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Prologue.
"Hey, little guy! Come here, please. It is dangerous out there, you know!"
Meet Chris Catlove - twenty years old youth whose love for cats is genetical. It is in his blood, something he got from his ancestors.
How could someone like him ignore a cute little kitten who is trembling in fear almost at the top of a tree? Of course, he can't!
Unfortunately, Chris didn't have any food with him, or a laser pointer, let alone an extension ladder. Still, he was rather confident in his tree-climbing abilities!
...
Huh, where am I?
Chris Catlove floated in the white emptiness, his body transparent. This situation disturbed him, to say the least.
"Hello, dear friend. I have some good news and some bad news. Which one do you want to hear first?"
The voice belonged to a multicolored ball of light, about one meter in diameter.
Still confused, Chris answered the question anyway, "Well, usually, I prefer to hear the bad news first. But now, I first want to know what the hell is going on and who are you?!"
Chris couldn't see its form, but, for some reason, he believed that the existence shrugged.
"My name is John Multicolored, though some people call me Void God. Either name is fine. Currently, we are in the place known as the Void between the Worlds. And the bad news is - you died."
Chris didn't know how long it took him to overcome the shock. It could be a few seconds, or it could be a few days. Here, time didn't matter.
At some point, Christ mumbled, "How did it happen?"
John shifted his colors a few times as if laughing. "It seems your tree-climbing skill isn't as good as it once was in your childhood, my cat-loving friend."
Chris became red from shame. Or at least he felt like it. He wasn't sure if his transparent face could change colors as Mr. John did.
"So, what is the good news then, John Multicolored?"
The sphere increased in size, as if in delight. "I watched your life, boy, and I like you a lot! So, I offer you a second chance. Do you want to live again? Except, it wouldn't be in your homeworld."
Chris contemplated for a little bit.
"What choices do I have?"
Sphere slightly vibrated.
"You can decline, and then you'll be sent to be reincarnated. All your memories would be lost. If you accept my offer, you will keep them. You'll keep your adult body as well. No need to experience a toddler's life again."
The offer sounded nice. But it wouldn't be smart to agree without thinking.
Chris asked, "Any other conditions? If I agree, wouldn't you become the owner of my soul or make me disappear from the reincarnation cycle or something like this?"
Sphere started to change colors fast as if offended. "No way! I just was very touched by your love for cats and very sad with your early demise, nothing else. I have a perfect world in mind, and a perfect role is already chosen for you. Believe me. You will enjoy it a lot! Unfortunately, we don't have much time left. Do you agree to be sent to the new world with your memories intact? Please say yes. We have less than a minute!"
Chris still wasn't sure if the light tried to scam him, but what kind of choice did he have? Losing his memories was no different from complete death.
"I agree!"
And so, his new life as The God of The Cats started.




Chapter 1. Welcome to Nya Tribe, Master!

Chris felt a very pleasant and warm feeling throughout his whole existence. It manifested from inside out, as if something divine was born from the deepest parts of his soul.
When his mind became clear, he could see his body appearing, and it seemed to be enveloped by bright light. No, rather than being enveloped, his body was the light itself. Then, it started to shape into his human form.
When after the transformation finished, Chris examined his surroundings. What he found shocked him deeply. He stood at the top of the golden step-pyramid, ornamented with all sorts of beautiful plants. It seemed to be some sort of altar. Right before him, a beautiful woman in her early twenties knelt on one knee. She wore something that seemed to be the ritual clothes of priests from ancient Egypt. Under the pyramid, tens of people were prostrating as if worshipping their deity.
"Welcome to our humble Nya Tribe, Master."
The woman stood up and looked him directly in the eyes. Her voice was sweet and affectionate as if she talked to her long-lost lover.
She then smiled and whispered, "You made me wait for so long, Chris. Are you ready to take the responsibility?"
Now what he has some time to think, Chris, with surprise, found out that none of those people was human. Each of them did have cat-ears at the top of their head, vertical pupils of various colors, and fluffy tails. Moreover, some of them, including the strange woman, felt strangely familiar.
Seeing his strange state, the woman asked with worry, "Is everything alright, Master? Could it be you feel dizzy after the summoning? Could it be you don't recognize us?"
The last question she asked in a sad and pitiful tone, almost as if she just assuming that it was the case, hurt her feelings. At the same time, she approached Chris and gently hugged him, the softness of her plentiful chest making him actually dizzy.
Suddenly, a bright, resonant voice sounded from below the pyramid, "Everyone, charge! It seems that Melissa wants to get Lord Chris all for herself. Would we allow it?!"
"Of course, no!"
"No way in hell!"
"Wait for me, Master! I'll save you from her!"
Just when Chris wanted to ask what is going on, catpeople climbed the pyramid and swarmed the altar with loud shouts.
At this time, Chris thought, Melissa, this name sure is familiar, even nostalgic... Could it be, she is... no, no, no! No way. No way!
One crazy idea appeared in his mind right before Chris got swallowed by the wave of softness, fluffiness, and love in the form of tens of catpeople.




Chapter 2.

It was a cold autumn day. A rainstorm raged at those unfortunate enough to be outside of their homes. One of those unlucky people was a little boy, no older than eight.
He didn't have a parasol, and his clothes were far from suitable for being worn under rain. He felt cold, he felt hungry, and he wanted to get home as fast as possible. But a barely audible sound stopped him in his tracks—a cat's meowing.
Following the sound that pleaded for help, the boy found the existence which was in a much more miserable state than he was—a lonely kitten, probably less than a month old. Its fur, black with silver stripes, was utterly drenched, and its body was trembling from cold. It desperately clung to its life under that cold rain, meowing over and over again, as if begging someone - anyone- to save it.
As a mentally strong child, Chris didn't cry even when other kids hit him or when adults reprimanded him. He didn't cry when he injured his leg or when a bully broke his favorite toy. Even now, when chilly water drenched him, the boy endured. But as he watched this small defenseless life suffer, the pain pierced his soul, as if all suffering of this little kitten transmitted to him.
He cried, completely forgetting his own predicament. The only thing he wanted to do was to save this small ball of cuteness. And then to protect it with everything he has.
This was how Chris met his first cat, the first existence he took under his wing. This was how he met the one who loved him the most, the kitty he later named Melissa.
***
"Nyaaa~! At last, you are here, God!"
"We waited for you for so long, Lord Chris, nya!"
"I always knew that we would meet again, Master!"
"I'm so happy, so happy, nyahahaha~."
"I'm so sorry, Lord Chris, because of me..."
Currently, Chris Catlove stood at the top of the altar. Surrounded by tens of cat people who knew nothing about personal space or just didn't care, he didn't know what to do. Each of them tried to push everyone else out so that they could touch Chris, hug him, or just be as close to him as possible. Some of the more daring girls even tried to kiss him on different parts of his body... No, not those parts.
Chris didn't know what to make out of all of this. His closest guess was too crazy to be true. Fortunately, before the true war for the place closest to him could start, a helping hand came from an unexpected place.
"Everyone, stop it right now! Can't you see that you make Master uncomfortable by being so persistent? Give him so space!"
The catwoman in priest clothes shouted in an authoritative tone. She strictly glared at the crowd with her sapphire blue eyes. And, strangely enough, everyone obeyed her, getting away from Chris and giving him some space to breathe.
"Melissa, you were the first who tried to get him for yourself, though!" The one who argued was a short catgirl with ginger hair (fur?), yellow eyes, and, well, almost flat chest.
"What do you mean, Monica? I just tried to check if Master was alright! Anyway, let me explain everything to him."
The priest catwoman's cheeks flushed either from embarrassment, anger, or both. Her long black hair with silver stripes swam through the air as she urgently turned away her face away from Chris. Calming herself down for a few seconds, she looked at him again with a charming and mature smile.
"Every one of us had been a cat in the past life," she said in a matter-of-fact tone, "and each of us has been indebted to you in one way or another. Back then, you were a godlike existence to us. This is why, this time around, we decided to make you our actual god. Thankfully, it seems that the other gods heard our prayers. Let me say it again. Welcome to Nya Tribe, Master. From now on, we belong to you."
After she finished, everyone kneeled before Chris again. This time, the gesture was filled with more solemnity and reverence than before. As he tried to accept this revelation and his new identity, an out-of-place "Ding!" ruined the moment for him. It was the sound of a notification from his smartphone, except it appeared inside his own head.
System Message!
Welcome to Unclaimed World, a new novice God!
You have three new notifications. Do you want to view them now?




Chapter 3.

Chris read the last sentence again.
You have three new notifications. Do you want to view them now?
Nope, I don't wanna. Let me rest, pls. He took one deep breath and then sighed.
"So, are you telling me that you are Melissa?" he asked with doubt. "That same Melissa who accompanied me throughout more than half of my life?"
In response to his question, that elegant and domineering catwoman in Egyptian priest clothes repeatedly nodded her head with a dumb smile. Her eyes and her hair definitely reminded him of his favorite pet, the one that could even be called his little partner.
Chris continued with doubt, "And all the catpeople here are the cats whom I once helped? What about this tall, muscular man who is crying right now?"
Yes, there was someone who seemed to be definitely out of place. Rather than a fusion between a cat and a human, like the rest of them, this person looked more like a fusion between a tiger and a gorilla. He was more than two meters tall, and his bulging muscles bulged more than those of a professional bodybuilder. A long diagonal scar made his masculine face even more brutal. His sad crying expression, green cat eyes, and cute fluffy tail, orange as the rest of his hair, were in direct contrast with his menacing appearance.
"S-sorry, Lord Chris," the large guy stuttered. "I should have introduced myself properly, n-nya. I'm a nameless, sir. Everyone just calls me Scar... a-and you died b-because of me. Please, forgive me, nya!"
It sure felt strange hearing someone so huge and intimidating adding "nya" at the end of his sentences. Anyway, now that he thought about it, Chris remembered that the kitten he tried to get down from a tree, did have orange fur... and a scar on its face. Of course, unlike this catman's wound, that scar was very small, barely visible.
Chris mumbled, "You...you are that cat I tried to save before falling down from the tree?"
The catman lightly nodded as he bowed his head in shame. It made Chris relax a little.
He asked the big catman, "Was everything alright after I was gone? Did someone saved you, or were you able to go down by yourself?"
The big guy looked at Chris in confusion. "E-em... Yes, your fall made me curious, and I got down to check i-if everything was alright... after that, some kind people took me to the orphanage. But-"
"Oh, I'm so glad to hear it! I really worried that because of my death, you wouldn't be saved. Come here, little guy. Don't cry anymore. You are already such a big boy."
Chris hugged the catman and patted him on the head as if he was a little kitten. Even though there was a big difference in their height - Chris was only 174cm tall - the bigger man was on his knees and on a lower step of the pyramid.
After calming Scar down, the novice God looked at his followers. "So, all of you are the cats who loved me in my past life and reincarnated as catpeople? Good, very good. It is better than any Paradise promised by any religion I know! It seems John is a nice fellow, indeed! What are you doing, everyone? Why do you still kneeling like this? Stand up. Let's celebrate my arrival at this amazing place! Hehe."
Now that he realized that everything is real, Chris felt a sort of euphoria he never experienced before. He started to laugh heartily. He wanted to jump, to dance, to sing, to celebrate! For him, it was as if a dream came true.
Alas, he wouldn't be so grateful to John Multicolored if he checked the System notifications first...




Chapter 4.

