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Chapter 0

The Recap


	Jim

	HP 200/200

	Stamina 210/210

	Mana 40



“Cause no one fucks with the Mayor of Noobtown” I said, as I left Fenris and his family to have their long overdue moment alone. I felt good. After not only defeating the goblin menace at the Western Fortress, but also ruining their ability to use Wargs, things were looking up.

I strode purposefully through my city, watching the scores of new inhabitants filing through the dusty, broken streets. Each was looking for a new place to call home. My internal menu kept flaring with requests whenever someone decided on the place they wanted to inhabit. I was still adjusting to that. On Earth, you didn’t get actual prompts in your vision. Here, you did.

Dying was strange. That was how I got here. I died on Earth and was brought to this place, where my inept captors were planning on having me start some sort of revolution. The problem with this little idea of theirs was that they really needed my soul more than my mind. Thus, they planned on ‘erasing’ me and programing what was left to run their little enterprise.

Unfortunately for them, they screwed up. I ended up trapped here on Ordinal, with one of my captors, Shart. I am sure, at one point, he had some actual, real name. Who cares? He is now Shart. Worse for him was the fact that when we both departed the demonic realm, he’d had to leave most of his power there. So, my former 30 foot tall super demon now looked like a particularly ugly cherub, with red skin and crooked horns. Worse still, at least for him, was that I managed to defeat him through a technicality; what little power he kept mostly evaporated, but not before he tried to bind me to him. However, the binding backfired, spectacularly. This left him as my minion, a state that he utterly detests but can do nothing about.

Not all was perfect, though. Shart spent as much time poking around in my mind as he did ignoring me. Neither was all that desirable

After that, I’d found the City of Windfall, which was a terrible name. The city was apparently a newbie town from some earlier version of the world that had been abandoned, left to decay. Discovering it let me lay claim to it and become its mayor. Afterward, I’d found AvaSophia and her children, who had been captured by goblins. I’d rescued the trio, procured a doggy friend, and then rescued a bunch more people, bringing all of them back to the village. I was a hero, a mayor, and a god among men. Things were looking up. I guessed a few days in town, to help everyone get situated before I continued my adventures in the wilderness, was for the best.






Chapter 1

The Cellar

The cold, stagnate air blasted into my face from the unknown darkness that threatened to drink my soul. My hand roughly scraped flint and tinder, trying unsuccessfully to get my lone remaining torch lit. I had started with three, but torches didn’t last nearly as long as they claimed, especially when you were located deep underground, hunting for monsters.

“Focus, Dum Dum,” Shart thought at me. He had the ability to see in the dark and liked to point out all the darkest spots in the underground. It amused him.

I heard the skittering again. Grumbling, I concentrated. This time, the spray of sparks mostly hit the torch and it caught, suddenly giving me another precious few moments of light.

That’s when I saw the creature. A Rottweiler sized rat snarled and lunged at me. I yanked my torch to the side, and that’s the story of how I lost my last torch. The rat slammed into my chest, knocking me backward.

Despite its claws raking against my armor, it wasn’t doing any real damage. I dropped the extinguished torch, which clattered to the ground next to my head. As I attempted to grab the creature’s throat, it lunged again. As the furry menace bit my fingers, I yanked my bloodied hand away. Fervently fumbling with my non-injured hand, I finally held my dagger.

Now ready for battle, I took a step towards the rat. It promptly turned around and ran back into the dankest recesses of the darkness.

“I thought this was a starter zone!” I exclaimed to no one in particular. So, of course, Shart responded.

“Well, it is, but you are just kind of inept,” replied the demon.

“They don’t fight me when I’m ready for them. They just ambush me when I’m not ready,” I stated. “If this becomes a trend, I’m going to be nettled.”

“What kind of pansy ass “hero” only fights when he is ready? A loser, that’s who.” The little maggot actually did air quotes.

Now, listen up, you Jive Turkey,” continued Shart.

“No.”

“Alright, Dum Dum,” returned Shart. He had been reading my mind in search of new insults. The results had not been promising, so far. “I’ll just say this, right now. You will never catch me whining like a little bitch about my battles. Now, the rat went into that hole, which opens up into the next hallway a bit further down.”

Glancing down the ominous hall, I observed how truly deep, deep underground we were. We had been walking for ten minutes through old, narrow corridors of mossy bricks, located deep beneath someone’s kitchen. All the while, a question had been boiling up deep within my soul.

“I don’t see how this is a cellar,” I stated, out loud. The echo rebounded further down into the abyss. I was hoping for something more like a horror movie, the kind my wife liked. Based on my limited experience, this was something bordering on a dungeon.

“It’s underneath the nice woman’s kitchen; she stores her dried goods here,” replied Shart. “What else do you expect from a cellar?”

“First off, she stores food at the bottom of the stairs in the very first room,” I replied. “However, after that room, we went down a hallway into another hallway, fought some rats, and went to a third hallway. We’ve been walking for more than half an hour down here.”

“And?”

“The cellar is bigger than the house,” I yelled. My voice reverberated through the underground rat lair. “Who would dig out this much free space without actually using more than a 10 by 10 area?”

“Oh, well, it was probably built on the ruins of an old city,” replied Shart. “Ancient ruins make for good land for building. Something about new life springing from death or some such philosophical human drivel.”

“I’m pretty sure we are going to find a burial chamber down here somewhere. Our real quest is to find and destroy a skeleton lair, isn’t it?” I asked.

“Well, sometimes they build cities on old cemeteries.” the demon informed me. “That’s good land, too. Something about ancient burial ground and poltergeists, or some such haunted human drivel.”

Not for the first time, I wondered how much Shart really knew of Earth. “Are they not afraid of the undead?” I asked, holding my weapons tightly. Since the rat had run away, I had drawn my shortsword. It was marginally better against rats than my dagger, assuming that you could actually hit one. From my D&D days, I knew it was less good against Skeletons.

“Not any more than monsters,” replied Shart, “and that’s what they have you for.”

That’s when I heard the clattering. Two distinct clatters, as two distinct feet started coming toward me. I felt the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

“No torch, so, of course, we finally find them,” I grumbled. Turning, I saw a pair of glowing red, hollow, eye sockets staring back at me from across the dungeon. Its eyeless holes were nearly bright enough to illuminate the room in an eerie, blood colored light. Somehow, despite the absence of actual eyeballs, the glint in its empty expression still appeared malevolent. In its hand was a broken piece of sharp metal.

“It’s coming right toward you,” stated Shart, as the skeleton lunged at me with supernatural speed. It covered the 5 paces between us before I realized what was going on. Thrusting its short length of rusted metal, he hit me square in my gut.

I caught one bony arm, but it continued to use its speed and mass in an attempt to push me backward. The problem with that was that it wasn’t moving THAT fast and it only weighed, like, 30 pounds. The rat weighed more than that. I grabbed the skeleton by the sternum and lifted the squirming form off the ground.

That’s something they don’t cover in the fantasy books. Skeletons are only about 15% of your body’s weight; a 200 pound man has a 30 pound skeleton. Even with magically enhanced strength, it wasn’t terribly threatening. I used Lore to check and was disappointed.


