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Where to find me?


1. Birth of a Loli

So adorable! Is what I think, staring at a loli as I cross the street. For as long as I can remember now, I wished to be a loli. Why? Because they’re cute! I could get away with so much if I was cute!

Though, apparently, I stared for too long and didn’t pay attention to where I was going. Thus, the horn of a truck was the last thing I heard before my death.

[Congratulations! You are our 10’000’000th visitor due to death by a truck!]

A white tab with annoyingly red letters appears before my eyes. The font and layout looks like something that came out of a computer from over twenty years ago.

[You’ve won a prize!]

“Ooh, really? What did I win!?” I’ve never won anything worthwhile… I don’t even remember winning anything. I certainly didn’t win at life… Yes, finally! I’ve been recognized! My time is now!

[Click OK to claim your prize before it expires!]

[OK]

I immediately click “OK”.

[Thank you for agreeing to claim your prize!]

[Just fill out this survey!]

“Aw, shucks! It’s one of those scams, isn’t it?”

[Question 1. What do you want to reincarnate as?]

“Alright! Sure! I want to be an adorable blue-haired loli—wait! Can I choose my appearance?”

[Sure!]

[Redirecting to our Sponsor!]

A new tab appears. Some kind of website called ‘Laifu Wabs’. At least it’s easy enough to use. Finding the perfect look for me took only a couple of steps, so I can’t complain and close that tab. Immediately the previous white tab with red letters pops right back up.

[Question 2. How strong do you want to be?]

“Broken-strong! Flat out overpowered! Any skills, spells and/or magic I could wish for are at my disposal! Oh, and make it with a game-like system, so that it’s easier for me to understand and control! I’ve lived a boring life, so now I want to have some fun!”

[Question 3. What will your name be?]

“Well, I’m sure as hell not using my name! Hm, let me see… Oh, I know! Lilith!”

[Question 4. What type of world do you want to reincarnate in?]

“Any will do as long as I’m overpowered in that world! You can pluck me in a generic Isekai for all I care! But there have to be plenty of pretty girls, magic, and swords!”

[Survey Complete!]

[Enjoy your new life as an OP Loli!]

Everything goes black. Then I open my eyes. I’m standing in front of a crystal-blue lake in a green mountain valley. The lake is the size of a football field. The mountains are covered with pine trees. At the very tips of the mountains, I can see snow, though it is very warm where I’m standing. I walk up to the edge of the lake and look at my reflection.

“Hehe,” I chuckle. My old voice is gone. This is the voice of a young girl.

I extend my arm in front of me, palm facing outward at the lake and say “Freeze!”

Cold air flows from the palm of my hand, mixed with snow and ice. As it hits the surface of the lake, the water freezes and turns to ice. The ice rapidly expands deeper into the lake until it is completely frozen.

[Class unlocked – Elementalist]

[Spell unlocked!]

[Spell name: Freeze

Level: 1/20

Type: Active

Cost: 50 MP

Freeze any target for one minute. The target must have Magic Resistance below “100” to freeze. Magic Resistance below "10" results in death.]

One after another, tabs pop into sight right before me. They look slightly prettier than the ones I saw previously. And, with the information on display, they look like something straight out of a video game. Finally, a chance to put the decades spent gaming until late at night to good use!

“Hehehe,” I giggle, barely able to control my excitement. It’s like I’m living my own dream. “Status!”

[Status

Name: Lilith

Race: Human

Class: Elementalist

Health Points: 500/500 (+1/sec)

Mana Points: 1000/1000 (+2/sec)

Strength: 40

Dexterity: 60

Constitution: 50

Intelligence: 150

Willpower: 100

Physical Resistance: 80

Magical Resistance: 160]

Hm, my stats don’t tell me that much… Yet! I swipe away the semi-translucent tab representing my character's stats. Without a reference point, those stats are worthless. I need to find some low-level test subjects. I smile and turn away from the frozen lake.

“Ah, so nice!” I say, basking in the warm sunlight. Up above me I spot some feathered creatures flying I’ve never seen before. Long blue and red feathers, golden beak. All around me birds are singing. I nearly forgot how beautiful nature can be.

Then I see a lizard a couple of yards ahead. A large one! Like one of those Komodo dragons, except in a nicer color mix of yellow and green. And then I notice that there’s a whole bunch of them here. Dozens!

“Perfect!” I smile and extend my hand. “Now, let me think… Appraise?”

[Spell unlocked!]

[Spell name: Appraise

Level: 1/10

Type: Active

Cost: 5 MP

Reveals Race, HP and MP of a single target.]

Removing the tab of my new spell I take a look at the available information of the creature.

[Target’s Status

Race: Lizard

Health Points: 50/50

Mana Points: 10/10]

I have only ten times as much health as some stupid lizard!? Nope!! That won't do at all! I’m fixing this right now! Time for some rapid leveling!

I raise both my hands in the air, channel my inner chuuni and begin a chant that probably is not necessary at all, but I always wanted to try it out after watching too much anime, “Oh, Great Goddess Amaterasu, grant me the power to incinerate these small innocent creatures so that I may level myself further with the goal of doing whatever I want! Heavenly Sunfire Inferno!!”

A swirling and expanding fire vortex forms above the raised palms of my hands. It probably burns at a thousand degrees, but I only feel pleasant warmth. There is no way I would let my own spell harm me after all! And with that thought, I throw the vortex at the green, lush field in front of me.

The grassland sets on fire immediately and the fire spreads across the valley. I hear screeching of the poor creatures; birds no longer sing and fly off saving themselves from the inferno that is about to reach the pine forest. Trees light on fire like torches doused in gasoline. The fire is also pretty, in its own way.

[Spell unlocked!]

[Spell name: Heavenly Sunfire Inferno

Level: 1/20

Type: Active

Cost: 300 MP

Unleash a fiery, ever-expanding hellish inferno in a vast area, burning for 1 hour.]

“Alright!” I clench my fist with self-satisfaction and bring up my status bar to see if anything has changed.

[Status

Name: Lilith

Race: Human

Class: Elementalist

Health Points: 520/520 (+1/sec)

Mana Points: 744/1050 (+2/sec)

Strength: 40

Dexterity: 61

Constitution: 51

Intelligence: 156

Willpower: 103

Physical Resistance: 81

Magical Resistance: 163]

“Oh, this works!” I exclaim. The stats increase as I "fight" and seemingly there are no levels. Which works—why bother with levels when stats and spells are all that matter anyway! Sure, my stats haven’t increased that much, but considering just how much stronger I am than these small fries, it’s probably as much as I could hope for after killing the lot of them.

Then I notice my Intelligence increase by another point. Of course! The creatures are respawning just like in a game and straight into my inferno! And the fire is spreading, catching even more of them in my area of effect! This must be a farming area. Otherwise, all the adventurers would run out of stuff to kill within a week!

So, I just sit down, swipe my status screen to the side, and lean back so that I can see the pretty red, white, and yellow flames spread up the mountainside and—at the same time— watch my numbers steadily rise for the next hour.

2. The Hero Loli

[Status

Name: Lilith

Race: Human

Class: Elementalist

Health Points: 580/580 (+1/sec)

Mana Points: 1200/1200 (+2/sec)

Strength: 42

Dexterity: 64

Constitution: 53

Intelligence: 179

Willpower: 118

Physical Resistance: 85

Magical Resistance: 187]

“Alright, that will do for now!” I say taking a look at my final stats after an hour of “farming” as the fire dies off. The stat growth decreased after a while. Clearly there is a limit to how much stats I can gain grinding creatures that are vastly inferior in strength, even if I do mow them down by the thousands.

Satisfied with my “leveling” for now and, quite frankly, a little bored of sitting for a whole hour, I decide to take a stroll out of the valley, following the small unburnt path I left for myself so that I don’t have to walk across a burnt graveyard I left in my wake.

I leave the charred valley, clouds as black as death itself follow me, blown by the winds of the coming reckoning. I will spread my name across this world! What is the point of being powerful if no one else knows how awesome I can be? Hopefully, I’ll run into some dastardly villains soon!

“Aah! Help!” I hear a female voice in the distance.

“Bingo!” I smile and head in the direction of pleas for help.

It takes slightly longer than I anticipated to reach the source of the cries, even at a brisk pace. I keep forgetting that my legs are much shorter than they used to be. Still, after passing a couple more hills I do find what I was looking for. I want a better view, so I climb up one of the small grassy hills, which is hardly anything more than a small “bump” in the landscape.

Standing up, I see a bunch of unsavory individuals harassing a peasant girl. There’s about a dozen or so of unsavory ruffians. All men, dressed in weathered clothes, armed with daggers and some old swords. I can see that at least one sword is completely rusted even from where I’m standing.

All of them look like trash-tier mobs in a second-rate video game. Not one of them has shaved for a couple of days. It doesn’t look like hygiene is among the priorities for these men and I don’t want to even imagine what they smell like.

A couple of the ruffians are standing over a young lad laying in a pool of his own blood. One of the men is sitting, trying on the leather shoes of the dead man. The girl is already tied up with scratchy-looking rope and gagged with some old cloth. One of the bigger, shirtless men picks up the girl and carries her to an old wooden wagon.

The wagon doesn’t even have any sort of cover from the weather. Just something a farmer might have to take his harvest to the market. A man in a black cloak is at the head of the wagon, with the curb reins of a single, brown, muscly horse responsible for pulling the wagon. Inside the wagon, there are three more young girls tied up and gagged. So, these guys are just riding along the countryside killing men and stealing pretty girls? Perfect!

“Unhand that girl, you vile criminals!” I shout from atop the small hilltop.

They turn their heads in my direction and finally notice me.

“Bwahaha!” one of them laughs. “Did you hear that, lads? That little girl just called us “vile criminals”!”

“Why don’t you come down here and teach us a lesson?” another man says and licks the blood off his dagger. Yuck!

“Alright, I’ll do just that!” I say loudly with a smile and slowly walk down the hill, taking my sweet time.

Some might think this is reckless of me. After all, I’m in the body of a small girl, challenging a dozen grown men to a fight! And I suppose there is a cosmically remote possibility that one of them could be dangerous to me. But in all seriousness, I only need a single look and a tiny bit of savviness to realize that is as unlikely a possibility as one of them being the King of Spain!

The poor, beggar-level clothing, the old, starter-level weapons, as well as the fact that it takes twelve of them to find the courage to attack peasants tells me all I need to know. And if by some miracle one of them actually does turn out to be the King of Spain I can always just burn them all alive in my Heavenly Fires.

“Who’s the strongest among you?” I ask as I approach them.

“Heh, sure, that’d be me,” the big, shirtless man puts the girl in the wagon and approaches me.

I’m already standing in his shadow and he’s still two yards away from me! Is he like ten feet tall or something?

“You see this?” the man holds up a bronze chain with a small, round bronze medallion attached to it. The medallion has some sort of castle or dungeon silhouette carved on it. “This means I’ve cleared a bronze level dungeon! Me! Alone!”

“Hm. I’m new around here, but isn’t bronze the lowest level of any ranking system using metals?”

“Wha—?” the big man seemed to be both shocked and furious at the same time.

One of the ruffians snickered behind his back. I can only assume that this guy loves to show off his precious medallion at the slightest opportunity.

“It’s not the lowest rank, you dumb brat!” the big man shouts at me. “Copper is!”

“Ah, so you needed to level up to bronze before working up the courage to attack small girls?”

“Whyyy, youuu…” the big man grinds his teeth and clenches his fist, threatening to pop a vein on his forehead.

“Are you really getting so worked up because of a small child throwing insults at you?” I say and cross my arms.

A couple of ruffians start laughing out loud.

“Alright, I’m going to teach you a lesson you will never forget!” the man says through his teeth and reaches to grab me.

“Freeze!” I point my index finger at him and let out a ray of cold, snow, and ice.

First, the man’s open hand freezes over and the ice rapidly spreads up his arm, to his shoulder, neck, and chest. Within three seconds the man is frozen solid in several inches of semi-translucent white and blue ice.

There is a moment of silence.

“Shall we pay our respects?” I ask the others and close my eyes, bow my head and hold my hands together. Of course, I open one eye to glance at the ruffians who are still in utter shock. After all, I can’t have them throw a dagger or something at me while I’m showing off.

“Kill the little demon!” one of them finally shouts and runs at me, holding his sword high with both hands.

There it is! I grin and point my index finger at his head and shout, “Ice Spear!”

A thin, six-feet long ice spear flies from my fingertip through the charging man’s forehead. His legs give out and he fumbles forward. Dead.

[Spell unlocked!]

[Spell name: Ice Spear

Level: 1/20

Type: Active

Cost: 30 MP

Fires a single thin ice spear. Maximum range is up to fifty yards.]

A couple more ruffians try their luck, but I simply fire my ice spears at them, skewering two and three of them at a time like shashlik. Now I just need some fire.

“It’s the Devil! Run!!” with over half of their comrades dead or dying, the others have a more appropriate reaction and run each in their own direction. The man sitting at the wagon lashes the horse, trying to run away.

“Ooh, target practice?” I ask no one in particular, close my left eye, and aim the index finger of my right hand like a gun at the backs of the bandits. Of course, the first I mow down is, unfortunately, the horse. I need some practice.

By some miracle, the wagon does not topple over. The bandit in charge of the wagon jumps off and tries to run, but my next ice spear flies straight through his spine and he falls over. I’m much more satisfied with this shot than the previous one.

One at a time, I unleash ice spears at the other bandits. I’m ashamed to admit that I did miss a couple more times and three bandits managed to run out of my range. But that will probably work for the best: what better way to spread my name than having terrified criminals do it for me?

“Aw, bugger!” I exclaim remembering the crucial detail. “They don’t know my name!”

I frown, disappointed in myself and lightly hit my forehead with my little fist.

“Oh well, can’t do anything about it, so why worry now?” I say, cheering up quickly, and walk over to the wagon to free the girls.

Just as I take my first steps since arriving to face the ruffians, I see the big ice cube melt. The “bronze” ruffian drops to the ground, face-first like a statue. His skin is pale blue. He’s dead. I suppose it would’ve been unreasonable to expect him to have magic resistance even remotely close to mine.

On my way, I pick up one of the ruffian’s daggers to cut the ropes. As I walk closer, I notice the girls’ eyes, wide in horror. All four of them huddle together in the corner of the wagon, trying to stay as far away from me as possible.

“Oh, it’s alright, don’t worry! I’ve come to help you!” I try to reassure them and smile as gently as I can, trying not to swing the dagger around too much. I hope I don’t look like a little demon, about to feast on its prize.

Though the girls still tremble in fear, they do let me cut the ropes. I let them remove the gags themselves.

“T-thank you!” the girl who was taken last says to me. Her hair is as red as the fires that I caused in the valley.

“Return to your homes!” I say to the girls. “And let everyone know—wherever there will be evil, whenever an innocent will suffer, there will be Lilith!”

“Wait!” the red-haired girl calls out to me as I am about to leave. “You’re not going to just let us walk home all on our own, are you?”

“I’m not?” I ask.

“She’s not?” the purple-haired girl asks.

“No, I think I’ll take my chances on my own,” a green-haired girl says.

“Y-yeah, me too!” the yellow-haired girl says as she gets over the edge of the wagon.

“Sorry,” I shake my head. “Killing dastardly villains is whole lot of fun. I could do it all day in fact. As for babysitting...”

“Nonsense!” the red-haired girl stands up. “You’re a proper hero, little girl, aren’t you?”

“W-well... I guess? Yes, I guess I am,” I say after deliberating out loud. More than anything I’m surprised by the proactivity of one of these damsels in distress.

“Then you will escort these fair maidens to their respective villages and protect them from whatever harm may befall them on the road!” the redhead says—no—she instructs me on what to do. “Or would you rather have them be captured again before they can even spread the word of the mighty Lilith?”

Is she… Is she serious? That’s blatant manipulation! And she’s right!

“Of course, I will help you return safely!” I agree without hesitation. Her manipulation was super effective! How could I possibly say no?

And... “Fair maidens”, eh? Well, all four girls are fair enough, I’ll admit. However, if I were to judge them by the standard of, at the very least, a side character in an anime, then the redhair is the only one I would consider standing out enough to rise above a background character. And that’s in spite the freckles that pepper her nose and cheeks. Or is it because of that? Or maybe it was the fiery personality of the redhair that caught my eye and made her stand out so much from the others? It’s not like any of the girls are flat out ugly or anything like that.

Whatever the case, if it’s safe guidance home they want, then it’s safe guidance home they’ll get! Though I really don’t feel like walking all over the countryside. That would take God knows how many days! Or, God-forbid, weeks!