Chris Catlove thought that it was the best day of his life so far.
In the company of thirty-two catpeople - he counted them out of curiosity - he sang, he danced, he ate, and he laughed. Of course, through his life, he helped more cats than that, but it seems only those who were grateful to him the most gathered here.
He learned a lot of things from chatting with them. In the first place, Nya Tribe was founded just a few years ago by Melissa. She found those who were young reincarnated cats from Chris's past life and offered them to create a tribe on their own. So they left their previous prominent and prosperous Tribes for the sake of worshipping - and eventually summoning - their own God.
Chris didn't understand yet how exactly this worked and how their actions corresponded with his meeting with John.
In the center of a small village, everyone has been gathered around a two-meters high campfire. Some catmen played on wooden drums with their hands while the rest danced, listening to the rhythm.
When Chris has stood up and started to dance by himself, everyone else began to copy his actions.
He did a certain horse dance from a popular Korean music video while a bunch of catgirls, catboys, and one more than two-meters tall giant moved synchronically with him.
Then, after being tired a little bit, Chris started to taste delicacies Nya Tribe prepared. Exotic meat he never even heard of before, strange mushrooms that tasted like chocolate, translucent wine that made one feel drunk but still stay clear-minded.
Then everyone started to talk about their past lives. The catpeople told the stories about how Christ saved them from starving, how he picked them from the streets and changed their lives, how he saved some of them from diseases, or found a kind family for them. Of course, the proudest were those five cats who have lived together with him before - two males and three females. More than that, no one could compete with Melissa, who knew him the best.
After everyone filled their stomachs and exchanged the stories, catpeople held a singing contest - they picked Chris as the judge, and all the songs were about him. He sure felt awkward when he heard so many exaggeratingly good things about himself all at once.
It was hard to choose a victor. In the end, two catpeople contended for the first place - Melissa and Monica. Surprisingly, he was forced to make the latter catgirl the winner - even if her lyrics were very basics like "Chris is awesome, he is handsome and cool, nyalala!" her singing voice was just too captivating and sublime, to the point that even Melissa acknowledged her own defeat.
Hours of drinking, eating, singing, dancing, and talking, exhausted everyone. Only Melissa and Chris stayed awake and clear-minded as others fell asleep lying on the soft grass around their God, some still clinging to his clothes.
Hey, it seems I still wear my old outfit from Earth? Maybe I need to wear something that matches my new surroundings better.
Just as those thoughts appeared in his mind, gentle light surrounded Chris, and his clothes instantly changed to those similar to Melissa's - a white outfit like that of people from Ancient Egypt with some jewelry embodied in it. While a skirt wrapped around his waist wasn't something he was used to be wearing, it felt rather comfortable. Still, this little event surprised him, to say the least.
"What the hell just happened?" he involuntarily exclaimed. As the only person still awake, only Melissa could answer the question.
"It seems Master started to use his abilities as a Divine Existence," she said with a kind smile, "from what I know, each new God should get a personal System that exists to help them control their abilities. Did you already checked your own?"
Hearing her question, Chris slapped his thigh. "Of course, how could I forget about it? I should check the messages I got from the System."





  

    Chapter 5.


  


  The System worked in a rather intuitive way - the text appeared just as Chris thought about it.


  You have three notifications. Do you want to view them now?


  Yes!


  1. You have received a message from John Multicolored.


  2. You have gained access to the Status Screen, Worship Screen, and Quest Screen.


  3. You have got a new Grand Quest!


  Well, let's check the message first.


  Sender: John Multicolored


  Title: Welcome to your new life, friend!


  Hey, do you love your new feline family? I neatly arranged their reincarnations and then helped them to summon you as well. Cool, right?! You can thank me later, Chris! I have big expectations for your future success. I'm sure you would be a very caring and powerful God! Maybe, one day, you even can become as awesome as me?! Nah, there is no way another amazing existence like I will appear, ever. Hehe.


  p.s. There was one unexpected little problem with the System, specifically with the Quests. Especially for you, I wanted to arrange the best Quest Rewards possible! Well, it seems the System "even things out" to make everything more balanced... But I believe that you will be fine!


  It is nice to see that he cares about me, but what is with this long post scriptum? Chris wondered. It makes me uneasy.


  The second notification told him about three different screens he could check, and the third one informed him about the quests.


  Let's leave the third notification and the Quests Screen to the last. I have a bad premonition about it.


  He wanted some time to prepare if there were any real bad news.


  Status Screen, open! Just as he thought this, a blue holographic menu with various icons appeared before his sight.


  Basic Information


  Name: Chris Catlove


  Affiliation: Apostles of Supreme Void God


  Race: Minor God (Human) ☆☆☆☆☆☆☆


  Level: Max=> Starless Minor God


  Title: None


  Attributes


  Lifeforce: 1000/1000


  Mana: 4499/4500


  Life Power: F-


  Life Control: F-


  Magic Power: A+


  Magic Control: C


  Affinities: Void (100%), Darkness (50%), Light (50%)


  Resistances: Physical [Slash, Bash, Pierce] (35%), Heat (50%), Cold (50%)


  Well, it is simple enough.


  "Hey, Melissa. Do you have a Status Screen as well? What are your stats? Can you explain to me how the System works?"


  She looked at him with her blue eyes and then shook her head dejectedly. "Unfortunately, only Divinities like Master can view precise information about themselves and others. Moreover, each of you has a little bit different guidance, depending on your original race and knowledge. Without Divinities, we can check each other's Affinities and approximate Lifeforce or Mana only with rare artifacts."


  Hmm, my System is probably designed to be similar to those games I played. Wait a minute. She said something strange just now.


  "Em, what do you mean, 'other Divinities'? Are there many existences like me?"


  She looked at him with a wry smile. "Well, yes. In fact, up until now, we were the only Cat Tribe without a Divinity protecting us. This is why we live in exile in the middle of nowhere. But now that you are with us, everything will change!"


  Chris sighed. The new understanding of this world and his people made him worried.


  They probably suffered a lot for my sake, he thought with sadness. I should make sure to master my newfound power and use it to protect them properly. Also, perhaps I can learn more about my System if I meet some of those other Gods. Well then, let's check that Worship Screen for now.


  Instantly, a new hologram has opened before him.


  Number of Worshippers: 34


  Worship Points: 3300


  Faith Skills


  Followers Details (locked)


  Worship Shop (locked)


  Contracts (locked)


  It seems Worship Screen did have a few sub-sections that could be opened separately, but almost all of them were locked. He checked the Faith Skills option, but the section was empty. Though the difference between the number of worshippers and the number of catpeople made him doubtful, Chris decided to left it for later. There was something more important right now.


  Let's check the third notification and the Quests.


  A New Grand Quest Received!


  Title: Unify all Cat Tribes!


  Objectives: Unify Nya, Meow, Miaow, Hiss, and Purr Tribes.


  Unification can be achieved by dominating or killing the Tribe's leader or Divinity.


  Rewards: 300 000 Worship Points, one free Minor God Star promotion, one Demi-God contract slot, +bonus for completing the quest within 100 days, +a secret bonus for completing a certain hidden condition.


  Time Limit: 150 days, 149 days left.


  Punishment: Your inability to complete the quest within the said time limit would result in the removal of your Divinity. As you are not an original inhabitant of this world, it also means the annihilation of your soul.


  Now, at last, he realized the meaning behind the Void God's "post scriptum".


  "Fuck you, John Multicolored!"


  For the first time in this new world, Chris Catlove felt anger. And with this, his gratitude to that mysterious existence diminished for a bit. No, in fact, it almost completely disappeared.


  



Chapter 6.

"What happened, Master?" His sudden outburst made Melissa curious, but it also worried her.
"Have you heard about Meow, Miaow, Hiss, and Purr Tribes?"
The catwoman was a little surprised by this question.
"Well, of course." She nodded. "As I already said, originally, each of us was a part of one of the other Tribes. I, personally, came from Purr Tribe. Why have you asked me this? Do you want to learn more about the other Cat Tribes?"
He looked at her with a wry smile. "Of course, I want to learn more about those Tribes. Because if I don't conquer each of them within the next 150 days, I will die, this time for real. In the first place, how long are days in this world?"
Chris decided that before panicking or despairing, he should at least find out if his situation was as hopeless as it seemed at first sight.
Fortunately, things weren't as bad as he expected.
Unfortunately, the road to survival would be full of thorns and far from being peaceful.
***
Unclaimed World was a special place. The reason for that is a very high concentration of Origin Energy - the invisible substance that could be transformed either into Lifeforce or Mana, giving power to the living creatures.
The whole world was a single giant planet with its gravitation increasing the further you are from it, at some point becoming infinity—a closed realm with extremely concentrated Energy and Matter.
In any ordinary universe, like the original home of Chris and his cats, a Minor God's power would be enough to destroy planets or even stars. He could teleport through thousands of light-years in a moment and distort world laws to his will.
In fact, almost anyone from Nya Tribe could destroy Earth if they were suddenly transported to it. Moreover, it would likely happen unintentionally, just because of the lack of control over their own Lifeforce or Mana.
All of this was just basic knowledge to most sentient beings in this place. But to Chris, even this information was shocking. To survive in this world, he would need to have at least some basic understanding of it.
Currently, Chris and Melissa were alone at the cliff away from Nya Tribe's encampment. In this way, it was easier for him to concentrate.
The so-called novice God watched his palm, trying very hard to feel the inner power in it, to make something - anything - happen. He sought to release the powerful forces that were supposed to be inside of him. He visualized them, imagining how they create a storm of light. But the results were far from satisfactory. In fact, there were no results in the first place.
"Why the heck I can't do anything special other than changing my clothes? I don't even feel any different from before. No matter how I try to manipulate my MP or LP, nothing happens."
It was already five days after he got his Grand Quest. Chris learned a lot of things from Melissa and some others who were eager - often way too much - to share their knowledge with their God.
"I don't know, Master. For us, born on Unlimitia, using those powers is something as natural as breathing. I already told you everything I know about controlling them."
The name of the planet was Unlimitia. And as it was the only planet in that universe, it also was a name that original inhabitants gave to its world as a whole.
"At this rate, things wouldn't be pleasant for me. Currently, I probably can't defeat even the weakest of other Tribe's Divinities. No, in fact, probably even a mortal like you could beat me."
"N-no way!" she said, flustered. "I'm sure that you are very strong, Master! It is just that your powers aren't properly awakened yet. And I would never even think about beating you... oh?"




Chapter 7.

She suddenly tilted her head as if realizing something.
"What, have you thought of something that could help me control my powers?"
She hesitated a little bit but then answered. "Y-yes, but I'm not sure... No, I guess it is a bad idea, after all."
Melissa looked conflicted, but it made Chris even more curious.
"Mm? Tell me first, and then I will decide if it is worth trying. Although, how things are now, anything would be better than sitting here doing nothing."
She sighed, giving up the attempts to cover up her unintentional inspiration.
"Please promise you wouldn't get angry at me, Master."
Chris shrugged. "Of course, I promise. There is no way I would be mad at you for sharing your mind."
Hearing his answer, Melissa seemed to be relieved.
"It is nothing complicated, you see. I just thought that you could awake the ability to control your Lifeforce and Mana if you experience a dangerous situation. In other words, you should have a real fight."
Chris looked at her in astonishment.
"How could I not think about it by myself? It is a really obvious solution. I would even say that it is very likely to work at least somehow."
After hesitating for a bit, Melissa added.
"The problem is... On the one hand, it should be really dangerous to have a proper effect. On the other, there are no many existences that could truly harm a Divinity like you..."
Pausing her voice, Melissa shyly lowered her cute cat-ears while gazing absentmindedly at the ground, her tail waving from one side to the other. While maintaining this innocent pose, she continued.
"The only one who is, likely, can be the source of danger to you while not having any malicious intent and being capable enough to control their power... is me. B-but, I don't want to fight you, Master!"
Chris looked at her as if already expecting this sort of answer.
Sure, from what I know, she is the strongest in Nya Tribe and can use both Lifeforce and Mana effectively. But then again, she could be too strong for the current me. Eh, if only I could check her Status..."
Unexpectedly, his idle thought became a reality immediately after.
Basic Information
Name: Melissa Purrpurr
Affiliation: Nya Tribe
Race: Beastkin (Cat)
Level: 95
Title: Grand Priest (and four other titles)
Attributes
Lifeforce: 2755/2755
Mana: 4180/4180
Life Power: C
Life Control: B+
Magic Power: B+
Magic Control: A+
Affinities: Water (30%), Wind (30%), Earth (30%), Flame (99%)
Resistances: Slash (20%), Bash (15%), Pierce (10%), Heat (80%), Cold (-30%)
What the hell? No matter how you look at this, based on stats alone, she should be stronger than me.
"You know what? Maybe it wasn't such a great idea, after all. Yeah, let's find another way, Melissa."
Chris said with an awkward smile.
"Maybe I should start by fighting something weak and harmless to me, but at the same time, aggressive and vicious? Do you have any wild beasts out there?"
Melissa shook her head.
"No, there are no animals on Unlimitia."
This revelation astounded Chris.
"Hah?! But what about all this meat we ate?"
Melissa chuckled in response to his cute reaction.
"We don't have animals, but we have something more suitable for your purpose."
She paused for a few seconds to create some tension.
"What we have here on Unlimitia instead of animals are...monsters. And they indeed have a bad temper, trying to kill everything they encounter. Moreover, their meet can be tasty as well, as you already experienced."
The catwoman thought for a bit as if considering potential options.
"I know a perfect training target for you to test your current fighting power. Though I doubt that it could help you awaken your control over inner energies, but there is indeed a big group of monsters not so far away from us..."
This was the time for Chris Catlove to experience his first real fight. His first real bloodshed.
"...though they are too weak to be of any danger to our Tribe, those creatures are a scourge to our land and should be eliminated, the question is only when exactly. It would be their honor to help our God polish his skill."
Chris became intrigued by what she said.
"So, what kind of monsters are they?"
He asked with mild curiosity. Melissa looked straight at him and clearly pronounced.
"The orcs."