	Skeleton: Level 1

	HP 20/20

	Stamina 20/20

	Mana 0/20

	Skeletons are the least form of undead, crafted by taking a skeleton and animating it with magic. Due to the loss of flesh, skeletons are comprised of mostly magical energy. Thus, they require an investment of Mana to sustain themselves. They will eat of the flesh of a body to absorb its Life Mana and increase their power, in theory.



Suddenly, my concerns about a lack of a bludgeoning weapon were gone. The world itself was my mace. Rotating my wrist 180 degrees, the skeleton’s head was now pointing conveniently towards the ground. Smashing it repeatedly on the old cobblestones, it didn’t take long for the skeleton to entirely come apart.

Just like Dungeons & Dragons.


	You have killed 1 of 5 skeletons. Defeat the remainder and take back what they stole to earn a quest reward from JohnMickle.



I walked into the next room, only to come face to face with the remaining 4 skeletons. Each skeleton’s glowing red eyes filled the room with an unearthly light that was, in many respects, better than daylight for illuminating the darkest corners of the room. One skeleton was scary, but a group of them was almost comical in their flailing bony maneuvers. I flattened my hand, palm up, and signaled for the skeletons to charge me.

Imagine a grown adult fighting with a particularly inept group of 5 year olds and you’d have a fairly accurate picture of how the battle went. They were quick, strong, and had a vice like grip, to be sure. They were also light and fragile. Additionally, they got some really good airtime if you flung them far enough.

The first one lunged, and I grabbed a frail white arm, adding more momentum to its flight. It smashed into the wall behind me, bones clattering to the floor in a pile. The second swung at me. I easily dodged and then kicked its knee. The joint held up, but the force of the blow caused the smooth heel of the skeleton to slide backwards. The creature’s legs splayed out, performing a painful looking version of the splits. While the third one swung at me, I grabbed the fallen one by the ankle and proceeded to use it as a club. Both skeletons, the one being used as a weapon, and the one being beaten, soon succumbed to their destruction.

Droopy had a point.

The final skeleton kept on coming, its lack of imagination telling. I grabbed my squawking Shart and flung him off-center, straight into the chest of the remaining foe. The little demon’s position on my shoulder made him an ideal mid-range projectile. The fact that he was oddly shaped typically made him somewhat harder to throw, though.

“What the hell?” managed the demon, as he exploded through the final Skeleton, scattering its bones in all directions. “You know I hate it when you do that.”

“But I got a strike!” I replied. The sights and sounds of bones snapping and flying everywhere took me back, at least for a brief moment, to that first date with my wife. The bowling alley where . . .

“Fuck you,” Shart growled.

Right, I’m here now.

With all five skeletons taken care of, I examined some of their parts. I momentarily considered keeping the leg bones, but the magic was now broken. I couldn’t think of any real practical use for regular, non-magic, human bones, and holding a femur looks more creepy than threatening.

Letting a leg bone, no longer connected to a hip bone, fall to the ground, I gazed about. With the eye sockets of the skele-crew all extinguished, it was dark as a tomb in the room. However, along the wall I found a torch. It must have been left in its sconce, untold centuries ago. Striking it up with long practice, I examined the now lit room. Tucked away in a back corner was a small chest. I walked over and opened it, revealing its contents.


	You have found a small chest, contents: 1 silver, 68 copper.

	You have found quest item: a jar of preserves.

	You have completed the quest, Something’s Rattling in my Cellar, Quest reward 25 experience points.



I had just performed a fetch quest to get canned goods.

“We are never going to level at this rate,” I grumbled, staring at the jar questioningly.

“Not with that attitude,” stated Shart, but as he glanced at the prompts in my vision he whistled. “This is the starter village, after all.”

We started walking back towards an exit. The little demon had resumed his perch on my shoulder and was humming a weird tune I couldn’t place. Luckily, we had no issues finding a way back out, despite the limited light my torch could generate. I was a little uncertain that we were following the exact route we had taken an hour ago, considering our general meandering through the maze of this glorified basement.

Within minutes, we climbed a ladder and I was once again above ground. As I had feared, we were not at our starting point. Instead, I popped up into EstherSasha’s house without any preamble. She didn’t even move away from whatever terrible smelling concoction she was cooking. I sincerely hoped she hadn’t spotted me; she would offer me some of whatever was in that pot, and I had already dodged death this morning. No need to push my luck.

Something else strange on Ordinal was that if you were an adventurer, you could literally go just about anywhere, with no one asking any questions. I’d popped up in the room of the village blacksmith’s 16 year old daughter yesterday, and the man had offered me coffee. I’d left when the girl started giving me doe eyes. However, in general, being an adventurer was just like being a guy holding a ladder.

No one questions the guy with the ladder.

“I wonder where I could go if I had a quest and a ladder?” I thought to Shart.

“Well, anyplace but here would be my suggestion,” replied the demon.

I had Stealth and Shadow Walking, which improved my sneakiness. Alas, it was no match for her old lady wisdom. That, and I think I made a harsh gagging noise as I neared her back door. Just when I thought I was home free, the kindly woman turned around.

“Mr. Mayor, you’re here!” exclaimed EstherSasha. “Excellent, you can try this!”

I switched to my menus and went to the quest log; with its slowed menu time, it gave me a few minutes to consider my options. I glanced over the list of every quest in the town, but there was nothing I could claim as an emergency requiring my immediate attention. All in all, there was nothing of use to me. Yet, I was still unwilling to bite the bullet and try her recipe. I was fairly certain there was something furry sticking out from under the lid of the pot.

Switching back to real time, where only a couple moments had passed, I decided to go with an old classic. Pointing behind her, I asked, “Is that a monster over there?”

She didn’t bite. “There are no monsters in this town with the barrier up. Here, try a bit of this.”

Stupid magical barrier that keeps the town safe from monsters.

As she got closer, the boiled leaves in thick brown paste both looked and smelled particularly unappealing. Shart wasn’t fond of it, because it made my Mana taste funny. I wasn’t fond of it, because it tasted like someone had stewed shoes and then added some hoof for taste.

My moment of indecisiveness got the better of me, and she shoved the spoon into my mouth. That had to be a skill. Everything was skills. I was surprised that Breathing wasn’t a skill until I held my breath while swimming and found out that it was. I was 5% better at it now.


	Unerring Spoon Accuracy, Godlike Master, Here comes the airplane, Bitches.



It tasted worse than it smelled. It smelled horrible. In a cruel twist of fate, EstherSasha was the only one in the village with the Cooking specialty, Massive Meals. She was far more efficient at making large meals than anyone else. However, she was older and had somehow gotten the negative trait, No Sense of Taste.

That was a bad example of compounding. No, Sense of Taste didn’t give a failure to cooking, per se, but it did make all foods have a +/- 50% taste variant. All her food was always too salty or not salty enough. That alone would have been unappetizing, but that wasn’t the only taste. There were also sweet, sour, and bitter; all of them would be off by some amount. The only thing that saved her meals was that Massive Meals deadened the food’s flavor by 50%, at her level. So, it might taste horrible, but it tasted less horrible than one of her small meals would have.