Speaking of which, I wonder if there is a God in this world? Could I become one? Depending on the type of God they are, they might not want that to happen. Competition and all that. But if that’s the case, then he/she/it would just read my mind and strike me down with a bolt of lightning right where I stand for such blasphemous thoughts!

...

Nothing? Alright, for now, let’s assume there is no God!

I finally notice the others stare at me after I blanked out in my thoughts.

“It’s decided then!” the redhair again takes charge and hops off the wagon and extends her hand to me with a smile.

Did my heart just skip a beat? I take her hand, blushing like a kid and jump off the wagon.

With all five of us together I should start by asking—

“So where are you all from?” the redhair asks the others.

Hey! That’s my line, you, you… Ah, I don’t even know any of their names.

“We should figure out who lives the closest!” the redhair continues, obviously not hearing my thoughts.

“My village is to the south from here, about three days walk… I think,” the yellow-haired girl says.

“Can I know your names first?” I ask sheepishly, trying to get a word in. “You know my name, but…”

Wait, why does it feel like I’m the side character now?

“Oh, but of course! How absent-minded of me!” the redhair exclaims and bumps herself on the forehead. “My name’s Cyra!”

“Lily,” the yellow-hair girl utters even more sheepishly than I did.

“Violeta!” the purple-haired girl states her name with hands crossed.

“Ivy,” the green-haired girl says twirling a lock of her hair.

“You already know my, name, but I’ll say it again. I’m Lilith! Pleased to meet you!” I say with a bow toward the four girls.

“Oh, aren’t you just adorable little thing!” Cyra pats my head. I won’t lie—it feels nice. Her hand is surprisingly warm, too. Wait, something is off… Ah, that’s right!

“I’m sorry, but that young man over there,” I say and point at one of the many bodies that now adorn the green field. “Was he someone you know?”

“What? Oh, hell no!” Cyra dismisses the notion. “He was the first of those vile thugs that tried to grab me. So, I cut an artery in his neck with my fingernail, but then the big guy grabbed my arms and that was that!”

“Oh, and here I thought… Never mind! I’m sorry!” I bow my head again. What the hell am I doing? I’m not a kid! Stop acting like one!

“Still, it sucks that we have to walk all the way,” Cyra says and scratches her head.

“Oh, we won’t be walking!” I say with excitement and kneel down, facing away from the girls. When I place my hand on the gentle grass strands and then push down until I can feel the earth beneath.

“Stand as close to me as you can!” I say to the girls. When they all huddle behind me and I command a spell, “Freeze!”

I freeze the earth beneath me, aiming the freezing power straight ahead and then once again command, “Freeze!”

I form the second layer of the ice beneath my feet and use it to move forward as it expands ahead. Since it is my spell, obviously neither my hand nor feet feel even remotely cold! And since the spell lasts for a minute and costs only fifty of my Mana Points, while I regenerate two Mana Points per second, it effectively means I can travel like this indefinitely!

It isn’t long before we catch up to one of the ruffians, still running away from me.

“My name is Lilith!” I shout to the ruffian. When he sees me, his eyes turn so big, I’m afraid they’ll pop out their sockets. He screams and falls over. Cyra waves to the ruffian and smiles as we pass him by.

3. A Feast in my Name

After a couple of hours or riding on my ice spell, we arrive at the first village, to bring Violeta back to her home and family. I perform a smooth stop, obviously, but the five of us barely have enough time to step off the ice, before I see someone already running in our direction.

“Oh, Violeta!” a young man shouts and runs to hug the girl with long straight purple. “I thought we’d never see you again!”

“As if I’d let some lowlifes keep me captive for long!” Violeta pouts and doesn’t reciprocate the hug.

“What happened? How did you escape?” the young man asks as more villagers gather.

“It was all thanks to this little girl!” Cyra announces and theatrically gestures in my direction. “She single-handedly took on the vile men and freed us all!”

“I was about to free myself,” Violeta mumbles. “The girl helped... a little.”

“Oh, thank you!” the man drops to his knees and hugs me.

“The bandits demanded a great ransom for his sister,” An old man speaks as he walks up to us. He’s the village elder no doubt. “More than this poor village could ever hope to gather! How could we possibly express our gratitude?”

“Well, I—”

“Some food would be good!” Cyra interrupts me... again. “We’re starving! Right, girls?”

“Well, I guess I haven’t eaten since I got here...” I say realizing that I am a little hungry. Ivy and Lily nod in agreement.

“But of course!” the elder exclaims. “We shall slaughter a fresh lamb and have a feast in your name! What is your name, little girl?”

“Lilith!” I say with a smile, looking up at the kind old man.

A couple of hours later I’m eating the most delicious, juicy, tender lamb shank. Better than anything I’ve ever eaten at a restaurant. Well, the lamb was running in the fields just a couple hours earlier after all!

The village is nice. A couple dozen well kept, single-story wooden houses, a stone well with a wooden roof in the center square. Lots of shrubberies with flowers in all the colors of a rainbow. Chickens and dogs running about. About what you’d expect in a medieval setting. This might be a nice place to retire to, for those who seek a calm, peaceful life. The villagers are kind and welcoming, and I’m already bored.

“I suppose it’s time for us to go!” Cyra speaks up, wiping her mouth with a cloth. Did she read my mind? No, she must have caught the disinterested gaze that I’ve let slip.

“You’re leaving already?” the villager asks with clear disappointment that is obvious from the tone of his voice.

“Of course!” Cyra says. “We’d love to stay with you and the meal is the tastiest we’ve ever eaten but think of the poor families of these two girls!”

Cyra gestures at Lily and Ivy. I see her eyes watering as she continues to speak with a slight tremble in her voice, “They must be worried sick! I cannot possibly let them suffer for another minute longer. Even staying this long has been so selfish of us. Oh, how can I possibly face their families now!”

“Of course, I understand,” the elder says, though still seems disappointed. “Then we cannot possibly hold you up any longer.”

“Great! Lilith, let’s go!” Cyra says looking at me with a cheerful smile, gets up from the table, grabs me by the arm and drags me away. She’s stronger than she looks!

“Lily, Ivy, come on!” Cyra shouts, looking back at them.

Within a couple of minutes, we’re already on our way to the next village, riding on the ice path I create with my Freeze spell.

4. The Magical Rainforest

Together with Cyra, I deliver the other two girls to their generic medieval villages. First Lily, who has three kids and a loving husband waiting for her. Wait, how old is she? Perhaps I better not ask.

Then we travel on my ice path for several hours to bring Ivy to her generic—

“What the hell is this!?” I shout and stop my freezing path.

We arrive at the edge of the most beautiful rainforest I have ever seen. Colorful birds are singing with the beauty of angels, there is a phoenix sitting on a branch of a three hundred feet tall tree. And that’s the short one! I see a literal rainbow peeking over the treetops. Is... Is that a green whale floating in the sky? I rub my eyes in disbelief. Maybe this is all just a fever-dream I’m having?

“Come on, Lilith! Don’t fall behind” Cyra shouts and gestures for me to hurry up. We follow Ivy into the rainforest. She guides us following a narrow path. On both sides of the muddy path, the many different plants seem too thick to ever get through. Then, only a minute later, to the right of the path, I see a silver unicorn with a spiraling, blood-red horn—Huh? Strange color choice.

“What is this place?” I ask Ivy.

“This is where I live!” she answers. I notice her skin slightly glowing. She didn’t glow before! Is this the magic of the forest? I look at my hands and am slightly disappointed that I’m not glowing. Neither is Cyra. Ivy looks at me and asks, “Do you like it?”

“Of course!” How could I not like it? Finally, something worth seeing!

“In this forest, there is no hunger for us! No sorrow! No pain or death! With practice, we can even talk to the animals that live here!”

“Have you ever ridden on that big green whale up in the sky?” I point at the sky, which is completely obstructed by the colossal, lush trees.

“Ah, not yet! Only those who have collected the wisdom of a hundred lives are permitted to touch the Green Daddy!”

“Are you a wood elf or something?” I ask Ivy. I take a closer look at her ears. Nope! They’re not pointy or long. Just average ears. There is no way I would’ve missed such a crucial detail.

“No, but I was adopted by them!”

“How does that happen?” Cyra asks.

“Well, there are many people in this world who cannot provide a good life for their children. Be it war, famine, plague or all three at once! Life is harsh. Some choose to bring their newborn babies here and leave them at the edge of the forest, hoping to give them a better life. It happens all the time, honestly!”

“Why at the edge of the forest?” I ask.

“No one is allowed to enter, without the guidance of one of the inhabitants of this rainforest,” Cyra says.

“Oh, you’re perceptive!” Ivy says.

“Then how did you get captured by those lowlifes?” I ask Ivy.

“Well, I’m just a regular girl after all I suppose,” Ivy shrugs. “I don’t have some awesome magical powers like you or some of the elders. Not outside the forest anyway! I don’t nearly have enough lives for that. But still, my curiosity got the better of me. I wanted to see the world outside the forest. It sucked! Anyway, we've almost reached my village!”

“Ah, good! Then I guess we can leave you here?” Cyra asks and slows down her pace, falling behind both Ivy and me.

“Huh? You’re not coming?” Ivy asks confused.

“Oh, I would love to! But I really, really miss my mommy and daddy, you know? So, I think we’ll be on our way! Right, Lilith?”

“Huh? Seriously? But this place is so magical!” I pout. “I'd much rather spend some time here, before going to another boring village I've seen a million times! Do you know how rare it is for a generic Isekai to have a place such as this?”

“Isekai?” Ivy asks and raises an eyebrow.

“I’m sure you’re exaggerating!” Cyra waves off my protest. “Now come on! You won’t be spreading your name if you stay here!”

“Well, I suppose so…”

“NO!” Ivy shouts and reaches for me. I recoil back.

“I mean…” Ivy pauses to regain her composure. “The elders will want to give you presents for my safe return! Usually, they hand out unicorns! Don’t you want a unicorn little girl? Or a unicorn pony?”

Then Ivy looks at Cyra with contempt and says, “You can leave for all I care! I sense great evil in your heart. Unicorns only allow the pure-hearted to ride them!”

“Oh?” I smile nervously. “In that case, I’m not sure the unicorns will let me ride them either.”

“Nonsense! Oh look, here come my people!”

All around us figures appear, dozens at a time. They’re nearly naked, their only clothes are made of different kinds of green leaves, tied together with thin, dark vines. All of them have green hair, just like Ivy. However, every single one of them has long, pointy ears as well as different tones of skin, ranging from warm ivory to pinkish, to full-on red like a radish.

“Greetings strangers!” one of the figures speaks and extends his arms to us. He has a long green beard and a wooden staff in his hand. “My name is Longbeard! Thank you for bringing our daughter to us! You must forgive her—she is still young and brash. Sometimes she has trouble fitting in with her woodland brethren.”

“Speaking of which,” I look around us and take a step back from Ivy. “Where are all your adopted brothers and sisters?”

“Oh, we feed them to the unicorns,” Longbeard states this matter-of-factly.

“Pardon?”

“Well, you see, in order to preserve our eternal lives, live without pain or hunger and attain the wisdom of a hundred lives, we drink unicorn blood. But the unicorns stay healthy only if fed small human boys and girls—up to the age of ten—on a regular basis. And if I say so myself, you look like a particularly delicious little girl, miss... ?”

“Her name is Lilith!” Ivy says.

“Lilith!” Longbeard exclaims. “What a tasty little name!”

Oh, hell no!

“Now can we go?” Cyra asks me.

“Yes!” I shout and raise my hands above my head and chant. “Oh, Great Goddess A—Ah, fuck it! Heavenly Sunfire Inferno! Heavenly Sunfire Inferno! Heavenly Sunfire Inferno!”

I spam my inferno vortex in all three directions, sending the wood elves scattering in all directions. Then I run up to Cyra, place my hand on the ground and double cast Freeze. Cyra hugs me as we escape the cannibalistic magical rainforest on my freezing path.

I’ll check my stats once we leave this place far behind us.

5. Two Girls Camping

After a good twenty minutes have passed since I and Cyra left the magical cannibal rainforest and left it far behind us, with only the tall trees on the horizon, I finally open my character status tab to see how much stats I’ve gained from that encounter.

[Status

Name: Lilith

Race: Human

Class: Elementalist

Health Points: 610/610 (+1/sec)

Mana Points: 1245/1295 (+2/sec)

Strength: 44

Dexterity: 66

Constitution: 55

Intelligence: 193

Willpower: 127

Physical Resistance: 88

Magical Resistance: 202]

I sigh and close the status bar. I’m disappointed, to say the least, that my stats increased so little after setting most of the magical rainforest on fire. My best guess is that I went too far out of range of my targets too fast, and thus, out of range of gaining “combat experience” or whatever this system uses to increase my statistics.

Wait! This also includes my combat with the ruffians! Were they that worthless of opponents? Or are these stats from them and I’ve got nothing for the blood-drinking elves? That seems less likely. More importantly, why were they calling themselves wood elves? 'Blood elves' is a much more appropriate term!

Either way, it doesn’t look like farming low-level creatures is a viable strategy with this system—

[Congratulations! Freeze is now level 2!]

[Spell name: Freeze

Level: 2/20

Type: Active

Cost: 80 MP

Freeze any target for one minute. The target must have Magic Resistance below “140” to freeze. Magic Resistance below "14" results in death.]

It leveled up only now? I've been using it for a whole day! Please don't tell me that this system is sentient and realized how hard I'm abusing this spell! Ah well, it works so well that it could remain at level 2 forever, for all I care.

I can’t help but let out a yawn. I glance west, in the direction of the sun—it’s already hidden behind the mountains, far on the horizon.

“I agree, it is getting late,” Cyra says and also yawns. “Let’s set a camp for the night! The weather is nice, it’s going to be fun!”

“Wait, didn’t you want to hurry back to your parents?”

“Hah!” Cyra laughs. “That was just something I made up as an excuse to get away from those freaks! I’ve just turned eighteen! Who the hell still lives with their parents at that age?”

“Ah, um… Well… You never know, you know?”

“They’re strange!”

“I guess... But don’t you even want to check on your parents?”

“There’s no one to check on. The only thing my father did before he disappeared was get my mother knocked up. And my mother died long ago from malnutrition.”

“That’s horrible! So, you don’t even know who your father is?”

“I do… My mother couldn’t stop bragging about what an honor it was to be impregnated by him!”

“… Ugh…”

“Yeah, I don’t want to talk about my family anymore…. Let’s get off here!”

“Yeah, sure,” I agree, feeling drowsy.

Wait, since when am I getting sleepy this early in the evening? I’m used to staying up way past midnight! Don’t tell me it’s because I’m in the body of a little girl? Did I seriously get that tired from that little excitement? Well, there is nothing I can do about it now. Wait, I could! I just need to make an anti-sleeping spell—No, that’s stupid! There’s no telling what that’ll do to my mind and body! So, I guess I’m camping tonight!

“Oh, this place is perfect!” Cyra exclaims with her hands at her hips. “I’ll gather some firewood. Could you start a fire that won’t end up scorching everything in a five-mile radius?”

“No problem!”

I wait for Cyra to gather some twigs and stuff and then point my finger at the fire. I need to make sure to keep it as weak as I can. “Minor spark!”

The spark disappears from the pile of twigs as fast as it appears.

[Spell unlocked!]

[Spell name: Minor Spark

Level: 1/1

Type: Active

Cost: 1 MP

Creates a single spark within two feet of the caster.]

“…”

“Not bad, not bad,” Cyra says with a sarcastic tone, bending toward the supposed campfire, with her hands on her knees. “At least, both of us are still alive. Can you try one more time?”

“Hmph!” my cheeks must be bright red from embarrassment. I concentrate, thinking of what I want to accomplish and point my finger at the target again. “Stand back! Lava Stream!”

By combining earth and fire magic, I shoot lava out of my fingertip with a gentle, low-pressure stream. I let it run for only half a second before interrupting it. The resulting pile of mostly black lava is not larger than a tennis ball, but it sets ablaze all the wood that it falls on.

[Spell unlocked!]

[Spell name: Lava Stream

Level: 1/20

Type: Active

Cost: 50 MP

Releases a lava stream out of the caster's finger. At maximum pressure, the stream can fly straight for three yards and lasts up to five seconds.]

“Success!” Cyra exclaims with a smile and extends her hand for a high-five. Of course, I accept and high-five her back, though I severely underestimate just how short my arm is and lose my balance, nearly falling into the fire. Luckily Cyra catches me into her arms and hugs me tightly, pressing my face into her developed bosom. This must be what heaven feels like!