Chapter 8.

Certain eleven years old boy was on his road from school as usual. It was just another ordinary day for him.
The school was kind of boring for the boy even if he was good at studying. Without any close friends, he just spent his free time reading textbooks. At least there was someone who waited for him at home and was always glad of his return - his cute pet.
Suddenly, something attracted his attention—laughing voices. It wasn't the kind of warm chortle between friends, no. It was this sort of malicious laughter one does when making fun of someone or bullying them. Unfortunately, this sound was familiar to the boy, even if he never was its target before. And, he hated it from the bottom of his heart.
Without even thinking, the boy followed the source of this disturbance. In the lonely alley behind the building's corner, he found three youths about one or two years older than him. They seemed to be friends, so at first, the boy assumed that he misunderstood them. Maybe they were just having fun with each other?
It seems they play soccer, nothing else... It was then when he heard a stifled meowing sounding from the "ball". Stupified, the boy realized what they were doing. They laughed and joked between themselves while kicking a small ginger kitten.
"Get a pass, bro!"
One of them lightly kicked the cat to his friend's side. Even though he didn't put much strength behind it, it still, the kitty was terrified and meowed pitifully.
"Ha-ha, we are using furball to play instead of football, so this isn't soccer, but fursoccer, right?"
"Yeah, I wonder when they make it into an official sport, we would be pro in it for sure!"
They were too absorbed in their "game" to notice the boy who rushed to the one who was ready to receive the pass. He pushed the older kid away and then embraced the poor kitten. The little boy was furious and didn't think about the consequences at all.
"What are you doing?! Are you crazy?! Can't you see what this kitty is in pain and scared of you?"
He gently put the little animal in his hands, petting it and trying to make it calm down.
"Who the hell are you, brat? How dare you take away our toy?"
The one who was pushed away already stood up and stared at the younger boy menacingly.
"What? Do you want to take away the puss? Pay us, and then we will think about it."
The other one added, his two friends laughed at this unreasonable demand. The younger boy understood that they wouldn't let him go even if he paid. He realized that there is no reason to talk with those scums.
He tried to run away, but they blocked his path. With a small animal in his hands, he couldn't just rush past them. Soon after, one of the guys punched him in the face. The hit made him bent, then strikes from the others forced him to the ground. The boy covered the weak kitten with his body while protecting his head with both hands and enduring the harsh beating.
"Hey brats, what the hell are you doing there?"
In less than a minute, adults noticed the commotion, and little bastards ran away, leaving the boy alone.
There were bruises all over his body, and it hurt a lot. Still, when the boy stood up, his face wasn't sad, and there was no trace of tears. Instead, he broadly smiled. That kid was happy that he protected this little life from heartless treatment. He was glad to be in this place at this time because, without him, that kitten could possibly die from this cruel game.
It was how Chris Catlove gave hope to yet another young cat. It was how he met Monica.
***
It was just a usual morning in this new world for Chris. He opened his eyes, feeling a weight on his body, something soft touching his hand. There they were, the usual guests of his bed-chamber, or, rather, his bed itself.
"Melissa, Monica, and Molly. I guess it would be better for my heart to just give up on convincing you to sleep in your own rooms..."
The three female cats he originally owned were the only ones who still didn't listen to him and sneaked in his bed even after promising not to do it again...




Chapter 9.