Without it, though, the town would starve. We had some food coming in, just not enough for everyone to eat their fill every day. As it turned out, that was sort of a deal breaker for some people. The only alternative had been to let EstherSasha cook. Her skills allowed her to make large meals efficiently enough. It would be goop, but there would be enough goop for everyone. She actually got a caloric multiplier, making the less than adequate amount of food we had go even further.

“It’s tastes very nourishing,” I choked, before excusing myself and quickly fleeing.

“That seems rude. She’s doing her best in this economy,” grinned the demon.

“You’ll be eating Mana from it later,” I replied. That wiped the grin right off his stupid face.

One quick trip to JohnMickle’s house awarded me the quest turn in and those sweet 25 experience points. With that accomplished, I was off on my next journey into the seedy underbelly of Windfall, for more low experience quests. It was just what I had always wanted to do.

Busywork.






Chapter 2

Soup versus Potions

Several days later, as I blearily opened my eyes at first light, I prayed that there was some sort of skill that would allow me to die painlessly, or just disappear. It was early, so very early, and I was hoping to slip out of town before anyone noticed me. Of course, the second I started moving, the first prompt appeared in my vision.


	Blacksmith requires Iron. Will you get him iron? (Yes/No)

	Baker requires flour. Will you get her flour? (Yes/No)

	A conflict has arisen between Jarra the Healer and EstherSasha about a field. Will you assist them? (Yes/No)



On and on the list went. I was Jim, Mayor of Windfall, but what that meant in this world was something entirely different than on Earth. On Earth, mayor was an elected, or at times, appointed position, for someone with political clout. On Ordinal, the mayor was apparently the town’s quest bitch. Every morning, I got the sloppy seconds of anything anyone else didn’t want to deal with themselves.

Quests grant experience, though, right? Well, a quest for flour grants such a trivial amount of experience that it was way less effective than just running through the forest killing goblins. In fact, my leveling had pretty much stopped, once I started performing these countless little domestic quests that were constantly filling my vision. People couldn’t contact each other, but they could use their menus to contact the mayor. The result was constant bombardment with requests from everyone about every tiny thing.

Not helping things was the fact that the town itself was nearly in ruins. It had been that way when I’d found it. There were certainly a few good homes here and there that could be occupied, but there were scores of people here now. Sufficient housing for everyone simply did not exist.

There were 92 people in Windfall, including yours truly, and all of us needed homes. Fenris got off lucky, because AvaSophia had already claimed a house for her family. I never really did but was not considered homeless for some reason, and Toomen Masterbrooke was a statue. Out of everyone, he was my most rock solid supporter. That left 86 people who needed to be in a ‘home’, according to the town interface. Fortunately, many of them were families that could live together. However, families with small children required nicer than average homes.

To further complicate matters, for a building to be classified as a home, the town menu had to rate that structure as livable. Only a few buildings had met that classification without repairs. Those buildings took care of sheltering 24 people. That had left 64 people homeless. We had begun aggressive repairs on many structures, trying to make them livable. However, there weren’t enough supplies available to do more than a token job.

Still, there were quite a few structures where a token job was all that was needed. By yesterday’s end, we’d finally managed to get everyone into a structure that was considered acceptable to the vile town menu. By then, my message queue and quest logs were filled with inane requests from the townsfolk that had been neglected during building repairs.

Groaning, I got up and slid into my armor. Some of my mayoring, in theory, involved fighting monsters. Unfortunately, most of the monsters were ‘town’ monsters like skeletons, which were not worth very many experience points. They had only been allowed to exist underground, unaffected by the barrier.

See, we had a magical barrier that killed monsters that got into town. However, ‘in town’ meant ONLY what was above ground. A super army of monsters could hypothetically be hiding in someone’s cellar, unable to escape. Yet, if they broke free and set one foot above ground, they would be destroyed. At least, that was the way Shart explained it after a small incident involving an escaping rat/dog hybrid that burst into flames upon being chased out of the cellar of a newly occupied building two weeks ago. That seemed like sort of a safety loose end, but Ordinal was weird. There was nothing to be done for it, except hope that the barrier continued to function.

After I was dressed, I slid on my trusty sword and dagger, grabbed my shield, and walked down the stairs into the leatherworking shop that I called home.

There was a leatherworker named Timothy the Tanner, who worked the place as my ‘partner’. In truth, he’d just wanted the shop. I explained that I sort of lived in the back room and he was just going to have to deal with that for now. Also, if he woke me up, I would be upset with him.

“Oh, Mr. Mayor,” called Timothy the Tanner, as I walked past him. “You ready for another rousing day?”

“Yes,” I replied. “I’ve already got plenty to do.”

“Well, if you have a chance today, please, visit the bowmaker’s shop. He keeps finding cabbage everywhere.”

“How strange,” I said.

I stepped out the front door, letting it slam shut behind me. As I glanced through the missing storefront window, I could see Timothy the Tanner already working on some new project. There was, hopefully, a supply of leather coming into town later today; Fenris and SueLeeta were out and about, hunting our way out of starvation and nudity.

When a village quest came into my menu, I earned a tiny amount of Administration experience. When I completed a quest, I also gained a bit of experience in the Administration skill. Still, that didn’t seem to be achieving much. If I could clear my town quest docket daily, I might level up the skill reasonably quickly, for all the good that would do me. It was moot anyway, because I was only completing a few quests a day. Thus, the skill just uselessly sat there, mocking me in its uselessness.


	Administration: Unskilled. You understand the notion of delegation. Sucker.



After glaring at the menu for a few brief seconds, I sighed and started walking to where the yelling was loudest. I’d learned that avoiding the problem only made the problem worse; the worse the problem was, the less enjoyable it was for me to deal with.

I hadn’t even had breakfast yet.

As I stomped up the path towards the loudest screaming, I reflected on the true issue. I was in the Noob town, the entry point for all the adventurers into this world . . . and there were no noobs coming in. Apparently, some cataclysmic event had occurred and the noobs were being spawned elsewhere. A town somewhere on Ordinal would have been chalk full of noobie adventurers, just not this old forgotten one that had been left to decay into ruins. Again, I was basing my very limited knowledge of this topic off what my demon, Shart, had told me.

Thus, I, personally as the mayor of Noobtown, got handed everything. I wasn’t even able to avoid it. Jim the Noob could ignore a quest. Jim the Mayor had all his quests shoved into a dozen blinking icons that remained, no matter how hard he tried to hide them.

Inhale, exhale.

I turned the corner and spotted the tall, blond, and very angry frame of Jarra the Healer, yelling at the slightly frumpier and just as loud grey-haired EstherSasha. God, those names.

Names were weird here, too. Most people had what I would have classified as two first names, just smashed together. I’d learned very quickly not to shorten anyone’s name. SueLeeta had treated me to a 5 minute lecture the day I called her “Sue”, and poor PollyEsther had nearly broken out into tears when I referred to her as “Polly”. However, if you got certain titles, you could drop half of your name. I had no idea what Jarra the Healer’s name had been prior to her becoming a healer. In some cases, you could even scrap the whole thing and come up with a new one. I suspected that was the case with Fenris but had yet to confirm it.