She lies down next to the fire, with me still in her arms and we both slowly drift to slumberland.

“Hey, guys!” a young man’s voice disrupts jerks me out of what was shaping up to be the best rest I would have ever had! Cyra slightly opens her eyes but doesn’t move. “There are two girls here by the fire!”

“For real?” another man’s voice. “Please tell me they’re making out!”

“Does hugging count?” the first man asks.

Oh, for crying out loud! More bandits!? Just when I was getting comfortable!? And these ones are perverts too!

“Just disappear!” I shout and jump to my tiny feet. I point my index finger to the first shadowy figure I see and shout “Ice Spear!”

I run forward with my finger of death and spam “Ice Spear” until every man I see is turned into an ice porcupine.

[Congratulations! Freeze is now level 2!]

[Spell name: Ice Spear

Level: 2/20

Type: Active

Cost: 40 MP

Fires a single thin ice spear. Maximum range up to sixty yards. Deals more damage with each level.]

I let out my remaining frustration with a sharp exhale and return to Cyra. Her chest gently moves up and down in synch with her slow breathing. She’s already asleep!? Were the screams of dying men a lullaby to her?

“Yawn!” I’m done! With my eyes barely open, I put one foot in front of the other, until I reach Cyra and cuddle up to her for a well-deserved rest.

6. Loli Can Do It

I open my eyes next to Cyra when the sun is already up. I slept like a baby, but time to go!

“Morning!” Cyra says with a smile at me and pats my head. Alright, on second thought, we could stay like this.

“We should go,” Cyra says and gets up. Damn!

“So which way is your village?”

“It’s a town. About fifteen miles to the west of the valley where you found me.”

“Fifteen!? But then your home was by far the closest compared to the other girls!”

“Aw, you mean you don’t enjoy my company?” Cyra has tears in her eyes.

“N-no, no, that’s not what I meant!”

“Ah, great!” Cyra sparkles. “It’s just that my regular little trip got rudely interrupted and I saw a perfect opportunity to spend my day having fun! The town can be so suffocating, you know? But there are a lot of benefits too! And I have a meeting there today I can’t miss!”

“Alright! One town, coming right up!” and with I cast my freezing spell, and we are on our way to ‘The Town’.

I’m relieved, though a little surprised, that she never brings up the men I killed yesterday. Like at all. I’m convinced she must have noticed their screams! She must have! Right? At the very least she did hear them when they approached us, that is beyond any doubt!

About two hours later we reach ‘The Town’. I sigh. It’s a generic, average looking medieval town with two and three-story-high buildings made of wood, daub and—sometimes—stone.

“No, you go on trips away from this place,” I say with dejection.

“Right?” she speaks. The town is quite lively. And we’re not the only people arriving. However, our entrance has caught the attention of everyone in our vicinity.

“Hey! I’m Lilith!” I wave to the people looking at me. “I’m sure you’ll hear many great things about me in the future, so treasure this moment of seeing me in person!”

Some of them chuckle, others look bewildered at the small, narcissistic girl. Paying closer attention to what they’re wearing, the first term that comes to my mind is “adventurers”. They are wearing what could only be described as "medieval-style role-playing game get-ups". There’s your rogue, your wizard, barbarian and paladin also! Each of them has a chain around their necks with a small, round medallion. A lot of silvers, several are golds, shining brightly in the sun.

“Do you know what the commotion is about?” I ask Cyra.

“Not sure yet,” she looks around with me. “Let’s go find out!”

We walk into ‘The Town’ on a paved road. If there’s one thing I’ll give ‘The Town’ credit for is that it’s quite big and there seems to be a lot of things to do here. There’s a library, armor shop, smithy, tavern, cat-maid café, jeweler’s shop, herbalist, etc.

“Hey, Cyra you’re back already?” an older man in polished plate armor walks up to us. His hair is already gray at the sides, his face is covered in wrinkles.

“Hey-hey, Desmond!” Cyra waves to the man and smiles.

“I hope you haven’t forgotten our dinner the day after tomorrow?” the man smiles cheekily and winks.

“How could I?” Cyra laughs. “I’m looking forward to it! By the way, do you know what’s going on?”

“Eh, something about dragons,” he answers dismissively. “I’m allergic to fire-breathing creatures so I’m not interested!”

“I see. Thank you for the information and see you soon!” Cyra says with a slight wave, and we walk further.

I have my questions about this encounter, but while I think if I should ask, another man approaches us.

“Morning, Cyra!” the handsome young blonde in tacky golden robes opens his arms, inviting for a hug, but gets no such thing. A golden medallion shines brightly on his chest.

“Casper, you do this every time!” Cyra says playfully. “You know my stance on public hugs!”

“Can’t blame a man for trying! I’ve planned a little surprise for you on Saturday!”

“Oh, really!? I can’t wait!” she says with excitement. “Could you give a hint what it is?”

“Then it wouldn't be a surprise, haha!”

“If it’s from you then I can be sure I’ll love it! By the way, why are so many adventurers gathering here?”

“Ah, you just returned? Well, I’ll be glad to inform you over a cup of coffee—”

“Saturday.” Cyra cuts Casper off with a single word.

“Ooh, cold!” Casper smiles. “Alright! There’s nothing much to tell anyway. Apparently, dragons have returned to these lands. They’ve reduced the Crystal Valley to ash, killing at least twenty people there, probably more. Hard to tell, everything’s ash.”

“How horrible!” Cyra exclaims with tears in her eyes and covers her mouth with the palm of her hand.

“I know, right! By the looks of it, half the adventurers in the region have burned through their teleportation scrolls to come here to find and eliminate the threat.”

“Erm. How do they know those were dragons?” I ask.

“Oh!” Looks like Casper only now noticed I’ve been standing here the whole time. “Well, little girl, you see, there are very few monsters that can produce flames hot enough to boil an entire lake and incinerate such a vast area in such a short amount of time! It’s either dragons or an even more vile and dangerous creature! Which only would mean that we have to find it even faster!”

“What if it was a powerful wizard?” Cyra asks.

“Nonsense, Cyra! That would require high-tier magic! What could anyone possessing such powerful magic possibly gain from doing something like this?”

“Testing their abilities?” Cyra asks.

A drop of sweat rolls down from my forehead.

“No way!” Casper dismissed Cyra’s completely correct guess. “What kind of an evil dastardly villain tests his abilities in an area, where the only thing that would perish are low-level monsters and low-level adventurers? No such evil exists in this world!”

“Have you heard of baby-eating unicorns?” I ask Casper.

“…”

Casper stares at me silently, then laughs and pats me on the head while saying, “Aw, what a cute little jokester! Anyway, I have to go. I’ll be joining the hunt!” he says pointing at his golden medallion. “It’s not every day there’s a chance to slay a mythical creature. The one who scores the kill will be recorded in The Great Adventurer’s Book and will be the talk of the kingdom for the next month!”

How convenient! Instant fame and recognition? Say no more!

“Can I join the hunt?” I ask with the utmost excitement and try to look as adorable as possible. “Please~?”

“Erm, Cyra? Who is this girl?” Casper asks and points at me. “I don’t remember you saying you had a sister.”

“I don’t remember you asking,” Cyra crosses her arms and smiles.

Dang! I needed to ask the ‘Prize tab’ to also give me a hot, awesome sister like this one!

“She’s my adopted sister,” Cyra says.

“FOR REAL!?” both Casper and I exclaim in unison. A few of the passersby glance in our direction.

Casper looks at me, his jaw still dropped. That’s when I realize that my jaw is even more dropped from utter shock. Wait, I shouldn’t be shocked!! Erm… Think, loli, think!

“It was supposed to be a secret!” I pout at Cyra and make a pouty face.

“Sorry!” Cyra turns to me and bows ever-so-slightly with a wink and one hand for a gesture. It's more a parody than an actual apology. “But I also can’t have people thinking you’re my daughter or something.”

Then why not just say you just met me and we’re friends!?! Not that I’m complaining.

“I see. Eh, look, kid,” Casper changes his tone and looks much more serious now, “This is a hunt for a beast so terrifying and powerful, it could probably erase a dozen adventurers before they even saw it coming!”

Oh, stop with the compliments!

“The Adventurer’s Guild was specific that only Silver-ranked Adventurers can even join the hunt. Though personally, I think only Gold and above should come. Silvers are unlikely to be anything more than cannon-fodder.”

“In this case, you probably mean fire-fodder,” Cyra corrects him.

“Yeah, that sounds about right!” Casper agrees instantly. “Horrible, flesh-melting fire! I wouldn’t want anything to happen to a cute girl like you. Neither would your… sister.”

“I can handle it!” I say with a smile and mimic a ‘we can do it pose’.

“Urgh,” Casper places the palm of his hand onto his face. “Even if I took this seriously, you would need to be a part of The Guild to be allowed to join the hunt.”

“No problem! Where do I sign up?”

“They don’t just accept every happy-go-lucky kid that wanders in! You need to clear at the very least a copper level dungeon. Alone! Then you get a medallion with your name as proof,” Casper points at the other side of his golden medallion. “Copper won’t do though, b—”

“Because I need at least a Silver rank to join the hunt, I get it, don’t worry!” I say confidently. “How much time do I have before you depart?”

“Bah! You won’t even reach the dungeon in ti—”

“How long?” I glare at Casper with as much intimidation as a little girl can muster.

“Erm, a c-couple of hours, I suppose?” Casper says slightly nervously.

“And where could I find a dungeon that hands out silver medallions?”

“Ah, about ten miles that way,” Casper points with his finger in the general direction opposite of the Crystal Valley.

“Thank you!” I smile kindly and then grab Cyra’s hand and do what she's done to me all day yesterday. “Let’s go!”

“Wait, I have things to do!" Cyra exclaims but lets me drag her. "Why do you even need me?”

“Because I like your company!” I say and hurry to the edge of ‘The Town’.

7. Clearing a Silver-Ranked Dungeon

I hurry to the Silver-ranked dungeon on my freezing path with Cyra holding on to my back.

“So, you seem to be quite a… popular girl, huh?” I ask a leading question.

“Yeah, well a girl gotta make a living somehow,” Cyra says nonchalantly. “And some adventurers will pay quite a few gold coins just to have a pretty girl listen to them talking about their latest adventures and hardships.”

“Wait, “listen”?” I wonder if I heard that properly.

“Of course! No adventurer wants to hear another brag about killing an Acid Gorilla. Just like no one cares about the skyrocketing prices of healing potions and how it substantially slows down the rate of monster killing.”

“So, do they want your opinion? Or praise?”

“Most of the time all I have to do is nod and smile politely. But I am a good listener and have a great memory too, so you won’t catch me off-guard—Oh, there it is!”

Cyra points at the formation of five gray, rocky mountains. They’re hardly higher than two hundred feet and look strangely out of place in an otherwise grassy, lush field. If anything, they look like somebody just decided “hey, let’s place five mountains here”, completely disregarding even the most basic principles of geology. I adjust my course in the direction of the mountains.

The surrounding area is crawling with goblins and hobgoblins, armed with wooden shields, covered with brown leather, chipped scimitars and a set of black leather armor—boots, helmet, gloves, pants, etc. It seems we somehow have not caught their attention yet. Or do they somehow know better than to attack me? Either way why pass up the opportunity for some passive stat gain while I deal with the dungeon?

“Oh, Great Goddess Amaterasu, grant me the power to increase my stats further by burning to death these maybe-innocent, maybe-not goblins and thus increase my chances to later burn even more maybe-innocent, maybe-not creatures with the ultimate goal of getting famous. Heavenly Sunfire Inferno.”

I almost yawn as I deliver the chant that I made up as I went along and cast my cheat spell in the general direction of the goblins. A couple of them finally notice us and run at us with their weapons drawn. A couple of ice spears launched from my index finger through their skulls put a stop to that.

As the field behind me burns in a mix of white and red, I approach the base of the mountains and see a decently sized, locked silver door, with a silver sign over it, that has ‘Dungeon’ written on it. The door has a giant doorknob with a silver ring on it and a little sing over it that says ‘Pull’. Next to the door, there is a small hole, barely enough to put my fist in it, should I choose to do so. I do not choose to do so.

“I have to enter alone?”

“If you want the medallion, yes,” Cyra answers.

“How would the dungeon know if I’m alone or not? Or what my name is to hand me the medallion?”

“Magic.”

“Alright, then let’s give it some more!” I say, excited at the prospect of curb-stomping my first dungeon. Usually, the monsters within the vicinity of the dungeon should be a rough estimation of what kind of challenge the dungeon starts with, before ramping up in difficulty. So, considering how effective my spells have been on the outside, there is only one logical thing to do.

I pull the ring on the door and open the entrance to the dungeon. It’s pitch-black, though that is to be expected. I take a few steps inside and ‘light-up’ the place.

“Heavenly Sunfire Inferno!” I shout and send the fiery vortex into the dungeon. It brightens up, so say the least, and the fire spreads down a stairway that was only twenty feet from the entrance. Like a flood. A burning, fiery flood. Soon I hear screeching coming from below. Taking a couple of steps closer to the stairway I see some burning skeletons running back and forth as their bones turn to ash one by one.

Is this cheating? Yes! But I’m short on time, and I still need to get to the Adventurer’s Guild too! And if I’m going to fight something it should be a little more interesting than goblins and skeletons!

I open up my status bar and watch my stats rise.

[Status

Name: Lilith

Race: Human

Class: Elementalist

Health Points: 610/635 (+1/sec)

Mana Points: 1295/1410 (+3/sec)

Strength: 45

Dexterity: 68

Constitution: 57

Intelligence: 200

Willpower: 138

Physical Resistance: 91

Magical Resistance: 220]

About twenty minutes later I hear a clang just outside the dungeon. I step out and look around. Cyra points at the hole next to the door. There’s a silver medallion with a silver chain hanging in the opening. I take it and turn it over. There’s something written on it, besides my name.

[Lilith.

Go away!]

“And away we go!” I say preparing to launch my freezing path. “Is there an adventurer’s Guild I can register in at ‘The Town’?”

“Of course! It’s a great town!” Cyra says with a smile.

“Great!”

I need to hurry and register so that I can join the hunt for… me!

8. The Adventurer’s Guild

While on my freezing path together with the town-girl Cyra, hurrying back to ‘The Town’, I take a look at my stats after the quick half-hour ‘Dungeoneering’.

[Status

Name: Lilith

Race: Human

Class: Elementalist

Health Points: 755/755 (+1/sec)

Mana Points: 1805/1805 (+4/sec)

Strength: 49

Dexterity: 73

Constitution: 66

Intelligence: 268

Willpower: 176

Physical Resistance: 103

Magical Resistance: 281]

Very nice. Though I will need to Appraise some more formidable monsters, to figure out where I stand in this world's food chain. But while, currently, the stats don’t tell me much without reference, at the very least the constant MP increase is very welcome to help me spam more of my spells and raise in power even faster.

Then I see another tab flashing next to the status page. It’s titled Achievements. I press it. Two small screens pop up before my eyes, one after the other.

[Serial Killer

Kill at least ten peaceful characters]

[Anti-Adventurer

Kill at least ten adventurers.]

Oh, right. I killed some people... Oh, well! Sacrifices have to be made in the name of my ultimate glory. I simply shrug. Wait. How many exactly did I kill? I need some stats!

The achievements disappear, and in their place another, larger status screen appears.

[Stats

Monsters Killed: 542

Characters Killed: 43

Character versus Character Wins: 7

Character versus Character Loses: 0

Total Dungeons Cleared: 1

Copper Dungeons: 0

Bronze Dungeons: 0

Silver Dungeons: 1

Gold Dungeons: 0

Platinum Dungeons: 0

Palladium Dungeons: 0

Mithril Dungeons: 0

Unobtanium Dungeons: 0

Total Quests Completed: 0]

Holy—! So, twenty-plus is from the Crystal Valley, then at least nine ruffians, some are probably from the Magical Rainforest… I see—it adds up quickly.

The ‘Duels’, if I can call them that, must be from when the ruffians willingly attacked me. There are no ‘Players’ here, that’s why it’s ‘CvC’ instead of ‘PvP’, right? And those that were not even trying to attack me, count as Pk, no, I mean Ck.

Also, that’s a lot of Ranks! I guess I’m still pretty low on the food chain with my Silver medallion.

And while I check my statistics, we arrive at ‘The Town’.

“Can you show me where The Guild is?” I ask Cyra.