In the days spent here, there were a lot of things Chris learned about this world and his new body.
For some mysterious reason, the time was measured here the same way it did on Earth in his past life, and twenty-four hours were considered one day as well. The fake sky changed colors and its brightness even without sun or stars. It was strange and new to him.
Another strange thing to find out was the fact that he no longer needed to sleep or eat. He still did it both out of habit and because such activities made Chris feel strangely fulfilled. And today, he needed to be in his peak condition.
As Chris stood up from the bed and took away his blanket, three sleeping cat-ladies became exposed to cool air. Monica was the first who noticed the disturbance.
"Mya-aster, please let me sleep a bit more~."
She tried to snatch the blanket from him, her eyes still closed.
"If you love to sleep so much, then you can just stay in your room. No one will take a blanket from you then."
Their exchange woke up the other two as well.
"Mm? Why are you in my room, Master? You two as well?! I-it's s-so embarrassing!"
The one who misunderstood the situation was Molly. Her appearance was that of a shy and innocent catgirl. Her violet hair covered half of her youthful face. She seemed to be in her mid-teens, but of course, for beastkin, outward appearance didn't reflect their actual age, and, in fact, she was older than Chris.
"Stop this fake blushing, Molly. It isn't the first time you sneak into Master's bed, but you still try to play innocent?"
Melissa reprimanded the red-faced catgirl while putting her outer clothes on. Fortunately for Chris and his conscience, those in Nya Tribe slept in their underwear and not completely naked, as some other beastkin did.
Honestly, waking up together with three beautiful catgirls was a dreamlike experience for Chris. But he still was unwilling to accept this feeling of sexual attraction to his former pets. He spent years treating them as his family and taking care of them, being intimate without any second thoughts. Sure, he loved cats, but definitely not in that way. So, Chris was somehow conflicted when...
"Nyaha-ha, be honest, Molly~. Just like Bosslady and me, you want to seduce Master and mate with him, right~?"
...they made their advances on him so straightforward.
Hearing what Monica said, Molly blushed even more and started to wave her hands in denial while Melissa sternly gazed at the mischievous catgirl.
"Monica! Please restrain from those unnecessarily vulgar remarks in the future. You make Master uncomfortable."
"Sorry, nya~."
"That grin on your face tells me that you are not sorry at all!"
Observing their exchange, Chris can only scratch his head with a wry smile. They were so different from how they were in his past life but still felt so familiar.
***
When members of the tribe learned that their God wanted to attack a large group of orcs, everyone wanted to go with him. But they were denied by Melissa - first of all, it wasn't an extermination trip, but rather a way to train Chris and let him get used to his new body, maybe even awake his true powers. For this purpose taking everyone with them would be just inconvenient. It also could make the orcs too afraid to confront them in full power.
It was decided that other than Melissa, only another three people can accompany him. In the end, after a fierce competition in "rock paper scissors", the victors were determined.
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"Nyahaha, in the whole world, no one can win me in rock-paper-scissors! I'm the best!"
Getting first place in the competition wasn't hard for Monica - her reaction speed was the fastest in the whole tribe.
"I want to protect Lord Chris with everything I have! So, failure wasn't an option for me."
Either it was his unwavering determination or just pure luck, but Scar ended up in second place.
"You should thank me for going easy on you, Scar. If you didn't look so pitiful, I wouldn't allow myself to lose."
The one who barely made it with his third place was Max - a male cat Chris owned in his past life. He wasn't as tall as Scar, about the same height as Chris. His body was slim but athletic, his short pitch-black hair and sharp yellow eyes added fierceness to his handsome face.
"Hm, don't be so proud, Max. Do you really think you can win me in a real fight?"
The other catman only snorted in response.
"Stop it, both of you. You are in our Master's presence, so behave yourself."
Being the tribe's priest and its founder, Melissa did have authority over other tribe members.
"S-sorry, Grand Priest."
While the bigger catman apologized, the other one just shut his mouth and continued the trip in silence.
It was the first time Chris truly felt that his new body is vastly superior to his old one. The orc's gathering was "close" only by this world's people standard. In fact, it was a hundred kilometers away. And the quickest way to get there... was just running.
Chris didn't know how fast exactly he and his companions moved. But he estimated that their speed was nearly a hundred kilometers per hour. In other words, it should take them only one hour to arrive at their destination. This movement speed was even more shocking if you consider the fact that they didn't run in a straight line without any obstacles but instead navigated the complex terrain of jungles.
I guess I'm not a human anymore...
It was a while since Chris realized this fact, but now he experienced it directly with his own body.
Even if he was fast, he still felt that his companions were more agile when it comes to avoiding obstacles. Chris felt awkward each time he almost bumped into a tree. It took all his concentration to maintain the speed without crashing into something, while the catpeople were relaxed and even managed to talk with each other.
Well, they live here for a few decades already, so it makes sense for them to be better adapted to their bodies and abilities.
He already checked the statuses of each of them, and other than Melissa, who was good both at magic and at physical confrontation, the others were purely fighters with high Lifeforce and barely any Mana. It seems magic users aren't so common even in Unlimitia.
"Oh, one lonely orc discovered! Can I kill it? Can I kill it, nya?!"
The first to notice their prey was Monica, the one with the highest Life Control among the group.
"Did you forgot why we are here, girl? Let's allow Lord Chris to handle it. If there is any danger, I will save him with my own life!"
Scar solemnly proclaimed while flexing his muscles.
"What a joke! How can this puny creature hurt Master? Watch your words, muscle-brain."
Before the conflict between the two catmen of the group can escalate, Chris stopped them.
"Calm down, guys. I wouldn't lose to something like this. But first, I need to examine it properly."
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Chris left the group and approached the direction Monica pointed out. Apparently, she didn't see the orc with her own eyes, but rather by feeling its Lifeforce from a distance.
Though Chris said that he wouldn't lose and his new body was definitely strong, he still felt some anxiety. After saving Monica from cruel kids, he started to learn some martial arts, but even so, Chris didn't have an opportunity to engage in any serious fights throughout his whole life. In the first place, he didn't want to hurt anyone.
If I'm not strong enough, then completing that Grand Quest would be just wishful thinking.
He steeled himself and approached his first opponent in this new world. His companions watched from some distance while Chris walked close enough to see the monster properly.
Its visage made him instinctively afraid. The orc was even bigger than Scar, its muscles ugly and asymmetrical. Its crotch was covered by primitive clothing, and the rest of its body completely exposed its dark green skin with thread veins. Even if the creature was standing on two legs and looked humanoid, no one would mistake it for a human. Its pig head with prolonged tusks and small crimson eyes slowly turned to Chris, its weapon - three-meter-long bone spear - pointed at him.
What a monstrosity is it?! And now I should fight it? Status!
Chris wasn't sure if he could only view the statuses of his followers or of other lifeforms as well. It proved to be the latter case.
Basic Information
Name: None
Affiliation: Orc Horde
Race: Monster (Pig)
Level: 78
Title: Champion
Attributes
Lifeforce: 2250/2250
Mana: None
Life Power: B+
Life Control: C+
Magic Power: None
Magic Control: None
Affinities: Earth (20%)
Resistances: Slash (20%), Bash (30%), Earth (10%), Wind (-50%), Light (-70%)
Chris checked the orc's status to burst his confidence, but the result was the opposite.
What the hell?! Aren't it is stronger than me if we ignore the magic I can't even use?!
From what Melissa explained to him, even though original inhabitants of this world didn't have the System, they still could determine each other's strength approximately by sensing Lefoforce or Mana of their opponent. In this way, they can know if their foe is much stronger, much weaker, or roughly equal. They also have four general levels of power among Mortals - Fighter, Elite, Champion, and Warlord, though Chris didn't know how exactly those levels correspond to levels and attributes he could view.
When the nameless orc suddenly dashed to him, Chris honestly wanted to run away and ask his companions for help. But of course, as their God, it isn't something he should do.
I don't even know for sure how exactly those stats I see in status screens work. From my current understanding, those letters in the attribute section only relative to those at the same level, or else I wouldn't be able to run as fast as my cats with 'F-' Life Power.
When the monster tried to pierce Chris with his weapon, the youth, with surprise, discovered that the orc's movement seemed rather slow to him. He dodged with ease. And then again. And again.
Wow, its movements are clumsy and sluggish. Even if it looks menacing, but that's it. I probably can beat it with my eyes closed. So that is how it is? I'm max-level Minor God, after all. It seems I was just confused by the System. Hehe.
Now full of confidence, Chris started to play around with his foe. He jumped on the orc's head and then used it as a springboard to leap even higher. In a moment, the youth was standing on a thick tree branch, thirty meters above the ground.
Hah, it is surprisingly fun.
"Nyahaha, Myaster is awesome! C'mon, beat the bad guy with style!"
A certain catgirl cheered on him from some distance.
The orc slashed his spear at the tree but without much success. It started to roar in a fury. Before it could try to climb up, Chris jumped at the orc from the branch. As he currently was in his clothes from Earth, after landing on the opponent's face, a boot-shaped pattern was imprinted. Still, even after being kicked in the face by someone who was diving from a significant height, the orc was more or less fine.
Lifeforce: 1876/2250
Of course, I didn't try to kill it in one hit, but still, didn't the creature should have lost way more Lifeforce than that?
Upon the impact, the monster was sent flying a few meters, then lost its balance and crashed into the ground. Still, just a moment after, it stood up seemingly unharmed. It was even more enraged now. It roared powerfully as before, except, this time, things were a little bit different...
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What the hell is going on?!
The orc's roar made surrounding trees shudder. A lightly brown aura appeared around the creature. Then, the earth under its legs started to rise, and it enveloped the orc's completely before forming a strange stone armor around its body. The armor was coffee-colored, and even the monster's head was protected by the helmet.
When Chris checked the orc's stats, he discovered that its Lifeforce section changed as well. It decreased significantly. At the same time, its resistances improved.
Lifeforce: 760/2250
Resistances: Slash (40%), Bash (50%), Pierce (20%), Earth (60%), Wind (-50%), Light (-70%)
I guess it used some sort of skill to empower itself. I'm not sure that I could break this armor with my bare hands, and cats didn't give me any weapon. Its bone spear doesn't look durable enough to pierce the defense either. What should I do?
Before he could think of any countermeasures, his adversary already rushed at him with speed much superior to its previous sluggishness.
What? This bulky armor even made it quicker?!
Chris barely dodged the spear thrust, but suddenly appearing shockwave sent him flying. He regained his balance, only to be attacked again in rapid succession. In the end, he was forced to block the spear strike by his hands, feeling numbing pain and some sort of energy starting to course through his body from the spear tip. It was the first time something hurt his new body.
Hell, this suddenly became dangerous for me.
He tried to maintain some distance from the foe while hastily checking his status.
Lifeforce: 680/1000
So, almost a third of my "health-bar" just disappears in one go?!
"Myaster!"
"Master Chris!"
"How dare it to hurt Lord Chris?!"
"Get ready to die, dirty creature!"
Seeing their master at a disadvantage, his companions rushed to him, ready to engage the enemy.
It was then that Chris noticed something interesting.
Lifeforce: 900/1000
With a hasty gesture, he stopped the cats from helping him.
Lifeforce: 1000/1000
After just a few breaths, his Lifeforce was full again. But it wasn't the reason why he rejected the help.
So that's how it is? I see. It makes perfect sense.
He allowed his foe to catch up with him and then blocked yet another attack.
Lifeforce: 750/1000
He felt a small amount of energy flowed to him from the spear, and then the force inside his own body fought it back successfully.
Yes, now he started to feel this power within himself.
Lifeforce: 1000/1000
And when he concentrated, Chris could sense how with each of his breaths, his body absorbed Lifeforce from the outside world. It was the realization that made him continue his struggle against the stronger opponent. His ability to sense that mysterious force improved each time the foe hit him, and each time he restored its reserves inside himself.
Now the monster didn't look so threatening to him. Even if it was powerful and fast, it wasn't particularly smart or skilled with its weapon. Chris checked his opponent's status.
Lifeforce: 483/2250
It seems that each of the orc's attacks used a small part of its health. By this rate, it would exhaust itself before long.
And it indeed was the case. After attacking Chris for another minute, it was no longer able to maintain its former strength and swiftness. The youth could easily dodge its thrusts and strikes now, though he still blocked them on purpose.
Lifeforce: 96/2250
And, after yet another unsuccessful attack, the monster's legs were unable to support it anymore. It slumped on its knees while supporting itself with the spear and breathing heavily. Its powerful armor crumbled and started to fall on the ground, becoming sand in process.
Yeah, I did it. I won. Moreover, I already achieved the purpose of this trip, and it is only a matter of time until I completely master my Lifeforce. But... I should finish it off now, right?
His companions approached Chris while he hesitated.
Killing a living being... is it really the only way?
Chris was a pacifist by nature. It was one thing for him to fight in self-defense, but completely other to actually kill something with his own hands.
While he was distracted, the orc suddenly moved faster than ever before, trying to pierce Chris's throat in one go. In a moment, there was a shadow between them. Then, the weapon stabbed the flesh of a single catman.
Brought back to reality from his delusions, Chris realized what happened. He was protected. By one of those, he should protect instead.
"Max!"
The voices of three other companions were full of anxiety. The one who took the hit on himself was Max. He was the one closest to Chris when that happened, and the catman didn't hesitate even for a second. His left shoulder was pierced, and even though the wound didn't look lethal, Max's face was pale and filled with pain, his black tail limp. Something snapped in Chris when he saw the blood of his former pet spilled.
What are you hesitating for, idiot?! Showing mercy to your enemies is forbidden. It can and will put your allies in danger. I should be the one who protects Nya Tribe, the one who protects my cats. Even if it means that I should become a ruthless killer for their sake. There is no road back for me. This world isn't such a nice place.
Looking at his enemy now, Chris only felt fury and desire to destroy it with his own hands. The power inside his body answered this request, giving him newfound control over his abilities.
"I will fucking kill you."
It was the first time the future God of Cats showed his brutal side to the world.
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Chris knew that his stats didn't change at all. Instead, he just gained true control over the power he already held.
He could feel the Lifeforce circulating through his whole body. He could perceive its properties and control them with his will. And so he did.
Chris changed the flow pattern inside his body, effectively lowering his mass close to zero. It allowed him to move a few times faster than before. He jumped at his foe, catching its now helmless head with his hand. Chris concentrated the Lifeforce on his fingers, making them filled with power. Then, he increased his own mass by ten times and used the gained momentum to crush the orc headfirst to the ground.
