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	CHAPTER ONE

	Vaporised into Particles

	D


	 

	ominic opened his eyes to the feeling of absolute agony. It was so painful he couldn’t even make a sound. Knives tore at his insides. It felt like someone was gutting him. 

	All he could do was try to breathe through the agony. After what felt like eternity, he became aware of the sound of a wet sort of tearing, and quiet growling sounds. Fear would have turned his bowels to water if the agony hadn’t already done that for him. He started rolling his eyes around, looking for the source of the noise.

	And then he saw it – and the source of the pain at the same time.

	A lion was eating his guts. A lion was eating his guts. While he was still alive! And with a sudden rush of memory, Dominic recalled exactly what had happened before he had blacked out. He’d been walking when he heard a slight sound and a massive weight crashed into his back. The ground had come at his face very fast and pain had exploded in his head. 

	Between then and now, he’d been turned over on his back – the lion’s work, he could only guess. 

	Dominic’s eyes next fell on his phone. It had clearly been knocked out of his hand when he’d fallen. The cracked, black screen was rather symbolic of his life right now: without hope. 

	If he’d thought it would help at all, he’d grab the thing, but the battery had been completely dead even before all of this. That, plus breaking down in a remote part of the Kruger Game Reserve were the main reasons he was currently being eaten alive by a lion.

	Still more than half-dazed, Dominic was barely managing to get his head around the situation. Deliriously, he was distracted by the thought of what the headline would be when his half-eaten corpse was found: Trapped Tourist becomes Roadkill BBQ for Kruger denizens. Maybe he shouldn’t have done exactly what everyone had told him not to do: leave his car in a game reserve full of wild animals.

	It seemed like a good idea at the time, though, he moaned to himself as a renewed wave of excruciating pain ripped through him. Rubbish rental car broken down, no phone, no water, no food… Following the only car he’d seen in hours had seemed like the best decision he could make in a bad situation. Well. He’d skimped on costs in not paying for a guided tour; shame it seemed like he’d be paying more than an arm and leg in the final reckoning.

	Things seemed bleak, Dominic admitted, but he’d never been a quitter and made a valiant effort to fight back, somehow summoning the upper-body strength to half-pull, half-push himself upwards to a semi-seated position and grab onto the lion’s head. He attempted to wrestle it, to no avail.

	It might have been a young male, its mane looking uncommonly like the wisp beard that grows on teenage boys when they first start needing to shave, but it was a good two hundred pounds of solid muscle. He might as well have tried to wrestle with a bear.

	All his efforts got him was a sudden lunge from the lion towards his throat, the massive feline snarling in threat at its prey’s misbehaviour. The lion’s choking jaws gripped mercilessly around his neck, crushing his windpipe and cutting off his air.

	Dominic scrabbled at the lion’s face, his fingers searching for anything he could use to avoid his seemingly inevitable death. To no avail – he couldn’t seem to find its eyes, and putting pressure on its jaw didn’t appear to help. As his vision started fading from lack of air, he started hallucinating.

	The world became black all around, yet there were white words floating in front of him. Even more unbelievably, there was no more pain. Was he dead? What kind of afterlife was pitch black with white words filling his vision? Where were the harps or pitchforks? 

	Dominic looked around, but the words just followed him, remaining stubbornly in front of his vision regardless of what he did. Deciding to humour the hallucination, he read the text.

	[Congratulations new user!]

	[You have been given the marvellous opportunity of joining the multiverse as a participating citizen. Your planet has been absorbed into the body of the System and vaporised into particles.]

	Good thing this is a hallucination, Dominic thought. Otherwise we’d all be screwed.

	[Never fear! It, and you, will be reconstituted again shortly, with the additional particles of three other planets added in to expand land mass, number of available biomes, and species that you will encounter. This will additionally allow your new planet to absorb more Mana and play a useful part in the System. While this reconstitution takes place, you will remain in this space.]

	Wait, Dominic said to himself as trepidation started clawing at his belly. Which, incidentally, appeared to be intact. Not that he cared too much about that in the face of this new information. Does that mean this isn’t a hallucination? Or am I hallucinating something telling me it’s not a hallucination? Does that happen? Unable to answer the question, he continued reading.

	[We thank you for your patience and will play an appropriate tune from your planet’s records to help you pass the time in a calm space.]

