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Chapter 1: A New Beginning
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Hi, my name is Wesley Workman, and I am a Gas Station Attendant at Bell, alive and kicking in April of 2025. You can just call me Wes though. Long story short, my life sucks. Everytime, something good comes my way, the universe, a feminatzi, satan, or God, not really sure which one, decides to take it away. I am so freaking tired of losing things I worked hard for or some envy driven person destroying my things and preventing me from exercising my constitutional-God-given-unamendable-right to pursue happiness, or some natural or unnatural disaster making me start over.

At the same time, I feel out of place, like my life isn’t even close to what it was supposed to be, as if someone went back in time and changed things and messed up our timeline and now everything is fucked just like in every tv show or movie that has to do with time fuckery. I mean Goddamnit, everything had finally started going good for me in late 2019 and early 2020 with Donald Trump as president and boom, covid-19 quarantine! Which was total bullshit, and fuck everyone that actually fell for that shit! Those of you who chose not to wear a mask and did what they could to resist those fuckers, I’m right there with you. And, I would like to thank you.

Now, for those of you that over reacted and freaked out like a bunch of morons! Those over reactions did way more damage than any virus could have ever done. The masks did nothing but suffocate people, which is a form of torture. And don’t forget about the toilet paper crisis. Which was absolutely ridiculous! Those people are idiots! And, when the truth came out, they just kept going with it for years! Fuck you, if that was you, for all the pain and suffering you caused me and who knows how many other people! If not, you're ok and you did good resisting pure stupidity.

But wait, the stupidity didn’t stop there. Our country elected Joe Biden, a 78 year old man who was so far gone from dementia or whatever the fuck he has that he doesnt even know he exists, as our next president. To top it all off with a golden cherry, their political party has been fucking us over from the inside out for decades, and now shitloads of people are running around in a constant state of confusion like chickens with their heads cut off, a.k.a. the LGBTQ plus movement. Then, when a valid president got re-elected, they got on their little social media platforms that were made by their own people to silence anyone who doesn’t follow their ways. And, then they scream and moan like a demon possessed child pitching a fit. 

That being said, the so-called “Democratic” party's reign of transterror was ended by a landslide as we all got up off our asses to vote, and we collectively took down Kamala Harris, who publicly admitted to being antichrist. And, we managed to get Donald Trump, a total badass businessman, re-elected as president. Furthermore, Elon Musk, an actual democrat(which is incredibly rare in these strange times), forged an unlikely alliance with Donald Trump, to open a can of straight woop ass on these motha-sista-brotha-grandma-gender-confused-fuckas. We need a business man leading us right now to get us out of this shit storm, not a damn lying scum bag politician.

Hell, Shit storm doesn’t even begin to describe it. It’s more like a Cosmic Shit Fuck Storm in the Ass, and bunch of douchebags are pulling the strings, and making it happen. And, God, on the other hand, is doing everything he can to save as many souls as he can from their reign of terror and confusion. I mean, the guy sacrificed his own life to, and even paid the blood atonement for our sins, and all we have to do is put our faith in the blood. Sorry for all the cussing, but it’s the damn truth. I just wish sometimes that I could ask God “why”, but I guess he is busy right now or is planning on answering me later, so I’ll just have to keep moving forward in faith until the day he does.

Furthermore, my life has not been an easy one. It has been a life of loss and misery thanks to all the aforementioned assholes. Thankfully though, I got to live and see the Donald Trump and Elon Musk Billionaire Duo, kick the shit out of them, and send them crying back home to their trans mommies. And, just for the record. When I express my anger in whatever form of speech I choose, it's not as much because you are gay or chose to be a transexual and do harm to yourself. It's because you chose to try and spread it around and force people to think like that. And, you lie, and hate, and do hateful things. For that, I am truly and incredibly indignant. And, rightfully so. But, that doesn’t mean I hate you. I just want you to stop hurting yourself and the people around you.

And another thing, I usually don't cuss so much, but there is a right time for everything, and it feels good to just let it out sometimes. That being said, we are all living in some strange times, and I would like for everyone to know my story. If you got through my rant and you didn’t allow it to affect you in the wrong way, good for you. And, I hope you enjoy the rest of the book. If you are overly sensitive, like the LGBTQ supporters want everyone to be, then you will probably not like my book. Mostly because it supports truths, rather than lies.

Now, I’m gonna give it to you from the first person point of view in present tense rather than past tense because I feel it draws me in more when I read things that way, and I hope you feel the same. Though, if you don’t feel that way, I don’t really care, mainly because I’m sick and tired of all the bullshit. Plus, I am the author after all and I’m not gonna cater to some sensitive little douchebag “democrat” either. Yes, I put quotation marks, because everyone knows they are all either socialists or communists under the guise of an actual democrat, because they know that democrats are easier to manipulate, because they have spent decades corrupting their party. And, don’t forget that they have their little douchy pagan rituals with one another in their little not-so-secret-anymore societies.

