Diamond in the Rough

Pling! Pling! Pl-pl-pl-pling!


Notification after notification buzzed from Nystre’s phone, the deluge of self-interrupting beeps and vibrations jolting the gummy-like feline from their idle browsing. As the device’s screen clicked on, the jamcat was greeted with a scrolling queue of stickers and incomprehensible keyboard spam, each headed with “Leif Otter.” Nystre opened the chat with the eager otter, if for no other reason than to stop their phone’s thrumming, and watched the torrent unfold.


The first four messages were assorted stickers of Asriel, cinnamon-bun goat-child excitement oozing beyond containment. The pure-white goat’s floppy ears were perked high in most of these.


Next, in all caps, “YOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO”


True and utter keyboard spam was next in the queue, ranging from the classic homerow “asdfjkl;” to a more adventurous “zxljkfaewmn” and ending with the de facto gay furry standard: “aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa”


It was at this point that the inexorable tide of notifications stopped and the jamcat could actually process the final three posts, all the same url. 

	deltarune.com

	deltarune.com

	deltarune.com



Nystre sighed, letting their phone rest for a few moments on their desk. A smirk dotted that dainty purple muzzle, ears twitching with mild bemusement. Had their otter friend not been so thoroughly enslaved to the 9-to-5 life, they might have had matching peaks in hype for TobyFox’s latest adventure. As it stood, rough sketches of fluffy boys and some of the more animated enemies were already filling space in the jamcat’s latest canvas, and the looping percussive piano of “Field of Hopes and Dreams – 10 Hour Mix” chimed from a YouTube tab. 


Another sigh as the jamcat cradled their phone in precise paws, humoring the otter with an emoticon response: 
	^w^ Hug Ralsei?



They should have known better. Every flavor of hugging sticker in Leif’s arsenal lit the phone with a fresh storm of vibration. The jamcat snickered as their paws thrummed with the otter’s excitement (or at least with the new slew of chiming notifications). 

	Ten minutes. I spent ten minutes hugging the fluffy boy wondering if there was a secret. 

	It was worth it.


	You know, hugging the fluffy boy isn’t gonna turn you into him



Nystre paused for a moment after this response, a devious smirk adorning their muzzle as their paws tapped away another response.

	Unless, you know…

	Maybe you just weren’t trying hard enough >:3c


	There’s a bunch of stuff that I missed my first playthrough, I’m gonna revisit it later this evening --

	!!!

	Brb, gonna hug more -now-

	You should start a fresh game! There are rumors that stuff changes from day to day!



That wasn’t a bad idea. Shooting the otter a simple *nodnod* sticker, Nystre bounced to delicate paws, their tail jiggling with animated energy. Nystre’s computer hummed patiently, the game theme dotting the jamcat’s sashaying steps as they left their room for a pre-secret-hunt snack. Letting the momentum of the initial push in opening their bedroom door swing it back in on its hinges, the jamcat continued to hum the new game’s overworld theme even as its notes faded away with each step down their hallway toward the fridge. It was only after a few more absent-minded steps that Nystre’s big amber eyes blinked… and squinted.


Gee, it got dark awfully fast, huh? Daylight savings time aside, it was a wonder how quickly the time evaporated.  With the practiced muscle memory that extended living in one place provides, Nystre padded further into the room’s pitch darkness. The thrum of copper and tubing from the kitchen’s refrigerator reinforced each step further. From here, then…


A big paw reached out, finding purchase against the bumpy texture of paint. It brushed and dragged, finally reaching a cool plastic ridge. The jamcat chirped a happy nya, flicking the switch up.


And nothing. Click. Click click. Click click click. Absolutely nothing. At least nothing but the continued hum of the fridge and darkness. The jamcat frowned, hoping they’d be able to navigate to a flashlight, when their train of thought was disrupted. The fridge thunked, and a plastic clatter rattled throughout the room. The icemaker… which was still on. As was the light in the fridge. That would do! Nystre glided a few steps through the darkness with that reassuring familiarity, their candy-like pawpads clicking on tile floor. Their paws reached the reassuringly cool steel of the fridge, and with a bit of a tug to dislodge the vacuum, the door gave shot open. 


The room was washed in pitch, and Nystre was jolted from their feet into the dark abyss that was once the snack dimension. There was no industrial coolness… no anything. Even their voice crying out was lost to vertigo and darkness. The jamcat fell, and the world went white and silent.


The sense of vertigo slowly began to fade, a steady dripping echoing off of distant cave walls rousing Nystre from unconsciousness. Nystre’s big feline eyes blinked open as their pliable body worked away some of the stiffness of… some impact? It was sore, but wherever they’d landed, they survived. Pulling themselves to their paws, their pads mushed through cool, loamy dirt. A cavern of some sort.. and in their paws, their phone. Desperately, Nystre clicked the power button, the screen’s normally vibrant light dim in the chilly atmosphere. Dim, but on.