	Shortly after, Dominic realised that he could indeed hear music. As he focused, he became increasingly incredulous.

	“Elevator music?” he demanded from no one in particular. “How is that the best tune to play at a time like this?”

	No one responded. He’d hardly expected them to, though it would have been nice. Now he’d read the text, it didn’t appear to be inclined to follow his eyes around the room, and Dominic was able to get a better view of where he was. Or rather, where he wasn’t. Specifically, anywhere. 

	Pure darkness surrounded him. He’d have felt a swoop in his stomach, much like standing on a glass floor several stories up, if he’d been able to see anything beneath his feet. As it was, he appeared to be standing on nothing, with nothing below that, and nothing as far as he could see.

	It was disorientating to the extreme – he didn’t know how far anything was away from him. Sure, when he looked at himself he could see his whole body naked as the day he was born, intact and unstained by blood – a tick in the ‘hallucination’ column for sure, that. When he looked anywhere else except for at the words, he couldn’t tell whether he could see a long way into the distance, or whether the darkness was a hair’s breadth from his face. As for the words, they were legible but cast no light, appeared to be floating amid the blackness, and were either very small and right in front of his eyes or massive and far away from him. Or maybe somewhere in the middle.

	Dominic warily tried waving his arms in the space in front of him, but felt nothing. He couldn’t seem to touch the text no matter how hard he tried – his fingers were behind the words even if they were literally touching his eyes. He couldn’t touch anything. Giving up on making sense of the space made him focus on the words and their implications if this wasn’t a hallucination.

	But it has to be, right? He remembered the lion, the sensation of having his belly ripped into. The agony of being eaten alive. He recalled fighting back and being choked out by the lion’s powerful jaws. So, either this was a hallucination or there really was an afterlife. Heck, maybe I’m going to be isekai’d or something, Dominic thought with a little excitement, remembering some of his favourite storylines. Just as long as I’m not reincarnated as a rock or a sword or something. That would suck.

	Time seemed to stretch like honey from a spoon and he found himself resorting to pacing back and forth, his mind going over and over what ifs and maybes. When the text once more affixed itself in his vision, he was relieved. Until he read it, that was.

	[Reconstitution almost complete.

	[Prepare to enter the world in 5

	4

	3

	2

	1]

	Dominic braced himself for something that didn’t come. He opened his eyes, somehow having automatically closed them, to see that the previous message had been replaced. The new one was even more concerning than the previous.

	[Error]

	That doesn’t sound good, he thought to himself warily even as the text was wiped away to once more be replaced. It almost felt like someone – or some computer – was having a debate or something similar with itself or someone else. Each line was wiped away only to be replaced by another.

	[Lifeform unable to reconstitute]

	Because I died? Or something else? Dominic wondered. Or maybe he hadn’t died. If this was the afterlife, that could be the problem.

	[Attempt to reconstitute lifeform discovered to be convergent to another lifeform reconstitution]

	OK, not what I was guessing, he admitted to himself.

	[Solution: combine lifeforms]

	What?

	[Compatibility calculated as 99.9999999999%. Solution accepted]

	What?! Dominic barely had enough time to process the words before the world erupted in light and sound.

	After the blackness of the void, even the faintest light seemed overwhelming. At least the irritating elevator music had stopped, finally. Dominic was unable to process anything more before another stubborn block of text shoved itself in his face.

	[Congratulations User2T54631F2547O895632, you have joined the multiverse as a Humanoid Beast.]

	[You have two options one option in order to grow stronger: craft, or kill.]

	[Evolve as you grow in power, and claim your destiny.]

	[Think ‘status’ at any point to access your status and see your progress towards your next Evolution.]

	With the last sentence read, the text faded away, leaving Dominic staring at the thin air in front of him in shock. So...it wasn’t a hallucination. Or maybe it was and he was still suffering from it. But...if it wasn’t a hallucination, treating it as if it was one could get him killed. Again. And if it was a hallucination, then treating it like it was real couldn’t hurt. Could it? 

	He shook his head in confusion, suddenly realising as he moved that his body didn’t feel like his. What was that about reconstituting lifeforms?