But, enough about that. Moving forward, there may be times when I stray from the first person point of view so don’t get all snippy when I do. Anyway, let's get on with the story. Something very strange and outright uncanny happened to me and I want to let people in our world know about it. 

It was just another Wednesday, which is usually a busy day at the Bell Gas Station. I clock out on my phone after counting down my register. Then, I think to myself, “ga I can’t wait to get to the gym for a nice workout to make myself feel better. Nothing like a good workout to blow off some steam.” Anyway, I head outside, walking to my car and I look around wondering why there aren’t any cars pumping gas at a time like this. It's probably due to yet another unnecessary and poorly thought-out construction zone engineered by “democrats” to further demoralize this country by making everyone stress out because they are gonna be late to work.

Then, when they are coming from work, it takes them forever to get home. This further increases their stress levels to ensure that they have been simmering in cortisol all day. When they try to go to sleep they can’t because their bodies have been cooked all day in cortisol. The lack of quality sleep further increases stress and cortisol production, and it causes weight gain. This inevitably ruins their bodies from the inside out, and makes people look way older than they should. Also, they die sooner too.

While thinking about the traffic situation created by hell’s worst engineers, I get to my car and am about to pull the handle to open the door when something catches my attention from the corner of my eye. I look to see what it is, and I see sparks and flashing lights coming from the woods at the edge of the parking lot, and not just with one color of light either. It was a bunch of random colors meshed together after each flash. And, if you know anything about mental disorders, seeing sparks is a bad sign. This was not that. It literally looked and sounded like a downed powerline, except for the weird colors. “What is that,” I thought to myself, while saying out loud what I was thinking in private.

Yes, I blurt what I’m thinking out loud a lot, especially after a bad surgery I had in 2021, and I’m pretty sure they gave me a vaccine when I told them not to. Yes, pretty sure, because believe or not, people lie to cover up the mistakes they make. My brain is now fucked, and I can’t do certain things I used to be able to as well as before, like not say what I’m thinking outloud. And, sometimes I say things backwards or something random comes out rather than what I am trying to express. Kinda makes me wonder if they purposefully lobotomized me, the sick fucks! I have a literal right to say no, and they shit all over it. Hell is too good for these people. It affected my heart too. I remember waking up from my surgery and the first thing I noticed was the excruciating pain in my heart. Now, when I go to the gym, I can sometimes feel my heart hurting in a way it never did before my surgery. Not only that, I’ve spent the years after with agony in my abdomen, all because of that same surgery.

And, I can’t hold my pee because of the catheter they shoved into my peehole, probably without lubrication because the “daddy’s little girl” they hired had her tests scaled by the universities, all so she could pass nursing school because she was a woman. So now, I have to use the bathroom way more than I used to to keep myself from dripping pee into my underwear all day long. I’ve had multiple surgeries before those, and none of them had any of those complications afterwards. That's probably due to the fact that they didn't used to hire nurses based off of their ethnicity or sex. They actually hired and kept the ones that were competent enough to do their job. And, those nurses all retired. Now, we’re stuck with a bunch of incompetent-stupid-cheating-assholes.

And, it's not just the nurses, it's the doctors too, and probably everyone working in the medical field! You know what really happened though, was that the “democrats” have been getting rid of competent workers to further their agenda and further demoralize their victims. That's the real reason why there aren’t any competent doctors or nurses left anymore.

I’m trailing off again, back to the story. When I look around to see if anyone else notices, there is no one in sight, so I go to take a closer look, thinking it might be a powerline or something of that nature. As I get closer to the source of the flashing lights, I start to feel a pull kinda like when a magnet gets too close to another magnet. I walked a little closer towards the edge of the parking lot, and the pull became way stronger, way faster than I knew it would. Before I had time to scream or to process what was happening, it was too late, and I was violently sucked in. The light seemed to open up as I went through it. It felt like my body was being stretched out and thrown back in the seat of a race car when a driver puts the pedal to metal, except with so much torque in the engine that I was being turned into a pancake. How can you be a pancake and be stretched out at the same time you ask? I don’t know, but that is the only way I know how to describe the feeling. Kinda like the laws of physics were being broken in some way.

After flying through the light, I could only look straight ahead, and I saw lights that looked like stars passing by me kinda like in star trek when they go warps speeds. It wasn’t painful at all, but going that fast scared the shit out of me. After a while moving at indescribable speeds, I’m able to see something at the end of the tunnel of stars, and then it spits me out into the middle of a medieval-looking town square. Holy S!... What just happened?! See I try not to cuss sometimes.

