before he could respond, the heavy sandalwood doors of the courtyard slammed open.

“Serra!”

The voice was arrogant, loud, dripping with entitlement. Nnael felt his spine tighten before the man even appeared.

Ares strode into the courtyard like the world had been written for his feet alone. Tall. Draped in radiant gold silks. His face was undeniably handsome in a technical sense, perfect symmetry, sharp features, but ruined by a permanent sneer that said everything exists for me.

Above his head, a glowing golden icon hovered.

[Target Identified: Ares.]

[Status: Protagonist.]

[Plot Armor: 95%.]

[Current Mood: Horny. Entitled.]

Ares didn’t wait for Serra to rise.

He reached down, seized her by the chin, and forced her face upward. His grip was rough, fingers digging into skin meant for reverence, not ownership.

“The Oracle has spoken,” he sneered. “You’re to be my consort for the ritual tonight. Stop wasting time with prayers.”

His eyes roamed her body, not with desire, but possession.

“Your duty is to supply the Yin energy I need to advance my Sun-Cultivation.”

Serra’s breath hitched. Fear flickered behind her eyes, chased by disgust.

“Prince Ares,” she said, voice trembling but firm, “the ritual requires a willing heart. I am a servant of the Temple, not a tool for your advancement.”

Slap.

The sound cracked through the courtyard like a whip.

Serra collapsed to the stone, clutching her cheek as it bloomed red beneath her fingers. Tears welled in her eyes, making her heartbreakingly, devastatingly beautiful.

“You are whatever the Script says you are,” Ares laughed, already reaching for the ties of her kebaya. “And right now, you’re my reward.”

Something hot and ugly twisted in Nnael’s gut.

He didn’t care about honor. Or justice. Or chivalry.

He cared that a man with the personality of a rotten brick was touching a woman who deserved to be worshiped.

And more than that, he hated the way Ares knew the world wouldn’t stop him.

“He’s going to ruin her,” Nnael muttered.

[Correct.]

[Original Script: He takes her tonight.]

[She loses her purity.]

[Dies three chapters later to motivate him to slay the Demon King.]

[Honestly? Such a waste of a woman who knows thirty-two Kama-Sutra positions.]

Nnael’s jaw tightened.

“Can we stop him?”

[I was hoping you’d ask.]

[Interrupt the ‘Hero Claims the Maiden’ scene and I can loot his attributes.]

[Care to try?]

[System Quest Initialized: Narrative Hijack.]

[Objective: Interrupt the Hero’s Claiming.]

[Reward: Looted Agility + Priestess’s Favor.]

Nnael stepped out from behind the pillar.

“You know,” he drawled, “Temple rules are pretty clear about touching Priestesses.”

Ares froze, disbelief flashing across his face as he turned.

A guard stood there. Smiling.

“And for someone who spends that much on hair oil,” Nnael added, “you’ve got surprisingly little charm.”

“A guard?” Ares snarled. “You dare speak to me, you flea-bitten extra?”

“Extra?” Nnael winced theatrically. “That stings.”

He glanced at Serra. She was staring at him, stunned. He gave her a slow, deliberate wink.

“I just think the lady said no,” he continued smoothly. “And when a woman says no, it usually means you’re not man enough to earn a yes.”

Ares roared, fury erupting. His ceremonial blade flashed into existence, burning with solar fire.

“I’ll have your head!”

He lunged.

To anyone else, Ares was a blur, level forty power tearing through the air. To Nnael...

[Activating: Narrative Slow-Motion.]

[Looting Agility in 3... 2... 1...]

The world thickened. Sound dragged. Heat slowed.

Cold electricity surged through Nnael’s veins, rewriting muscle, bone, instinct.

[+5 AGI Looted from Target: Ares.]

[Current AGI: 20 - Surpassing Hero Speed.]

Ares missed.

Nnael sidestepped like a ghost, the flaming blade slicing nothing but air. As he passed, he gave the Prince a casual, humiliating shove.

Ares flew.

SPLASH.

The Hero of the era disappeared headfirst into the temple’s koi pond, golden silks soaking up mud, algae, and fish waste.

Nnael didn’t even look back.

He knelt before Serra, not looming, not grabbing. He took her hand gently, thumb brushing her knuckles.

“Are you hurt, my lady?”

His voice dropped, deep and steady.

Serra’s chest heaved. The kebaya strained with every breath. Her fingers trembled in his.