“Alright, but I’ll have to leave you there,” Cyra says and guides me through the town. “Things tend to… Take a while there, and I have a scheduled dinner.”

“Aw!” I try to look as sad as possible, forcing tears out of my eyes, trying to pull on her heartstrings.

“That won’t work on me, sorry!”

She has no heartstrings!

Anyway, after passing the coffee shop, where I see through the shop’s window a bunch of cute cat girls in maid uniforms, we take a sharp turn into a dark and dirty alley. A startled cat girl nearly jumps up and hastily adjusts her wrinkled uniform. I’m convinced there’s someone else, hiding behind that huge pile of garbage bags, but I have more important things to worry about. I take care not to step on… anything.

Exiting the alley, I find myself standing in the middle of a wide-open square, in front of a grand three-story building. The building must be at least a hundred feet wide, probably more. The façade is smooth, yellow color with protruding white pillars between each of the many square windows.

A wide, white marble staircase leads to carved and varnished ten-feet-high wooden entrance doors. Above the doors, metallic letters shine brightly in the sun. They resemble silver, but are much prettier, glowing in constantly changing colors of the rainbow.

“The Adventurer’s Guild,” I read the letters, quietly. I can’t deny I’m a bit impressed. I can only wonder what The Guild’s building looks like in the capital if there is such a thing here. There probably is.

Countless adventurers of different races are entering and leaving the building. Among the different kinds of beast-men, of varying degrees of furry, the standouts for me are the two metallic golems and a small party of leper gnomes. The sleek seven-feet tall, metallic golems have no weapons or armor. They wear nothing at all actually.

But while they do look extremely top-heavy, the golems move effortlessly through the crowd. And as for the leper gnomes, they stink worse than the alley we passed through. Wherever they walk, a wide empty area forms around them. It seems I’m not the only one who’s not a fan of their smell.

Many adventurers are gathered in the open area, talking about their prowess and achievements, boasting on who will be the one to score the kill on the mythical creature. A few robe-wearing blue lizardmen are placing bets on which adventurer will be the first to die.

“Alright, good luck!” Cyra says to me, waves goodbye and off she goes, back through the alley. I wave at her back, genuinely sad. After a heavy sigh, I turn around and walk up the staircase, and inside the building.

Inside is a giant hall, brightly lit from the daylight sun coming in through the windows that take up most of the wall. The hall is filled with adventurers, though, for being filled with so many people, it is strangely quiet. Most are sitting in rows of wooden, red chairs. Some people are reading the newspaper, more than a few are taking a nap. I have a bad feeling. I have felt this oppressive, cold and indifferent aura before.

“Please take a number,” a slender panther girl says to me right at the entrance, gesturing to a stand with several signs and papers with numbers attached beneath each of those.

‘Registrations’, ’Quests’, ’Complaints’, ’Other’.

“Erm. I need to register so that I can join the hunt,” I say.

“First take this number,” the girl with black fur and long whiskers points at the ‘Registration’ numbers. “After successful registration, you can come back and take a number for Quest applying or completion.”

“Can’t I take both at once?”

“You can. But you cannot apply for a quest until you have registered in The Guild. If your ‘Quest’ number comes up before you have registered, you will have to take a new number. And a fine will also apply, as well as a strike on your future Guild’s membership for wastefully using up Guild’s resources.”

I sigh and rip off the brown piece of paper that has ‘R755’ written on it. Then I hear an announcement echo through the giant hall, coming from somewhere in the ceiling.

“R three hundred fifty-two! R three hundred fifty-two!”

H-how are there so many!? My little loli-heart sinks.

I sit on one of the moderately uncomfortable wooden chairs, arms crossed, tapping a single finger against my arm and stare at one of the many glass booths where an ent-like adventurer sits opposite of a human girl working for the Adventurer’s Guild. The many long tree branches the ent’s body press against the glass walls of the booth.

Finally, the adventurer stands up and turns around, scraping the glass and swiping paperwork off the poor girl's table. He opens the glass door and barely squeezes through, leaving the booth filled with leaves. After the door is closed and a minute or two of the girl getting her things in order, I hear an announcement echo through the hall.

“R three hundred fifty-five! R three hundred fifty-five!”

I’m still not sure where the voice is coming from. There are no apparently visible speakers installed, nor should there be any in this sort-of-medieval fantasy world. I suppose that even if I asked, the answer would be “magic”.

Two rows of chairs in front of me, twenty chairs to the left, a dark elf ranger-type slim male adventurer stands up and walks to the freed-up booth, with a piece of brown paper clenched in his right hand. The same piece of paper I’m holding with my number in line.

Another booth’s door opens, a merman adventurer crawls out of the booth, flapping his giant fishtail about. How horrible! Couldn’t they show a little more consideration toward water-based races? I get up from my chair and am about to summon up some water to help the merman on his way when I’m interrupted by a loud “Ahem!”.

I turn to the source of the so-called ‘cough’ and see the panther girl looking at me and pointing at the wall on the opposite side. I turn my head to where she’s pointing. There’s a large white poster, in height it is comparable to my body and in length, it is spread across the entire wall. In bold, red letters it’s written: “SKILL/SPELL/MAGIC USE FORBIDDEN. PUNISHABLE BY DEATH.”

I gulp. Isn’t that a bit extreme? And while I’m supposed to be strong, I don’t feel like trying my chances against an entire Guild devoted to regulating super-powered adventurers.

“Q one hundred eleven! Q one hundred eleven!”

An old lady hobbles to the booth which the merman left earlier. She uses a walking stick for aid, its handle is adorned by four full-sized skulls, hanging by golden chains. I can’t shake the feeling that those golden chains are the same chains used to carry the dungeon medallions, and that they probably belonged to the same people whose skulls are now adorning this walking stick. I have absolutely no proof of this wild speculation whatsoever.

“R three hundred fifty-six! R three hundred fifty-six!”

I tap my finger against my crossed arm one last time, this time harder than before, pressing it into my arm. Stay calm! Stay calm! To kill some time while I wait, I decide to speak with some adventurers sitting next to me. Hm. How to start up a conversation? Oh, I know!

“So, do you know how they make those announcements happen?” I ask the imposing grizzly bear sitting next to me on two wooden chairs at once.

“Magic,” he growls and dips his paw into a giant brown clay jar in his lap. When he pulls the paw out, it is covered in honey, which he proceeds to lick with his tongue, while at the same time expertly catching any honey that drips back into the jar. A single glare from the bear in my direction tells me that I better not disturb this process.

No luck, huh? That’s alright! I won’t give up that easily! I turn instead to the nice little girl sitting to the left of me. She wears an adorable white nightgown, though I can’t see her face as it is completely obscured by her straight, long, black hair.

“So… How long have you been waiting here?” I ask her innocently and smile warmly.

She turns her head to me, revealing her skin, paler than a corpse and eyes as black as death itself. With a hoarse, eerie voice she mutters, “Seven days.”

9. The Adventurer’s Guild: The Reckoning

This is getting me nowhere! I clench the wrinkled paper in my hand ever-tighter, restlessly shifting back and forth in my chair.

Adventuring is supposed to be fun and exciting, and instead I find myself stuck in one of the worst forms of bureaucracy! By the time I'm going to get out of here, not only will the hunt for the ‘dragon’ (i.e. me) be over, but I myself will be nothing more than a living husk, stripped of any semblance of will to do any adventuring ever again!

Maybe I should just start my own Adventurer’s Guild? It’s going to be awesome! No waiting lines, no rules against magic use! Ah, but if I let everyone use spells and magic, somebody might burn down my Guild! And I would also have to provide the adventurers with quests and rewards for completing them.

That means I’ll need to acquire different quests, catalog them, make sure to collect the rewards for completion with a percentage for myself, actually check if they even completed the quests properly or not… Oof, my head hurts just thinking about it. Perhaps I’ll save that idea for later.

If I’m being perfectly honest, I don’t really need all this to get my name out there. I could bypass the whole system. But at this point it’s a matter of principle. I’ve wasted too much time here already to just give up now! No, I’ve got a better idea! I smile mischievously and life returns to my face.

I thought to use this trick during the actual hunt, but why wait for so long if I could just start now? Though I will probably need a Summoner class for that first. Wait! No, I don’t! After all, I am an Elementalist! With the power over all four elements! And what is a dragon if not an embodiment of the element of fire? Ah, but a fire-breathing dragon is not what I need right now. A water dragon should do the trick!

Now, to create the proper spell! I need to make the dragon as strong as possible so that he is can actually pose a threat to the other adventurers. First of all, the spell needs to use all of my current Mana Points. After all, the more mana the spell uses, the stronger it is! And I’ll be back to full in less than eight minutes anyway, so no worries on that front. It also needs to summon only a single dragon. No point in creating two or more weaklings!

Also, if I remember correctly, in most games, the spells with ‘wild’ or ‘chaotic’ effects are stronger, since they can also harm the caster just as much as his targets. So, it stands to reason, that I’ll probably be able to summon a much stronger dragon if it is summoned as a hostile, wild one and will not be under my control. I just need to make sure that—just like all the times before—I still cannot be damaged by the spells I create. I’m pretty sure it already works like that, but I think I’ll need it in writing this time.

So, first, the passive.

[Spell unlocked!]

[Spell name: Foolproof

Level: 1/1

Type: Passive

Cost: 0 MP

Elementalist cannot be harmed by her own skills, spells or any form of magic she creates.]

Great! Now, for the main event!

I get up from my chair, walk past the grizzly bear, who just finished his fourth jar of honey, and head of the exit.

“I’ll be just a minute, I need some fresh air,” I say to the panther girl.

“Remember that if you miss your call, you will have to get a new number and start from the end of the line,” she says in a monotone, almost robotic voice.

“R three hundred sixty-one! R three hundred sixty-one!” I hear the same voice echo across the hall.

I look at my piece of paper that has the number go past seven hundred and say to her, “I don’t think that will be an issue.”

I swear, I’m going to hear that echoing announcement voice in my nightmares.

I step outside, stand on the grand marble staircase and close my eyes for a moment. I feel the warmth of the sun on my face. The refreshing, gentle breeze of summer wind helps clear my mind. I can’t help but smile. Then I raise my arm in front of me, pointing upward, open my eyes to see where I’m aiming and whisper, “Summon Hostile Wild Water Dragon.”

[Spell Unlocked!]

[Critical Success!]

“Wait, what critical—”

[Spell name: Summon Hostile Wild Water Dragon

Level: 1/10

Type: Passive

Cost: 1805 MP

Summons a hostile Water Spirit in the form of a Dragon. It cannot be controlled, manipulated or be reasoned with. Has a 5% chance to be summoned with a blessing of the water god Suijin himself.]

“A blessing?” I read the description of my new Spell that appeared, then remove it from my sight and look ahead, over the rooftops of the houses opposite of Adventurer’s Guild. A couple of rows of houses ahead a great, winged, watery dragon descends on those houses.

The dragon’s half-open jaw is large enough to eat every adventurer gathered at the Guild whole, with room to spare. Both of its wings are like a mist, no, steam, and one of those reaches all the way to the Guild, casting a slight shadow on the silent and shocked adventurers standing in the open square.

The drake has four semi-translucent, but very corporeal and real watery legs, just like the rest of the dragon's body, with the exception of its wings. Each paw is larger than the roof of the house it presses on for support, crushing the houses instantly under unimaginable pressure and weight of the giant monster.

“ROOOOAAAAR” the water dragon roars and from its jaw unleashes a torrent of water, with the force and magnitude of a broken dam, in the direction of the adventurers gathered at the white steps of the Guild.

I run back inside the building and shout at the top of my lungs, “Oh, no!! A wild dragon has appeared! Whatever shall we do?”

10. The Adventurer’s Guild: The Revengeance

At first, everyone just looks at me dumbfounded. What's so confusing? Never heard of a dragon before? Or never seen a small girl in the Guild before? There was one sitting right next to me!

“Ahem!” the panther girl at the entrance is the first to break the silence with an audible and exaggerated cough. She looks at me and points to a sign on a wall that reads “NO SHOUTING.”

Is that the only thing you care about!? A dragon appeared for who you’d be no bigger snack than a single sunflower seed for a human!

Aren’t at least some of you supposed to be excited at a chance to fight such a mythical, Ragnarok-scale creature? Fame and glory and all that?

Several dozen people do get up from their chairs. That’s when the water wave hits me in the back, gushing in through the front door, and floods the hall of the Guild. Though the water doesn’t harm me, my little body is still thrown around by the current, along with everybody else in the building, as the water level rapidly rises. Within seconds the water is at the level of the closed windows.

Finally, I manage to swim up to the surface to get some air and see that I am less than a foot from hitting the ceiling of the hall. Are we seriously going to drown inside a building? Finally, the glass of the windows does give out under the building pressure and cracks. All at once, the windows shatter open and the water gushes out of the building as rapidly as it came in, along with most of the adventurers.

“Freeze!” I cast my spell and freeze the water in one of the windows, blocking the exit before the current pulls me out along with everyone else. Luckily my mana regeneration is acceptable, which is why I could afford to waste all my mana on the dragon earlier. It only takes me thirteen seconds to recover enough mana points to cast one of my signature spells after all.

I fall to the ground, coughing up some water and look around me. The hall looks like a tornado went through it. At most, I see about two dozen motionless bodies on the floor. One of the bodies lays on the roof of the glass booth, with one arm hanging down at the side of the glass wall. Speaking of which, everything got destroyed with but a single exception—the glass booths stand perfectly as they were, with all the paperwork and employees still inside, completely unaffected by the dragon’s attack.

Is this some sort of not-so-subtle message that come hell or high water, the bureaucracy of the world will survive? Challenge issued and accepted! Though I’ve got to give the Guild some credit – it really went out of its way to protect the backbone of its system. Only two booths were ravaged—the ones that had its glass door open at the time of the flood.

“R three hundred sixty-three! R three hundred sixty-three!”

“Are you for real!?” I shout at the nameless, faceless voice.

“Ahem!” the panther girl stands at the entrance, with messed up hair and ruined mascara, smeared across her face. She points at the sign that has ‘NO SHOUTING’ written on it. The sign barely hangs on the wall, still attached only on the top-right corner.

How much is she getting paid here for such maniacal devotion to her job? The same goes for all the workers in the booths, who continue to process the adventurers inside their respective booths as if nothing happened.

I check my hand. Good, I still have the paper. It should have been completely disintegrated during the flood. My best guess is that my Foolproof passive also applies to the items I carry and clothes I wear, preventing them from damage. I mean, it only makes sense, otherwise I’d find myself running around naked after every major spell cast. And a small girl running around naked in this world is just asking for trouble.

Still, with most of the line dealt with, this should go much faster now. And since I’m likely the only one who has kept my line number, it’s only a formality before I get to the registration. Might as well grit my teeth and be patient for just a little longer.

I know, I know—at this point, I’ve already decided to be the one to bring down either this Guild or at the very least its bureaucracy, but after going through that much trouble to register here, I’ll be damned if I don’t finish what I came here to do in the first place.

I go to the entrance and take a fresh number from the stand to apply for a Quest straight after I register at the Guild.

I salvage a chair from a pile of rubble and hop on it. As the numbers are called by the nameless, echoing voice one by one, meticulously, without skipping a single one, despite there being at most something like thirty people left alive here, I wait patiently with my hands on my knees and my legs hanging down, swinging them back and forth to kill time and listen to the screams of death and horror coming from outside.

I’m glad that my spell was such a success and I managed to create such a strong and competent dragon! Now, I’m guaranteed to become famous throughout the entire kingdom once I slay it!

11. The Adventurer’s Guild: The Registration

“R seven hundred fifty-five! R seven hundred fifty-five!”

Finally! I get up and rush to the glass booth with the open door.

“Close the door and take a seat” is the first thing I hear from the girl at the desk inside the booth. She didn’t even bother looking at me! Not to mention that at least “good afternoon” would be common courtesy!

Oh well, can’t be helped! After all, she has no idea she’s looking at the soon-to-be greatest adventurer this world has ever seen. I sit down on another wooden chair at the desk, opposite of the girl, who goes through some papers before finally looking at me.

“State your business,” the girl says in a cold, formal voice.

“I wish to become an adventurer!” I say cheerfully with a smile.

“I see. Do you have a medallion with your name, confirming you cleared a dungeon on your own?”

“Yes, here it is,” I hand the girl my silver medallion. She looks at it, flips it over to see my name and raises an eyebrow when she reads the full text. After returning the medallion back to me she writes something down in her forms with a bright orange feather pen and says, “All applicants under the age of thirteen need parental consent. Do you have such in written form?”