	Looking down at his hands, he realised with a shock that they weren’t hands any more: they were paws. And as he twisted to look over his shoulder, he realised that the movement was far more fluid and sinuous than he’d ever experienced before. The tawny body stretching behind him and the snake-like tail with a tuft of hair lying limply beyond it told a very particular story.

	“Oh no,” he said, or tried to at least, his words coming out as a low growl instead. “Oh no!” Thinking hard, he focused on ‘status’ until more text appeared in front of him.

	[As a result of your unusual circumstances, User2T54631F2547O895632, you have been granted a personal message from the System:]

	[Due to your particles and those of User5T54P231254U395633 being located in the same place on retrieval, it proved impossible to separate them. Consequently, due to your high compatibility with User5T54P231254U395633, your particles have been combined. However, in alignment with the System’s driving objectives, your particles have been arranged in the way most likely to allow you to progress, as a complete combination of both sets of particles was calculated to be inefficient for this purpose. Notably, the mind from User2T54631F2547O895632 was considered to be the superior and has therefore been identified as the primary mind; the body from User5T54P231254U395633 was considered to be the superior and has therefore been identified as the primary body.]

	[The System appreciates that this solution may be an inconvenience to you. Consequently, an addition has been made to your evolutionary capacities. In addition to the usual bonuses offered by killing beings, you also may gain access to perks that they enjoyed. The more beings you kill with a certain perk, the better your chances of gaining it.]

	[The System wishes you a pleasant welcome to the multiverse.]

	Under Dominic’s disbelieving eyes, the text faded away to reveal his status. Well, he thought with slightly hysterical humour. At least I’m not a rock. Or dead. Actually…inhabiting the body of one of nature’s apex predators might not be the worst thing if this is anything like the apocalypse stories I read… Then again, he wished he hadn’t lost access to his human form to gain it.

	Or had he? The message had talked about a primary body, not the only one, hadn’t it? And as a growl echoed in his mind, Dominic realised that the distinction of primary versus only might prove to be rather important in a somewhat immediate fashion.

	
 

	CHAPTER TWO

	Progress

	A


	sense of outrage, desperation, and pure fury hit Dominic. It was a wild beast’s pure insanity at being caged, proof that the lion wasn’t gone. The emotions were so powerful that Dominic feared being swept up in their undertow. Fortunately for him, that’s not what happened. 

	For all that the emotions appeared like a tsunami to Dominic’s senses as they loomed, when they actually hit him, they were more like a rather strong wave. Something was there which muted them, prevented them from washing his personality away. And in the wave’s weaker ebb, confusion and fear revealed themselves. 

	Clearly, whatever the System had done to identify the ‘primary’ body and mind was robust enough that even the lion’s desperation wasn’t enough to unseat the human mind from its control. Thankfully for Dominic. 

	Perhaps he should have felt more sympathy for the trapped animal which had found its body usurped. It could have been him, after all, riding as a back-seat passenger to a dumb beast in its own body, or worse, his. But he didn’t. Not much, anyway. The lion had almost killed him, after all. 

	Without the System’s intervention, Dominic would have been dead. Choked to death by the very jaws which he could now control. That it hadn’t happened was pure luck – his good luck; the lion’s bad. Maybe all the bad luck he’d had with waking up late, his car breaking down, and his phone running out of battery, had stored up some good luck to kick in at just the right moment? 

	Whatever the reason, or maybe there was none, the fact was that he now appeared to be a lion, in a new world. A reconstituted world, anyway. One where he could apparently see his status with a single thought. 

	Status of  User2T54631F2547O895632 / User5T54P231254U395633

	Well that’s the first thing that needs to change, Dominic thought, unsatisfied. No way he was putting up with that string of numbers every time he looked at his status page unless he absolutely had to. 

	Change name, he thought at the prompt hanging in the air in front of him. Nothing happened. Change Username. Still nothing. Change user name? He tried leaving a little space between the words in his mind and, wonder of wonders, it worked this time.

	[Due to the recent integration of the System, new users have a grace period to change the user name assigned to them. This period will expire in 2d 23h 55m. After this period expires, adjustments to user names will have to be earned through completing System tasks.]

	Aren’t I glad I thought of it, then? Dominic said to himself, relieved. He wondered how many other people wouldn’t think of it and be lumbered with an awkward ‘name’ like he had. A moment later, the message was wiped away and replaced by another. 