Then, you have me, Jim. When I arrived, I stupidly chose my birth name on Earth to be my name here, in a decidedly fantasy environment. On Earth, Jim was short for James and was a perfectly serviceable name. On Ordinal, Jim was the name you gave a small cute dog. Calling a man “Jim” was about as demeaning as you could get. Because a person’s name actually floats over their head here, even strangers I had never spoken to could see the shame of my name.

I tried not to think about it. After all, what was I going to do about it? Nothing. There was nothing I could do since discovering that I was not one of the lucky ones that qualified for a name change. Since I couldn’t do anything, I decided to watch the argument of our cook and healer unfold.

“We need an herb garden and a drying shed,” stated Jarra the Healer. She was formidable, standing ramrod straight at her full height with her arms folded underneath her breasts. She stared daggers at EstherSasha.

“Only a handful of people find enough danger to even need potions,” EstherSasha snapped back. “I can have a proper kitchen built to whip up spices. That way, everyone in the town benefits, not just a few.”

“With what free lumber are you building this kitchen?” the healer snapped.

Jarra, just Jarra in the privacy of my own mind, harshly glared at the cook. Inhaling deeply, she continued. “No one needs your puny buffs. Your Seasoning skill is anemic anyway! My Alchemy skill is much higher. We can either have burnt food or good potions!”


	You have heard of Cooking. You get the impression that it involves food and fire.

	You have heard of Seasoning. Maybe using some of those herbs on food wouldn’t be so bad.



EstherSasha looked hurt. “I’ll have you know my cooking used to be the envy of the town!’

“Maybe a century ago,” growled Jarra the Healer. “I could use last night’s stew as the basis of a stink bomb.”

EstherSasha suddenly wheeled on me. She had an expression similar to my wife when I’d badly screwed up. “And I suppose you’d be wanting potions.”

I didn’t even get my mouth open before Jarra the Healer replied for me. “He wants good potions so he and his hunters don’t get killed. The poor mayor is doing the work of three men, and all you plan on offering him is some watery soup.”

EstherSasha retorted, “Hardly! I bet he would always look forward to getting a nice, day-long buff over a handful of potions. A hearty meal every day rather than a few measly potions that may or may not be of any use.”

I contemplated using my Shadow Walk ability but realized that there wasn’t enough shade nearby to pull it off. Instead, I took a step back as the two titans went after each other. I didn’t know what either of them was talking about. I felt that I should figure that out first, before I formed an opinion.

Glancing around, I saw a field that appeared to have very different soil than the rest of the town’s fields. The grass growing here looked odd. It was lusher and less weedy. There also weren’t any trees or saplings like the ones that had sprung up in the other overgrown plots. A small house, certainly not one that would be rated as livable, was at the edge of the field. Next to it was a mostly destroyed building of some variety. Perhaps it was something that had once been used for storage.

I quickly brought up the town map. The plot was an herb garden, which told me that herbs could be grown there. They were useful medicinal plants that one typically had to go wandering through the forest to gather. Having a supply in town would be nice. The attached house was just a house, so no help there. The final structure was labeled as a destroyed structure which was even less useful. It could have been a barn or a brothel, for all the info the map gave.

Flipping out of my menus, I was greeted again to the sounds of shouting. The two opinionated women were still not winding down. Each was screaming about the advantages of potions vs cooking. Potions were crafted from Alchemy, which Jarra had. Cooking used the Seasoning skill. Seasoning used herbs in some fashion to improve the taste of food and give it a multi-hour buff. I liked buffs, but EstherSasha wasn’t that good of a cook or a seasoner. That should have made for an easy choice, but herbs were typically pretty hard to get access to. Here, in this field, they looked to be reasonably common. I surmised from listening to Jarra’s accusations of ulterior motives that the Seasoning skill leveled faster than Alchemy. EstherSasha would level faster than Jarra. Still, it was hard to overlook the added bonus that the food might taste slightly less foul if EstherSasha was cooking at a higher level in any skill.

In the real world, I would have hidden somewhere to avoid talking to either of these angry women. I could have sneaked out back, drank a beer, and waited for the whole thing to blow over. Here, I was earning experience points. Since no one would let me go kill monsters, like I had secretly hoped to slip away and do today, I needed to make do. Glancing back at this quest, I saw it was worth 50 experience points. At my current level, that was as close to nothing as possible.

Both options actually sounded pretty nice; I could definitely see the merits of each woman’s position. I debated the pros and cons of food vs. medicine, while one of the women screamed ‘You goblin tickling trollop” at the other.

Glancing through my town map again, I saw a second herb garden. I was just about to pat myself on the back and take my victory lap as a problem solving hero when I noticed the condition of that second garden. It, too, was damaged. I could see that repairing it required 7 carts of enchanted mud. A cart equaled a load of 200 pounds. Where would one find 1400 pounds of enchanted mud?

Jarra stomped away from EstherSasha, while the elder woman stood smugly. Already regretting it, I walked over to Jarra. She reminded me of my wife when she was angry. My wife had always been very pretty when she was angry. That was a fact that my wife had not appreciated, because it made taking her seriously quite difficult. Also, I may have, on more than one occasion, angered her just so I could see how very pretty she was.

“So, any decisions made?” I asked innocently. It was a bad question but, unlike in real life, here I was a powerful Warrior, Rogue, and Woodsman. Out of respect, she bit back a harsher response while glaring at me.

“I still think the Alchemy station would be better for our survival, but we are going to have to make the Seasoning Kitchen,” she said, while apparently chewing gravel.

“Why?” I asked. Jarra backing down from a fight was an experience, to be certain. However, it was not one I was certain I liked.

“To build an Alchemy Station, I’d need some glass, sand and such,” she replied.

“None of that is particularly challenging to come by,” I replied, looking over the field while keeping her in the corner of my eye.

“And some magical focusing crystals,” EstherSasha said triumphantly. She stomped up beside me with a certain amount of smug satisfaction in her voice, “Where, oh where, are you going to find any of those?”

“Oh,” I said, reaching into my pouch and withdrawing a small parcel wrapped in parchment. Unwrapping it exposed a handful of magical crystals. “Like these?”

Jarra the Healer’s eyes went wide. “How did you get those?”

“Pretty sure I killed a goblin,” I answered, thinking back. “I used to do that a lot. I’d go adventure, kill monsters, get treasure, and bring it back here. Everyone would benefit, if I could do more of that. However, I do have some ever important cabbages to deal with later this morning.” Jarra stared for several more seconds before shaking her head. Taking the crystals into her hands, the healer walked back toward EstherSasha triumphantly. I absently shoved the empty parchment back into my pouch.

“Ha” shouted Jarra.

I didn’t catch the rest of what the healer had to say, as I was distracted by the arrival of Shart. He flew to my shoulder, smelling of something sour, and observed the two women for all of 10 seconds. Cocking his head to the side, he uttered a simple “nope” and disapparated. Traitor.

After another five minutes of ‘discussion’, which seemed to be more of the two women making harsh remarks about each other’s life choices than actual productive debate, I finally called it.

“We are making the Alchemy Station,” I stated.