“Ah, uh...”

Dang, how could I know that? I could go find Cyra—ah no, by the time I find her through all the floods I’ll be back to square one. Erm…

“M-my… My parents are… dead!” I pretend to struggle with these words and break down in tears.

“I see,” the girl is unimpressed. Or does she simply not care at all? Are these even real people working for the Guild? Do they even have souls?

“Do you have their death certificates?” she asks me. What now? Oh, of course!

“No. I came with my parents here, but they died when the water dragon attacked!”

“Is this true?”

“Yes!”

“… Very well,” the girl says that, but I get the feeling she doesn’t actually care if what I’m saying is true or not and just wanted confirmation from me. She then slides across the desk between us a tome that looks about as thick as a bible and says, “First I’ll need you to agree to these terms and conditions—”

“I agree!” I say as fast as possible. There is no way I’m reading that thing! That alone would take days! And I need to actually take care of that dragon before it does serious damage.

“Before that, I must see you read it all the way to the end to confirm that you understand what you agree to. If you happen to be proficient at speed reading flip—nearly all Guild members are—then it will be enough for me to see you flip through the pages of the book.”

Son of a—Fine!

"I just happen to hold the world record in my village for the speed of my speed reading," I say with a forced smile and begin flipping through each of the six hundred sixty-six pages as fast as I can, barely noticing the tiny letters flash before my eyes.

“Understood!” I say and flip the tome close. “A very interesting read. My compliments to the one who wrote it—the prose was excellent.”

“Good,” the girl says flatly and passes me a form and a regular, old feather pen. It was probably white once, but now it’s dirty gray. “Fill this out. Answer truthfully please.”

Luckily the registration form itself has very little information requested:

Name—Lilith.

Age—Eight.

Adventurer rank—Silver.

Place of residence—Hopefully with my new sister, but it's probably flooded.

Then I read through the paragraphs above the dotted line for my signature.

By signing this you agree that your participation in the Adventurer’s Guild is voluntary. Furthermore, you agree to assume any risk associated with participating in the Adventurer’s Guild and release the Adventurer’s Guild from any and all claims of loss or damage that may arise during your participation. Such releases are without limitation, and include healers’ fees, personal injury, property damage, and any other losses or damages suffered by you.

You agree to indemnify and hold Adventurer’s Guild harmless against any and all claims of loss or damage of your possessions or life.

You agree that this agreement shall remain in full force and effect without modification.

I sign.

Prove that you are not a robot.

“Pardon?” I ask and look at the girl on the opposite side of the desk.

“Prick your thumb with the pen and press it below your signature,” the girl explains calmly.

What is this discrimination against robots? And I’m pretty sure I saw some golem-looking things back at the square. Were they not part of the Guild? Or they don’t count as robots? That's not very likely as I can’t imagine those metallic things bleeding.

I prick my thumb, press it against the parchment and pass it to the girl. She looks over it, signs it herself and says, “Everything seems in order. Welcome to the Adventurer’s Guild!”

Finally! I let out a heavy sigh and say, “Thank you!”

“That will be fifteen gold pieces for the registration and additional two gold pieces as a monthly fee. Do you wish to pay now or have it written out of your questing rewards?”

“… Questing rewards,” I utter barely and wonder if I’m strong enough to start a war against this Guild now.

12. The Adventurer’s Guild: Revelations

With my registration into the Guild complete, I run out of the booth to the entrance and grab another number for quest application before any numbers are even announced, just in case I missed my previous number.

The remaining adventurers inside the Guild are gathered here, but they did not come for the numbers. They stand at the entrance, in several rows, watching what is going on outside, not one of them willing to take a step through the doorway. I don’t even try to look past them to see what is going on—I’m too short to see anything, after all. And the sound coming into the Guild paints a clear picture anyway.

The screams coming from ‘The Town’, into the Guild are getting quieter—no—fewer. Are they seriously getting outright wiped by my dragon? I know my dragon should’ve been a strong one, but that one was just meant to clear out the line in the Guild, not kill every single adventurer there is! I mean, come on—it’s a water dragon! At this rate, there will be no one left to act heroically in front of! This whole Adventurer Guild thing is taking way longer than I expected. And that’s with me skipping the lines!

“Q five hundred fifty-five! Q five hundred fifty-five!” I hear the announcement echo through the hall.

I check my number. Great! I did the right thing grabbing this one and run into the Quest glass booth with an open door.

“I want to join the quest for the hunt of the dragon of the Crystal Valley! I’m a Silver-ranked freshly registered adventurer, ready to go, and I know that if I die it’s my fault!”

I finish my fast-pasted explanation and stare at the human girl sitting at the desk opposite of me. She’s almost the same as the one in the previous booth—bob haircut, glasses, professional make-up, black suit. Only this one has blonde hair and green eyes, while the previous girl was a brunette with blue eyes.

“Please sit down,” the girl points at the chair, “I need to check if you are indeed registered here. In the meantime, please show me your medal. And be prepared to answer a questionnaire, designed to—”

“Oh, forget it!” I say with a heavy sigh and wave of a hand, interrupting the robotic, monotone voice of the girl that is already grading to my ears.

I know I said I wouldn’t give up when I’ve come this far, but I simply can’t take another second of this! Who needs Adventurer Guilds anyway!? I’ll make my own adventures and become known as the greatest adventurer that ever lived!

I head back to the exit out of this hellish nightmare of a guild before it has taken my soul too. I’ll just kill the dragon and become a hero the old-fashioned way!

“Let me through!” I shout, trying to squeeze through the crowd at the doors. It’s during this struggle that I notice that my feet are already in the water, ankle-deep. You can’t blame me for not seeing it sooner, after all, I was drenched from the flood not too long ago.

I finally manage to get myself to the front of the spectators by pushing through between their legs. When I take my first steps out of the Guild I freeze from shock. And it’s not some freezing spell that is cast on me. I’m genuinely at a loss of words. I completely forgot that the top of the grand, white stairs of the guild, where I am standing at the door, is at least eight feet above ground level. And yet it is submerged! The entire city is utterly flooded!

And there’s the culprit! I raise my arm and aim my open hand at the semi-translucent water dragon that is walking through the flooded ruins of ‘The Town’. I wonder what kind of spell to blast it with before it meets up with the other dragon that is busy barfing up more water into what is now a gigantic lake, filled with floating wooden debris and bodies of different races.

“Wait, what?” I say and lower my arm in confusion. Why are there two dragons? And when I say two, I mean if you don’t include the other dragon that is playing in the lake by rolling in the water and having its body temporarily merge with the water of this ‘lake and then separate it. I also don’t count the two water dragons I see flying off into the sunset. Nor do I count the three dragons circling the Guild like vultures… How many is that now? What’s going on?

I swiftly bring up my spell tab and find the Summon Hostile Wild Water Dragon spell to double-check its description.

[Spell name: Summon Hostile Wild Water Dragon

Level: 1/10

Type: Passive

Cost: 1805 MP

Summons a hostile Water Spirit in the form of a Dragon. It cannot be controlled, manipulated or be reasoned with. Has a 5% chance to be summoned with a blessing of the water god Suijin himself.]

There is nothing here about summoning multiple dragons! I created the spell to specifically summon only one! Wait, Passive? ... Passive…

"Oh... Dang it..."

13. The Adventurer’s Guild: Retreat

Dang, it! Dang, it! Dang, it! How long was I in there? How many did I spawn? Wait, how many did they kill? I bring up the semi-translucent tab to check my stats.

[Stats

Monsters Killed: 542

Characters Killed: 9577

Character versus Character Wins: 7

Character versus Character Loses: 0

Total Dungeons Cleared: 1

Copper Dungeons: 0

Bronze Dungeons: 0

Silver Dungeons: 1

Gold Dungeons: 0

Platinum Dungeons: 0

Palladium Dungeons: 0

Mithril Dungeons: 0

Unobtanium Dungeons 0

Total Quests Completed: 0]

Jesus Christ!!! How many was it before? Like, forty-something? So, the dragons killed over nine thousand people already!? And since none of their victims attacked me, it’s a pure kill and not even a combat one! That most likely means that I get no increase in stats also. I close the ‘Stats’ bar and open up the ‘Status’ bar to confirm.

[Status

Name: Lilith

Race: Human

Class: Elementalist

Health Points: 755/755 (+1/sec)

Mana Points: 1796/1805 (+4/sec)

Strength: 49

Dexterity: 73

Constitution: 66

Intelligence: 268

Willpower: 176

Physical Resistance: 103

Magical Resistance: 281]

Yeah, I expected as much— Ah, 1796!? That means—

“Freeze!” I shout without aiming, but it’s too late. The Mana Points regenerate to full before I’m able to stay below capacity, and instantly another water dragon rises out of the ever-growing lake about a hundred yards away. It appears head-first, its jaw pointed at the sky, like some summoned abomination. Water is flowing out of the blue dragon’s gaping maw like an overflowing manhole, except, like, fifty times worse!

And now I’m without the mana to do anything against them! And even though I’ll regenerate my mana points fast enough, actually dealing with them is going to be a whole other issue. I was planning to wear down one of these drakes using the adventurers as shields, but a whole flock of the damn water beasts? The whole point of making the dragon uncontrollable was to make it strong enough to pose a threat, not create a whole Dragon Apocalypse!

I might need to do some ‘leveling’ before I can solve this. Ack! I notice the water level rise—it’s already at my knees.

“Ahem!” I hear a familiar cough. It appears that the panther girl has finally stepped outside the Guild building. She takes a look around and then brings her left hand to her left ear and says, “Level 6 threat has appeared. Local adventurers too useless to handle it. Begin evacuation. Engage plan Omega.”

Woah are they seriously planning to help? Perhaps they’re not as bad as I suspect—

With a thunderous roar, the earth trembles and I fall over into the water, along with many other adventurers. I look up and see the Guild building rise into the sky, powered by over two dozen rocket engines, spewing hot flames and deafening, roaring noise, that sends nearly everyone flying away, except for me, panther girl, the grizzly bear and two metallic golems.

The girl herself suddenly has the top of her head open to the side like a can lid. Out of it two thin, metallic blades rise and unfold. They soon take shape of two giant propellers, each at least six feet long. Additional two metal rods pop out of the girl’s head forming handles which the girl grabs. The propellers begin spinning, picking up speed fast and with a ‘chuff, chuff, chuff-chuff-chuff’ sound the girl rises into the air, flying after the Guild building.

I rub my eyes in disbelief, pricking my skin with my fingernails to make sure I’m not sleeping.

“Ouch!” I wince from the pain and a tiny drop of blood forms, where I pricked my skin.

Meanwhile, the three circling water dragons see the gigantic, rectangle building rise to their level. One of them unleashes a water torrent at the Guild building, but it is repelled by a golden circular shield, made out of shining hexagons, that appears around the building.

The engines change their angle and the building flies diagonally side-ways and up, picking up speed. The dragons pursue the building at first, but with none of their attacks being successful, they eventually give up.

The Adventurer’s Guild flies away ever faster and soon, with one last spark of light like a glowing star, disappears in the distance.

“They are… flying away,” One of the metallic golems speaks with pauses and a voice that sounds like it has been put through several filters to make it sound more robotic.

“But they have… No wings! Fire is supposed to… Burn and destroy, not help... Takeoff into the sky,” the other golem says, in a similar voice, but much deeper.

“Little girl, if we burn you… Will you fly?”

“No!! Please, don’t burn me!” I say and take a step back. A step back turns out to be a step down the grand staircase—the only part of the Guild building that remained—and I tumble backward, landing into the water with a splash.

“Gah!” I gasp for air and rise out of the water.

“You’re scaring a child… E1, shame on you!” one golem scolds the other.

“I am most sorry, T1,” the other golem bows in apology.

“Not to me! Say sorry to the… girl!”

“I am most sorry… girl!” E1 says to me and bows while I remove my hair from my face to see better.

“You should… do something to make it up to the… girl,” T1 says to him.

“I will… remember to do that,” E1 responds and looks at the sky again. “But the Guild left us! Without even… helping us!”

“Yes, they acted like… bad people,” T1 nods.

So, apparently this sudden departure was a surprise at least to these two also. And it doesn’t seem like they’ve ever seen rocket thrusters, though they have no problems with being metallic sentient robot-golem-things.

“What sort of magic was that?” I hear a familiar voice from behind. I turn around and see Casper float up to me from behind. His feet are hardly an inch above the water. The water slightly dissipates beneath his feet which he holds tightly together. Even when he stops the movement, his feet don’t touch the water: it keeps gently swirling below his soles.

“Magic,” the grizzly bear growls a single word, probably answering Casper, though it is hard to tell.

“Well, I’ve never seen such magic in all my years,” Casper says and crosses his arms. “What sort of magic removes the top of a girl’s skull and has metal rods pop out of it?”

“This kind of magic!” the grizzly bear brings up his gigantic paw and unveils a single curved black claw, the size of my forearm. “I can split a skull in half and shove metals inside!”

“It’s not the same though, is it?” Casper asks with a slights smile, tilting his head and crossing his arms.

“It is same enough for me!” the bear growls.

Casper sighs, looks at me and says, “I’m surprised you’re still fine.”

“Same goes for you,” I reply. I shouldn’t be surprised that I’m underestimated, though what surprises me is how calm everyone present here is. “Shouldn’t you be more worried about the dragons?”

“What’s the point?” Casper shrugs. “I’m completely immune to any water magic, so they can’t hurt me. But at the same time, I can’t so much as scratch any of them, so I can’t do anything about this mess either.”

“So, you’re giving up?” I ask.

“Again, what can I do? For something like this, I’m not sure if the Royal Army will be enough. I suggest you stay close to Mr. Claw here. He’s probably one of the only two Palladium-ranked adventurers in a hundred-mile radius.”

I look at the intimidating animal beside me. He has no weapons or armor on him. Just the last clay jar of honey in his paw. Ah, but looking closer at the bear’s chest, I do see something metal, buried deep in his fur. It seems silver, but it’s hard to make out with all the fur.

“Grrrr,” the grizzly growls at me, not appreciative of my long stare.

“Ah!” I exclaim and turn back to Casper. “Have you seen my sister?”

“Who? Ah, Cyra. No, I haven’t sorry.” Casper shakes his head, though he doesn’t seem too concerned. “I did try looking for her, but with all the dragons and the flood and debris… She’s probably long dead.”

“You… Gave up easily,” I say readjusting my judgment of Casper’s character. “I thought you liked her.”

“Meh, I like a lot of girls,” Casper shrugs. “Sure, she was pretty as a picture, but there are a lot of other pictures out there. Some are truly a work of art. As for the pretty ones… One more, one less...”

“Yuck!” I grimace. This guy is a total jerk!

“Well, you can all stand here all you want, but I won’t give up that easily!” I announce and take a glance at my status screen to check on my mana reserves.

[Mana Points: 1024/1805 (+4/sec)]

Alright, good enough!

“Oh, really?” Casper tilts his head at me with a smirk that asks to be slapped. “And what exactly are you going to do?”

“I have no idea yet!” I say with utter confidence. “But I’m going to fix this… somehow! Even if takes me all day, I’ll keep spamming my spells as fast as my mana regenerates!”

“You are a good… girl!” One of the metallic golems says to me. “I like you! And I owe you a… favor! I will… help.”

“Really?” I ask happy to finally see some decent beings in this town.

“Oh… yes!” E1 confidently knocks on his chest with his elastic appendage, with a round sphere and three claws at the end. It kind of reminds me of one of those doll machine claw cranes. Only this one is much thicker and looks like it can actually hold on to something.

“My specialty is… Support magic!" E1 announced proudly. "I can cast a spell that… Will keep you at… Full mana for... Ten seconds! Watch!”

My eyes widen in horror, and I scream, “NO, WAIT—!”

14. An Idyllic Country Village Far Away

Generic RPG Town Music is playing in the background.

A little girl, no more than six years old, runs down what can’t even be called a road. She’s wearing a simple light blue dress. Her feet are bare, but she is used to it and even prefers it, as she can feel the warm soil with each step.

A small, puppy with light-brown fur runs beside the girl with its tongue hanging out. The fact that the puppy appears tiny even next to this small girl, shows that the puppy can’t be more than two months old. The puppy’s brown, soft ears flap as it runs and hops circles around the girl and looks at her friend with the most adorable black eyes that reflect the light of all the joy in the world.