	[User2T54631F2547O895632 new name?] 

	Dominic Martin Cole, he thought after a moment of weighing up whether or not to put his full name or if he wanted to change it to something edgy. Finally, he decided that he actually wanted to keep a bit of his past, considering he was currently in such an unfamiliar body. 

	Besides, he was all too aware that something ‘edgy’ and ‘cool’ in the moment generally ended up embarrassing later. Thinking back to some of his teenage gaming handles still made him colour a little. Well, it would have if this body could blush. XXXDARKNIGHTWOLFASSASSINXXX was probably the worst of them, though he had only been thirteen at the time. 

	[New name of User: Dominic Martin Cole. Confirm?]

	Confirm, he thought back at it. Next came another prompt which surprised him, though it probably shouldn’t have. 

	 [User5T54P231254U395633 new name?] 

	Well, I suppose it makes sense that I’d be able to change both at once, he thought to himself. His first instinct was to just put ‘lion’, but he decided that he wasn’t walking around with such a bland name on his status screen forever. Equally, he was tempted to put something cutesy like ‘Mr Cuddles’ or ‘Hug Muffin’ as a way of giving the finger to the creature which tried to kill him. 

	He checked the impulse after a moment, though – ultimately, the lion wouldn’t get the insult, and Dominic would be the one having to live through seeing it every time he checked his status. In the end, he went for something utterly generic, but just very slightly less boring than ‘lion’. Only slightly, though. 

	[New name of User: Leo. Confirm?]

	Confirm. On the upside, it matches my star-sign, Dominic thought with a little amusement. He hadn’t realised that the zodiac was quite that literal, though. ‘Your horoscope today: watch out for other leos, and prepare to get to know them in an amazingly intimate way.’ 

	That done, he actually proceeded to look at the details of his status. 

	Species: Lion (body) / human (mind), Two-Souled

	Progress to Evolution: 0/100 PP

	Satiation level: 12%

	Hydration level: 49%

	Defensive abilities:

	- Fur level 1 (1-2 slicing/piercing damage reduction, 2-3 crushing damage reduction)

	Offensive abilities: 

	- Claws level 1 (5-10 slicing damage, 4-7 tearing damage, 1-2 piercing damage)

	- Bite level 1 (32-50 crushing damage, 27-50 tearing damage, 25-35 piercing damage)

	General abilities:

	- Muscular Body level 1 (max sprint speed 20m/s; max sprint duration 10s) (45 SP)

	- Carnivore Constitution level 1 (300 HP)

	It was a bit of a mixed bag, Dominic thought as he perused the screen. Clearly, his bite was the most powerful weapon in his toolkit, but that was kind of expected. How little endurance he had was not. Plus, when he did a few mental calculations with the top sprint speed, it wasn’t particularly impressive: around 75 km/h or approximately 46 mph. 

	Well, not impressive relatively speaking: if compared to a human, not even Usain Bolt could achieve such a pace. But considering cheetahs could reach speeds well above 100km/h, a mere 75 km/h was a poor comparison. Then again, from his little knowledge about lions, they tended to stalk their prey more than chase it down.

	 At least his health points were a good bit better – it would actually take five or more of his bites to kill himself. If damage worked like that, anyway. I wonder what impact those damage types have. If his sole defensive ability was any indication, it was that different damage types could have different effects. And he had to guess that where he was bitten or bit made a difference – this wasn’t actually a video game. He didn’t think, anyway. I guess I’ll find out sooner rather than later, he thought as he closed the status screen.

	Not only did he need to start making progress towards evolving, but he could see that he was pretty hungry. It wasn’t really surprising that the lion had attacked him given how hungry it clearly was at the time. And that was even after he’d already eaten some of his own body – not that he wanted to consider that. Unless them being combined meant that the lion’s last meal didn’t count? 

	Dominic shuddered and forcibly moved his mind off the topic. The lion had been hungry, end of. 

	Right. Time to go get me a gazelle or something, Dominic said to himself with determination. He took a confident step forwards...and fell right on his face. 

	Growling in disgust, he rubbed his face with one of his arms...forelegs. What had just happened? Moving slowly, he tried to take another step. Immediately it became clear what the problem was. He’d over-extended, putting too much weight forwards and over-balancing. Right. 