“You struck a Prince,” she whispered. “He will kill you.”

“Let him try.”

Nnael leaned closer. She could smell palm wine and heat and danger on him.

“I’d fight a hundred Princes,” he murmured, “to keep those eyes from crying for the wrong reason.”

Serra flushed deeply, warmth flooding her face, and something far lower. No holy man had ever looked at her like this. Hungry. Respectful. Dangerous.

“I... I must go to the inner chambers,” she said, though she didn’t let go. “He will come for me.”

[Oh, she’s vibrating, Nnael.]

[Lust stat jumped from 0 to 60.]

[Play this right, and tonight’s ritual won’t be for the Sun-God.]

Nnael stood, pulling her gently to her feet. Her body brushed against his, soft thighs, radiant heat.

“Go,” he growled. “I’ll be at your door tonight.”

A promise. A threat.

“And trust me,” he added, “I’m far better at rituals than he is.”

Serra inhaled sharply, almost a moan, before turning and fleeing into the inner sanctum, hips swaying as she vanished into shadow.

Nnael turned back just as Ares clawed his way from the pond, screaming for guards, his golden aura fractured.

Nnael smiled.

“How was that, Kirana?”

[Exquisite, darling.]

[You’ve officially derailed the Script.]

[The Heavens are furious.]

[And I’m already wet thinking about what we’ll do next.]
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CHAPTER 2: STOLEN RITUAL RIGHTS

[image: ]


The moon hung over the Empire of Wilwatikta like a curved silver kris, its edge sharp enough to cut the night itself. Pale light spilled through the limestone corridors of the Candi, carving jagged shadows along sacred walls worn smooth by centuries of worship. In the distance, the gamelan began to play, slow, hypnotic and ritualistic. To the masses below, it signaled purification.

To Nnael, it was the soundtrack of a sanctioned violation, scheduled and blessed by something calling itself Destiny.

He moved through the upper rafters like a ghost, his body obeying him with an ease that still felt unreal. Each step was silent. Each leap effortless. Agility hummed through his muscles, coiled and ready.

[Careful, lover boy,] Kirana purred inside his skull, her voice smooth and indulgent. [The guards are hunting for a ‘rogue variable.’ That’s you. But relax, I’ve masked your presence. To them, you smell like incense and obedience. To me... sandalwood and sin.]

“As long as I don’t smell like that pond,” Nnael muttered, peering down into the High Priestess’s private sanctum.

The chamber below was indulgence disguised as holiness. Silk tapestries from distant islands clung to the walls, their colors deep and decadent. Lotus and musk burned in shallow braziers, saturating the air until every breath felt heavy. At the center rested a wide bathing pool, its warm water strewn with red frangipani petals drifting lazily across the surface.

And there was Serra.

She had shed her ceremonial robes. Now she wore only a sheer, golden kemben tied beneath her breasts, a fragile barrier that barely contained their weight. As she leaned forward to test the water, the cloth stretched thin, outlining the full curve of her chest and the dark promise beneath. Humidity kissed her skin, leaving it luminous, bronze, and slick with heat.

Nnael swallowed. His Charisma stat meant nothing right now. His self-control was already gone.

[Look at her vitals,] Kirana giggled softly. [She isn’t praying. She’s waiting. Fear for the Prince, yes, but her thoughts? They’re all you. Heart rate at one-twenty. She’s begging for interference.]

The double doors groaned open.

Ares stepped inside.

Fresh white-and-gold robes clung to his body, pristine and ceremonial, but nothing could scrub away the humiliation still etched into his face. His jaw was tight. His hands shook, barely controlled.

[Target Identified: Ares.]

[Narrative Check: Script requires aphrodisiac deployment to ensure compliance.]

[Looting Opportunity: Absolute.]

“Serra,” Ares snapped. “The hour is upon us. The Sun-God demands your purity for my ascension. Do not defy fate again.”

Serra straightened, clutching the golden wrap to her chest. “My heart is not willing,” she said, voice trembling but firm. “Forced energy will be corrupted.”

“I don’t need your heart,” Ares snarled, producing a jade vial. “Only what’s inside your body.”

He uncorked it. Pink mist spilled out, sweet and suffocating, the Script’s favorite shortcut.

Nnael moved.

He dropped from the rafters in a controlled blur, landing between them with a crack that fractured marble beneath his feet.

[Activating: Narrative Hijack - Interloper’s Shadow.]