It’s a dirt road formed by generations of families walking here, through this small farmer village. Simple one-story buildings with thatch roofs sit atop gentle slopes on both sides of this dirt road. There are more green lush trees here than the buildings themselves. Birds sing and fly from branch to branch. Nearly every house and tree have a wooden birdhouse attached to it, built as a shelter for the small gentle creatures during the winter. The people here enjoy the company of such lovely animals.

The tallest building is a weathered windmill. It has seen better days, but it is sturdy as it was built by capable craftsmen, who pass down their knowledge from father to son. A gentle breeze barely pushes the blades of the windmill.

“Good morning, mister Rabajack!” the little girl happily greets the old blacksmith, who is just heading out from his smithy, carrying the tools he crafted for the men of the village. The blacksmith’s clothes are simple, he’s still covered in dust and didn’t remove his signature apron. He has a short black bear that somehow never manages to hide his gentle smile.

“Good morning, Lily!” the blacksmith greets the girl warmly with a smile and tips his hat to her. “Where are you off to this late?

“To look at the sun setting!” the girl answers cheerfully. “The sky is so clear! It is the most beautiful thing!”

“Haha, well, don’t be long, or your mother will worry about you!” the old man warns the girl.

“It is going to be fine! I have Luffy with me!” the girl picks up and kisses the small furry pup, before putting him down to the ground.

“Hahaha! Maybe I’ll be in time to come join you after I bring these to your uncle.”

“Really?” the girl’s eyes widen, and she jumps up in excitement. “I’ll be waiting! Please hurry or you’ll be late!”

“I will, it’s a promise!” Rabajack says and walks past the girl.

Lily hurries ahead, to the gentle stream of crystal-clear water at the edge of the village. She runs over the slightly arched wooden bridge. Lily is used to hearing the wooden planks squeak from rubbing against each other when MR. Rabajack or the miller, Mr. Powder, walk over the bridge, but the planks don’t even move under her light steps.

Lily runs up the hill with a giant oak tree on top of it and looks to the horizon. The sky is turning orange as the sun sets, its disk will be in full view for only a couple minutes more. In the distance Lily sees three more shining birds flying in her direction. She can’t look directly at the sun, mommy always says she’s not allowed to do that, so Lily raises her arm and opens the palm of her small hand directly between her eyes and the bright sun.

Birds are singing and flying about, a white rabbit is playing with the puppy. This evening is about as perfect as it can be. If only Mr. Rbajack would hurry, or he’ll miss everything!

Then Lily sees something rise on the horizon, directly in front of the sun. She can’t make out what it is. It rises higher and higher, like a mountain, obscuring the sun, shining in all the different colors of the rainbow and just rising higher. It turns darker as the shiny mountain completely obscures the sun and grows higher, like a pillar, higher than any mountain Lily has ever seen. Meanwhile, the shiny birds also appear larger as they approach.

“Lily!!!” the girl hears the familiar hoarse voice of Mr. Rabajack coming from behind her. She turns around and sees him running as fast as his out of shape body allows him.

“What’s wrong?” Lily asks the blacksmith. Her puppy is barking at the sky where the large birds approach.

“Come here quickly!” Rabajack shouts, running up at the slope of the hill. Lily doesn’t move, confused and a little frightened from the change in the blacksmith's face and voice.

The blacksmith runs up the hill and grabs the girl. He lifts her up, pressing her against his chest and turns around to run back. Lily looks over his shoulder and sees that the birds are unlike any birds she has ever seen.

The three of the birds now appear as large as a cloud. A strange, morphing, watery cloud, flying through the sky above, now almost directly over her and Mr. Rabajack. Featherless, with thin, wide wings, instead of beaks they have long mouths like lizards. Then they open their mouths and Lily sees more water appear out of their mouths, like a waterfall, falling straight at her…

15. Water Dragon Apocalypse

Before I even finish screaming two words of desperation and horror, realizing what is most likely about to happen, the overly enthusiastic metallic golem waves his elastic tentacle-like appendage.

No, I’ve got to seal or erase that spell before—

I see blue light surround and engulf me, twinkling and sparkling with tiny white and blue stars. A friendly buff is applied on me. Without even looking at my status bar I can feel my mana points fill up to the brim.

Then, about three hundred yards from us, I see the water of the lake erupt like a volcano. My passive spell continues to summon water dragons one after another at a rate of an auto-clicker for one of those cookie clicker games I used to play.

Unchecked by any mana limitations, I both see and hear notification bars and spell tabs pop-up as my summoning spell levels-up at an error-inducing rate, with an ever-increasing, eye-bleed inducing text and ear-bleed inducing high pitch noise.

[Congratulations! Summon Hostile Wild Water Dragon is now level 2!]

[Spell name: Summon Hostile Wild Water Dragon

Level: 2/10

Type: Passive

Cost: 1805 MP

Summons three hostile Water Spirits in a form of a Dragon. Cannot be controlled, manipulated or reasoned with. Has a 5% chance to be summoned with a blessing of the water god Suijin himself.]

[Congratulations! Summon Hostile Wild Water Dragon is now level 3!]

[Spell name: Summon Hostile Wild Water Dragon

Level: 3/10

Type: Passive

Cost: 1805 MP

Summons three hostile Water Spirits in a form of a Dragon. Cannot be controlled, manipulated or reasoned with. Has a 5% chance to be summoned with a blessing of the water god Suijin himself.]

[C̵o̴n̸g̴r̴a̴t̸u̵l̸a̷t̷i̵o̴n̴s̶!̴ ̷S̵u̷m̷m̸o̸n̵ ̴H̸o̵s̴t̴i̵l̴e̴ ̶W̶i̸l̴d̸ ̸W̴a̵t̸e̶r̶ ̶D̴r̷a̸g̴o̸n̶ ̴i̵s̵ ̷n̵o̸w̵ ̴l̵e̴v̶e̷l̴ ̷4̵!̷]

[S̸k̸i̵l̵l̸ ̶n̸a̶m̸e̸:̴ ̴ S̴u̵m̷m̶o̴n̷ ̵H̵o̷s̶t̵i̷l̷e̷ ̸W̶i̵l̷d̴ ̴W̴a̸t̵e̶r̴ ̸D̴r̸a̴g̸o̸n̴

L̵e̴v̸e̴l̷:̵ 4̵/̴1̷0̷

T̵y̵p̶e̵:̶ P̸a̵s̸s̷i̷v̸e̶

C̸o̶s̷t̵:̷ 1̴8̴0̸5̶ ̸M̵P̸

S̵u̵m̴m̸o̶n̵s̷ ̶n̵i̷n̷e̵t̸e̷e̶n̶ ̷h̸o̴s̵t̵i̴l̶e̴ ̶W̵a̴t̴e̵r̵ ̴S̴p̶i̴r̴i̴t̷s̴ ̷i̵n̵ ̷a̷ ̵f̷o̴r̵m̶ ̸o̷f̴ ̵a̵ ̶D̷r̸a̸g̶o̶n̷.̶ ̴C̶a̴n̵n̵o̷t̷ ̶b̸e̸ ̶c̶o̸n̸t̶r̶o̷l̶l̵e̸d̸,̸ ̷m̷a̵n̸i̴p̵u̸l̷a̶t̴e̷d̸ ̴o̸r̴ ̵r̶e̴a̶s̸o̷n̶e̶d̸ ̵w̶i̶t̷h̴.̶ ̷H̴a̸s̸ ̸a̷ ̷5̵%̴ ̷c̶h̷a̴n̷c̴e̸ ̵t̸o̴ ̸b̸e̶ ̶s̷u̷m̴m̶o̵n̴e̶d̶ ̵w̸i̵t̵h̷ ̷a̶ ̷b̶l̵e̴s̷s̷i̸n̸g̸ ̶o̸f̴ ̴t̶h̶e̶ ̷w̷a̴t̷e̸r̶ ̵g̴o̵d̶ ̸S̵u̷i̶j̸i̵n̴ ̶h̸i̶m̶s̸e̶l̶f̷.̴]

[C̶̰͘ȯ̷̺ń̶̰g̵̹͗r̷͚̀a̸͍̾t̷̜͝u̶̫͌l̷̼̔á̵͙t̸͓̋i̵̮͛o̶͉͝n̸̖̐s̵͕̐!̷̦͝ ̸̘̋S̵̨͌u̴͙͝m̴̟̏m̴̛͜o̷͙͒n̸̥͗ ̴̖̀Ĥ̵̭o̷̯̔s̴̖̈́t̷̮̑i̴̮̕l̵̖̏e̴͓̐ ̴̞̄W̶̙͑i̸̜̓ḻ̸̍d̷̰̊ ̸̦̌W̶̙̾a̸̧̾ṫ̷̼ę̴̋r̷͈͠ ̵͖̑Ḋ̸͖r̴͙̕a̸̠̽g̵̨̓ŏ̷̱ṅ̷̬ ̷͂ͅî̸̝s̸̙͘ ̶̺̿ǹ̵̯o̴̘̚w̶̳̍ ̴͚͂l̷̫͗è̴͎v̴̺̈́é̸͔l̵̼̄ ̷̨͠5̵̮̅!̵̘̈́]

[S̸̰̣̥̈́̽̆̉͋͊k̸̫̘͍̈́̈́̈́̀̓i̷͔͇̹͌͊͊̑̿̌̿̿͛̚͝l̶̗̠̜̤̈́̽̆̑̄̎̾́̏̋͝ḷ̴̛̠̦̭̥͔͔̲͚̮̈́͂͒̉̂̃͛͊͆͜ ̶͓͈̻͑͊̑̾̿̑͋̚͝͝n̸̝͖͇̱̝̣̏͐̓́á̴̧̯͈͚̔͌̐̈ͅm̶̡̯̳̪͎̞̻͚̈́̐́̾̑͝ͅͅȩ̸̛̱̥̦̘̥͈͚̊͑͆:̸̧̼̖̺̖́̄̀ ̷͎̪͎̹͙̍ S̴͚̮̜̓̚͜͝ư̴̝̆͑͒̓̀̎͒̚͠m̸̨̭͍̥̦͗ṃ̸̨̹̩͈̖͌́̔̀͠o̷̲͐ņ̶̛̘̼͇̝̗̊̎̓̽̾͆̅̎̇͝ ̸̨̧̧̦͕̀̒H̸̤̱̠̪̗͈͚̻̀͠o̷̢̧͙̺̼͗̓̔̓̆̊̂̋͐͘͝ş̶͍̻̲̈́͗͊̎̓́͘t̵̙̝͎̂́̽̅͂̉̌͑͜í̷͍̐̀̈́́͘͝ͅl̵̛̠̞̩̥̺͍̩̤̼̞̙̉̄͒̏̄͋͗͘e̸͉̳̥̠̺̻̒̾̌̇̈͂ ̶͓̗̬̀͋ͅW̷̼̭̝̺̺͙̻͕͋̈͐̽̽͝i̶͙͇͛̽̈́̿͛̎l̸̲̗̼͚͖̃͒͌͂̐̕ͅd̶̺̺̈̾͊͗̈̋̊͝ ̷̬̦̦̬̖̰̣̯͇̺̀Ẅ̸̨̙̦̹̼͖̩͔̭́̿̔̿̐a̷̲̲̲̜̗̹͑͑̉̉̀ͅt̷̨̘̞͇̐e̸͚̼͒͆̂̌̓̿r̷̛͍͑̈̃͗̐̏͋̀̚ ̸͓̃D̸̝̠̖̗̆r̵̛͉̩̠̥̉̑̍̓͝ä̶̟͚̭̠̥̻́̋̇̈ͅg̵̡̡̭͎͚̪̫̻̒ͅo̵̧̠̦͎̍͒̈́͒͂̆͘͝ņ̸̡̤̭̻̥̖͚̤͕͓̀̈̅̔̃̑̍

L̵̯͆ę̴̘͗͘v̷̠̓ē̸̞l̴̢̯̇:̶͖̀ 5̶̭͒/̴̠̹́1̸̫̮̊0̷͆ͅ

Ț̷̽̉ÿ̵̳́p̷̯̮͛̽ě̴͓͔̇:̸͍̳͐ P̶͍̘̓a̶̙̜̒͠s̵̎͜ś̶̺͓ḭ̸͚̾v̵̟̦̍ȅ̵̬̼͌

C̷̛̮ͅô̵̱͚̔s̴̝̊̂t̷̡̗͝:̶̪̥̆ 1̵̗̎̊8̸̧̤̈0̶̡̉̎5̷͍̃ ̴̖̆M̸̙̂̇P̷̖͌̇

S̷̢̳̖̅͊͝u̴̠̲̫̣͐͐͆m̴̥̹̎m̴̩̳̓͝o̸̡̤̳͌͐͑̀n̴̲̪̹͕̈́͛s̶̘̤̖̓͗̀ͅ ̵̺̞͚̄f̷̻͍͇̀̓̈́͠o̷͈̎͒̚r̴̰̜̀̕͝ẗ̴̞̮̏̏͒y̶͙͖͓̞̔͂̀̐-̴̰̭͔̎͊t̵̥̓̎́͑ͅw̸̨̭̣͚̃ŏ̶̰͂̆͐ ̵̧͍̃͜h̷̢̖̆o̶̹͐̀s̸̤̻̳̀t̸̠̥̹̘̿̀̏ì̴̬̘̜̣́̈l̸͈̯̕͝e̷͖̹͕̽̄͑ͅ ̵̧̭̤̗̈́W̸̩̆͂͘͠a̷̬̼͊̍t̷̩̺͕̪̊͌e̴̯̖̽̂̆̊ŗ̶͓̜͐ ̴͉̹̏̅̋ͅS̷̖͛̑͛͝p̶͈͖͛ḯ̴̡̼r̶̙̙̲̽i̸̞͍̩͊̅t̸͙͓͖͒̈͗͐s̶̟͕̦̄͊̈́̒ ̶̪̾̐͜i̶̙̙̐͝n̸̟̙͍̾͑̚͝ ̷̨̡͕̙̂̚a̸̩͇͛̓ ̸̲̠͈͙͊̑͌f̵̧̖̩̜̅o̵̲̼̜̚r̴̜͑͘m̷͔̣͒ ̵̬͕́ͅȍ̷̺̐̿f̶̹̜́̇̆̃ ̷̱͍͓̜̅̒a̵̧͙̖̿ ̴̪̜̲̹̉Ḑ̸̂r̴̡̾̓̕a̸̙̣͖̫͝g̸̯̣̦͆o̴̺̬͎͋n̵̢͔̦̄̈̒̎.̸̼̩̼͎̓̀͆ ̸̛͚̅̐̽C̴̡͈̲̆͊͜͠å̸̜̳̍̀̀n̷͚̂̕ǹ̷͙̣͆o̴̢̊̚͘t̸͇̕ ̴͓̆̊̏b̸͇̥̰̼̋ě̸̛͎ ̷̨̖̐͋͒̊͜c̵̞͗̑̅o̷̬͘̚͝ǹ̷͕̘̙̼̓͘ẗ̴̗͗̔r̴̝̝̔͜ō̵̭̼̑͘l̴̡̬̓͂̀͊l̴̳͆͐è̸̼̺̈͠d̵̨̰͍̞̔͂͗͝,̵̤̺̤̊͒ ̴̼̮̜̏̊͊̀͜m̸̜͎͂̽̍͝ͅǎ̸̙͚̍͌̀ň̴̲̥̃̚i̵̦͙̔̐̍p̴͇̗͒͂͜͜ȕ̶̙̫́ḻ̴̿͊͌ả̶̹̿̂̈́ͅt̸̛̰̗̗̰ě̷̼̖̱̙̉͠͝d̵̜͙̦̼̽ ̴͔̲̠̰̈́̽o̷̟̅̌r̵̲̃̓̄̀ ̷̜̪̿ř̵̞̤̎ë̶̥͚͊̀́ä̶̯͔́̃͝ṡ̸̹͕̤͉ŏ̴̪̿̈͋n̴̯̯͊͝͠e̷̫̊̏ḑ̵͚͓̲̐̈̀̈́ ̴̗̦̕͝ẁ̵̲͛͝i̸̘̻̤̞̅͐͋ţ̴̦͕̰̾h̵̜̣̩̎.̸̭͆͐ ̵̪̂H̴͍͛̈̌a̷͈̩͇͛̂͆s̵̝̦̊̊ ̵͉̝͚̆̈͠à̸͎̥̾̄͜ ̷͇̮̬̚5̸̩̖͗̄͘ͅ%̷̡̙͍̭̀̓͐͘ ̶̮̖̙̖̾͗č̴͈̞̋̊̚h̵̭̤̯̆͌̔͝ạ̵̇̈́́͐n̸̡̡͇̓̏̀̕c̵̨̺͛̄͆̃ę̵̂͌̒ ̵̧͙͙̅t̴̘͎͍͛̃̕ö̷̝̻́͠ ̷͙͈̻̍̇̂͊b̸̭̖̲̱͋͑̈́͠ȩ̸̳̞̓ ̵͉͚̠͑͆s̴͈̩̏̌͒ͅu̵̹͈͗̊̅ͅm̵̹͚̌̑m̶̬͋̑̌ọ̷̬͕́̄̍ͅn̸̝̒́é̸̗̩̻͒d̵̞͑̃ ̷̡̛̜̟͈̈́̌ẘ̸̪͎͝i̶̫̊͌̚t̵̢͇͈͇͊͒͑h̴̺͖͙͛ ̷̧̗̗̽͌a̶̖͌̆ ̵̠͖̠͇͂̈́b̴̛̬͓̾l̵̜̟̪̐e̸͌̀ͅs̴̬̟͔͒̒̌s̶̰̑̄̿i̵̭͌͠ṅ̶̡͍͆͛̅g̷̳̳͉͝ ̶̱̙̒̄o̶̟̍ͅf̴̭̟͈̽̄͗͆ ̵̧̟̟̜̃̈́̏͆t̴͓̙͍͒̌͘h̸̡͓̚e̶̳̽̑ ̸̧̇͂̒͘w̷̓̉̾͜à̸̡̠͚̟͊ť̷̙̩̊̕ȇ̴͚̬̖͂r̶͍͉̮͉͝ ̸̘̈́ͅg̸̤̯̙͉͑o̶̢̥̣̱̒̈͘̕ḏ̷̂͋̀ ̶̣͔̥̍̈́͘͝ͅS̵̺̘̩͆ừ̶̧͚͉͂͌ì̶̻̲̜j̴̡̭̰͈̕i̶͖͔͔͛͋̈́͆ṇ̷̫̞̻̄ ̸̻̒̀̃͘h̷̗͔̯̙̒i̵͓͐m̵̬̉s̵̹̰͛͋͛ȩ̴̊̑͆̓l̸̗̩̐̃ḟ̷̢̨̻͚̏.̵̫̀̚]