Jarra the Healer was ecstatic, especially considering she had taken all my magical crystals. EstherSasha was less so.

To placate the cook, I added, “I’ll get to work repairing the other herb garden for you.” Feeling satisfied, I turned to stroll off. I was stopped by EstherSasha calling out to me.

“I know you don’t have 7 carts of magical mud on you.”

“How hard could that be to find? After all, I found the crystals,” I replied, as I waved goodbye over my shoulder.

The answer was hard.






Chapter 3

Crystals and Where to Find Them

“You need more crystals,” laughed Shart. He had returned, bored, after he had verified, I was no longer in the presence of strong, loud women. He was currently perched on my shoulder, invisible to all the world but me. People had seen me talking to the invisible shit, unfortunately. Initially, I had tried to hide my frequent communications with the demon, but that was more challenging than I’d initially considered. It was a small village. However, talking to an invisible demon that only you could see wasn’t entirely out of the ordinary on Ordinal. So far, I’d gotten a pass.

That wasn’t to say that I liked it. I didn’t. Thus, I’d gotten more used to ‘thinking’ at him. Because he had become my familiar through the ill-fated bond, I could project thoughts to him that he could understand. He could do the same but preferred hearing the sound of his own voice.

“How do I get more crystals?” I responded, dodging behind a destroyed structure to give myself a few moments of time to talk to the pudgy cherub of hell. I tended to gesture while in mental communication which made me look like I was having some sort of mental breakdown whenever we talked

“I believe your village has a mine,” responded the demon. “Crystals are a byproduct of mining. All you need to do is go clear it out. Just go clear it.”

If I put them to work mining, they would have less time to message me with quests.

I brought up my quest menu. Scanning quickly, I found a job that fit my crystal goal perfectly.

“Well, I do have a quest to help the blacksmith,” I stated. “He’s almost out of iron. The mine would also help with the pending unemployment crisis.” As a hero in a fantastic legendary land of epic wonder and magical beasts, the upcoming unemployment crisis was my current primary concern.

This is worse than Thanksgiving with Uncle Jeff.

“Out of curiosity, why can’t I just make a Seasoning Kitchen, or whatever it’s called, in that empty building over there?” I asked, gesturing expansively to the many empty buildings nearby. The Alchemy Lab, or whatever, was right next to the herb garden; it didn’t make any sense to tear it down or move it. Any building could be upgraded to hold a kitchen, though, I reasoned.

Shart blinked. “If you do that, there will be too many mouths to feed and not enough to go around. At least until you repair the second herb garden.”

“Well, that doesn’t mean we can’t get started,” I stated. Searching through the town map, I found a structure being repaired that already had a large, cafeteria-style kitchen. I selected it and upgraded it to a Level 1 Seasoning Kitchen. More nails were needed to complete the work, along with some other bits that the blacksmith could produce. It didn’t appear to be that challenging to finish.

Right now, just about everyone was tied up in either repairs or farming. Repairs were currently winning out by a rather substantial margin. However, due to a lack of materials, the time was quickly approaching where repairs would have to cease. When that happened, I’d need something for the people to do to prevent them from becoming restless.

One of my critical problems was bootstrapping the town up to full functionality. I didn’t have quite a few of the pieces one really needed to get a town up and running. For example, a milling stone was apparently something that was quite challenging to find; without it, I wouldn’t be able to process much of the grain we were harvesting. I also needed a hardened saw blade to get my advanced level sawmill repaired, but when I’d asked the smith to make one, he’d just laughed.

“It’ll be years yet before I could make one of those locally,” he’d told me. I had a feeling I could make that happen faster, but I also had a feeling that doing so was going to be painful.

That left me in a quandary. The crux of the matter was that the town’s better structures were all the results of tools being used to build better tools for multiple generations. I could have easily taken a level 1 sawmill and upgraded it to level two, but I had a very nice level 4 sawmill with a missing saw blade that’d I’d rather enjoy using. It got 200% more planks per log than a level 1 sawmill and its planks were stronger by 50%, because that made sense.

It would also employ up to 22 people, and I was preparing for that unemployment crisis.

Reopening the mine would employ up to 12 people. The downstream jobs, such as the blacksmith, would add in another 6 positions. Additionally, the mined resources could create more of the building materials we desperately needed. We would be able to repair more buildings, thus keeping repair crews employed for another few weeks. I knew every town had an unemployment percentage but, without building materials, ours would be headed to over 90%. I was certain that was too high.

“Don’t you love Economic Theory?” grinned Shart, as I growled at him.

I sighed. “Okay, I guess we’ll clear the mine.”

How hard could it be?”

I really must quit having these stupid thoughts of mine.






Chapter 4

The Mine

The Ironpass Mine was just over two miles from the town, well outside the barrier. Of course, there were goblins everywhere. Our scouting party could vaguely make out goblin tracks going into and out of the mine through the shaft. As we crouched behind a high hedge heading out of the woods, we could smell the foul odor I had come to associate with the beasts. Also, I could see a couple, seemingly standing guard over their makeshift fortress.

Fenris knelt low, looking down over the mine with a careful eye. Beside him, Kappa was also crouched low, his nostrils working as he likewise scanned for threats. The two of them were almost inseparable nowadays, despite Fenris’ initial reservations about the Warg. I use the term “almost”, because Kappa would have dumped Fenris for JoeClarence, Fenris’ son, in a heartbeat.

Fenris was a Warden, a subclass of Woodsman that was more about protecting the forest than hunting or taming monsters. He was a tall, broad-shouldered man with dark hair and well-tanned skin, as well as a stony face. He wore leather armor similar to mine, but better looking overall. The village leatherworker had known what he was doing when Fenris’ armor was crafted; I had cobbled mine together solely out of a desire to not have my nuts flapping in the breeze. Overall, Fenris was the kind of strong, stubborn man that kept at a job until it was completed.

Wargs were wolves that had been chemically altered by goblins to become massive in size and far more intelligent than normal wolves. While many had reputations that were particularly unsavory, it was possible for some to be quite pleasant. Well, at least one was pleasant. Kappa, a homebody that enjoyed the fine comforts of life, was very amicable. He displayed a fierce loyalty to the family that took him in, and a gentle fondness for the children. Ultimately, Kappa hated goblins for the cruelty they had displayed toward him. Getting him out here was not a very hard sell.

SueLeeta was also there with her new hunting cat, Cat. Cat was a tawny colored mountain lion that was abnormally well muscled for its size. It was a bit smaller than Kappa but was completely capable of keeping pace with the Warg.

“Original, ain’t she?” chuckled Shart.

Officially, she hadn’t named the feline yet, which I thought strange. Remembering the weird significance of names on Ordinal, I decided that maybe it took a bit of getting to know the animal, before she could decide on a name. Perhaps she needed to witness its personality, first, before choosing a moniker.

SueLeeta was a Hunter, a different kind of Woodsman, who roamed the forest looking for things that needed killed, either for food or to remove them as a threat. She pushed her braid down her back, flashing me a wicked grin when she noticed me noticing her. As she returned to her threat assessment, I evaluated her armor. She was likewise wearing expertly made leather armor, customized for a woman. Not at all what I was hoping for or expecting.