[Looting Attribute: STR +5.]

Ares stumbled back. “You—!”

“You talk too much for a chosen one,” Nnael said calmly.

His arm snapped forward. The vial vanished from Ares’s grasp before the Prince even processed the movement. Nnael crushed it in his bare hand, forcing the concentrated mist into Ares’s face.

The effect was instant.

Ares choked, eyes bloodshot, skin flushing violently.

[Backfire detected,] Kirana laughed. [INT reduced. Libido spiking. Hero downgraded to breeding animal.]

Nnael seized him by the neck and dragged him to the balcony. One clean throw sent the “Hero” screaming into the dark.

A distant impact. Angry squeals.

“Enjoy the pigs,” Nnael muttered.

He turned.

Serra was shaking, braced against the pool’s edge. The drug had touched her too, just enough. Her eyes burned, focused entirely on him.

“You came,” she whispered.

“I said I would.”

“The energy... it’s already rising,” she gasped. “If it isn’t released—”

[She’s right,] Kirana whispered. [Yin Overflow. Help her... or watch her break.]

Nnael stepped closer, fingers catching the knot of her wrap.

“I’m very good at helping.”

The silk slid free.

Serra stood bare before him, sacred and undone. Her body was full, warm, and alive, breasts heavy, hips flared, desire already gleaming between her thighs. She trembled, caught between belief and need.

“This is sacrilege...”

“Then we’ll damn the heavens together.”

He pulled her against him. She cried out, arms locking around his neck as heat collided with heat.

[Lust: Critical.]

[Claiming available. Priestess’s Blessing pending.]

Nnael lifted her. She wrapped around him instinctively, trusting without thinking. The pool accepted them in a rush of warmth and petals.

Their kiss was not gentle. It was desperate. Hungry. Serra tasted like honey and fire, moaning as his touch found what the Script had promised to someone else.

“Now,” she pleaded.

“The Script said you belonged to a Hero,” Nnael murmured. “But it was wrong.”

Outside, the gamelan reached its peak.

Inside, destiny was stolen.

[Looting in progress... Narrative rewritten.]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 3: FALLOUT AND FAVORS
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The morning sun crept over the horizon of the Great Mandala, bleeding crimson and gold across the jagged spires of the city. Inside the High Priestess’s inner sanctum, the scent of spent passion and expensive incense lingered in the cool air, sweet, smoky and unmistakably intimate.

Nnael sat on the edge of the massive stone bathing pool, his bare back catching the dawn like polished bronze. Every muscle hummed with a new density, power coiled beneath his skin like a living thing. His senses were razor-sharp now, he could hear the soft rise and fall of breathing behind him, count the seconds between each breath, taste the faint mineral warmth of the water on the air.

[Good morning, sleepyhead,] Kirana’s voice purred through his mind, languid and amused, as if she were stretching after a long indulgence. [I must say, last night was... exemplary. My sensors are still recalibrating from the amount of Vitality you drained. You didn’t just loot her, Nnael. You rewrote a foundation layer.]

Nnael glanced over his shoulder.

Serra lay sprawled across the silk cushions of her divan, dark hair fanned across embroidered pillows like spilled ink. The golden wrap she had worn was discarded on the marble floor, forgotten and trampled. In the early light, her skin glowed, marked with faint, flushed impressions where his hands had claimed her, where teeth and fingers had lingered. She looked nothing like the untouchable icon of the Sun Temple now.

She looked real. Used. Claimed.

“I didn’t drain her,” Nnael muttered, reaching for his discarded guard tunic. “I kept her from being drugged. From being broken.”

[Adorable rationalization,] Kirana teased. [But the result stands. The Priestess’s Blessing is permanent. Passive effect confirmed. You stole a portion of the Temple’s core authority. The Script is screaming, Nnael. There’s a Narrative Void where Ares’s Ascension was supposed to be.]

Nnael stood, rolling his shoulders. Strength answered the motion effortlessly, no stiffness, no fatigue. He crossed to the window and looked down into the inner courtyard.

Temple bells were ringing, sharp and frantic. Below, squads of Temple Knights in plated armor flooded the lower gardens.

“They found Ares,” Nnael said, a slow smile tugging at his mouth.

[Found him?] Kirana laughed softly. [They found a naked, hysterical man covered in pig filth, screaming about a ‘ghost guard’ who stole his destiny. His Plot Armor just dropped another five percent. At this rate, he’ll be a background cautionary tale before the week’s over.]