Anyway, as I struggle to stand and look around, I notice that the buildings were made with a mix of cobblestone and wood with thatched roofs. The people walking by me were giving me strange looks, wearing armor or cloaks and things that you would see in game of thrones. Furthermore, some of them are speaking in a language that I have never heard before. “Where am I,” I think to myself in confusion, “and, Is this some sort of convention for Dungeons and Dragons or Game of Thrones, or wait... maybe they are larping because they have gone so far as to make up their own languages.”

After looking around and trying to get my bearings, I start to feel woozy. Nausea follows and I think to myself,  “Dammit not motion sickness, I hate motion sickness.” I lean over, about to throw up. I’ve never really experienced motion sickness, per say, except for in a VR headset. It felt kinda like that, except maybe a little worse. I take a few deep breaths and manage to hold back my puke. I’ve found that taking deep breaths and trying to calm myself down helps to overcome the nausea from motion sickness a little. “whoa, that's cobblestone, like real cobblestone,” I think, reaching down to touch it.  I raise my head taking another look around and blinking my eyes, in case I am hallucinating, and I swear that I am seeing a mix of humans, dwarfs, and elves passing by me having normal conversations. A couple of them are using what looks like real magic, messing around with fire and balls of lights. I’ve seen some pretty cool youtube videos where someone made a fake wand that shoots out a firework, and it looks almost real when screaming “Avada Kedavra.” Maybe, this is similar to what they are doing. I pull out my cell phone to look at google maps to see where I am, and there is no service on it. “Seriously! No service! Come on,” I say aloud, a little annoyed. I put my cell phone back into my pocket, and I look around thinking, “Maybe, someone here can tell me where I am or how I ended up here.”

I look over to the building closest to me, and it has a beautifully crafted wooden sign hanging down, swaying in the wind. The sign looks masterfully made, and it is in the shape of a dragon, painted gold. It reads “Adventurer’s Guild” where the dragon is pointing its index claw to double doors on the right. Pointing to the left, to a no less intricate door, it reads “The Guilded Goblet” where the dragon's tail is pointing. “Wow these people are really into this, the craftsmanship of the sign and the buildings are both beautiful and sooo real looking. Oh and I get it... Instead of Gilded Goblet, its Guilded Goblet because they are in a joined building.” I think to myself.  I can hear sounds of laughter coming from inside the tavern, and I smell delicious roasting meats. “I bet it looks awesome inside, I’m going in,” I think, a smile stretching across my face from the excitement brewing inside of me.

As I walk closer to the building trying to see through the medieval windows and not succeeding, I notice a bunch of people gathered around some sort of public notice board outside the building. I, of course, had to check this out. From where I’m at, I can see that the bill board has straight-up pieces of parchment nailed to it with fancy handwriting on them. I walk over to get a better look at what has been posted. The writing on some of the parchment is exquisite and legible, while others have chicken scratch on them. Some are written in English, and others are written in languages I’ve never seen. This place is so awesome!

After looking at the notice board, I head towards the entrance of the Adventurer’s Guild. “Wow,” I blurt out loud. Upon closer inspection, I could see that the doors were these huge handcrafted oak doors with all kinds of patterns and intricate designs carved and smoothed out into them. I push through the double doors, and I can feel how freaking heavy they are. “Holy crap, these doors are heavy,” I ejaculate involuntarily. I immediately notice that the interior is surprisingly cool, and I can feel a gentle breeze flowing through the place. The ventilation in these old medieval places is actually pretty good. I look at the ceiling and notice they are even using real candles and lanterns for lighting. “This is so cool,” I say out loud to a random short guy dressed as a dwarf who gives me a weird look in response. I look around at the big rectangular tables that the members were sitting at. I shut my eyes and listen to all the foreign sounds that you would never hear in a place with modern things. I hear clanking armor, hushed conversations, and the scratching of quills and ink on rough parchment. I open my eyes and notice all the funny looks that some of the people are giving me. A few of them, who were nursing incredibly real looking injuries, or recounting tales of their exploits, look at my attire with looks that express they have never seen a foreigner like me before or that I am very weird. I figure that it is all part of the act, and that they are just really into playing their parts in this incredibly realistic larp gathering. These people seriously look genuine, and they don’t seem to be wearing any makeup either, making it feel that much more real.

On the walls I see a collection of armor, weapons, and a regional map pinned with various notes and markers. There is a bulletin board with quests and bounties. I take a closer look and I read what they say on them. Some look like they would be dangerous quests, if they were real, and others look like simple errands. “Holy shit, this is AWESOME,” I say loudly, my excitement bubbling over with a big grin spread out across my face. Everyone turns to look at me, giving me looks of confusion, some of them scoffing at me then going back to their business. 