I had kind of been hoping for the typical male/female fantasy armor dichotomy, where men wear armor and women wear glorified BDSM outfits. In reality, if that expression could be used on Ordinal, armor customization for a female involved additional padding and straps. These were designed to smoosh and protect, rather than enhance and display. I was slightly disappointed, but mostly happy that her torso was adequately protected. The biggest difference between her and Fenris’ armor was that hers had a smoother front for archery and his had more spaces for melee weapons.

My group represented the best and the brightest of the village militia. Fenris had just passed level 7, making him the highest level person in the village. He, along with all the others, were unaware of this fact, though. The townsfolk all assumed, because of my epic hero-ing, that I was a much higher level than I was. However, I had multiple classes. This feat was supposed to be impossible, and not even Shart could explain the anomaly in the class system.

I was only a level 5 Duelist, which was a Warrior subclass. I was also a level 5 Rogue Adventurer and Woodsman. Having more than one class left me in the position of actually being quite a bit more powerful than my level suggested

Duelists were skilled in fighting single opponents. I’d chosen that because I kept getting into duels to the death with single opponents. After the Battle of the Eastern Gate of the Western Gate Fortress, I’d gotten enough experience to push my Rogue and Woodsman classes up to level five, as well. Doing that had unlocked both of their class specializations.

Rogue had actually been an easy choice in subclasses. There had been three options: Assassin, Thief and Adventurer. Assassins specialized in killing people. Thief specialized in stealing stuff. Adventurer had been a jack of all trades class. It allowed me to use many of the weapons that Warriors and Woodsmen used. Thus, it allowed me to gain experience in Adventurer more easily. Without that synergism, I would have quickly managed to leave my Rogue class in the dust, due to increasing issues in earning experience points in it.

Using my logs to examine my choices after the epic fortress battle, I reviewed my selection of Adventurer. When it was chosen, I had received this prompt:


	Specialization selected, Adventurer.

	You gain one rank in Endurance and Dexterity.

	Your Hit Point total is increased by 10. Your Stamina is increased by 20.

	You gain the ability, Jack of All Trades

	You gain the talent, Great Explorer

	All weapon skills increase to Amateur

	Sleight of Hand, Tracking increases to Initiate

	Hiking is replaced with Improved Hiking

	Exploration is replaced with Advanced Exploration. All sub skills are enhanced



The new ability I earned was intriguing. Jack of All Trades allowed me to be slightly more successful at things I didn’t have skills in. Whether that meant crafting pants that looked like pants or fighting with an untried skill in a life or death situation, I wasn’t certain.

Great Explorer was the talent that I’d earned. It helped with traveling and exploring. Neither of those two sounded all that impressive, until I realized that I didn’t have a ‘fast travel’ option. Unless I wanted to ride a Warg, walking was the only major method of transportation that I’d discovered. Great Explorer made my Mapping easier, faster and more detailed. Additionally, I was now granted more experience for finding Points of Interest that would benefit every one of my classes.

Advanced and Improved skills seemed to replace my existing skills. They appeared similar to the power up Shart had given my War Leader skill. Improved Hiking increased my carrying capacity slightly and nearly doubled my endurance before a rest was required. Advanced Exploration was even better. It granted bonuses to all its sub skills which, in turn, made it easier to earn Adventurer experience.

In most cases, my new skills behaved like they were one rank higher than they actually were. That was a huge bonus, because on Ordinal the biggest benefits to a skill were all tied to their rank. That meant I could attempt more difficult skill checks with my advanced skills. Because more difficult skill checks earned more skill points, this allowed me to increase the skills faster.

While choosing my Rogue specialization had been easy, Woodsman was proving a much more difficult choice. All classes seemed to have three specializations. For Woodsman they were: Warden, Hunter and Beast Master. Warden and Hunter were easily understood. I knew people with those specializations and I had witnessed how they worked firsthand. Both worked well with my Warrior and new Adventurer class, but neither made a particularly strong case over the other. Warden was similar enough to Duelist that I’d get some duplicate perks, meaning I’d be able to stack those class abilities and dig deeper into the skill tree faster. The downside to that was that I’d quickly max out the benefits; having a bunch of redundant perks seemed more wasteful than wise.

Hunter was more focused on the bow. Plus, it got an animal companion, but I didn’t know how effective those would be. Fortunately, SueLeeta had a pet. I could observe and make my decisions. Heck, if they were super effective, I might choose Beast Master.

Beast Master was the final class specialization. It was more focused on the pet than the player. Its practicality would depend on how effective the pet was. If the pet was super effective, than doubling down on that would be great. If the pet was ineffective, than I could get myself caught up in a flawed specialization. As I had absolutely no experience with Beast Master, having never even met one, I’d adopted a wait and see approach for that sub class.

Normally, when you leveled, you had a limited time to assign your points. Class specializations were the exception to this. I could take all the time I wanted to consider my options, but I couldn’t advance to 6th level until I made a choice. Again, all of this was according to Mighty Shart, who was sitting on my shoulder, mocking me.

“So, are we going to form a party?” asked Fenris, looking at me expectantly.

“Do you think we need to?” I responded, and Fenris frowned. He did that often.

“It would be helpful for the rest of us to know what we are doing.,” stated SueLeeta, throwing a chastising look over at the dour Fenris. She returned her gaze to me, raising her eyebrows and giving me a pointed look. I knew what that meant; I had to do this party thing.

Switching to menu time to give me a moment to think, I called for my ever present help avatar. “Shart, how do I party with people?”

“Generally, if they like you, you can just invite them over. I’d bring wine and some cocaine,” grinned the demon.

“Form a party with the people here,” I growled.

“I mean, you don’t want to show up empty handed, and who doesn’t like cocaine?” continued the demon.

“To fight monsters, you insufferable clod of fetid troll snot,” I growled.

“Dude, you DO NOT want to be fighting monsters while high on coke.”

“Are you sure?” I asked dryly. “I figured it would give you a rage bonus. You know, kinda like the one I’m feeling right now.”

“Fine.” Shart harrumphed. “Spoilsport. Just use the party command in your menus, you nimrod.” He then paused for a long moment, staring at me. Realization finally set in.

“Which you don’t know how to do because you were raised on a primitive, non-magical, backwater planet without menus.” He sighed dramatically. “Okay, select Fenris. He looks mad again, by the way. Bring up his <context options>.”

I tried not to roll my eyes at this whole situation at least once a day. It was becoming exceedingly difficult as the days went by, especially in times like this. I knew for a fact that there wasn’t a context menu when you looked at people. I looked at people all the time. However, Shart had a long history of not being wrong, so I started to drop out of menu time.

“What are you doing? You have to do it from your menus, you dolt,” stated Shart. “Shit, you really are an uneducated ignoramus.”

I hadn’t really tried selecting people from within the menu system before. If I wanted to look at someone, I generally wanted to do so without a bunch of text over their faces. Selecting Fenris from within the menu, several options immediately spun out. One of these was ‘Invite to Party’. I also had the option of looking at his character sheet, but that seemed to be a slight betrayal of trust.