His mind wasn't clouded with anger. On the contrary, it became very clear, and Chris was able to think much faster than before. It allowed him to check the monster's status at the same time he attacked it.
Lifeforce: 3360/2250
Life Power: S-
Life Control: D-
Its attributes were abnormal, but it didn't matter. The impact of the orc being slammed to the ground created a small pit. Still, it wasn't dead. Not yet.
Lifeforce: 1153/2250
The orc slowly stood up as if it was some sort of zombie, and it looked like one as well. The blood flowed both from wounded and unwounded parts of its body. Its eyes were no longer crimson but dimly white. Some parts of its body started to disintegrate at a visible rate, becoming a whitey mist.
"Who could expect that some random Orc Champion will be able to use the LifeEnd type of skill?"
Melissa looked at the monster's dying figure with some curiosity while healing Max with some kind of magic.
"Hah! LifeEnd skill? So what?! If I wasn't caught off guard, it wouldn't be able to hurt me!"
The wounded catman already looked much better than before.
"I wanted to be the one to take hit for Lord Chris!" Scar said it with a disappointed expression. "I'm so envious of you, Max..."
"Oh, shut up, you two. It isn't over yet, nya!"
Indeed, it was as Monica said. Even if the monster was already on the verge of death, it still did have enough energy for another desperate attack.
"Yeah. I'm not over with it. Not yet. It didn't suffer enough for its crime."
That cold and emotionless voice surprised even Chris himself. He never felt like this before. He never experienced a true desire to destroy another being's life. But now - he did.
He could sense that the Lifeforce inside his body did have two different states, two different properties. One was light. The other was darkness. One was life. The other was death. One created and the other destroyed. And Chris knew what kind of power he should release right now.
He filled his right hand with dark energy. It pulsated with the urge to destroy, to kill. He slowly approached the creature that dared to hurt his subordinate. No, his family. How dare it? How dare it?! It shouldn't exist in this world.
The monster used its last remaining strength, all remains of its life, to create the attack stronger than anything it did before. But, it was useless before the cold darkness.
Chris raised his hand, filled with the power of death. It absorbed the desperate assault of his foe. And, at the same time, it completely destroyed it in the process, not leaving even the smallest trace of the orc's existence.
"Wow, Myaster is so cool! Amazing!"
"So this is the true strength of Lord Chris?! I should become much stronger to be truly useful!"
"As I thought - Master just played around with this inferior creature. Hm, I got hurt for no reason."
Melissa was the only one of his companions that remained silent. It seems she was deeply in thought after witnessing Chris's display of power. Instead of praising her Master as the others did, she carefully approached and gently hugged him from behind.
"Everything is alright, Chris. We are safe. Thank you. You can relax now."
She was the one who noticed how unnatural his face was. It was the first time he killed something. Moreover, even if the orcs were ugly, they were still humanoid creatures, vaguely resembling human beings. Chris was overwhelmed by his dark emotions, but feeling her warmth on his back made his worries fade. It was then that he noticed something.
A System Message!
You have two notifications. Do you want to view them now?
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Well, it shouldn't hurt to check them now, right? Yes.
1. You achieved your true Lifeforce potential by releasing your suppressed emotions! Congratulations!
2. You got a new Minor Quest!
First, he decided to examine the changed attributes.
Lifeforce: 1856/2800
Life Power: D+
Life Control: C
Oh, cool. At least, I now have more Lifeforce than Melissa. Let's check the quest then.
You Have Received A New Minor Quest!
Title: The Orc Horde Extermination
Objectives: Kill all the orcs of the nearest horde. (1/3448)
Rewards: 50 000 Worship Points, +bonus based on the speed of completion.
Time Limit: 24 hours, 23 hours, and 58 minutes left.
Punishment: Your inability to complete the quest within the said time limit would result in the removal of your Divinity. As you are not an original inhabitant of this world, it also means the annihilation of your soul. You can cancel the punishment by sacrificing 100 000 Worship Points.
Yeah, just perfect. Yet another blackmailing quest.
He checked his Worship Screen.
Number of Worshippers: 34
Worship Points: 23 100
Faith Skills
Followers Details (locked)
Worship Shop (locked)
Contracts (locked)
It was already a week since his arrival in this world, and each day got him exactly 3300 Worship Points. He couldn't cancel the punishment from the quest failure even if he wanted to.
"Hey, Melissa," Chris called her with a wry smile, "didn't you said to me that the orcs aren't dangerous to Nya Tribe?"
"Indeed, they are not," she answered in a matter-of-fact tone.
"The quest I received just now tells me that there are, well," he paused for a moment, "more than three thousand orcs in their nearest horde... Every one of them would be as strong as this monster I just killed?"
"More than three thousand?" she asked uncertainly, "then it means that our scouts got it wrong."
Melissa glared at the ginger catgirl.
"Nya?! Hey, I wasn't at the scouting party the last time! You can't blame me for their mistakes, right~?"
"Anyway," the catwoman continued while ignoring the excuses of certain someone, "to answer your question, Master - no, they aren't all at the same level. The one you defeated was Orc Champion and stronger than average as well. Usually, there are only one or two Champions out of one thousand orcs. The problem here is-"
Melissa was interrupted by a girlish voice.
"-that orcs aren't tasty!"
"Monica. Please shut up when adults talk."
"Hey, I'm almost as old as you are!"
"Em, anyway," she continued the explanation, "the problem here is that with more than three thousand of them, there could be Orc Chieftain. As you probably noticed, orcs aren't exactly a clever bunch. But if there is a Chieftain, the things are different. Not only is this creature at the Warlord level in power, but it also can give orders to the other orcs, making them into the true horde."
The situation became more clear to Chris. Now, this quest doesn't seem so impossible to complete.
"Well, if there is truly was a Chieftain among their group," Max decided to add his own two cents, "then it would be unlikely for us to meet a lonely Champion without any other orcs supporting him."
His assumption made everyone thoughtful.
"In this case, should we go back and gather more people? Melissa, what are the odds of destroying them with the power of our whole Tribe without losing anyone?"
Hearing their Master's suggestion, the four catpeople looked at him oddly...
"Our group is enough, nya!"
"Us four is more than enough to crush those worms!"
"It would be an easy victory with only four of us, rest assured, Lord Chris!"
"It is a good chance for us to show you our true capability, Master."
It seems he seriously underestimated the confidence of his companions.
"Well, if there is a Chieftain among them, then we will leave this tasty prey to you, Myaster~."
Chris couldn't see any tension or anxiety in their expressions. Only some leisure excitement and desire to show off before their God.
And so, the fate of 3447 monsters was decided just like this.
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"We are almost there, nya~."
Monica reassured everyone that she knew where exactly most of the orcs gathered. Apparently, they weren't in the jungles but rather at the bottom of a nearby valley.
In the first place, monsters were different from other lifeforms. They didn't have the ability to produce offspring, they didn't need food to survive, and they weren't made from solid matter. More than anything else, monsters were alike to a natural disaster.
Once every few years, an event named the Surge happened all around the whole Unlimitia. Large amounts of Origin Energy erupted from the center of the planet. This energy didn't destroy anything directly - on the contrary, it invigorated all lifeforms. But unabsorbed leftovers of Origin Energy transformed into Lifeforce and then gained material form. This is how monsters are born.
On the fundamental level, monsters are creatures made from pure Lifeforce. Beastkin is different - they are real biological lifeforms made from matter, and Lifeforce exists in them as a separate energy source that can be used at will.
This is why some monsters have a unique ability, LifeEnd - they transform solid Lifeforce in their bodies into pure energy at the expense of their lives. This is also why those who eat monster meat can become stronger and recover their vitality.
"Hey, we wouldn't eat the orcs, right?"
Chris asked his companions. For some reason, the thought of eating humanoid creatures made him uncomfortable.
"Mm? No, of course not. For some reason, humanoid monsters disintegrate soon after death. Well, at least you can try to absorb their Lifeforce at that time. This is how most of us gain power, after all."
The answer he got from Melissa made him relieved.
"Nyah, here they are! Can you see them, Myaster?!"
Currently, Chris and the catpeople were at the end of the jungle, at the top of a slope. They could see the bottom of the valley clearly. It would be a beautiful sight, really. If not for the thousands of ugly creatures living out there.
The distance between Chris's group and the orcs was about half a kilometer, and it seems the monsters didn't notice them yet.
"Oh, it seems you are lucky, Myaster~. There is indeed Orc Chieftain among them."
Monica pointed her finger in a certain direction. There, Chris could see a giant creature. It was really easy to spot it among the other orc. It was about five meters tall, its skin brownish grey, and its massive body filled with muscles and fat. It was almost naked, as the rest of its species, and in its hand was a giant bone club.
"There sure a lot of them. Are you guys sure that we can defeat them all on our own?" Chris still wasn't sure where his companions got their confidence.
"There are exactly 3087 of them here, Myaster. It wouldn't be easy, but we will manage somehow~."
Did she already counted their exact number?! As expected from the best scout of the tribe, I guess.
"Numbers aren't a problem, Master. I will deal with them," Melissa said and then smiled faintly.
"You aren't planning to use this, right?!" Max inquired with doubt.
"Hehe," the Grand Priest just let out a shy giggle.
"We were tricked, nya~."
Chris didn't know what they talked about, but something else attracted his attention.
"It is me, or all the orcs have some sort of bone weapon?"
Chris noticed this detail, and it made him curious.
"Unlike Master's former world," Max was the one to answer, "here we make weapons from our own bodies instead of external materials."
"What do you mean?"
"It would be easier to show than to explain."
Max took a deep breath and placed a hand on his solar plexus. Then, as if taking it away from inside of his body, he produced a slim black one-handed sword.
"It is a Lifebound Weapon. Something that can be created from your own Lifeforce and then used in a fight. Most humanoid monsters can produce those weapons as well."
At first, the sword looked as if it was made from glimmering pitch-black metal. But if you study it closely, you will be able to discover that it is composed of a very tough bone.
"This is impressive, to say the least. Do the rest of you have something like this as well?"
Hearing the question, the other three catpeople seemed to be embarrassed.
"Nyahaha! Why I need any weapons when I have my cute and sharp claws?!"
Saying this, Monica clenched her hands into half-fists, and then her nails became sharp four centimeters long cat-claws.
"My body is my strongest weapon, Lord Chris!"
Scar flexed his muscles as if posing for a bodybuilding competition.
Melissa just shook her head at her tribesmen's display.
"I mostly use magic, so a weapon is not very useful for me," she said without any unnecessary emotions.
Seeing his companions' reactions, Max made a somehow prideful face, even if he tried to hide it from the others.
"So," Chris decided to change the topic to something more urgent, "what is your plan, Melissa?"
"It is simple," her answer was calm and even somehow dull, "first of all, I will get rid of all the small fries with my large-scale magic."
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The atmosphere around Melissa changed when she started to chant. If before she looked calm and elegant, then now she was an embodiment of a ruthless storm, ready to destroy everything on its way.
A wind started to circle around her, but it wasn't cold - on the contrary, it was scorching hot.
"Hell, she is really going to use this, after all?!" Max asked the other two catpeople witnessing the scene, some anxiety hidden in his voice.
"Nyohoho, Bosslady decided to go all out to impress Master. It is so cute~."
"Such a loss! At this rate, I wouldn't be useful to Lord Chris again!"
"We should hurry away from here! We are too close to her spell!" Max was unusually agitated.
"What are you saying, Max? Lady Melissa is our Grand Priest, so of course, she will be able to control her spell perfectly!"
"Nyaha, Max is a scaredy-cat~."
Being reprimanded by one of his companions and teased by the other, the black-haired catman turned his sight at his God.
"I trust Melissa."
Chris just shrugged his shoulders. Max desperately held back his desire to run away from here and, with his cat-ears down, reluctantly stayed with everyone else. It seems he did suffer some sort of mental trauma in the past.
At that time, the clear blue sky suddenly became covered by dark clouds with a tinge of red on them. The wind around Melissa started to rise to those clouds, filling them with more power. The orcs noticed the sudden change, and some of them even started to rush to the party.
"Do you want to hurt our Grand Priest? Sorry, but it wouldn't happen, nya~."
The few unlucky orcs nearest to Chris and his companions were mercilessly sliced by a black sword, torn apart by sharp claws, or completely crushed by strong hands.
All those orcs were much weaker than the Champion killed by Chris before. Most of them have had less than half of its stats. Monica, Max, and Scar killed about thirty of them each. There were no Champions among this batch, and Chieftain was still too far away, so they continued the one-sided slaughter.
In less than two minutes, the number of the killed orcs rose almost by a hundred.
Kill all the orcs of the nearest horde. (98/3448)
"It comes, it comes, it comes! Nyahaha!"
Suddenly, there was rain at the bottom of the valley. But it wasn't water that fell down on the orcs. No. Instead, tiny drops of liquid fire started to descend on the hideous creatures.
"Rainstorm of Hellfire, consume my foes!"
The last sentence of the chant was announced in a clear voice, and everyone at the scene heard it clearly, no matter how far away they were and how loud their surroundings were.
Melissa proclaimed both the completion of her spell and death sentence to the Orc Horde.
The dark clouds in the sky became more and more crimson. The rain of fire intensified with each second. The fiery winds scorched the orcs' flesh naked, and liquid fire melted their bones.
The fiery drops avoided Chris and the catpeople as if having a consciousness on their own. The orcs exhausted their Lifeforce, trying to protect themselves. Even Champions were unable to survive for long. Some tried to run away, but the winds and the drops of flame followed them wherever they go. There was no escape for the orcs.
The quest's objective updated at a frightening speed.
Kill all the orcs of the nearest horde. (557/3448)
...
(1245/3448)
...
(1893/3448)
...
(2183/3448)
"It is so beautiful," Monica watched at the rainstorm of fire, mesmerized. "You think so as well, Myaster?"
Watching thousands of living creatures dying in suffering didn't make Chris happy. Their exposed bones and flesh melted in fiery liquid. Their desperate screams of agony resounded in his ears. This picture definitely made him unsettled. But he understood the fact that all of them were his enemies, the ruthless monsters. So, he suppressed his still too kind heart.
"Yes, it is beautiful," he said, turning his gaze to the sky. Indeed, the rainstorm itself was magnificent.
At the same time, Max still looked scared of the situation. He intently watched the sky as if readying himself to dodge any flame drop that could possibly fall on him.
"Relax, swordmaster," a sudden gentle voice startled Max. " This time, I controlled the spell properly. After all, I can't afford to hurt our God, right? Moreover, I don't need to sacrifice control for the sake of more power like the last time."
He still trembled slightly, tightly gripping his black sword. Still, he wasn't as wary as before.
"Oh!" Scar shouted excitedly. "It seems I will have some work to do, after all!"
It was just a few minutes, but the quest was almost completed. Even Champions were unable to withstand this frightening spell.
Kill all the orcs of the nearest horde. (3289/3448)
Almost all of the remaining orcs were scouts not present at the scene. There was only one monster in this horde strong enough to survive even in the middle of Hellfire. The Orc Chieftain rushed at the impudent tiny creatures that dared to attack his brethren, and its furious roar echoed through the whole valley.