Then, behind a sturdy looking wooden counter, a stern looking man with a neatly trimmed beard looks up at me. “Welcome stranger,” he says, “What business brings you to our humble guild.” I walk closer to the sturdy wooden counter where the stern looking man is standing. “Well to be honest I have no idea where I am. I just got off work and I saw some kinda... sparks or flashing lights, and they sucked me in, and it shot me out into this... I guess, convention or LARP event, which I didn’t think Alabama had conventions or Larping. I mean, am I dreaming right now or am I in, like, a coma or something?  I literally have no idea where I am,” I say shrugging, and still trying to catch my bearings. The stern looking man raises an eyebrow and says with a confused look on his face, “Convention? Larp... Event?” I reply, “Yeah, you know, like an event where nerds and geeks get together, dress up, and do nerdy or geeky stuff.” The stern looking man’s eyebrows furrow and he shakes his head with a look of confusion. “Things that spark like that are usually not something to trifle with,” he says, looking at me while eyeing my gas station uniform, “But fate has a sense of humor it seems, and you look like you came from a far away land. You are currently standing in the Adventurer’s guild in Brestin. Brestin, is a humble town situated in the great land of Valloria,” the stern looking man says with a serious look on his face, nodding toward the regional map across the room. “Come closer,” he says, gesturing me over to him.  “What is your name?”

As I walk up to the counter, I notice a ledger filled with names next to deeds done. “Wesley Workman, but you can call me Wes for short,” I say as I inspect the ledger. The stern looking man nods, his gaze lingering on me for a moment saying, “Wesley Workman,” he repeats while scribbling down my name in the ledger, “that’s not a name one typically finds in the annals of our realm, my name is Gromm Filladacor and I’m the guild master here in Brestin,” he says with a wry smile as he shuts the ledger. “As for help, we do offer our services to those in need, but it looks like you will be needing a job and we have plenty of those. Tell me, what kind of skills or experience do you have that would be of use in our guild,” he says with his face relaxing a bit. “Well... I ugh... know some martial arts for self defence. I have experience serving and bartending. I also have an associates degree,” I say, thinking to myself that he is probably avoiding breaking character. “You know... to be honest I don’t have many skills that would apply to being an adventurer. Though, I’ve always wanted to learn magic, and I’m a quick learner. Are there beginners adventures that are for novice magic users or whatever,” I say, trying my best to improv and play along. Gromm replies, “Ah, an eager spirit with a thirst for knowledge and a touch of the arcane! That is indeed a rare combination in these lands. Your martial skills may serve you well, and your experience serving others will not go unnoticed. As for magic, it is a force that chooses its wielders more often than not. But fear not, our world is filled with teachers and mentors for those willing to learn. If you wish to pursue the path of the magi, I can recommend some esteemed schools and individuals who might take you under their wing. But first, you’ll need to prove your worth and commitment. Magic is not a toy to be played with by the untrained.” I silently disagree in my mind, and he taps the counter with his quill, leaving a small spark of light that dances across the wood. I look at the light trick wondering how he did it, and then shrugging it off as a really good illusion. “We do have a few quests that might be suitable for someone in your... unique position. They won’t pay much, but they’ll give you a taste of the adventurer’s life and help you get your bearings. Take a look at the board,” he says gesturing towards the bulletin board.

I do as he says and I take a closer look at the bulletin board, which is a big mess of parchments. The tasks I read range from the trivial, such as retrieving a lost kitten from a tree to tasks that are much more dangerous, like slaying a beast that’s been terrorizing the countryside. Each parchment is filled with details such as rewards, the dangers involved, and locations. I scan over each parchment trying to find something that aligns with my current abilities and skills. I notice a few that are marked with “New Adventurer Friendly,” offering small sums of gold and basic equipment as the reward. There is a quest to gather some herbs for a local alchemist, another to escort a merchant’s caravan through safe terrain, and a call for help in clearing out a nearby cellar of rats that have gotten out of hand. They all present a different aspect of the adventurer’s life: exploration, possible combat, searching for things, and problem-solving.

After taking a minute to think about my options, I decide to go with the quest to gather herbs for the local alchemist. First off, rats carry disease, and If I have to protect a merchant without a weapon I would probably fail, get hurt, or even worse get myself killed in this incredibly realistic live action role playing game. Plus, he isn’t just offering a sum of gold; He is also offering his old book of magic as a reward for the herbs. I take the parchment off the billboard with the herbs quest on it and walk back over to Gromm. With confidence in my decision, I hand over the parchment to Gromm. “I’ll take the quest to gather herbs for the local alchemist,” I say with resolve in my voice. Gromm looks at me and nods with approval. “Ah, a wise decision, Wes,” he says while scribbling something in his ledger. “Herb gathering is a good place to start. It requires a keen eye and a gentle touch, and it’s less likely to get you killed than some of the other quests you’ll find around here.” He slides the parchment back over to me. 