The jamcat’s messenger app was still open, their conversation with Leif hanging right where it had left off. 
	Hello? I think I’m trouble

	Please tell me you’re there, things are...

	I fell through my fridge.



The jamcat tapped away each message, hoping one of the notifications would go through. They stared out at their surroundings while they waited, shimmers of… dew? Or were those eyes in the distance? It was uneasy… and far too quiet. Finally, their phone buzzed some acknowledgment, the jamcat’s full attention going back to it.

	Message Failed to Deliver. Try again?

	Message Failed to Deliver. Try again?

	Message Failed to Deliver. Try again?



“Noooo. Nonono… you have to...” The jamcat did just that, clicking the re-send button. No Service. 10% battery life. Three more buzzes… three more failures. The jamcat was alone in the dark.


They swallowed, examining the path before them. In the distance, something was sticking up from the ground, a faint white shimmer flickering as Nystre’s head tilted this way and that. It was a start. Their paws moved with more trepidation, ears flicking with each drop… Great cones and spires alike loomed over the edge of this cavern. If there was a ceiling to it, it was beyond what the light showed. The pendulum pitter patter of each condensed droplet kept the jamcat moving, finally arriving at the dirt-covered… handle? 


Not a handle, but a hilt. Lifting the object from the ground, the slick dirt fell away, revealing the more brilliant shine of a diamond dagger. This was not diamond in the sense of metallurgic magnificence, though… more in shape. Its perfectly symmetrical blade fanned out, then back in, leaving three distinctly sharp points in an almost playing-card motif. It was small, and the thought of fighting made Nystre’s heart race, but…


Somehow, having some way to defend themselves put the jamcat at ease. They couldn’t help but smile… grinning feebly as they stared at their reflection in the blade. Nothing to worry about, it’s just you. Nystre clenched the handle type… and collapsed. All of a sudden, it was like the energy fell from them. If this was a dream, it wasn’t ending anytime soon, and they were alone. 


On their belly, the cool dirt coating their tum, Nystre’s grin spread wider and wider. Their empty paw fell loose at their side, dwindling and shrinking inwards. The chill of the cave sent tingles up their spine as their legs followed suit, paws curling up and in, inch after inch being consumed into the growing, merging curvature of their tummy and tail. Dejected ears lay flat, brushing dirt aside as they drew up and in, securely wrapping over the shifting jamcat’s head like a silky coif. Their tips fanned out into a jester’s froppish collar, a counterpart crescent to the grin that just beamed wider and wider. 


The stiffness at the jamcat’s knees finally drew them to some sort of awareness, blinking and curling their body back to crane their neck and watch. The muscles at their hips and tails bent and reshaped like putty, the mass becoming a single unit, sturdy enough for the vaguely-naga creature that was Nystre to balance themselves on it. It was a little awkward having only one arm to push themselves up, but it felt a lot better than moping in the dirt.


Their eyes refocused as brilliant color and light crept in, refracting and illuminating the purple and pearlescent cave. In their dagger, their reflection beamed back at them; funny feline eyes grew sharper and more angular, taking on the dazzling jewel facets of a proper Rudinn soldier. Rudinn… why did that seem familiar? 


Oh, duh. Because that was the name on their standard issue dagger. They giggled, twirling the weapon gracefully, as the last traces of worry and fear started to evaporate. What was concerning was how they’d gotten so far away from the rest of their contingent near the Field of Hopes and Dreams! Lancer couldn’t be bothered to do anything but yap weird childish demands, but an officer paying attention wouldn’t have a troop so far out on their own!


The new Rudinn’s eyes shot wide, their grin the only unshaken part of their composure, as they wiggled and tried to find a more familiar landmark. 


“Heeeeeyyyyyy!!! We gotta get out of here!”


A voice, the first sound to break the pendulum-like dripping, boomed through the cave. Craning their neck in its direction, Rudinn saw a mirror image of themselves frantically waving.


“There’s some ax-crazy monster storming through here! We gotta get back to the castle!”


Rudinn blinked, calling back, “What!? Where!? How do we get out of here!?”


The same voice echoed through the walls. Rudinn paused… why did their voice sound funny? They hadn’t heard it in awhile, but something seemed weird. The strange hunk of plastic at their side was also weird… and unwieldy. Not sharp enough nor remotely diamond-like. They batted it to the side with their tail before turning back to see their counterpart slithering away. 


No time to think. Rudinn fled; safety came first. It would be nice to be back with a squad… no more solo missions, no more wandering off for late night snacks, no more nothing. Stay in line, follow orders. A true diamond in the rough.
