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They thought it was just a game. A few friends. A few dice. A fantasy world on paper.

But somewhere between the critical fails and the emotional monologues, the characters started listening. Thinking. Writing back. And when a mysterious new author tries to take over the story, the party, both real and fictional, will have to fight to prove one simple truth: This story belongs to everyone who dared to imagine it.
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Chapter 1 – The Prophecy of the Left Turn

 

Elvareth – The Fantasy Realm

The sun rose like it had overslept.

Which, according to the villagers of Bramblecross, it often did. Their local weather sage, a retired wizard with only three remaining teeth and a pet rock named Douglas, swore the sun had once come up at a reasonable hour. But ever since the Age of Uncertainty, the heavens had been as reliable as a hedgehog’s sense of direction.

And so, beneath the groggy rays of daylight, a band of mismatched adventurers stood at the foot of a crumbling shrine dedicated to Varion the Vague, god of misdirection and poorly phrased riddles.

The party was weary, blood-splattered, and nursing emotional wounds from a tavern incident involving a love potion, three halflings, and an accordion that wouldn’t stop playing “Ogre Love Ballad No. 7.”

The shrine was unimpressive.

It looked like someone had tried to build it from memory using only broken bricks, enthusiastic guesses, and a drunken llama. Moss-covered stone steps led to a sunken archway with a statue so weathered that it might once have been a god or, possibly, a very surprised-looking pigeon.

Sir Cedric the Pure, paladin of questionable destiny, knelt before it with solemn reverence. His gleaming armour bore the dented signs of someone who’d mistaken “subtlety” for “headbutt diplomacy.” A feather from an earlier griffin encounter still clung to his helmet like a stubborn metaphor.

Behind him stood the others:

Nyssa Nightwhisper, rogue extraordinaire and full-time cynic, tapped her boot impatiently, arms crossed. She wore leather armour festooned with tiny pockets, half of which contained either lockpicks or sugared almonds, she could never remember which.

Brunt Boulderbeard, barbarian, stood in a mild squat, humming an off-key war chant while using a sword as a toothpick. His beard looked like it had been attacked by a ferret and won.

Fizzlenik the Improbable, wizard, was currently deep in an argument with his own staff. The staff seemed unimpressed.

And Elderleaf, the silent druid, watched everything with the placid gaze of someone who knew how everything ended but had decided not to spoil it.

And lurking, as if it had always been there, perhaps behind a tree, a rock, or their very souls, was a goat.

It was a perfectly ordinary goat in the way that a perfectly ordinary tornado might occasionally attend book club meetings. White fur. Crooked horn. Slightly judgmental stare. It munched on a scroll someone had dropped. No one had brought it. No one had questioned its presence. It simply was.

“Speak, O Oracle,” Cedric intoned, “Grant us the path that leads to salvation, glory, and perhaps... a bath.”

The shrine made a long, flat sound, like a deflating duck. Then the ancient stone face cracked open. A single glowing eye appeared in the centre.

“Turn… left.”

A long silence.

“Left?” Nyssa blinked. “That’s it? What kind of divine guidance is that? Left where?”

The shrine wheezed as if gathering strength.

“Slightly left. Not too left. But also not… not… not… forward? Or was it... uh… hmm. Loading prophecy… buffering…”

Fizzlenik scribbled notes furiously. “It’s a coded message. The god speaks in analogies!”

Elderleaf stared at the goat, which stared back.

Brunt cracked his knuckles. “I say we smash it and follow the goat. That thing knows stuff.”

The goat belched. A small puff of sparkles escaped its nostrils.

Sir Cedric rose, clasping his hands. “Very well. The gods have spoken. We shall go... vaguely left.”

The party groaned.

Behind them, the goat clopped forward and casually headbutted the shrine. A stone fell loose, revealing a hidden compartment.

Inside: a slightly melted compass spinning in slow, deliberate circles.

 

Real World – Derek’s Apartment, Tuesday Night

There was pizza grease on the player handouts.

Again.

Derek, self-proclaimed Dungeon Master and world-builder extraordinaire, stared at the soggy paper as if it had personally betrayed him.

“Guys, seriously,” he sighed. “The campaign folder is not a plate.”

“I didn’t plate it,” said Tyler, shrugging with one hand while dual-wielding pepperoni slices in the other. “I just rested it there.”