“The alchemist, Thaddeus, will be expecting you. His shop is just around the corner from here. You can’t miss it. Look for the green bottles hanging from a sign.” He sketches out a rough map on a piece of parchment, indicating the location of the alchemist’s shop and the surrounding herb fields. “Remember, the herbs you seek are the ones with the purple leaves and the silver veins, and they are quite rare, so be careful not to mistake them for their less benign cousins.” “How many do I need to collect for him,” I ask. Gromm looks at me over the rim of his spectacles and says, “Thaddeus is in need of five of the herbs described. They’re known as ‘Moon Whisperers’ and are quite valuable for his potions. Take care not to damage the roots as you pull them from the earth, and watch out for any local wildlife that might take interest in your activities.” Then, he hands me a small leather pouch, gesturing that it is for the herbs. “Alright. I’ll be on my way then. Thank you for all the help,” I say before heading out the door of the realistic medieval tavern.  I look down at the map he gave me, and the map shows that the herb field is located just outside the town’s walls. I look at the sun over the sky which is in the late afternoon position before heading to the nearest herb field. Hopefully I will have enough time to gather those herbs before the sun goes down. I continue following the map's directions, and eventually, the cobblestone streets turn into a dirt path. I can feel the heat of the sun shining on my back, and I look ahead to see what I’m coming up on next. I see the town walls on this side of town, which are short cobblestone walls that surround it. I look past the walls, and I see a sea of vegetation. The occasional breeze blows past me, and breaks the silence as I draw nearer to the vegetation. I look around the fields, and I don’t spot a single one of the herb described to me. I begin a more thorough search through the field looking back and forth for a while, until I finally spot a herb with the purple leaves and silver veins, growing among other plants. It’s smaller than I expected which is probably why I had such a hard time finding one. I walk over to it, and I examine it a little closer. Whoa! I begin to feel a sort of energy from the plant that seems to be calling out to me. I shake my head in denial, not having felt anything like it before.

After ignoring the feeling, I squat down and begin to try to dig out the herb with my fingers, being as gentle as possible. I’m only gentle because I figure that they want to preserve their props for future use. The silver veins of the Moon Whisperer pulses with a faint light as I work to pull at the roots that are stubbornly clinging to the dirt. I blurt out involuntarily, “Whoa! Is this plant real?!” Then, I think to myself, “No way! This plant is real! It doesn’t feel artificial at all, and the... the texture isn’t like plastic it's... it's definitely a real plant...” After making this observation, I start to feel the ground beneath the vegetation in a way I never have, kinda like it is calling out to me in a way. I tense up, and I try to take a step back from the new sensation that I’m sensing. I wipe the sweat off my brow and think to myself, “What the hell! Did someone spike my water bottle with some kind of hallucinogen when I wasn't looking earlier today?! Oh no! Maybe these plants naturally produce really strong psychedelics on their leaves and it seeped through my skin. Oh well, it's too late now.” Either way, I can’t shake the new feeling, or what it seems to be trying to tell me. Instead, I start to feel the energy or connection more deeply, and it feels as if the plants themselves are aware of me. 

I shrug my shoulders at the new sense or hallucination that I seem to have developed, trying to focus on the task at hand. I continue tugging at the roots gently, and the surrounding plants seem to lean away in response to my uprooting the herb, as if I am disturbing some kind of delicate balance. “Is this all real... I’ve never felt anything like this before... this place can’t be a dream and...,” I think to myself. “This place feels somehow more alive than anywhere I’ve ever been, unless, of course, I downed a psychedelic and didn’t know it.” I put the herb in the leather pouch provided by the adventurer’s guild. Then, I start searching for the four other herbs more methodically this time, knowing what to look for better after finding the first one. It takes me a long time to find more, and the sun begins to set. I start to jog to find the other herbs, trying to race against time. I find two more that are nestled against one another, and I gently uproot them like the first. I take my time, remembering what Gromm said about the importance of the roots. The sun sets on me, and I think to myself, “dang I’m gonna have to come back tomorrow.” At this point, I’m pretty far out into the fields, and I look around wondering how I am gonna get back to town if it gets too dark. Then, all of the Moon Whisperer herbs start to glow brightly in my leather pouch. “This will make things easier,” I think.