Chapter 17.

"Lord Chris, please allow me to deal with this impudent monster! The spell weakened it, so I should be enough to defeat it."
Scar was very eager to show his might before his God. He still felt extremely guilty for what happened to Chris, so he did his all to be helpful, even if a little bit.
"Would you be fine fighting it alone?" Chris asked, uncertain.
"Yes, of course! It is fine. Even if I got wounded, we have the tribe's Grand Priest on our side!"
He pointed at Melissa.
"I used up most of my Mana, so you'd better not assume that you can rely on my healing."
Apparently, unlike Chris, others can't restore their energy just by breathing.
I should ask them later if it is something unique to me or all Divinities have this insane recovery rate. Status.
Before allowing Scar to risk his life, Chris decided that it would be smart to compare the catman's stats to the Chieftan's.
Name: Scar Nyan
Affiliation: Nya Tribe
Race: Beastkin (Cat)
Level: 87
Title: Champion (and two others)
Attributes
Lifeforce: 3023/3132
Mana: 435/435
Life Power: A
Life Control: C+
Magic Power: F-
Magic Control: F-
Affinities: Earth (45%), Water (25%)
Resistances: Slash (30%), Bash (55%), Pierce (20%), Heat (10%), Cold (10%)
It seems the System recognized his moniker as a true name. Other than that, Scar's stats were surprisingly decent and even superior to the Orc Champion from before. But his opponent was a league above.
Name: Gaakt
Affiliation: Orc Horde (Commander)
Race: Monster (Pig)
Level: 98
Title: Warlord
Attributes
Lifeforce: 2272/4704
Mana: None
Life Power: S-
Life Control: B
Magic Power: None
Magic Control: None
Affinities: Earth (50%), Flame (30%)
Resistances: Slash (50%), Bash (15%), Pierce (50%), Heat (40%), Cold (-20%)
Surprisingly, it even did have a name. It should mean that this creature is something special among its species. Even with the monster's Lifeforce below half of its peak, it still didn't seem to be inferior to Scar.
Before Chris could decide if he should interfere or not, the huge catman and even bigger orc already clashed.
Scar blocked the monster's path. It seems Gaakt targeted Melissa as she was a person responsible for its underlings' demise.
The fiery rain still didn't stop, the Chieftan's skin was scorched and its weapon damaged, but the creature used its Lifeforce to counter the damage and still was more than deadly.
It tried to push Scar away with its powerful momentum as it ran at the speed of more than a hundred kilometers per hour. The catman didn't try to dodge. Instead, he spread his arms and met the monster head-on. It was no different from trying to stop a bullet train with your body alone.
Scar circulates Lifeforce inside of his body, increasing his mass thirtyfold while his legs were buried in the ground. When his opponent slammed him with its enormous body, he firmly caught it with both hands and then moved himself in a bridge position. Using the orc's momentum against it, Scar lifted it in the air and then slammed his foe at the ground, creating a deep crater tens meters in diameter.
Before Chris was able to ponder if it finished the monster off, it already climbed out of the crater, furious.
Lifeforce: 1536/4704
It seems things were far from over.
"Hahaha, now you understand who is your true opponent, monster?!"
The big catman taunted the Chieftain as if what he did before wasn't enough. Now, the orc's whole attention was concentrated on Scar. The true battle between the two of them just started.
When it was slammed in the ground, the orc lost its weapon, so it charged at its foe barehanded—a serious mistake.
The two figures clutched each other's hands, trying to overpower one another. The large catman looked like a child compared to the monster, but he still was the one who prevailed.
The situation didn't make much sense to Chris because he had seen their actual stats. No matter how you think, Scar should be the weaker one.
It seems those attributes System shows me aren't very reliable, after all. Or there is something I am missing.
"C'mon, Scarry! Kick this ugly thing's ass~!"
Maybe being cheered on by a cute girl made him much stronger?! Nah, let's be serious here.
Chris tried to ignore silly thoughts while watching the brutal battle under the rain of fire.