[C̴̘̞͔͉̗̣͍̏͒͝o̸̲̫̰̻̹̼̣̓͗̃̅͗̇n̷̼̟̖̖͓͈̒̂̈͛̀g̴̮̔͒̄͊̒ř̵̳͔̖͓͓̜͘a̷̡̳̥̠̬̪͘t̴͍̿ů̸̢̦̻̮͆̉l̸͔̳͂̓̍̋̍̊ã̶̢̹̼̰͎̩̿͜t̶̪̮̣̠̦͓̉̉͒̒̇͝ͅi̶̹̮̜̋ȯ̷̘̈́̌͌ṇ̸̛̑̿͋̐̈́͝s̶̠̗̎̎̈́!̶̖̳͖͎͙̺͒̃̈́ ̸̱̺̙̈́S̶̺͔̳̘͉̔̆ͅu̶̢̪̥͉͊̈́̐͊̀m̴̨̞͗̔͋̿̅m̶̢̘̲͇̃̓̀͘͠o̸̧̓̒̊̈́̕n̶̡̳͎̝͉̓͑̐̒ ̶̙̐H̵̪̓̾̒̉̈́ö̴͎̤̪̦́̓̊͆͘s̷̤̲͖̤͐̓̈́̓͌͠ͅt̴̫̜̫͚̆͐̈́͝i̸͓̥͚̘̪̱͒̇̑͐̒̋͑l̸̬͇̱̮̺̠͔͐̍͂̄̾́̀e̸͖͊͒̿͝ ̶͕̲̗͖͓̜̱̊̔̔͗W̵̡͎͉̩͉̏̅̉̆͐͘i̶̯͍̅l̷̝͚̂́ḓ̵́͑̊̽ͅ ̴̥̘̙͓̲̲̀̅W̵̧̰̍́͂̄̂͛̋ä̸̘̙̜̣́͛̑̋̀͑͜t̸̢̢̧͕͇̺̂̅͋͑̔͊ę̸̲̘̪͎͈̮̋̍͗́̍͘r̴̢̪̫̥͙̐ ̸̧̠̥̑͒D̷͇̹̙̮̳̦̤̀͗̋͠ṟ̴̛͉̟̱͙͖͍a̶̲̟̩̞̓̾ͅͅͅg̸̦̣̪̫̘̑̈́̂͋͜o̵̧͚͂͒͛̑͝ń̴̨̛̖̭̱̗͙́̃̌̃͆͜ ̸̢̢̛̗̼̭̳͉i̵̡͉͚͈͌͗̐͠s̸̺͍̃̉̀̈̚͝ ̸̜̺͙̓̈́̀͂̄͜n̸͈̺͚̩̗̪͓̍o̷̧̧̥͖̹͍͗w̶̅̓̀̚ͅ ̶̬̙̮̥͔͍͒͊̀͜l̸͚͕̓̒̌̓̊̂̌e̷̡͍͑͋̈v̷̤͖̱̅͊̏ḙ̶̻͒̍́̎̔l̸̢̩̯͖̹͔͂ ̵̨̡̲̼̩͓̔͌͊̋̃̄̏6̸͖̭̔͑̍̃̏͘!̷̞̖͕̞́̉̂͐͜͠ͅ]

[S̴̨̨͇̞̣͋͆̾k̵̛͉͈̭͛̂̒͂́̀̋̒̿̋͘i̶̻͇̩̯͈̻̤̿̋̾́̾̔̄͐̉̉͑͛͑͜l̸̢̯̝̥̙͙̟̞͔̦̎͛̿̌́͑̚̚͜͜͠͝l̶̦̺̜̫͎̩̳̲̖̦̙̂̏̂͂̓̀͒́̃̊̄͐͝͝ ̵̠̙̳̍͂̓͌͋̕̕n̷̪̋̈͋̆̇̽̿̀̚͝͝ą̶̥̰̱̙̥̝͉̓͐͂͋́́͑͛̊̿̚͜͝͠͝ͅṃ̵̖̝̝͔̝̳͈͍̲̯̭̈́̆̇̎̐̋̒͘e̶̤̰͍͎̱͍̹̯͚̮͋̾̔͜͜:̶͙̤̮̠̔̾ ̵̬͉͉͎͎̬̗͑͋̌̎͋S̵͕͙͇̺̃̒ȗ̴͈̘͖͓̩͇͙͇̪͚̬͓͍̗̈̓̈́́̾́̊͆̂̒̄͒̑͗͗͜͝ͅṁ̶̧̢̙͕̯̫̖͚̮͎͙̱͖͙͈̻̙̞̻͚͗ͅm̸̻̝͉̻̦͙̟̣̫͈̱̬̝̘̥̓͑́͝o̸͈̠̯̪̗̜̙̺̭̟͌̃̈̾̄͗͑̈́̎n̸͇̼͈̘̳͓̪͍͖̮̮̘̻̄̊̒͂̈́̈́̓͑̉͜ͅ ̸̨̬̱̞̟̖̖̙͍̖̮̥̼͔͖̯̪͕̩̮̗̽̂͐̀́̉̑̀͒H̵͉͍̹̘͓̫͒͑̆̚ǭ̵̛͐̐̈́̒̿͌̃̎̓̃s̶̩̯̣͓̑̋͛̂͌̎t̶̞̘̗͖̦̮̟̂̏́̎̎̒͒͐͋̾͗̔͒î̸̧̢̱͉̙̲̮̲̤̘͖͔̜̼̟͆̀̄ͅl̵̠̱̲̱̺͓̣̼̯̮͈͖͓͓̜̪͉̹͕̦̱̺̓̒è̶͕̂ ̵̨̢̧͍̠̳͍͓̖̙̘͓̘͖̬̜͇̱̼̹͎̱͖̃͂̎͆̐̎̀̔̑̊͂͑̕͝Ẅ̸̗̯͕̦͔̞͕̓͊̆̑̍͛̎̃̇́̕͘͝ị̴͚̟͓̞͎̈̓͋̈́̓̒͒̔̅͛͂͝ḻ̴̛̤̦̖̠̙̺̯̦̩̬̥͓͓̥̍̀̏̊͊̒͛̃͑̍͊͗̓́̿̈͋͂͘̕͝͠d̵̡͔̞̺̙̗̣͍̫̳̼̻̬̤̗̱͙͇͇̦̫͛͜͝ ̸̧̡̛̣͈͓͉̖̫̯̣̞̝͓̙̭̠̹̱̗̮̺̐̃̓̃͗͌̌́̎́̅͛͆̽̈́͗̓̊͠ͅW̸̧̛̱̩͙̝͉͈̱̻͙̦̰̹̫̥̭͖̊͐͂̅̈́͒̑̑̋̇́̂͊̉͠a̶̢̘̲͕̬̮̓̏̄̈́̎̀͊̈́͘͘͘͝ͅṯ̶̣̖̤͚̜̦̯̠̰̤̝̪̹̬̣̹͙͇͍̺͂̔̑̈́̂̐͑̈́̇ȩ̸̖̙̲̙̗̰̭̗͙̠̲̭̪̲̭̠͔̯̻̞̄ṙ̸̛͖͖̱̥̥̮͙͔͙͋̍̀͆̂̀̿͊̈́̓͆̎̐̕̕ ̵̧̢̧͖̮̻̪͔̗͚͈̫͈̓́D̸͕͔̯̯̻͍̪̺̦̗̱̗̗̟̤̭̤̬̬̟̟̐̑̋̋̑͒͗̓̀ŕ̵͕̪̭͈͌̀͐ͅá̴̗̳̩̱͈̩̮̦͆͒̄͌͒́̑̌̈́̋̕͝͠g̸̛͎̜̪̳͗͋̈́͗̍̑͂͌͊́͑̄̂̏͗̾̀̽͝͝ọ̸̡̧͇̜̖̳͚͇̟͚͍͉̠͉̭̭̼̫͙̖̃̋̀͂̐͜͠n̴̡̞̪̬̳͍͕͙͚͈͍̼̲̗̱̍̍̿́͑̉̕͝͠

L̵̨̜̬̩͎̺̲̈́̊͒̆̈́ͅè̷̜̋͒̾͊v̵̮̤̞̜̪̹͙͆̅̍͑̋̅e̵̢̮̭̣̻͂̄̈̓́̅̾͋l̸̨̰̺̠̣̟̠̻̮̞̀̕ͅ:̸̛̩̤̞̬̟͔̩͔̿͒͂̚͠ 6̶̢̠͆/̷̢͂͝1̸̨̖͌͐0̵̗̥̽̊

Ț̷̽̉ÿ̵̳́p̷̯̮͛̽ě̴͓͔̇:̸͍̳͐ P̷̢̽͘a̴͙͒͜͝s̴̭̤̑ș̷͌i̶̢̻̾v̸̱̔͆e̴̞̪̒

C̸̛͉̘͙̳̠̀̈́͊͑̈́̃́̚͝͝o̶̭̗̘̪͑̐͛̾̀s̴̢̨͓̯͚̥͖̅̅̐͒͌͐̊͒͘͝ẗ̴̹̪̳͕̜̺́́͐̾̊̌͋͐́̚͝:̵̞̈́ 1̵̗̎̊8̸̧̤̈0̶̡̉̎5̷͍̃ ̴̖̆M̸̙̂̇P̷̖͌̇