After about another hour, I finally am able to gather two last herbs, and they are in pretty good shape too. As I put the last herb into the leather pouch provided by the guild, I feel a whisper of approval. It didn’t whisper with sound, but with a feeling like it was saying, “You’re on the right path.” Furthermore, the connection I feel to this place only seems to be getting stronger, and I start to feel the ebb and flow of everything around me. That or me touching those herbs caused more of the psychedelics to seep through my skin, but now that I think about it, they aren’t all that oily, so I don’t really know what to think at this moment. “What is this place? This is... what I’m feeling... is real” I think to myself, having a profound Epiphany. The moon starts to peek up over the horizon, and it is the brightest moon I’ve ever seen. The whole landscape lights up, and I sigh with relief as I realize that I won’t have to worry about stumbling around in the dark. I could have used my cell phone light, but it doesn’t shine very far. I look at the beauty of the moonlit landscape and then at the beauty of Moon Whispers. “Wow, if what I’m seeing and feeling are real, then this place is incredible,” I think. I begin making my way out of the fields onto the dirt road and I start my walk back to town.

As I make my way back to town along the moonlit road, I wonder about the reward for completing the task, and I think about everything that has happened today. I pull out the map provided by Gromm, that shows where the alchemist shop is. “I hope that his shop is still open,” I think. I pass through the town gates once more, and I keep walking along the familiar cobblestone streets. As I am following the map’s directions and reflecting on things, I look up momentarily, and I see a shop with green bottles hanging down with their glass reflecting the soft glow of the street lanterns. “That has to be the shop I’m looking for,” I think.  I walk up to the door and check to see if it is locked. The door creaks open as I do, and I look inside. My nostrils are immediately met with a mix of a nice earthy scent, and other scents that I can’t quite identify. There are shelves upon shelves of bottles and jars filled with mysterious substances, each of them labeled. In the back, there is a cauldron that bubbles gently, and a strange glow emanates from inside. In front of a workbench, there is an elderly man with a wild mane of hair, and a pair of spectacles perched precariously on the edge of his nose. He looks up from his workbench, peering over a concoction that smokes gently. “Ah, you must be the herb gatherer,” he says with a smile. “You’ve found the Moon Whisperers I presume?” I nod and walk through the shop over to him. He says, “Good, good. Let me see.” He extends a gnarled hand, and I place the leather pouch of herbs into his palm. He counts them meticulously and slowly, nodding with satisfaction as he does so. He says, “Excellent. You’ve done well.” I reply, “thank you,” and I smile politely while I wait patiently for payment. Thaddeus nods in approval, his eyes gleaming in the flickering light of the candles that dance around his workshop. He carefully inspects each herb before placing them into a jar filled with a clear, viscous liquid. “For your efforts, I shall pay you the agreed-upon reward,” he says, reaching into a wooden chest beneath his workbench. He pulls out a small leather pouch and places it into my hand making the coins inside clink together. “Your gold,” he says, his voice a mix of satisfaction and curiosity. “But before you go, I must ask, what brought you to our world?” I look at him a little confused, and I say “What do you mean by ‘our’ world?” The old man eyes me over his spectacles, seeming to examine whether or not my ignorance is sincere.

“The scent of the mundane clings to you like a thick fog, and your attire... well, it’s not exactly the fashion of our lands,” he says, gesturing to my gas station uniform. “But more than that, I’ve seen the lost look in your eyes. It’s the same look others get when they first arrive in our world, unsure of their place in the grand tapestry of the realms. You stand out like a sore thumb, my friend.” He pauses for a moment, then continues, “Now, about your payment.” He gestures to the small leather pouch that he put into my hand. “That should be enough to get you a decent meal and perhaps some more appropriate clothing for your new occupation.” I look at Thaddeus, an old man with a costume that looks all too real, and I can’t help but almost be convinced that he isn’t acting. I know that I am likely not in Alabama, possibly due to amnesia or my drink being drugged without my knowledge. However, now that I think about it, the moon here is brighter and it looks slightly different. I thought that its unusual look might have been due to the hallucinogen, but maybe it's not. Plus, drugs usually wear off after a while, and they leave you feeling like crap. Is it really possible that I am in another world? I look at him, giving him a confused look. I say, “oh thank you. If you want to know the truth, I had just gotten off work and was headed to my car. I saw some flashing lights, so I took a closer look and they sucked me in. I originally thought they were downed power lines. But, now I’m also wondering if I was drugged or something, and if I drove to another state while under the influence of whatever drug they spiked my water with. I thought I may have ended up in some sort of convention or LARP event,” I say, still trying to work things out in my head.