A soft, broken sound came from the bed.

Serra stirred.

Her lashes fluttered open and when she saw Nnael standing half-clothed in the light, her breath caught visibly. Instinctively, she pulled the silk sheet up to cover her breasts, though her eyes never left him, wide, searching, filled with dawning comprehension.

“Nnael,” she whispered, her voice husky, raw with the echoes of the night. “What have we done? If the Council discovers this... if Ares remembers—”

Nnael crossed the room in two soundless strides and knelt beside her. His fingers tilted her chin upward, forcing her to meet his gaze.

“Ares won’t remember anything except pigs,” he said calmly. “And the Council doesn’t see men like me. I’m invisible to them. That’s my greatest weapon.”

“But you’re changed,” Serra murmured, her hand lifting hesitantly to his chest. She traced the hard lines there, feeling the heat beneath his skin. “Your presence... it’s heavier. Thicker. You feel like a Lord now. Not a sentry.”

[Warning,] Kirana cut in, her tone snapping sharp. [High-level Narrative Presence approaching. High Inquisitor Malphas. Level 60 Script Enforcer. If he finds you here, no amount of stolen Strength will save you. We move. Now.]

Nnael leaned down and kissed Serra deeply, slow, lingering, deliberately memorable. She clutched his shoulders as if anchoring herself to reality, breath shuddering when he finally pulled away.

“I have to go,” he said. “Stay in bed. Say the drug overwhelmed you. Say you remember nothing. Can you do that?”

Serra swallowed, then nodded. “Will I see you again?”

Nnael rose, pulling his tunic on with fluid speed. “I’m your shadow now, Serra. I’ll always be close.”

He vaulted the balcony rail rather than taking the stairs. Three stories down, his boots hit a narrow ledge without a sound. He vanished across the temple rooftops just as Serra’s doors exploded inward under a heavy kick.

He didn’t look back.

...

Nnael slipped through a barracks window and collapsed onto his narrow cot seconds before the morning whistle screamed.

[That was close,] Kirana breathed. [Malphas ensures tragedies happen on schedule. He’ll want a scapegoat for Ares’s condition.]

“Let him hunt,” Nnael thought as he stood with forty identical guards. “He’s looking for heroes and villains. Not a man looting the margins.”

Sergeant Hektor stomped down the line, bleary-eyed and foul-tempered. “Listen up! Prince Ares suffered an ‘accident.’ The Temple is locked down. We’re on Outer Gate duty until the Inquisitors finish sweeping.”

Nnael’s face stayed blank. Internally, he grinned.

The Outer Gate was where stories arrived.

[New Quest Available: The Merchant of Fate.]

[Objective: Identify the Hidden Heroine.]

[Reward: Void-Script data + New Narrative Tag.]

Hours passed as caravans rolled in. To Nnael’s eyes, the crowd wasn’t people, it was floating metadata.

[Background Extra - Level 3]

[Angry Merchant - Level 10]

[Bribe-Seeking Official - Level 12]

Then he saw her.

A young woman sat atop a spice cart, dust clinging to her cloak. Above her head burned a radiant tag.

[THE FORGOTTEN HEIR - LEVEL 15]

Lean. Alert. Eyes sharp as a hawk’s beneath her wide-brimmed hat.

[Elena,] Kirana whispered. [Map sewn into her corset. In three minutes, Narrative Pawns initiate harassment. Ares was meant to intervene. He’s... indisposed.]

Three men stepped out of the Broken Flagon tavern, leering.

Nnael stepped forward, spear loose in his grip.

[Combat Looting Activated.]

[Skill Acquired: Intimidation.]

He didn’t strike. He let intent speak.

The air seemed to freeze. The thugs paled, staring at something ancient and hungry wearing a guard’s uniform.

“Leave,” Nnael whispered. “Before I decorate the gate with regrets.”

They ran.

Elena stared at him, hand still on her dagger.

“Thank you,” she said quietly.

Nnael helped her down, fingers closing around hers.

[Contact Established. Narrative Tag Acquired: The Savior.]

[Curiosity: 45%. Interest: 30%. Deep Integration Potential: High.]

“I’m Nnael,” he said, thumb circling her palm slowly. “And you’re carrying more than spices.”

Her breath caught.

“Dangerous city,” he added, smiling. “Let me walk you.”

She nodded.

The feast had only just begun.
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