Chapter 18.

Because Scar and the orc were too close to each other, the fiery drops avoided both of them. Even so, the Chieftain was already seriously weakened by experiencing the full power of the terrifying spell.
I guess the current quantity of Lifeforce you have determines your physical capabilities as well.
Chris made this conclusion after watching the fight and checking the opponents' statuses more than once.
It was a few minutes after the horde's leader and the tall catman started to wrestle against each other. Other than confronting each other with their physical power, they also used some skills like the armor of the Orc Champion from before.
As both of them were of Earth affinity, for the most part, their skills were similar as well. Scar's skin became harder than steel, and its color turned copperish. The orc's body became covered with sharp spikes made from grey stone.
Even with all the advantages Scar had, the fight still wasn't easy and left him with many injuries. His Lifeforce alongside his Water affinity soon healed most of them, but it took a toll on his stamina. The chieftain was even less lucky. Its massive body required more energy to heal, and it already wasn't at its peak even before the battle against the catman.
"Nyahaha, it seems Scarry won this one," Monica enjoyed watching her companion's struggle. "If it were me, I would be able to finish off this thing even faster~."
"Hm, don't be so proud of yourself, girl," Max said, "I would behead it with just one slash of my sword."
"What, scaredy-cat already recovered from his mental trauma?! The rain of fire isn't over yet, you know~."
Max just ignored the teasing remark and observed the end of the fight in silence. At the same time, Chris checked the remaining Lifeforce of the two opponents.
Lifeforce: 1015/3132
It seems Scar still had a third of his full energy. Chris wasn't sure, though, if it would be enough to finish off the monster in one go.
Lifeforce: 446/4704
Following simple math, I can conclude that Scar used two thousand of his Lifeforce to make the Chieftain lose one thousand of its own. He would need to use the rest of his power to finish it off, and it wouldn't be a good thing.
Chris was worried that the Chieftain still can activate the LifeEnd skill. Considering how powerful the monster is, defeating the powered-up version of it wouldn't be an easy task. It would be much safer to kill it quickly.
I still need to try using my darkness skill from before consciously. At that time, I was too agitated and activated it without much thought.
He didn't want to hurt Scar's pride, but the safety of his companions was above anything else.
"Scar, you fought well. I'm really impressed. But you don't need to overexert yourself. Let me finish it off before the monster can use its trump card."
Hearing his God's words, the burly catman hesitated a little, his expression suddenly dejected. But when he looked at Chris and met his eyes filled with concern, Scar sighed and then quickly distanced himself from his foe, returning to the group while wearing an awkward smile.
"Sorry, Lord Chris," the catman said with a hint of sadness, " If only I were a little bit stronger..."
"It's alright, Scar. You did well. You did well."
Chris patter the catman on the shoulder, giving him a faint smile and a nod of approval.
It's my turn now.
Even if it was exhausted and close to death, the Orc Chieftain, Gaakt, didn't choose to run away when its foe reunited with the companions.
The creature wasn't an ordinary mindless monster. It was almost a sentient being and its intelligence superior to other orcs. It perfectly understood that it wasn't treated seriously by those puny beings. It was aware that the one it fought just now wasn't the strongest one.
And still, Gaakt didn't choose to retreat. Not because it was furious at the loss of its brethren. Not because it assumed that there is no chance to escape. Not because it asked for death. No. But because there was a trump card, it didn't use until now.
As it was created from the Lifeforce itself, the orc instinctively knew that it could sacrifice its body to gain more power. But, unlike weaker monsters, using LifeEnd skill wouldn't be "the end" for the Chieftain. Its Life Control was strong enough to ignite its body only partially, allowing it to survive in the end, even if extremely weakened.
While charging at the group, Gaakt already started the activation of its LifeEnd skill. The deepest parts of its body disintegrated while releasing more and more Lifeforce. It was a painful process, but the sense of increasing power made the orc feel euphoric. That is, until one of the tiny creatures left his companions and looked into the monster's eyes. Then, the euphoria changed to terror.
The eyes of this puny lifeform contained the darkness and the light, the true sky that doesn't exist in this world. And, the Void. The orc couldn't comprehend what it has seen inside those eyes—the two eyes alike to the abyss itself. It only felt regret for not running away while it still could. It only understood one fact. The one it faced was the God - not something it has the right to challenge.
The God raised his hand. The darkness gathered in his palm. And then, the boundless black color filled the world of Gaakt. Then, the Orc Chieftain was no more.
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Repeating past mistakes was something Chris tried to avoid at all costs. So, he used his most powerful ability - even if it was the only one available to him in the first place - to finish off the enemy before it could be of danger.
Surprisingly, now the wave of darkness was even stronger than the last time. Chris tried to pay attention to how exactly this skill was used. It seems that, by changing Lifeforce's attribute to darkness and concentrating it in his hand, he could create a suction force that sucked away more and more of his energy in it.
After checking his remaining Lifeforce immediately after using this attack, Chris found out that it took away almost 90% of the total. Of course, the results were more than worth it, and he could restore the lost energy straight away.
"Master," he was called by Melissa, "I wanted to ask you before, but could it be you have Darkness affinity?"
"Well, to be more exact, the affinities I have are 50% Darkness, 50% Light, and 100% Void. Does it tells you something?"
Hearing this answer, his companions looked at him with reverence and shock.
"Wow, as expected of Myaster!"
"Lord Chris is truly worthy of being our God!"
"I knew it. Our Master is a superior existence that can look down even at the other Divinities!"
"Master... I can't put in words how extraordinary is this. I'm now certain that you have the potential to become one of the strongest existences in Unlimitia."
Their reaction somehow confused Chris. Aren't they all also have rather high affinities?
"Is this really so amazing?"
"Yes, of course," Melissa started to explain. "There are six Basic elements, four Advanced elements, and three Supreme elements. Mortals like us are restricted to basic ones, while Minor Gods to advanced. Affinity with the Supreme element is a rare occurrence even to a Major God. For a newly born God to have a high affinity with two Advanced elements is already an extraordinary event. But having 100% affinity with Supreme Void? It is completely unheard of."
Listening to her explanation Chris started to understand their surprise. He also concluded that it would be better to hide his affinities from the other Gods in case they could start to consider him as too dangerous.
It would be troublesome, though, if they could view my status freely.
"So, Darkness isn't even the strongest element of Lord Chris?" Max seemed to be the most excited one in the group, "I can't imagine how mighty our God would be if he used his Void powers!"
"Nyahaha, he would be the strongest. Our beloved Myaster is the best, after all~."
"Oh, no! I should work hard to become stronger, or else Lord Chris wouldn't need me!"
Honestly, Chris felt really awkward hearing their praises over and over. Did they already forget that he almost got his ass kicked by the monster weaker than any of them?
"Anyway, can you guys keep my Void affinity a secret for now? It will be troublesome if much stronger Gods learn about it."
And I don't even know how to use this element in the first place!
Though reluctant, his companions promised him to keep the secret. At least until he is strong enough, then they will brag about their God all they want.
"Anyway, our work isn't over yet," Chris said while checking his quest log.
Kill all the orcs of the nearest horde. (3290/3448)
Time Limit: 24 hours, 23 hours, and 28 minutes left.
It seems that the Orc Chieftain sent a lot of orcs to scout the surroundings. It would probably take them longer to find and finish off the remaining orcs than it took them to destroy the main force of the horde gathered here. Even then, most of the time was used in the fight between the big boss and Scar.
When Chris explained the situation to the catpeople, surprisingly, were was one who volunteered to do all the work by herself.
"Who do you think I am, Myaster?" Monica spoke with unhidden enthusiasm, "It is the type of work I love the most. Because I-a-m-the-best-at-it~. I'm Nya Tribe's best scout and assassin! Oh, right. I think on Earth you would call me ninja~?!"
She jumped around Chris, showing off her extraordinary speed. Her ginger tail wagged around happily.
"I will finish this work off in less than thirty minutes. You all should just wait here for my triumphant return, nya~."
Before she ran away, Chris was fast enough to check her status screen. Just to be on the safe side.
Name: Monica Nyan
Affiliation: Nya Tribe
Race: Beastkin (Cat)
Level: 89
Title: Faster Than The Wind (and three others)
Attributes
Lifeforce: 3689/3738
Mana: 1869/1869
Life Power: B-
Life Control: A+
Magic Power: D
Magic Control: C-
Affinities: Wind (75%), Water (20%), Thunder (55%)
Resistances: Slash (10%), Bash (15%), Pierce (25%), Heat (30%), Cold (20%)
It seems I have nothing to worry about.
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"It is such a waste, though," Scar said, sighing.
Monica left their group to get rid of the rest of the orcs.
"What do you mean?" Chris asked.
"You see, Master," Max was the one who started to explain instead, "usually when you kill humanoid monsters, you have a chance to absorb part of their Lifeforce while they disintegrate. But..."
Chris glanced at the devastated valley. Even if the fiery rain already stopped soon after Monica left, it still destroyed most of everything, including the corpses.
"Yeah, it is as he says, Lord Chris," Scar said. "And Orc Chieftain was completely annihilated as well..."
Before anyone could misunderstand his words, the catman hastily added.
"O-of course, I don't blame you, my Lord!" the burly catman waved his hands in denial. "After it used its LifeEnd skill, we wouldn't get much out of killing that monster anyway."
"Well," Melissa entered the conversation, "if I did have some spare mana, I would be able to gather the residue Lifeforce into Life Shards. Maybe then you or Monica could, at last, achieve the Warlord rank."
From Chris's estimation, to be considered a Warlord, you should be level 90 or above. It would make sense to get at least a few levels after killing so many monsters, but unfortunately, this world doesn't work in such a simple way as a video-game does.
I wonder if it would be possible for me to gather those Shards if I actually was able to sense and control my Mana. By the way, I have an idea of how to achieve it.
He gained his ability to feel and control Lifeforce only after losing it once and then restoring it back. Maybe it was the same for Mana? The problem here - he couldn't lose it just by being hurt. In fact, currently, he only knew one way to use up his mana.
I wonder if it would work?
"Hey, guys," Chris said to his companions, "I want to try something out that could help me achieve control over my Mana. So, please don't be too surprised, okay?"
The catpeople watched him curiously. Well, he really didn't want them to misunderstood what he is going to do.
How could I didn't think about it before?
When Chris first checked his Status Window, Mana wasn't at full. Why? Obviously, because he consumed some of it by using a certain ability. The only Mana skill in his arsenal.
And so, Chris started to change his clothes. Of course, he didn't actually undress. Instead, he used his will to make his clothes change their form. Over and over again. From his current white Egyptian clothes to his modern Earth ones. Then, to some stylish costumes, he could vaguely remember from TV-shows. Then, he tried to make his clothes take the shape of full plate armor.
"Oh, Lord Chris looks good in anything!"
"Hm, what else can you expect from our God?!"
Chris wasn't particularly pleased to be complimented by men. The only girl present, Melissa, just stared at him, cutely blushing. It made him even more embarrassed. Each time he changed his clothes, he felt as if he was completely naked for a moment, even if it was nothing but an illusion.
Unfortunately, his expectations weren't fulfilled. The speed at which he changed his outfit wasn't too fast, and he couldn't control it. Usually, it took him a few seconds to change into new clothes. And each time, it took him either one or two Mana points, never more.
Probably because the speed at which he restored his energy was much faster than the speed at which he depleted it, but he never was able to bring his Mana down by more than five points. And, as a result, even after a few minutes of his "performance," he couldn't feel even a little bit of this mysterious power of magic.
He also discovered the limitations of his outfit-changing ability. He couldn't make something too big, too dense, or too heavy. In other words, his childhood dream of wearing a giant mech-armor wasn't fulfilled just yet.
Maybe I could stop absorbing energy from the outside world, somehow?
He tried to hold his breath but soon found out that he didn't need to breathe in the first place. Even without breathing, his Mana and Lifeforce still replenished at the same terrifying rate as before. In fact, Chris felt as if breathing was entirely meaningless for him, just a pleasant habit from his old life.
"Master," Melissa seemed to notice his struggles, "could it be you try to deplete your Mana like this?"
"Yes," he answered, trying to hide the frustration, "I achieved control over my Lifeforce in this way. But it seems my ability to spend Mana is too limited."
After hearing his explanation, she seemed to be in thought. Then, as if realizing someone, her eyes become wide. After that, her face started to change expressions, as if she struggled to make a choice.
"Is everything alright?" Chris asked with concern.
"N-no, it's nothing," Melissa said, blushing profusely. "T-there is indeed one way to make you lose a lot of Mana all at once, but..."
Chris has never seen this graceful and elegant Grand Priest so flustered. Before he could inquire about the method, System Notification suddenly appeared.
Congratulations! You just completed Minor Quest "The Orc Horde Extermination".
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It wasn't long since Monica left, so Chris was somehow surprised by the notification signifying completion. When the catgirl said that she would kill all the orcs within thirty minutes, he thought she exaggerated it a bit. But it seems he still underestimated this ginger cat of his.
Receive Your Rewards!
+ 50 000 Worship Points for completion.
+ 30 000 Worship Points for completing the quest in less than one hour.
Well, I expected a more generous bonus for completing it so fast.
His disappointment didn't last long. After all, his WP multiplied by three times in less than an hour. Moreover, most of the work wasn't even done by him.
I wonder if the reward would be more plentiful if I did everything by myself. Then again, I'm a God, and so my followers should be considered as a part of my power, right?
He still wasn't sure how to use those points. For now, Chris could only check if some of the functions in the Worship Screen could be unlocked.
Number of Worshippers: 34
Worship Points: 103 100
Faith Skills
Followers Details (locked)
Worship Shop (locked)
Contracts (locked)
With just a thought, he checked for more details on locked sections.
Followers Details (locked)
By default, this screen allows you to see detailed information about your followers - the level of their piety, their status screens, estimated location. After unlocking, you can upgrade it further for more benefits.
Unlocking cost: 100 000 WP
Worship Shop (locked)
By default, this screen allows you to buy Faith skills and rare items by using up Worship Points. After unlocking, you can upgrade it further for more benefits.
Unlock cost: 80 000 WP
Contracts (locked)
Currently unavailable. You need to become Three Stars Minor God to unlock Contracts.
At first, Chris contemplated if he should choose to unlock one of the available screens. But then, he realized something.
Wait a minute. When I received that Horde Extermination quest, didn't it said that I could avoid death upon failure by sacrificing some Worship Points? I can't be sure that all the quests in the future would be as simple as that one. What if I actually fail one of them? Then I would need to have some kind of assurance. It would be too reckless to use up most of my WP immediately.
Thinking like this, Chris decided to postpone his choice.
"Nya-ha! Mission complete!"
Suddenly, a petite catgirl appeared before him, making a V-sign with her fingers.
"Oh, you are already back, Monica?" Chris said, "It sure was fast. Are you alright?!"
"Better than ever," she answered happily, "Myaster! Always ready to serve, hehe! Actually... I feel that I'm a Warlord now~."
He checked her status to be sure.
Level: 90
Title: Faster Than The Wind (and four others)
Lifeforce: 1583/3780
Mana: 761/1890
It seems his theory about levels was spot on. Her main Title didn't change, but she gained one more alongside the change in her level. Also, she got 42 max Lifeforce and 21 max Mana.
There is some kind of hidden math behind the calculation of one's Lifeforce and Mana. I think it shouldn't be too hard to figure out how exactly things work.
"I see that you used up about two-thirds of your energy," Chris said with some concern hidden in his voice, "was there a Champion-level orc?"
"Mm?" Melissa pondered for a while, "Oh, there were only three of them~. And they were separated from each other, so it was an easy win for me each time."
She then suddenly neared Chris and clung to his arm.
"Could it be Myaster is worried about me~?" she said in a flirtatious tone, her innocent face a little bit too close. "You can comfort me in a very special way if you waaaaa-"
Before she can do whatever she planned to do - someone's hand separated that mischievous ginger catgirl from her master.
"Mo-ni-ca."
The hand's owner stared at her with a threatening glare. Well, Melissa still did have almost all of her Lifeforce...
"Bosslady is scary~!" the short catgirl screamed after escaping the hold and running away.
"Sorry for her misbehavior, Master," Melissa said while bowing her head.
"I don't really mind it, though," he said, shaking his head.
"But you should!" the catwoman protested. "You are our God! We should always show you proper respect!"
The two catman nodded their heads in agreement. Chris sighed.
"Technically, this may be the case," he answered, "but I don't want to be treated as some kind of distant higher being. You are my family. Every one of you."
Melissa bashfully smiled, her cheeks crimson. The two catmen were so touched that they almost cried. Before any of them can say anything, though, the scout catgirl returned, again—this time with some breaking news.
"Myaster, everyone! It seems we will have some uninvited guests and very soon~!"
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"Guests?" Chris asked with doubt. "Aren't we fought enough monsters for today?"
"Myonsters?" Monica tilted her head. "No, no. Nope. Though they are annoying, but not to such an extent~. Those would be Hiss Tribe if I guessed right. And I ain't wrong! Never~."
"Come again?" hearing her revelation, Max loudly exclaimed. "Who you said coming here?!"
"Your hissing and grumpy friends, Maxy~!"
"We are not friends!" he shouted, his face sullen...
"Right, right~." the ginger catgirl didn't stop teasing him.
"This lame tribe has nothing to do with me," he stated, this time in a calm and cold tone. "I'm a person of Nya Tribe, the one who serves our Master."
"Oh, so cold," a voice with unhidden derision reverberated through the devastated valley. "Could it be my Lil Bro is going through his rebellious stage?"
The voice's owner was a tall black-haired catman, accompanied by four others. Unlike Nya Tribe's members, who wore white Egyptian clothes, those catpeople were in... tight black sportswear? Yeah, they kind of reminded Chris about ninjas, unlike a certain ginger catgirl.
Seeing the newcomers, Max became visibly wary. He clenched his teeth and tightly gripped his sword, ready to fight at any moment.
"What the hell are you doing here, Ray?" Max looked at the leader of intruders with a piercing glare.
"Isn't it obvious?" Ray shrugged his shoulders, an amused expression on his face. "Our new Master is different from that old man of ours. He could feel that magic disturbance even hundreds of kilometers away. So, he sent us here to scout things out. Who could expect that the 'culprits' would be my Lil Bro and the Princess of Purr, hehe?!"
While talking, he checked Melissa out lasciviously, studying her body from top to bottom.
"Look at me with those eyes another time," she coldly said, "and I will make sure you can't see again. No amount of Lifeforce will cure you. Ever."
The way she said it made even Chris shiver, let alone this cheeky catman. But a few seconds later, Ray remembered his position and the current situation.
"Hah, almost got me scared." He curled his lip. "But what can you do now, Princess? I bet that you don't have any Mana left to spare on me, yeah? Anyway, it is but a minor matter. Let bygones be bygones, right?"
Instead of answering him, Melissa started to circulate her Lifeforce. The rest of Chris' group readied themselves to battle. Actually, he didn't like those intruders either, but he wasn't completely ignorant about the rules of this World after discussing their plans for the future with Melissa. Killing those scouts wouldn't be a good thing for them. It is too early for it. Other than that, the rest of Ray's group did nothing wrong.
"Everyone," he said amiably, "let's calm down for a minute, shall we?"
As he said it, Chris became the center of attention immediately.
"Mm?" Ray glanced at him casually. "And who would you be, boy?"
Yeah, it seems conflict is unavoidable...
"Impudent!" Scar flexed his muscles.
"How dare you disregard our God, trash!" Melissa made a really scary face.
"Nyahaha, it seems someone wants to die~." Monica laughed evilly.
Max didn't say anything. Instead, he slashed the black sword at his so-called big bro. The sound of the clang of metal against metal resounded at the same time. Ray blocked the sudden attack with his own dark grey sword, its design really similar to that of Max's weapon.
Aren't they overreacting a little bit? And I just wanted to make things peaceful. It couldn't be helped, I guess.
Chris sighed in defeat as the battle seems to be unavoidable. That is until their so-called opponent looked at him properly and noticed his ears and eyes.
"H-human!" Ray exclaimed as he and his companions stared at Chris in shock. "Human God! Oh, Divine Being, please forgive my insolence!"
Then, the five scouts lowered their heads, and each of them bent on one knee.
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The sudden change in attitude didn't make Chris happy. He carefully watched the five catpeople bowing their heads before him.
Including Ray, four of them were males. They obviously were afraid of him, and it wasn't unexpected, but their fear wasn't exaggerated. The sole female - a young catgirl, her hair dark brown with light brown stripes - she was different. She trembled in terror, her whole body covered in a cold sweat. Her tail limp, and her cat-ears down, almost flat.
Only now did he noticed that she looked a little bit different from the others in her group - there was a metal choker on her neck.
Could she be... a slave?!
From his catpeople, Chris already learned that though not common, but in this world, slavery still existed. Usually, though, one Tribe enslaved the other after a war, but only if they were of different kin. For a catkin to enslave another catkin - it was unacceptable.
"This catgirl," Chris said as he pointed in her direction with his head, "what happened to her?"
Hearing this question, Ray raised his head with a "knowing smile".
"Oh, it seems the God of Nya Tribe is interested in this little one?" the catman said in a sleazy tone. "Well, I think Master Alistar wouldn't be against borrowing her for you to use, but-"
At those words, the choked catgirl started to sob quietly.
"-But I can't return with my hands empty, Lord," Ray continued without noticing that the one he talked to wasn't pleased to hear those words. "I can't ask you for your Grand Priest, but this ginger girl is cute too."
"What do you mean?" Chris asked to be sure that he didn't misunderstand.
"Isn't it is obvious?" Ray replied, a little bit dubious. "If you want to have fun with my Master's property, wouldn't it make sense to give him your own in exchange?"
"Myaster," the so-called cute ginger girl purred, "can I just kill him~? Pretty please~."
Chris stopped his cats from attacking with a subtle hand gesture. It would never be too late to fight with them, but there are a lot of complications involved.
"Is she a slave from another tribe?" Chris asked.
"Hm?" Ray tilted his head in confusion, "What do you mean? Ah, the chocker?! It is not a slave collar, Lord. Haha, it seems you misunderstood. It is just proof that she is already a woman of Master Alistar. So far, we didn't conquer any other catkin tribes, not yet. So? Do you agree to lend this little ginger kitty to our Master? I'm sure you two could become good friends then as fellow Human Gods."
All this conversation made Chris extremely disgusted. To the point that he actually wanted to kill this "messenger" and his so-called "Master Alistar". It was a very unfamiliar feeling to him - different from the hostility towards the orcs. The monsters were creatures made to destroy. They didn't have another path opened to them. But beastkin did. Humans did. He didn't have a full picture, not yet. But even a glimpse into another God's heart was enough to make him feel extreme hate towards this human trash.
Perceiving their Master's inner feelings, his companions readied themselves for battle, again.
Chris was in a dilemma. In this world, the Gods ruled the Mortals. But they weren't free to do whatever they want, especially when the other Gods were involved.
As far as he knew, the Hiss Tribe was much bigger and stronger than his Nya Tribe. Moreover, this Alister fellow spent much more time getting used to his new powers... Chris didn't want to bring destruction to his people by completely provoking the other party. But he couldn't just ignore the helpless girl before him, either.
As they noticed their Master's dilemma, Max and Monica exchanged meaningful glances. The ginger catgirl slightly nodded to the feline swordsman.
"How about a bet, Ray?" Max said. "If you win, you can take our kitty with you and give her to your Master... But if you lose, we take the collared girl with us."
Monica added. "If you win, I'll entertain your Alistar owner!"
Ray frowned, ignoring the catgirl. "What are the conditions?"
Max showed a bloodthirsty smirk. "You attack me once, and I attack you once. We'll repeat it until the first blood."
Just when Chris wanted to interfere and stop this nonsense - there's no way in Hell he'd even consider giving Monica to this monster - the ginger catgirl whispered to him with a wink, "It's alright! Maxy can't lose~!"
With a sigh, he decided to believe in his cats.