Thaddeus’s eyes seem to twinkle with a certain kind of understanding as I recount my strange journey. He nods solemnly, his expression a blend of fascination and concern. “Ah, a portal to another world. These are indeed extremely rare occurrences,” he says, his voice a low murmur as if sharing a secret. “But not unheard of. Our world is woven with mysteries and ancient powers that even the most seasoned of scholars struggle to comprehend.” He takes a step closer, his eyes searching mine. “You must be careful, young one. This world is not as forgiving as the one you knew,” he continues, his smile returning, “But, it is also a place of great opportunity and wonder. Use your newfound life wisely.” He slowly reaches into the same chest where he got the pouch of coins, and he pulls out a worn leather bound book. “Now for the rest of your reward,” he says as he hands me the leatherbound book. “This will help you on your journey if you wish to pursue becoming a magi. Now, go. The Guilded Goblet serves a good meal, and their patrons are known to share tales of adventures that might spark your interest. You’ll need to rest and prepare for your next steps.” I look at the worn leather bound cover which has no writing on it, and then I look back up at Thaddeus. “Thank you very much for the advice, the gold, and the book. I guess I’ll be on my way now,” I say, holding the small pouch in one hand, and the small leather-bound book in the other. After I bid Thaddeus farewell, I slip the bag of gold coins into my pocket. Then, I notice that the leather-bound book that he gave me seems to be warm to the touch, too warm; I feel a sudden surge of energy flow into me from the book that almost feels like a strong wind, but without the actual physical wind. That’s the only way I know how to describe it. I shake my head wondering what that was, but I don’t bother asking Thaddeus. I instead decide to keep it to myself, and I leave his shop, stepping onto the moonlit street again. As I make my way to the Guilded Goblet, I start to feel a bit of excitement for the fun I am potentially going to have at this Larping event. Even if it isn’t real, I find this place freaking awesome.

The Guilded Goblet isn’t far, and I can see the lights pouring out onto the cobblestone, from the windows, beckoning me with the promise of food. I'm actually really hungry right now since I haven’t had dinner. As I make my way closer, I pass a few late-night stragglers who cast curious glances at my clothes, and I try to ignore it because it is starting to get old. I push open the heavy wooden door of the Guilded Goblet, and the smell of food hits me like a welcoming embrace. The tavern is dimly lit by candles and lanterns, just like in the Adventurer’s Guild hall, casting an amber glow on the wooden tables and the faces of the patrons. The clinking of mugs and the low murmur of conversations fill my ears. One of the barkeeps, which is a burly dwarf with a beard that reaches his belt, nods at me as I enter. The room is a mix of adventurer’s, locals, and a few creatures that seem more at home in a fantasy book than a small town pub. They all look incredibly real, which reinforces my suspicions that this place is indeed real and not a LARP event. I look around for somewhere to sit and I spot a few empty tables scattered throughout the room. Then, I notice one of the patrons smoking from a pipe, and I think, “I guess the no smoking laws don’t apply out here. Oh well.”  As I walk towards one of the empty tables to take a seat, the patrons’ eyes follow me for a moment before returning to their drinks and discussions. At the same time, I overhear some of them talking about recent bandit activity on the trade routes. Their conversations sound so genuine, and I honestly can’t tell if they’re acting anymore or if this is real. What is going on?!

I take a seat at one of the tables, and the first thing I do is look around the tavern to see if there are any attractive female patrons. I’m a guy, and I can't help it. It just happens automatically. As I’m looking around for attractive female patrons, my eyes are met with a few curious gazes and occasional smiles from the women here. There’s a diverse range of women here, from a stunningly beautiful dark brown haired elf with emerald eyes to a human barmaid with a hearty laugh. As I continue my involuntary scan for attractive women, a stunningly beautiful elf woman with blonde hair and sapphire eyes gives me a smile as we make eye contact, then she returns to her card game with a group of rowdy dwarves.

I give it a moment's thought, and I decide to approach the elf with the dark brown hair and emerald eyes. I can’t help it! Green eyes are my personal favorite eye color and you don’t see them very often! Plus, she also has my personal favorite body type for a woman. I walk over to introduce myself, “hello, my name is Wesley. But, you can just call me Wes for short. I’m not from around here. I was sucked into some kind of portal, and shot out into this town. I saw that you are an elf, and I’ve always wanted to meet an elf, so I came over to introduce myself.” The dark haired elf with emerald eyes looks up from her card game with a mix of amusement and surprise at my sudden introduction. Her friends, which are a motley crew of adventurers, fall silent for a moment, their eyes darting between me and the elf. I take a deep look into her eyes, and I continue, “Also, if you don’t mind me paying you a compliment, your eyes are so beautiful, I couldn’t help but take a closer look. You don’t get to see a lot of women with green eyes where I come from, and especially not with eyes as green as yours.” She gracefully rises from her seat, extending a hand adorned with silver rings. I can’t help but take her hand and kiss it, like they did in the olden days. Her smile widens, and she has a pleased look on her face. “Welcome to the Guilded Goblet, Wesley,” She says, her voice as melodious as a harp’s strings. “My name is Melian, and these are my companions.” She gestures to the group at her table, which includes a dwarf, a human, and I’m pretty sure a gnome. At least he looks like a gnome to me, with his beard and his eyes barely able to peak over the table top. They all look at my clothes, their facial expressions giving away how strange what I am wearing looks. Melian continues, “Your tale of coming here through a portal is quite the intriguing one. However, not all in these lands are so friendly to newcomers. Your compliment, though flattering, may not be met with the same warmth from all. Still, you seem earnest enough, and our group is always open to new faces and stories. Care to join us for a drink?” I can’t help but grin at her invitation. “Sure I’d love a drink, and maybe one of you could help me figure out how I even came to be here. Where I come from... there is no magic, and swords-n-armor are mostly a thing of the past,” I say feeling both relieved and grateful that Melian is so kind and welcoming. I look around the table for a place to sit.