Derek pinched the bridge of his nose. “You rested a meat tornado on my lore notes.”

In the cramped living room of Derek’s apartment, walls adorned with fantasy maps, minis, and a surprisingly judgmental poster of Gandalf, four players sat around a plastic foldout table pretending to be heroes.

Jess, legs up on a beanbag, had dyed-pink hair and enough chaotic energy to power a small airship.

Steve, glasses sliding down his nose, clutched the Player’s Handbook like it might reveal life’s mysteries.

Maggie, quiet, intense, occasionally unsettling, sharpened a pencil like she was planning war crimes.

Tyler, snack devourer, enthusiastic brute, and the only person to roll dice as if trying to break the floorboards.

Derek cleared his throat. “Okay. Back to the game. You’ve approached the Shrine of Varion. You may now ask for divine guidance.”

“Can I seduce the shrine?” Jess asked, deadpan.

“No,” Derek said without looking up. “It’s made of stone.”

“But what if it’s lonely?” she grinned. “Maybe it hasn’t been touched in centuries.”

“Jess.”

“Fine. I pickpocket Brunt while everyone’s distracted.”

“I roll for detect pickpocket,” Tyler said through a mouthful of cheesy crust.

Derek rubbed his temples. “Okay, while you’re all being idiots, Cedric’s prayer works. The shrine activates. There’s a glowing eye, a riddle about... going left.”

“Is that like left from where we’re standing, or like northwest?” Steve asked. “Do I roll Arcana?”

“No, you roll with it,” Derek muttered. “It’s a flavour moment. The path splits. Left leads to the Forest of Whispers. Right to the Swamp of Suffering. Guess where you’re supposed to go?”

Tyler rolled his d20. “I vote swamp.”

Derek’s eyelid twitched.

“And hey,” Jess added, “Is the goat still following us? I love that goat. I wanna name him.”

“You already did,” Steve said. “Last session you called him... like... Goatacus Maximus.”

“Oh yeah,” Jess said dreamily. “I wanna give him bard levels.”

Derek blinked. “What?”

“I want to multi-class the goat into a bard.”

“That’s not how this works!”

“Derek,” Maggie said softly, “If you think about it... isn’t that exactly how this works?”

Derek groaned and opened his campaign binder. Between the spaghetti stains and faded coffee rings, something glinted. A hand-drawn doodle of a goat. Not his. He didn’t remember adding it.

The goat winked.

 

 

 


Chapter 2 – The Tavern of Terrible Ideas

 

Elvareth – The Fantasy Realm

Bramblecross was the kind of village that would have been entirely forgettable, if not for its spectacularly forgettable tavern.

The Twice-Cursed Trout sat like a lopsided loaf of bread at the village’s muddy crossroads. Its walls were mostly wood, partially moss, and occasionally goat hair. Inside, the scent of stale mead, hopeful desperation, and something faintly fishy mingled like lovers who should have broken up years ago.

The party of five adventurers, and one suspiciously omnipresent goat, entered to the usual level of welcome afforded to people who carried too many weapons.

A bard in the corner was playing a lute with only two strings and singing lyrics that seemed to rhyme entirely with “wound.” The few patrons who hadn’t already passed out were either arm-wrestling or nursing mugs of sorrow with a side of quiet brooding.

Nyssa Nightwhisper surveyed the room with a practiced eye and sighed. “Another sad ale-hole with wood rot and wounded pride. I miss cities.”

“You miss pickpocketing cities,” muttered Fizzlenik, who was currently trying to adjust his wizard hat without poking himself in the eye.

“Semantics.”

Brunt clomped over to a table with a huff. “I like it. Smells like home. And by home, I mean bad decisions and regret stew.”

Sir Cedric, still clutching the partially-functioning compass retrieved from the shrine, approached the barkeep with solemnity. “We seek knowledge, sustenance, and purified water. Possibly a bath.”

The barkeep, a dwarven woman with a face carved from rock and soot for eyebrows, grunted. “Ain’t got purified water. Got trout mead and goat milk. Want both?”

“Are the goats local?” Cedric asked warily.

“Sometimes,” she replied.

As if summoned by narrative timing, Goatacus Maximus trotted inside, ignored the party entirely, and jumped onto the counter. He sniffed a bowl of pickled fish, sneezed, then looked at Cedric as if he were the intruder.