	Moving only one foot at a time, he carefully started stepping forwards, monitoring the shifting of his weight and balance. This is so weird, he thought to himself. It was like he was walking on his toes and his fingers, though his fingers were significantly shorter. Then there was the tail. 

	Wretched thing, he thought angrily at the snake-like appendage as it once more sent him off balance. While he’d been moving one foot at a time, it hadn’t caused too many issues, but as soon as he’d tried to speed up a little, the blasted limb started swinging of its own accord. How am I going to catch a gazelle – or anything – when I can’t even run, he thought dolefully to himself.  The sense of scorn in the back of his mind from the lion wasn’t helping either. Can I even use my claws? Was the next thought. It wasn’t like he was used to extending his fingernails after all.

	Pushing himself carefully back into a seated position, he lifted one paw into the air and tried to will his claws to unsheathe themselves. To no avail. Sighing, he placed his paw back down to the ground and painstakingly levered himself back into standing on all fours. This isn’t anything like I imagined it to be when I used to play at being Simba, he thought grumpily to himself as he once more practised walking. Slowly.

	Ten year old him would probably have been ecstatic to find himself in a lion’s body. Twenty-four year old him was simply glad to still be alive. Though that wasn’t a state likely to continue if he didn’t manage to get his body parts under control. 

	Grrr.

	The sound came from nearby, making him freeze. He turned his head quickly, trying to hear where it came from, or, better yet, see what made it. 

	Grrrr. 

	This time, he managed to narrow it down to a bush. Dominic growled in response, the sound easy to make given the number of times he’d produced it so far today. The growls from the bush picked up in volume and, to his dismay, quantity. When he realised that there were at least four opponents, he seriously thought about being the cowardly lion and running away. 

	Then he considered how poorly that attempt would go based on his recent difficulties in moving, and he dismissed the idea. Maybe I can scare them away? It was probably the best option available to him at the time. He put some more effort into the growls, feeling his lips lift away from his teeth and his ears flatten automatically against his head. 

	The growls from the creatures in the bush also ramped up. Apparently they weren’t scared enough just yet. Deciding to go all in, Dominic took in a big breath and roared. The sound was surprisingly different from what he’d expected. Like Simba had a sore throat and needed a cough drop. It was still pretty loud, though, and took a lot of effort – it felt like his whole body went into producing the loud warning sound. 

	Silence reigned for a moment after his utterance. For a few seconds Dominic hoped that it was sufficient, that the creatures would recognise the true king of the savannah by his roar. Then their growls erupted with renewed zeal and Dominic knew it was a failure. Worse, it seemed like the roar had been accepted as a challenge as the creatures actually went on the attack.

	Piling out of the bush, Dominic finally got to see what had been threatening him. They were relatively small, about the size of a medium dog and not something he recognised. But it seemed that, just like dogs, their size was inversely related to the amount of aggression they brought to bear. 

	And with their sharp teeth obvious, along with the fact that there were already five circling him, it was clear that this wasn’t going to be an easy – or painless – fight. 

	 

	
 

	CHAPTER THREE

	Prey Points

	O


	ne of the dog-things darted towards Dominic’s front legs and he lifted a paw to swipe at it. Even if the blow had connected, he doubted it would have done much damage because his claws were still sheathed, but that was irrelevant since he missed by a mile. 

	A sharp pain from one of his back legs revealed that the attack to his front had never been intended to connect anyway. 

	[You have taken 3 damage (tearing)]

	The message flashed up briefly before his eyes, annoyingly distracting. Fortunately, it seemed he didn’t need to actually read it – the knowledge felt like it entered his brain even before he’d read the message. There was no time to process it, though – not with these ankle-biters ripping at him. 

	Another dog-thing snapped at one of his forepaws; this time, he ignored it and turned awkwardly towards the one about to bite his back leg again. Snapping at the attacker, his teeth clicked together fruitlessly as he failed to corner the wily creature. In the meantime, the one he’d ignored before when it feinted took advantage of his lack of attention and landed a nasty bite on his front leg. 

	[You have taken 4 damage (tearing)]

	Growling in irritation – literally – he started trying to bite and swipe at the little buggers. They might be only a fraction of his size, but right now they were winning. At the same time, he had to be careful – losing his balance and falling over would be a bad thing here. 