Chapter 24.

Even if Ray knew that the failure could cost him his life, he still decided to take the bet. It was a rare chance to gain favorability of his Master! How could he lose to this Lil Bro of his? It would be impossible!
"Heh," Ray sneered. "So you want to challenge me, Lil Bro? Did you forget how vast is the difference between us? Okay, as long as Lord Chris accepts our bet, I'm in!"
Ray and Max verbally exchanged the conditions of their bet. Monica and the collared girl also gave their consent - even if the latter did it out of necessity.
"What's your name, cutie?" the ginger catgirl asked the still sobbing one.
"I-I'm Lilia..." she answered without raising her head.
"Nice to meet ya, Liala!" Not even a minute passed, and Monica already changed the other girl's name...
"Lord Chris," Scar called to him. "You just need to acknowledge their bet as a God, and then it'll be official."
Chris still wasn't sure if he wanted to allow this farce. Just when he wanted to make a comment, a warm hand touched his shoulder.
"It's alright, Master," Melissa said as she looked right into his eyes. "Those children know what they are doing."
Ignoring his loudly beating heart, Chris reluctantly agreed, "Alright, then."
"With my Authority as a God, I acknowledge the bet between Max and Ray with Monica and Lilia as involved parties."
Just as he said it, he could feel invisible power enveloping both him and the four catpeople who participated in the event.
"As we agreed, you can attack me first," Max looked at Ray in disdain while holding the Lifebound black sword in his right hand.
Chris, his cats, and catpeople from the Hiss Tribe stood about ten meters away from Ray and Max, who faced each other at arm's length.
The brothers did have similar facial features, but the older sibling was taller, his shoulders broader, and muscles bigger. His black shoulder-length hair blended with his dark coat, making him look like a villain.
"Let me show you the difference between us, kid!" Ray shouted as he touched the back of his neck. Then, as if removing his own spine, he took a long black spear out of his body.
"Don't worry, Lil Bro!" he said with a deranged sneer. "I wouldn't kill you! I'll just take one of your hands as a souvenir, hahaha!"
Chris really couldn't understand this psycho. Didn't he worry that crippling a subordinate of Human God could result in some serious consequences? It just didn't match with the reverence this man showed just a while ago.
"Shut up and show me your attack already," Max said without showing any signs of tension before the menacing spear that was pointed at him.
Ray gathered his Liefforce at the blade of his weapon and roared, "Spear Abyss Cut!"
Black light gathered around the weapon in a vortex of destructive power. It looked impressive for sure, but Chris didn't feel any threat from this ability.
In a slashing motion, Ray brought his spear down on his brother, trying to sever his left arm. With an uninterested expression, Max blocked the attack with his slim sword, barely using any Lifeforce of his own. As if he targeted the weakest part of the attack, he parried it like an adult who confronted a child.
"Impossible!" Ray screamed as he was repelled by a few meters. His male companions looked at the scene bewildered. How could their leader's strongest ability be so easily resisted by someone who always was weaker than him?
"It's my turn, brother," Max said, the last word filled with spite.
"W-wait!" the catman cried as he raised his spear defensively.
The so-called "Lil Bro" calmly said the name of his technique, "True Abyss Cut." In one flowing motion, he slashed the air with his sword without even approaching his opponent.
A barely visible black arc of energy sped towards Ray. It completely ignored his raised spear, as it wasn't there in the first place, and then passed through the center of his left arm.
"Huh?" Ray exclaimed. "Nothing happened? Hahaha, you tried to scare me away with this lame illusi-"
Before he could complete the sentence, his left arm got divided in half.
"Ahhhhhhhhhh!" Ray screamed in agony like a slaughtered pig.
"Leader!" His male followers ran towards him, trying to stop the gushing blood.
"It's my victory, brother," Max said without even looking at his wailing opponent and then turned away from him.
"Youuuuuuuuuuuu!" Ray screamed as he looked at the back of the one who made him lose half of his arm.
"Max won the bet," Chris said towards Ray and his group. "Lilia comes with us. Is it understood?"
As a kindhearted person, he was supposed to feel sorry for him and being disgusted with the bloody sight, but, strangely enough, the new Human God felt nothing but satisfaction from the victory of his subordinate.
Ray wasn't in a state to answer. After giving Max another gaze filled with hate, he passed away from the pain of the lost limb. As a high-leveled individual, his whole body was filled with Lifeforce, but it didn't decrease his pain in the slightest - on the contrary, he was even more sensitive than an ordinary person. Of course, the same couldn't be said about Gods who were being consisted of pure energy.
"Please forgive us," one of the catmen who accompanied Ray said with fright obvious in his voice, "we'll be back to the Hiss Tribe!"
After bowing to Chris, they took Ray and the severed part of his arm and retreated in a hurry.
"Nyahahaha~," Monica laughed as she watched their backs with tails puffed up from fear. "Serves him right! How dare he even think that I'll copulate with someone other than Master Chris? Good job, Maxy~!"
In response, the grumpy catman just snorted.
"With this problem temporarily solved," Chris said, "it's the time to return to the Tribe.
Seeing that the new addition to their party watched him cautiously, Chris added with a gentle smile, "Don't worry, Lilia. We won't hurt you in any way. From now on, you are a part of our family, and I wouldn't allow anyone to hurt you anymore. Let's go."
This was the time to end their little but fruitful journey. The group came back to the Nya Tribe with more than one victory and with Chris Catlove growing up both as a person and as a God.




Chapter 25. Epilogue.

When our group returned to the Nya Tribe Village, the sky above us already started to dim. Lilia proved herself to be fast enough to keep up to our relaxed pace - she was in the Hiss Tribe scouting party for a reason. I destroyed the poor girl's collar, which seemed to have no other functions than showcasing her position.
When we entered the edge of the village, tens of catpeople welcomed us with happy expressions. I noticed that at the central square, the giant bonfire was already ready for the celebration, which would be inevitable, judging by everyone's mood.
My catpeople welcomed the new addition to the Tribe with open arms. No one looked down on her for being a part of another group before - after all, everyone here was connected to one of the other Tribes.
It wasn't long before the festivity of my first day here repeated itself. As I and those cats who accompanied me described the event in the forest - how we destroyed the Horde and met the scouts of the Hiss Tribe - the rest listened without missing any details. This was especially true when I was the one who talked.
Over and over again, I was praised and adored by the Nya Tribe - until it was the time for dishes and drinks and partying.
Just like the last time, everyone drunk those strange fermented beverages, some of which didn't even taste like alcohol but were probably strong enough to make humans adults pass out just from a few sips. But thankfully, there were no humans among us - only catpeople and their God.
In the end, just like the last time, Melissa and I were the last left standing.
"I want those days to last forever," I muttered to myself.
Suddenly, I felt something soft and bouncy on my back. Apparently, I was hugged by a girl. And there was only one person who it could be, considering the circumstances.
A gentle whisper resounded near my ear, "They will, if you wish so, Master."
Melissa was so close that I could feel her breathing, her warmth. I could even smell her pleasant sweet scent that made me feel at ease. She rested her head on my right shoulder as if it was only natural.
"To achieve this, I need power," I replied as I briefly glanced at her beautiful face. "The power to protect all of you... and myself."
After we shared the comfortable silence for a couple of minutes, she suddenly said, "Chris, do you remember that I said there's a way for you to lose a lot of Mana very fast?"
I looked at her, surprised not by the content of her words but by the fact that she called me by name - a rare occurrence, indeed.
Recovering my composure, I asked, "What about it? Do you want to tell me about the method now?"
She slightly nodded in confirmation, her face crimson red. I wondered if something was wrong - why would she be so embarrassed about this method? Or maybe it made her angry?
"We need to be away from other people for this method," she said. "It could be really loud, and it'd be better if we aren't seen by other people..."
Well, this description made me nervous. Was this method really painful? To the point that I would scream and show everyone my miserable state? Then it's understandable why she didn't want to bring the method up and was red from anger when talking about it. Even if this is the case, I still need to do it. I'm ready to endure any torture if it is to protect my catpeople! With those chaotic thoughts, I lead Melissa to my room.
The building where I lived looked more like a temple than a residence. The place I called "my room", in fact, was my bedroom. The whole building was mine (as was the whole village, according to the catpeople), so, technically, all seven rooms here were mine.
My thirty square meters big, luxuriously designed bed-chamber was lavish enough to fit an ancient king. Well, considering that I was a God - someone who's supposed to be above any king or emperor - my abode was still rather humble...
In all seriousness, though, I'm kind of started to feel nervous now when it comes to being alone with a perfect girl like Melissa. We both sat on my bed that could fit three or four people easily. She didn't even try to keep her distance from me - her thigh slightly touched my leg.
"Please close your eyes, Master," Melissa whispered as she looked straight into my eyes. As I heard those words, my heartbeat accelerated unintentionally.
What the hell are you thinking, Chris? I told myself. This is just for the sake of learning magic!
Without asking any questions, I just did just as she said. And the next moment, her gentle lips were on my own. She hugged me tightly - I could even sense her ample chest on my body - and then her warm and wet, slightly rough tongue entered my mouth.
Her kiss was passionate beyond a reason, as if she tried to devour me. My head got dizzy from the pleasure, and I attacked her mouth with my tongue, trying not to lose to her enthusiasm. My hands enjoyed her supple and busty body without any restraint - I completely forgot about any training, my mind completely blank, completely overcome by lust.
How could I resist when a girl - a catgirl - of my dreams is right within my grasp? When she is the one to initiate something any straight man could only dream of? Even if they claim me to be a God, I know that I'm still just a human, even if with powers far beyond my own comprehension.
When I opened my eyes, I could see her beautiful face right before me. Before I could say something, she showed me a coquettish smile before lowered her head to my crotch. A few seconds later, my rock-hard rod was completely exposed.
Probably surprised by the size of my weapon, she gasped and froze for a moment, her cat-ears raised. Then, Melissa steeled herself and gently licked the tip of my penis, sending waves of pleasure through my spine.
Even if she was obviously inexperienced, her sheer enthusiasm more than made up for it. Before long, my whole rod was inside her little mouth, her tongue skillfully playing with the glans of my penis.
With my sense of time being disrupted by unbearable pleasure, I couldn't say how long it took for me to achieve climax. One wave of pleasure after another coursed through my whole body, and then I experienced the most powerful orgasm in my life so far.
"Melissa, I cum!" My guttural cry resounded through the room.
With my rod still swallowed by her, she looked at me with her bright azure eyes. When my orgasm was over, she swallowed my seed with a content smile.
"Thank you for the meal," she said seductively. My heart skipped a bit - she was way too sexy. Was she really the Priest of the Nya Tribe?
Then she added, "Can you feel the decrease in your Mana, Master?"
"Huh?" I exclaimed. "Now that you mentioned it, indeed, more than half of my Mana is gone..."
"Please focus on the sensation," she said, "just like when you learned how to use your Lifeforce."
Without wasting even a second, I fully concentrated my attention on the subtle but distinctive energy inside my body. Mana felt really different from Lifeforce - way more delicate, and it seemed to recover slower as well.
Only now did I remember the reason why we came to my room in the first place. It wasn't to have some sexy times but to teach me the usage of Mana.
As I tried to catch the mysterious and elusive feeling, I also realized a simple fact - from now on, my days in the Nya Tribe would be very lively, indeed.
Even if we have enemies in this world who want to crush us. Even if the System is brutal and expects me to completely ridiculously hard missions. As long as Melissa and other catpeople are on my side - I'm not afraid. I will protect them.
Together, we will lead our Nya Tribe to the future where each day would be filled with happiness!
 
Thank you for reading until the end and sorry for the book being so short! I hope you enjoyed it. As long as the book gets enough support, I plan to continue this series. For now, though, I'm rather busy with my other, bigger, work - it is called Dwarf Smith From Earth and is currently published on Royal Road for free - just google and you'll find it in a moment. About a month later (the time of writing it is March 2021), I'll publish the first volume of this book (which would be around 350 pages-long) here on Amazon and then I'll start working on the continuation of The God Among The Cats. Please follow me on Amazon and on RR to not miss any new releases!
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