The group makes room for me at the table, and they all seem genuine about their desire to hear my story. I grab an empty chair from a table nearby and scoot it over to their table so I can sit in it. The barmaid brings over a mug of warm ale and places it in front of me. She smiles at me, and heads off to somewhere else in the tavern. The gnome leans in with a grin and says, “The name's Fizzle. And, a world with no magic, you say? That’s a realm I’d like to visit someday, just to mess with their heads.” Then, he bursts into laughter; his laughter is infectious, and both the human and the dwarf crack a smile. I look over at Melian, whose eyes seem to portray that she is in deep thought, as she takes a sip from her goblet. “Our world is indeed ancient and filled with wonders, but it is also a place where danger lurks around every corner,” she says, her look fading into a more solemn expression. “As for your arrival, I cannot say for certain, but it is said that the veils between worlds can sometimes be pierced by great magic, or perhaps by the desires of those on the other side. It is a rare and powerful event.” I look back at Melian thoughtfully and say, “Hmm... wait a second... Are you saying that I might have inadvertently opened the portal to this place with my unfulfilled desires?” At this point, I’m so immersed in this Larp event that I’m not even trying to Improv. I’m actually just talking as if it is all real.

Melian nods thoughtfully at my question, her emerald eyes gleaming in the candlelight. She admits, “It is a possibility. The universe is a mysterious place, and the power of desire can be surprisingly potent. However, it is more likely that your arrival was the result of a mages experiment or a cosmic fluke. Some say that reality is woven with threads of longing and fate.” I can see her intrigue in her smile, and she adds, “But, it does make for a good story.” The rest of the group nods in agreement, their interest piqued by your unexpected journey. The human man takes a long pull from his tankard, his gaze lingering on me for a while before speaking. “Whatever the case,” he says, his voice rumbling like a distant thunder, “you’re here now. And in a world of magic and danger, one’s past matters less than their ability to hold a blade and stand firm in the face of evil.” Holy crap, his voice doesn’t even sound human! It sounds like a bunch of voices speaking at the same time. This place is so freaking cool! This has to be real!

Fizzle chuckles and raises his own mug. “Or, you know, their ability to brew a potent potion,” he says with a wink. He continues, “Remember the time I snuck a shrinking potion into that Orcs supper. It made for a stupendously easy reward.” The Dwarf and the human chuckle lightly. “Aye, that made dealing with the orc a cinch,” the dwarf says. “What about the time when we took on the quest for that herdsman? And, you mixed the potion wrong, and when we made the sick cow drink it, the cow instead exploded,” Melian says grudgingly. The dwarf and the human laugh, but Fizzle looks a bit offended. Fizzle says defensively, “that was back in my early days as an alchemist. I’ve improved much since then, and that bogus recipe I found told me to use the wrong ingredients!” Fizzle's eyes narrow at Melian and he continues, his words dripping with vengeance, “What about the time when we were on that quest for that shopkeeper... what was his name... Ah, yes. Fergus was it? And, you accidentally misfired your arrow and shot him in the arse.” The dwarf and the human burst into laughter. Melian, however, does not look amused. “That only happened because I was shoved at the last moment by that bandit who had been hiding, before I could take out their leader,” Melian retorts. The human regains his composure and says, “Alright, that's enough you two. We have all made mistakes in the past. It happens to the best of us. Let's talk about all the times we have succeeded on our adventurers instead. Like, the time I called on my holy patron to grant me the power to cut through that abomination’s hide on the quest for that priest, Nathaleon.” It hits me that the human might be something like a paladin because of the things he says he can do. I speak up and say, “wait a minute... are you a paladin,” then, I look at Fizzle and I say, “and you... are you a gnome? I’m sorry... it's just hard for me to believe any of what I’m seeing is real. Where I come from, people like you only exist in story books.” I purposely avoid using the term movie, or video game because If these people are the real deal, then I doubt they have ever heard of them. At that moment, I fully realize that I really am in a different world now, and I finally feel like I am starting to get my bearings.
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