	His tail hurt.

	[You have taken 2 damage (tearing)]

	A lucky bite to his front paw made blood start to trickle down. 

	[You have taken 3 damage (tearing)]

	One of the dog-things actually jumped and managed to grip onto the loose skin at his throat. 

	[You have taken 3 damage (tearing)]

	The damage wasn’t actually any worse than the previous injuries – less than one of the bites to his back legs, in fact. However, having something gripping onto his throat and not letting go was a panic point for both Dominic and the lion passenger in his mind. Dominic because of his recent experience of being choked out by the very jaws he now controlled; the lion because of a natural instinct which drove it to protect its throat. 

	Panic wiped out thought from his human mind, the influence of both consciousnesses amplifying the fear. Dominic truly felt like a cornered animal, and that is when any creature is at its most dangerous. 

	As he stopped thinking and started just reacting, the awkwardness and precariousness left his steps. In their wake, they left sinuous feline fluidity. The dog-things were quick and agile, but in the face of a much bigger, much more powerful creature with just as much speed and agility, they could only fail. 

	Where before Dominic’s teeth had been clicking shut on empty air, now they found hot flesh and blood. As a dog-thing darted forwards, it found jaws snapping down on its back. Dominic’s leonine canines pierced straight through its weak flesh and his bite pressure crushed its body. 

	Hot blood filled Dominic’s mouth. It should have made his stomach revolt, sent nausea through his system; it didn’t. Instead, it made him feel hungry. With renewed vigour, Dominic whirled on the other dog-things, his claws out and teeth bared.

	It didn’t all go his way – numbers were a power of their own. It turned out that there were in fact seven attackers in total, two more hopping out of the bush when he left that first one bleeding and broken on the ground. Still, the fact was that when they hit him, they left small wounds that trickled blood into his coat; when he got one of them, he either left them severely wounded or dead. 

	By the time he’d bitten three of them almost in half – death notifications revealing them to be ‘trodils’, whatever those were – and swiped another two severely enough with his claws that they were left limping and crying piteously, the two remaining seemed to have had enough. With a strange chirping sound, they turned tail and ran off. The two trodils he’d hit with his claws tried to follow, but they could only limp slowly after their companions. 

	Strolling fluidly over, Dominic gave them the coup de grâce in terms of a crushing bite to their necks. 

	[You have killed Trodil (Basic Beast level 1)]

	[You have earned 21 PP]

	[You have killed Trodil (Basic Beast level 1)]

	[You have earned 22 PP]

	Still on high alert, he surveyed the dead or dying dog-things around him, and then looked around his environment, all senses working together to inform him of any further danger. 

	It was when his lips lifted and nose scrunched as he breathed in through his mouth to get a better ‘taste’ of the air that he realised what he was doing. Coming back fully to ‘himself’ felt a bit like surfacing from a warm pool into cold air. 

	What happened there? He asked himself with concern. I...merged with the lion somehow? Or maybe ‘merge’ was too strong a word to use. Perhaps it was more that he’d leaned into the leonine instincts buried within the mind cohabiting with his own and the body itself. 

	Suddenly, he realised what the issue had been before when he’d been moving: I was overthinking it. This body already knows how to move, how to fight. He’d been unconsciously trying to apply human movements to a distinctly non-humanoid body. When he’d stopped thinking, all that had fallen by the wayside and the leonine instincts had taken over. 

	Looking around at the scene surrounding him now was a different experience from a moment ago. His human mind felt sick at the sight of blood, nauseous at the entrails gleaming wetly in the sun. The stink of blood and other, worse, bodily fluids was clogging his nostrils, his sense of smell significantly better now than it had before. 

	Yet...Dominic found he didn’t care as much as he thought he should. And the smell of blood didn’t turn his stomach the way it might have. It’s a different world, he justified to himself. And I’m different. He’d already accepted the need to kill when he’d planned to hunt down a gazelle. Almost dying once had been more than enough for him; he wasn’t going to allow human morals to interfere with what needed to be done. I’m a lion now, he concluded. Lions kill and eat things so that’s what I need to do.

	Of course, it helped that these things had been the aggressors – he felt no guilt over their deaths when he knew all too well that they would quite happily have taken him to pieces one small bite at a time. As for the smell of blood...he couldn’t forget how good it had tasted. An inveterate carnivore’s sense of taste was significantly different from an omnivore’s, it appeared. 