“Has he been following us?” Brunt asked, watching the goat nibble a coaster.

“He’s been leading us,” said Elderleaf dreamily, stroking the goat’s head. “The goat knows.”

“The goat knows what?” Fizzlenik asked.

Elderleaf gave no answer, only a cryptic smile.

As the group settled in, the bard suddenly shouted, “A song for the strangers!” and launched into a performance so off-key it threatened to shatter glassware. The lyrics were as follows: “Oh the swamp is wet and the moon is rude,
Don’t fight the troll, he’s in a mood
Unless you’ve got a sacred spoon,
Then smite his soul by light of moon!”

Nyssa blinked. “Was that a prophecy?”

“No,” said the bard proudly. “It’s my latest hit: Spoonful of Vengeance.”

Fizzlenik’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t know what that means, but I’m writing it down.”

As evening passed into foggy dusk, the party fell into their usual routine: Cedric interrogated the barkeep about rumours of darkness, Brunt challenged a local to a contest of strength (which devolved into arm wrestling a barrel), and Fizzlenik performed a 12-minute rant about ley lines and socks.

Nyssa, as always, wandered upstairs on her own.

The rooms were quiet. Too quiet. Suspiciously dust-free. The hallway door creaked behind her… then slammed shut.

She spun around, dagger in hand. “Who's there?”

Nothing.

But from the window… a bleat.

She opened the shutters, and found Goatacus perched on the ledge like some kind of judgmental gargoyle.

Nyssa pointed her dagger at him. “You’re a goat. Not a spy. Not a ninja. Just. A. Goat.”

Goatacus dropped a small metal key onto the windowsill, then trotted off the roof like it was solid ground.

Nyssa blinked.

“…I hate that you might actually be important.”

 


	

The Real World – Derek’s Apartment, Tuesday Night (Later)

“Okay,” said Derek, “so now you’re in the tavern. You’ve got a few options…”

“I wanna seduce the bard,” Jess interrupted, already rolling dice.

“Jess, come on,” Derek sighed. “We’re two sessions into the campaign. Maybe let me set the tone?”

“I am setting the tone,” she grinned. “A flirty, chaotic, goat-friendly tone.”

Tyler, midway through opening a soda, snorted. “Goat-friendly. Sounds like your dating profile.”

“Better than yours. What does yours say, ‘Will lift for snacks’?”

“Will rage for snacks,” he corrected, flexing.

“Focus!” Derek snapped. “Okay. Jess, you flirt with the bard. Roll Charisma.”

Jess rolled a 14. “Plus four. Eighteen, baby. What happens?”

Derek rubbed his temples. “The bard is tone-deaf and currently mid-breakup. They’re not in the mood.”

“I offer to duet with him, ‘Spoonful of Vengeance.’”

“Wait, what?” Steve blinked. “That’s not a real song.”

“I dunno,” Maggie said quietly. “It sounds kind of... haunting?”

“Haunting like a raccoon fight in a dumpster,” Derek muttered.

“Or a goat fight!” Tyler added cheerfully. “Hey, is Goatacus still with us?”

“Of course he is,” Derek said flatly. “He’s sitting on the bar, drinking from a bowl labelled ‘Reserved for Management.’”

Everyone paused.

“Wait,” Steve said. “Did you plan that?”

Derek looked at his notes. There was no mention of a goat bowl. But the image had popped into his head so vividly, he couldn’t help but say it aloud.

“…Yes,” he lied.

Maggie leaned over the table. “Derek. I think the goat is doing things on its own.”

The room fell silent for a moment.

Then Derek laughed. “No way. It’s just a fun little NPC.”

“Then why was he on the roof?” Jess asked.

“Wait, what?”

“In character,” she said quickly. “Sorry. Got confused. Anyway, I want to follow the goat.”

“Can I arm wrestle someone while we do all this?” Tyler asked. “I want Brunt to assert dominance.”

“Sure,” Derek said, flipping to a blank page and making up a stat block for a barrel-shaped dwarf named Keggy the Thick. “Make a Strength check.”

Tyler rolled. “Nat 20!”

The table erupted in cheers. Brunt became the undisputed champion of the Twice-Cursed Trout.

“Fizzlenik writes a song about it,” Steve announced. “The Ballad of the Biceps.”

“Guys,” Derek groaned




