I knew that, because Shart was always looking at mine. He had no compunction with betraying my trust. He was an asshole.

Selecting SueLeeta and then Kappa, I was able to party up with both of them. Kappa’s context menus were more limited, and I wondered if that was because he was, technically, a monster. Maybe that made him different than SueLeeta and Fenris. I tried to select Cat, SueLeeta’s new pet, but I discovered that he was automatically selected whenever she was. Beyond that, his context menu was limited below even what Kappa’s offered.

Switching back into real time, both SueLeeta and Fenris looked puzzled. For a moment, they blinked, before accepting the party invite. That was the problem with menu time; what should have taken several seconds, I was able to set up in a moment. To the best of my knowledge, that’s how it worked, at least.

My perception of time was off on Ordinal. Not just off from Earth time, but off from the other inhabitants of Ordinal, too. It was confusing, at times, because tasks didn’t take as long as I was used to them taking. It was also a blessing. See, I didn’t know what I was doing most of the time. Fortunately, my menu time gave me lots of opportunities to mull things over. When you have minutes that seem like mere moments to others, it gives the impression that one is quite a bit smarter than they really are.

“Had them queued up,” stated Fenris, who turned back to face the mine.

SueLeeta grinned. She had decided she’d figured out my sense of humor awhile back and found the whole thing somewhat gratifying.

Kappa accepted last. “I never thought I would be in a party.” The Warg seemed pleased. His treatment at goblin hands was less than ideal.

“Now what?” growled Fenris. I could tell he was growing impatient simply standing around, wasting time.

It occurred to me that since I was the Party Leader, I’d better get to leading. I looked out over the mine again. It was just about what you’d expect. There were two outbuildings, each made of stout timber but somewhat run down. There were goblins in both, as well as several goblins actually patrolling the outer perimeter of the mine. It looked like the metal taken out of the mine went to the first building to be smelted and then to the second smaller building to be stored. What the goblins were currently using the buildings for was anyone’s guess, but it was probably unsavory.

I then looked at the party menu. Here, I could see everyone and get a general sense of their location. That made readying a plan easier. Compared to the Battle Map for War Leader, my options as Party Leader were more limited. Then again, I had to keep track of far fewer moving parts and people. I also couldn’t issue orders from the Party Map like I could with the Battle Map. In fact, there didn’t seem to be any way to issue orders at all.

“How do I . . .” I started to ask, before noticing that Shart was entirely too happy.

“Yes?” said the demon, sweetly.

“I just tell them what to do, don’t I?” I said.

“You are an anti fun-gineer,” replied the demon.

“Fenris, you and Kappa need to sneak down toward the smaller building, the one that’s further away from the mine entrance. From there, kill goblins and press forward until you get to the main entrance. SueLeeta, you and I will stay back and attack from range, while covering the mine entrance. When they decide to overrun us, I’ll switch to Melee. Cat and I will keep them away from SueLeeta.”

Fenris nodded. “Map markers?”

I went back to menu time sheepishly and brought up my local map. While I realized that I could drop map markers, I hadn’t really seen much of a point to it for myself. Looking through the markers, I found several that would also appear on my party members’ maps. I placed those where I wanted them, along with placing the town flag, a large velociraptor with a funny hat; I intended on being at the location marked by the flag. After marking everything, I popped out of menu time and watched everyone.

Kappa looked confused, and Cat looked bored. However, the two humans nodded and started moving to their positions. As they walked, their respective animal friends followed them. I was quickly left alone before I, too, followed SueLeeta.

I’d picked a bluff with good visibility for us. SueLeeta promptly ignored it in favor of a better, more concealed position from which to fire. I used the bluff, partially out of stubbornness, but also because I was considerably better at Melee fighting than her. I could deal with whatever came our way. SueLeeta did take a moment to set up a few quick snares; anything rampaging her way could enjoy her Trapmaking skill.

With my bow at the ready, I prepared for what would be known as the Battle for Ironpass Mine.






Chapter 5

Battle for Ironpass Mine

As a Warg, Kappa was a mutated super wolf. Despite his impressive size, he was capable of sneaking very well. His main form of hunting involved quietly sneaking up on some unsuspecting prey and tearing them apart. His powerful jaws snapped and locked before the prey even knew what was happening.

In short, it was a bad day to be that particular goblin.

One second, the goblin was holding his spear and looking down the path. The next, he was in the jaws of the Warg, being violently shaken. Unlike my sneak attacks, which could kill silently, the goblin’s death was anything but quiet.

“That’s also a good way to make a baby quiet down,” stated Shart.

“That’s good to know, baby,” I replied.

Another goblin heard the blood curdling screams and rushed toward the noise with his own spear. That goblin ran straight into Fenis’ shield, which promptly bowled him over and knocked him prone. Fenris used his mace to crush the second goblin’s skull in a gory display before he had a chance to get back to his feet. As Fenris stomped on the goblin’s neck and pried his mace from the twitching corpse’s head, a third goblin came out of the structure. That goblin pulled up his pants and charged Fenris with his spear, all while screaming what passed for a goblin war cry.

The goblin thrust his spear, but Fenris caught the strike with his shield. Deflecting the blow from his body., Fenris continued the motion and slammed the shield into the goblin. The green creature was lifted from the ground and crushed hard into the wall of the storage shed. With an audible crunch, his lifeless body slid down the side of the shed, coming to rest in a heap on the dusty, overgrown ground.

The murderous slam had not been quiet, either. By now, several more goblins began to form around the mine entrance, next to the larger structure. They were getting themselves worked up for an attack. There was a total of 12 of the snarling brutes. The smaller ones normally had about 20 hit points. The larger ones, which were far more numerous, would have quite a bit more.

I examined one of the bigger ones with Lore


	Stone Blood Goblin, Level 5

	HP: 60/60

	Stamina: 30/30

	Mana: 5/5

	Skills: Shield: Amateur

	Hammer Amateur

	Special Attack: Powerful Blow

	Stone Blood Goblins have been influenced through the Power of Stone. They are larger and stronger than regular goblins. Their bites are particularly damaging, as they are able to chew up rocks and digest the fragments of crystals they find within.



These big ones were the same level as the Warg riders I’d fought at the fortress. Unfortunately, these had even more hit points. Of the 12 goblins currently forming ranks, 9 of them were Stone Blood Goblins. All nine were now gathered up into an improvised skirmishing line and heading straight toward Fenris and Kappa. They weren’t paying attention to anything other than their two targets, however, which showed remarkably poor judgement on their part.

I drew back my own weapon, a Simple Bow. It was from a long line of Simple Bows that I had been crafting ever since I got to this world. My current Simple Bow was far more ideal than previous bows I had crafted. Because I’d finally gotten the bowyer’s shop up and running, I didn’t have to use improvised tools anymore. Using actual tools for crafting bows made the weapon more durable and capable of doing more damage. Additionally, it didn’t even smell of cabbages. Well, not much.

Improved Simple Bow Damage 12-19, Durability 45/45 - (Base damage 1-8, + 4 Dexterity + 3 Marksman Rank 3 + 2 Novice Bow Crafting + 2 Arrows Novice bow crafting)

As I lined up on my first target, I discovered that I could tell who SueLeeta was targeting. Through the party mode, I knew exactly which goblins she would take out first. I had to imagine that she could likewise tell who I would fire at. It was nice to know we wouldn’t be wasting ammo aiming for the same foes.