	I need to lean into the instincts of the lion, he concluded. But right now, he had other concerns. Status. 

	Status of Dominic Martin Cole / Leo

	Species: Human (mind) / Lion (body), Two-Souled

	Progress to Evolution: 108/100 Prey Points, (Evolve?)

	Satiation level: 9%

	Hydration level: 41%

	Defensive abilities:

	- Fur level 1 (1-2 slicing/piercing damage reduction, 2-3 crushing damage reduction)

	Offensive abilities: 

	- Claws level 1 (5-10 slicing damage, 4-7 tearing damage, 1-2 piercing damage)

	- Bite level 1 (32-50 crushing damage, 27-50 tearing damage, 25-35 piercing damage)

	General abilities:

	- Muscular Body level 1 (max sprint speed 20mps; max sprint duration 10s) (21/45 SP)

	- Carnivore Constitution level 1 (265/300 HP)

	A thrill of elation went through him. Apparently PP meant Prey Points and they would enable him to Evolve, whatever that was. Could it be like levelling up? Each of the beasts had been worth between 21 and 22 Prey Points each which, multiplied by five, was enough to get him over the threshold. Looking at the rest of his status, he spent a moment musing over what SP and HP were. Though he wasn’t a big gamer, he had done enough and could draw on the evidence to conclude that they were Health Points and Stamina Points.

	On that note, clearly he’d used a fair bit of stamina in the fight. In fact, from what he could see, he’d have been more likely to collapse from lack of stamina than die from his health points hitting zero. At least, that’s what Dominic assumed happened with Health Points otherwise what was the point – pun intended. He’d lost Satiation and Hydration, but that made sense – he felt more thirsty and hungry now than he had before due to all the exertion. 

	Fortunately, he had a remedy to the first right in front of him, when he was able to bring himself to tuck in, that was. Despite his conclusions that this was a different world and that he should lean into the instincts of the lion, his mind still shied away from biting into a still-warm carcass. Perhaps procrastinating a little, he decided that he should finish considering everything he’d learned in the last few minutes.

	Actually, was there a way of accessing the notifications that had flashed up during combat? Due to his state of mind, all he’d truly noted until the end was that he’d caused damage and made kills. But it would be useful information to access the text later. 

	As he thought about it, a series of lines flashed up into his vision with exactly the information he needed. OK, this interface is more intuitive than I’m giving it credit for, he admitted. Although there were only six lines in front of him at any time, scrolling up or down to access the most recent or oldest messages was easy. He did notice, however, that it only seemed to be a damage log – damage taken and damage given. The messages that had come up in the black in-between space weren’t there, nor were any of the System ones since he’d arrived. Still, the damage log was precisely what he was looking for. 

	[You have taken 3 damage (Tearing)]

	[You have taken 4 damage (Tearing)]

	[You have taken 3 damage (Tearing)]

	[You have taken 5 damage (Tearing)]

	He skipped past the litany of damage taken, noting that they were all between 2 and 5, with 3 being the most common injury. Then came a more interesting set of three. 

	[You have dealt 26 damage to Trodil (Piercing)]

	[You have dealt 34 damage to Trodil (Crushing)]

	[You have killed Trodil (Basic beast level 1)]

	[You have earned 21 PP]

	Skipping quickly through the rest of the damage log, he saw that he’d caused a varying amount of damage each time, but the total was never below 57 or above 65. The most interesting takeaway was that his damage types were additive. Dominic theorised that the damage potential of his bite was possibly as much as 135 if he maximised piercing, crushing, and tearing. And that was pretty awesome, though he still wasn’t able to answer the question about how much impact the location of the bite made. 

	If he bit the back leg of something, would he be able to apply as much damage as the maximum? Could biting the back leg kill the creature if it had fewer than 135HP? Or would he only achieve maximum damage if he bit it in a vulnerable spot such as tearing out its throat? 

	All interesting questions to be answered later. But first, he was far too excited about something else: finding out exactly what an Evolution was. It wasn’t only in his status screen, but also in his notification log. 

	[You have earned 108/100 PP. Evolve to increase your power!]

	Well, don’t mind if I do, thought Dominic gleefully.
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