I had Power Shot as one of my special shots from Marksman. It imparted tremendous power and velocity to an attack. If I got a good hit in, it often knocked its target end over end. I had actually invested another Talent Point into it, raising the attack to Power Shot 2. This allowed me to infuse more Stamina into it, causing even more damage and knockback.

A basic archery attack cost 3 Stamina and, with Power Shot 2, I could invest up to 6 more points of Stamina into an attack. Each of those points increased my base Damage by 1.5, so, I ended up doing 9 points of bonus Damage on top of my regular attack Damage.

I fired. My arrow zipped toward the target much faster than SueLeeta’s did, slamming into the unprotected side of one of the Stone Blood Goblins. The arrow practically exploded out the other side of him, flinging the unsuspecting goblin backward as his guts sprayed everywhere.

The goblins were expecting an attack, just not from this direction. That meant that I’d gotten my sneak attack bonus, which more than doubled my base damage. Their line scattered as they realized they were under attack. Six of the larger goblins brought up their shields and charged SueLeeta and me; the other 2 large goblins and the 3 smaller ones went towards Fenris and Kappa.

SueLeeta was using Multi Shot, which allowed her to fire 3 arrows at once. She had fired at the same time as me, so, her arrows hit just a moment after mine. She also scored on her targets. Despite her stellar aim, she lacked my sneak attack and, generally, did less damage. The wounds she caused were far less life threatening. Initially, at least. She did her best to give those wounds some friends and continued shooting flights of arrows at the targets.

While I had only two kinds of shots, SueLeeta was a Hunter; their main weapon was the bow. I knew a few of the Marksman shots, whereas she knew them all. Her initial few attacks were Multi Shots, but she quickly shifted to Pinning Shots. These slowed some of the goblins and the Flaming Shots lit their shields on fire. However, trying to shoot at small targets that had shields was a challenge. SueLeeta wasn’t having as much luck as we would have hoped, as her Stamina dropped.

Meanwhile, the three large oafs heading towards me weren’t having much luck advancing. Despite my limited selection of shots, the one I knew best was well suited to the task. If you have a hammer, everything starts to look like a nail. I had more Stamina than anyone here, and each of my strikes did more damage. Further, even if they managed to deflect my Power Shot 2, the deflection still stopped them dead in their tracks. This made their goal of advancing as a group more challenging.

Unfortunately, trying to hit a moving target that is carrying a shield is still a chore. Most of my shots bounced off after causing no damage. I actually scored only 3 hits. The first knocked a goblin back, but his companions were able to get their own shields interposed between us. The second goblin I hit also went crashing backward, but I’d followed it up with a normal arrow. Those arrows could be released much faster, so, I was able to quickly strike him a second time. The first goblin was very angry. The second was nearly dead.

My three large enemies finally got close enough that firing was no longer practical. Using a bow in actual melee combat was next to impossible. Fortunately, I had an alternative and, as they closed the final few paces, I drew my longsword and shortsword. The two with the most hit points moved towards me first, leaving their dying companion in the rear. I wasn’t having any of that.

Many levels ago, I had picked up a perk called Mobility. It left me far more able to Dodge and Maneuver than I would otherwise have been. More recently, I’d picked up Duelist, and that class had given me a series of special strikes. I used one of those now, called Lunge. By itself, it would have allowed me to make a strike against a target, perhaps as much as 10 feet away. When combined with Mobility, I could almost double that.

Rolling between the front two Stone Blood Goblins, I executed my Lunge directly into the gut of the unsuspecting, heavily wounded goblin in the rear. He hadn’t even had his shield properly positioned against me, because he was confident that he was far in the rear of the battle. Both healthy goblins pivoted around as I slipped past them, but it did their friend no good. My longsword bit deeply into his chest, as red spurted out around the edges of my weapon. The strike did over 30 points of damage, far in excess of the remainder of his hit points, killing the goblin instantly.

After I’d used the Lunge skill, I noted that its timer had activated. Unlike my Stamina based Combat skills, the Duelist abilities were all on timers. I could execute a Lunge, but it took nearly 15 seconds before I could Lunge again. Other Duelist strikes had different time spans between uses, as well.

As I repositioned, I spared a second to check in on my party. Fenris was nowhere in sight, so I turned to watch the trio of goblins rushing towards SueLeeta. Only two appeared to be a real threat to her. The third was currently on fire and screaming, so, I didn’t think its further participation in the battle was likely. SueLeeta was still a couple dozen feet from them, still shooting arrows. The fiery goblin gave one last furious shriek and keeled over. Cat, who had been lurking around the tall grass and weedy undergrowth, suddenly pounced. The powerful animal took down its target, though the goblin wasn’t killed instantaneously. The ambush did, however, prevent the goblin from moving forwards. I again heard the ferocious cry of an angry dying goblin, as Cat tore into it. The cry quickly sputtered out, as the mountain lion tore the goblin’s throat out through its neck. SueLeeta’s final opponent began to rush, trying to clear the last bit of distance between himself and her.

I didn’t have any more time for witnessing SueLeeta’s battle, as I heard another scream coming my way. My two remaining opponents were rushing me. One tried to bowl me over with his shield, forcing me to leap backwards. This ruined his companion’s approach, as my backward movement was too quick for him to keep up. After a moment, the two formed a single line and started moving briskly towards me again, their weapons at the ready. I realized at that moment that I could easily stay out of their reach, unless I wanted to engage them. The Stone Blood Goblins larger size limited their speed. They were no match for my Mobility.

They seemed to realize this as well, but they had a solution. We were not so far away from SueLeeta and Cat that they were out of reach. As the goblins acknowledged that catching me was going to be impossible, they began moving towards them. They would reach Cat first, and the animal was still feasting on the goblin it had ambushed. Two more goblins would certainly drive off the kitty, if not kill it.

That cinched it; I would have to engage them. I moved between them and Cat, holding firm as they closed with me. When I’d decided they’d gotten close enough, I rolled to the side of their line, striking at the unwounded goblin with both of my weapons. He managed to block my longsword with his shield, driving the blade out of position. However, this left him exposed to my shortsword, which slashed across his leg. He screamed in pain at the bloody wound but was able to remain upright.

His partner was ready for this. He cut in front of his buddy and swung at me with his hammer. I was committed










	Chal’dor’sic: Shadow Goblin Level 8

	Health: 91/100

	Stamina: 112/120

	Mana: 20/20

	Sword Initiate: He gains +3 to Damage with swords.

	Dodge Initiate: He is skilled at Dodging.

	Stealth Journeyman: He is capable of totally hiding his presence in plain sight.

	Shadow Goblins are Elite Goblins who have been blessed by drinking the blood of the Shadow God. They are imbued with his power and are much more cunning and capable than normal goblins. They like to keep normal goblins around as servants. Normal goblins will always listen to and follow the orders of Shadow Goblins, due to their magical nature. Goblin armies use them as assassins and spies.
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