Ṣ̶̞̖̪͎̝̝̭́͐̈̊̈́͗̎͠ů̶̢̧̪̯͚̲̮͙̲̠̙͓̑̓̈͋̌̇̿͜m̵̥̟͓͎̼̮̖̯̩̰͙̻̜̊̌͜m̵̡̲̫͍̫̩̫̒̋͌̄͐͊̌͛̈́̽̔́͜͝ȯ̸̻̮͔̠̮͕̝̰͕̅́ṅ̴̘̲̥̝̬̙̮̙̠̗̜̂́͆͐̏̉̌̈́̐̏̚͝ş̶̹̭̹̮̎͑͜ ̶̳̳̲̯̣͈̮͇̼̬̀̂̉͛̔͝ě̸͖̙̝̩̐͛̎͛į̶̢̧͓͇̦̲̲̱̟̅̀̑͐͝g̶̜̼̖͈͗̒͊̔̈́̕̕̚͠͝h̸̢̨̛̛̯̩̣̝̭͇͛̇̋͐̎̿͝͝ẗ̴̗̹̳̗̖̘̰̰̮͔͇̮͓̣̎̏̂̒ÿ̸̻̪̻̘̖̱͈͇̗̦̣́̓̾̑̈́͘͜-̶̡̧̢̙̻͙͉̓ņ̵̗͎͕͉͍̱͎̩̹͖̱͒͆̿́̈̆̒̄̓̔̈́̀̚ͅĩ̶̙͎̞̩̦̪̫͌̎̆̑̽̈́̂́̚ņ̵̦̰̼͖̄͌͜ȩ̴̙̞̯̟̜̟̼̩̺͖̱̌̒͗̚͝͝ ̶̖͍̤͍͇͕͕̦̣̯̣̰̳͇́̍́̎̒̑̈́̓͘̚͝͝h̸̡̢̪͔̤̼͌̂̇͊̋̑̑́̔̄̈̔̿̐ō̵̪̯͑̉̚ş̴̨̪̫̻̹̼̞̤̩̿̊͆͒̔͊̿̌̄͘̕ṯ̶̠̘̱͔̗͚̐͗͗͋̿͋i̷̿̀́͜ͅļ̵̣̰̥̮͔̔̽͒̄͆̍̽̇́͒́̓e̶̡̥̪͈͔̥͖̦̙̺̙̬̓͗̉͆́̕͜ ̴̧̛̻̂̊̎͌́̓́̈́̎̄̈́̋͝Ẅ̶̢̖̘͙͉͍͆͌͋̈́̄̍͝a̸͚͕̝̗͎̥͙̖̬͎̯͆̐͂͂͑̆͛̈́̽ţ̴͔̼͓̮̳͇͕͓̳̱̙̹̙̈́̓̃̀̓͛͌͝͠e̵̡͔̠͉͈͈͈̦͖͉͍͂̈̽̈́̒̑͌̇͂̈́̓̓͌̇̏͜r̶͕͎̮̞͆̓́́̚̚ ̷͎̌S̴̢̡̭̘̘̤̯̻̳̉̔͑͆͘p̵̧̡̧͉̰̺̞̬̼̜̥̼͖̺̣͗̔̽͊̒̂͛̎̎̏̒i̷̤̻͙͈̗̝̳̔͊̆̅̇̾͆̈́̿̍͗̒̎͊͠ŗ̴̢̹̭̦͈̯̙͈̮̫̭̈́͑̾̈̐̕̚̚i̷̜̫͒̈́̀̔͗͛̆̃̌̈̈́̕̚͝͝t̸̨̻̤͈͓̰͖̹̱͕̆̓̊͋s̴̨̬̎ ̴̢̢͖̖̼̜̒ͅḭ̴͖̙̠̳͎͙͖̬̹̬͚̩̖͗̍́̂̈̈̀̾̀͊̀̀́͜ń̸̫̱̓̅̈́̑̆̍̋̊̒̕͝ ̷̡̲͓̬̘̪̻̙͚͎̜̪͉͈̥̌̿͆̀͝ą̴̢̨̱̬͍̻̜̪̬̭̦́̍͂̇̋̄͗͋͒͗̅̄̄ ̴̢̞͔͈̜̝̳̹̜̅f̶͎̞̣̏̈́̌̐̽͛͆̈́ơ̸̡̡̨̤̙̤̼̦̥̟͔͍̮̘̂̂̀͐́̔̆̈̀͛̑͝ṛ̴̛̳̥̂̽͗̒̌́͝m̷̺̱͍̗̦͑̒̃̎̌̍͛̐̀̀͝ ̵̢̛̛̬̖͉̥̺̲́̃͑̊̒͐͊̆̓͜o̴̠͙̻͚͍͚̮̿f̵͚̋̀̆̀ ̴̡͖̮̖͕͉̌̊a̸̡̧̖̞̞̦̟͚̳͂̔́͜͜ ̴͓͉̭̎̍̂D̶̛͔̥͔̝̯̥̰͇̰̐̀̂̅̓̎͐̌̓́̿͋͐͠ͅr̸̢̛͍̥̲̹͕͉̝̞̼̰̞͑̾̎̍͠ą̶̢̘̜͓̦̳̆̅̒̄͗͋̋̈̅͑͜g̴̢̼̙͈̺̺͕̝̭̀̀͗͋o̵̗͚̬͑̂̅͋͛̀̂̈́̓̏̋͠n̴̛͙̘̖̥̘̗̳̦̟̯̬̭̄̈́͋͐̐̄̔̈́́̊͜͝͠ͅ.̸̡̧̝̫̯̞̺̬̞̬͐̎͌̆͊̾̃͑͋̓̕̚͜ ̷͕̈́̔̒̑̀C̵̼͍̙͖̱͓͕̽͌̉̐̄a̸̳̣̪̖͉̞̯̻͚̎̍̆̈́͗͘ň̶͖̣̠̞͇͉̱̈͑̐͌̋̐͘n̵̢̡̲͚͕̝͙͖̣͔̓̇͑́́͋̃̓̂͜ơ̵̡̜͉̪̺̠͂t̷̡̡̮͔̱͓̣̪͕̮͋̊͘͠ͅ ̶̡̧̞͔̠͍̲̬́͋̐͗̇͗͝͠b̴̟̎̃̋͒̍͗̒͋͗͠e̵̞̞̤̱̜̱͍̱̣̮̤̝̙̾̇͝ ̶̢̧̛̙̗̰̮̣̻̺̝̰͖̪͛̆͆̌̊̅̆̆̈́̒̂͛͋͜͜͝c̴̨̝͎̾̄͐̇͑̎̑̏͒̒͌̚o̵̡̢̨̨̲̠̭̗̪͕͚̝̝͖͊̄̑̓̃̄̚n̴̫͎͗t̸̢̖̙̹̉̓̚r̵̻̉͐̂o̶̭͌̃̐̀́̽͘l̶̹̱̜̗̰̮͖̺͇̎̃̄͂͒ͅļ̷̛̞̹̞͙͈̹͓̺̜͎͖̝̤̄͂̐͂̉̈́͝e̶̩̤̤͔̲̹̫̟͎̓̀̂̐̈́͒̅̆̎́̂̈́̽̈́̚d̶̢͖̖͔̰͍͇̟̦̳̹̺͍͎͕̑́͂,̵͓̬͖͍̘̻̬̤̠̞̆̅͋̈̌̅͋͐̀̚͝ ̴̺̽͂̄̇͋̈̌̀͑̓̚̚͝m̴̱̤̝̖̩̫͖̊̀͋͘͠͝ḁ̴̺̙͓͊̎͑̀͒̆̚͝n̶̼͙̣̐̃͋̀̆̉̒́̍̈̂̍͋̽ỉ̸̥̄͂̓͆̉̈̾̽́͘̕p̶̧̢̛̥̳̹͔̈́̐̓̉̊̋̕u̷͕̫̍̑͋l̵̙̺̙̀͛̊͛͐̋̽͐͐̓̎͂̓̕͜a̷̛͚̰̣̤͉̱̬̍̆͑̓͂́̊͜͝t̵̺̳̹͚͔̙͐̿̈́͜ẽ̵̙̝͇̱̦͉͙̱̬̮̘͕͍̋̅̑̄́̍̚͝d̴̡̨̡͕̘̤̺̖̤̥̈̿̂͜ ̵̪̹̈̇͐o̶̧̝̱͔̔̅̽́̄̇̔̐̽ř̷̖͖͕͈̳̹̈́̉̓̈́͂͋͌́͊̄͘͝ͅ ̵̨̨̖̯̹͓̣̯̺͐̄͆̈́͒̊͗͑̀̊̈̏̏͝͝ͅr̷̡̫̹̲̃͒̓͆e̶̹̣͙͖̾̄̔̕ą̵̡̢̖̱̰̰̼̖̟͙̌̀͛̏̿̿͜s̷̛̭̉̇̓̒o̵̢̡̦̪̓͘͝n̴̨̻̗̦̫̮͔̦̥̮̈́͋̀̎̅̍͐͘̚ẽ̵̱̬̪͉͍̮̻̞̬͈̿̊̒̽̑̕͝͝ͅd̶̨̦̜̼̱̟͓̲͍͍̗̊̂͂̆͜ ̴̣̖̥̩͍̤̲̜͙̮̲͈̈́̅́̀͜͠w̸̛̳͇̲̘͔̼̖̼̿̿́͋̋̋̽͐̽̀́͜͠į̸̬͔̻̟͔̝̭̝̘̿͋́̂t̶̨̠͎̻̗̼̟̭͖̟̬̰̟̤̽̌̀͜h̷̨̛͉̻̰̜̦̩̼̟͙͂̃̄̈́͗͜.̶̨̡͕̙̥̟̙͖͌̿͜ ̶̨̞͈̜͇̜̯͇̈́̍͋̿̅̐̽̕͝H̷̛͖̻̅̀̋̽͑͝â̷̪̎̄͛̕͘s̷͚̼͚̀͗̆͛̄͜ ̷̢͚͍̹͎̫̔̔́͛͑̒̍̕̕a̸̜̦͛̏̽͝ ̶̨̛̛̤͑́̋̋̄̈́̆͛̍̓̚͝5̶̢̩̤͖̝̖͚͈͈͚̜̞̞͓̏̔͑̚%̷̡̛̮̥̹̬̲̘̐́̑͆̽̒̾͆̈̑ ̵̟̠̠͕̝̄͆͘͝c̴̡̧̛͇̮̖̖͍͆̋̓͜ḩ̵̟͓͖̰̉͐̀̔̈́͗̎͗͗̉̚͝͝͠à̷̖̈̾̒̂̽̒̋̈́͗̋̚ṅ̷̟̜̦̞͇̻̯̲͐̔̀̆͋̈̕̕͝ͅc̷̢̢̡͇̱̞͔̞̤̫̳̞̞̳͆̍̌̄̈͋͘͝e̷̛̮͉̫͉̠̮͋̃̎̓́̈̒ ̸̗̹̓t̸̢͙͚̙͔̠̲̮̤̪̺͂̃̏̓̓͒̅̔͌̄͌͗́͝ô̶̡͈̑ ̶̢̡̱̫̯̼̣̘̳̖̩̋̑b̶̨̜̦̙̩̻͎̹̫̪̭͗̀̄̌̚̚ë̷̢̛̳͙̻̫̮́͒̒̐͜ ̵͖̼̫̳̱͈̥̀͒̇͠s̶̛̤̮̱̠̯̱̭̙̬̳̘̺̱̼͗̊̂̀̾̅̀̄̌̎͆̽̕͝u̸͇̠̠̇̿̈͒̏̄̓͐̏͐̓̆̚͜m̴̝̻̩̞̤͉̞͂̉̔̊͜m̴̫̥̰̳͓̋̕͝o̶̡̱͔͖̒̀̓̉̊̕n̵̘͙̳͍̬͖͙̼̼̖͇̏̑̽͌̆̈́ē̷̢̡̛̦̜̗̬̺̗̗̝͈͉͍͔̞͋̏̈́̑ḋ̴̛̥̰̺̬͇̹̮͔̼̈̇̎͒̅͂̆͒͛̕͘ ̷͓͙̹̱͋̾̀̄́̃̊̐̄̆̀w̶̨̡̩͇̌ḯ̵̩̗̗̜͇͉̘͙͒͒̿̌͒̐͜ţ̸͇̳͉͙̉̀̂̃͌̎͠h̶͎͓̝̞̏̍͛͠ ̸̠̺̮̩̘̰̜̺̣̰̺͉̼͆ͅͅa̶̡̙͔̘͊̊̈́ ̷̨̛͇̠̲̩͉͕͍͂̈̈̋̐̓̄̍̚̕̕̚b̴̢̲̭̦̮̬͓̖̱̊͊͐͛͊̌̈́l̵̞̥͋͂̉́̚e̷̛͎͔̼͂͒͒̏̔̈́̿̈́̽͑̂͂̎͝ş̶̫̘͈̥̯̣̈́̇͆̆̑̓̌̆̂̐͐̕͜s̶̹̣̼͚͒́̈́͒͗ḯ̸̡̢̳̞̘͓̗̥̳̹̟̼̭͎̹̑̊͑̓̎́̒͆̀̚̕͝ņ̴̬͍̤̲͇̾͜g̷̣̖͚͈̝̠̥̿̾̿̑̇̓̓̕̕ ̵̢̡̛̼̬̣̺̫͙̩̥̹͖̀̃̿̿̽́͘͜͝o̸̡̯̺͎̮̯̝̗̼̎͊͜f̴̨̨̯̳̜̩̻̥̺̤͕͈̄̐̊̈́̈́̈́͆͒̇̾̀̾͌̚̕ ̸̞̲͉͔̳̠̦̌̕ţ̷͕͔͍̗̺͈̣͎̳̪̦͛h̷̰̰͈̮̫̩̙̥̞̜̊͋̇̒̓͂́̅̈̃̕̕͜͝ę̵̯͓̪͚͚̻̗̦͓͕̳͙͑͛̽͌́̀̌̌̀͌͜ ̴̢̛͈̼͌͋̆̏w̵̡̞̭̥̩̅̎̆͆͋͆̄́̕a̵̢̢͎͔̪̳͍̠͈̳̩͚̭͒͛̋͝ţ̸̢̩̮̗͚͕̓͆̽̒̕e̵̤͇̲̩̟̫͎̤̱̦̟̓r̶͓̟̤̦͚̝͑̽̂͌̉̋͜ͅ ̸͍̥̪̠̗͌͆̾̈́̍́͝͠g̵̡̧̪̱͇̩͎̍o̶͓̙̯̞̖͈̬̒́̉̿̿͋̄̆̊͒͌̍͌͝d̶̨̹̩̐͗̑̀̄̂̂̕͠͝ ̵̧̙̯̻̥͓̺̳͉̩̮͔̟̝̱̉͗̀͐̔̓̔̆̄́̋͘S̵̪͓͚̮̭̗̓͆̔̊̇ṷ̷̢̟̪̟̮̦̜̤͖͖͔̞̉̃́̽̈́̈͗̑̎i̶̥͇̟̫̹̤̪̝̙̭̼͉͊̆͊̀̈͆̿̾̿̀͂͜͝͝ͅj̶̛̦͑̇̌͠ḭ̷̜̬͇̱̹̦̼̝͍͚͎̽̈́̍̏̃̃̾͝͝ṋ̸̙̬̱̳̇͜ ̶̥͎͍̟̎̎͂͛h̵̡̞̦͎̱̣͂͑͆̒̄͐̏̌̚͝ḯ̷̘̞̮̟̣̾̇͆̊̽̚m̵̝̜̋̕̕ş̶̧̤̦̞͔̱̳̹͇̺̪͛̽̔͆͌͆͛̓̂͗͆̚͝͝ͅȩ̶̡̠̦̭͉̪̯̥̰̉̿͋̈́̍̃͗̔̀̓͜͜l̸̜̙͊̽̿̿f̷̛͍̖̜͓͕̙͇͉̳̘͑̿̑͋̎͊̂̄̈́̅̔̆͘͜͜ͅ.̷̬̹̦̬͙̘̜͙͈͂͐͂̊̏͑̀]

[C̶̡̤͈̭̰̠͗̀̔̑̐̚̕ò̶̖̥̞̜̓̋̇̈́̆͗͂̚͝n̸̢̢̛̛̫͇̜̲̙̜̟̰̍̾̒̿̈̌͗̆̍̚͜͝ͅg̶̫̈̔̂̎ŗ̷͇̮̼͖͙̱̯̮̇̈̇̑́͝a̸̡̙̰͚̮̠̖̗̰͋t̷̫̎u̶̮̱͚͋̐͜ḻ̸̛̜̝͉̥̏̋ą̴͎͎̠̗̖̖̰͈̘̺͚̓̀͜t̶̛̳̗̍͊͊̀̔̾͋͂͝i̷̛̪̯̳̖͎̮̥͇̐̉̇̀̇͆̔͆̐̕͜ͅǫ̵̨̼̹͚͍͇͔̞̦̤̲̟͇̈́̀̅̍̎n̶̞͙̩͚̹̩͇͕̔̀̐̓̄̒̇̏͂͑̊͆̚͝s̶̨̜͚̼͚͖̖̤̼͙̗̺͈͍̃̀̑̽̒͊̄̆̚͠͝͠!̴̧̛̬͕͉̰̜̽͒̂̏̊̏̿̈́̂̒͑̋̑ ̸̬͉͛͆̅̀̃̊̽͌͑S̶̡̛̤̠̰̗̳͉̈́̈́̿̅̏̉ǔ̷̧͈̯̯͓̠̞̩̹̬̻̂̀̉̎͑ṃ̸͓̯͖͗̃̆̎̍̆͊̉̈́͒̌̕̕m̸̼̪̠̝̼̰̼͉͖̪̠̱̭̩̏̓͐̈́̀ǫ̴̹̈́͋͑͛̄͑͆̋̕͘̚̕͜͠ͅņ̶͓̙̼̥͓͓̅͊͜͝ ̴̡̨̨͇̪͕͓̰̹͎̮͉̭̬͂̍̓̽͝H̶̠͓͇͔̞̮͙̘̟̔͂͐̎̆̿̊͑ͅơ̵̞͔̙̮͉̩̰̻͖̲̲̟̱͑́͗̓̽͠͝ṣ̵̢̖̪̳̜͕̦̙͊͑͜t̴̛̮̰̣̀̉̀̍̏̚̚i̴̧̧̲̜̦͇̖̝̪͔͓͖̿̈͌́́́̈̋̀̈͒͊͘͝ľ̷̡̢̛̝͖̞͓̝̫͇̭̱̠̏̂̉̈́́͑̄̄͋è̵̡͍͉͙̤͚̠̗̳͉̦͕̲̈́̋̾͌̌̊͝ ̷̢̢̼̹̯̖̳͔̘̯̗̽́̇̓̀̍̆̌͗͠W̷̡̨̤̞̊̉̓̀̽̇̃̓͋̀̕̚͜͠ḭ̸͓̲͕̦̫̾̂̕l̸̖͙̲̫̟̬̖͔͍͐̾̔͊͑̀̓͠d̵͍̿̉́̑̎͐̂̓̃͘̕ ̴̨̻̗̱͇̠͕̏͐̄̄́͗̓̆͑̆̓̚̕ͅẈ̴̢̡̰̩̻͇̞̥̖̟͔͍͒̐̔̄̈́̊̒͜à̷͎̌̾̔̀̽̆̏̈́̓̔̄̿͠t̷̗̰͕͇̣̼̮͇̞̳͕͕̤͙͑́̑e̵̖̗͕͔͖͕̐̆̑̄̅̈̈́̀̅̃̂̽̚͝ŗ̴̨͖͓̘̳̎́̀̍̓̽̔̏̔̓̓̔ ̵̨̧̹̲̹͈̈́̉͐͑̅̾̂͝Ḏ̸̡̛̭̙̗̠̯̤͉͍̍͊̈́̍͝ṙ̸͇̮̎̒̌̌̊̈͊̋͛̓͠a̵̦̙͚͎̙̾̎̊͗̾͋͛̊̈́̄̾̂͝͝g̵̯̳̙̯̫͌̊̊̎͊̒́ơ̴̡̞̽̆͛̾̑͗̈́͐̾̀͘ṅ̵̨̯̘͚͎̰̥̝̦̦̼̉ͅͅ ̴̯̳̊͗̂̓͊̿̃̃͒̄̋͘͠͠i̵̧͉̞̮̞͚̝̪̘̖̫͑͑͝s̴̫͔̥̲̫̙̄ ̴̤̬̯̘͂̿ṅ̷̨̡̗͍̞̯̻͇̞̟̩̳̬̦́̕o̷̧̡̖̰̖͇̘̤̟̹̔̂̈́̊͐̆̾̋̒̒̽́̋̚ẅ̴̨͓̱͔͚͇͈̭̙̱̤́̈́́̂̎͘ ̴̯̰̟̐̇̓̈͑͌̄̐̈́̚͜l̵̡̖̹͙̤̣͔̠͕̤͈̺̽̒͘e̸̼̻̺̖͍͔͆͜͜v̵̭̻͖̤̮̟͋͐̏͆̽̚͜è̵̡̨̢̤̗̪͍̦̪̊̀͋̌̋̅ļ̸̠͍̪͖̱͉̞̩͕̺̲̔̆̃̍ͅͅ ̴̢̡̨̭͈͎͇̖̘̩̇̈̿͜7̷͈̤̹̻̯̳̯̖͖̭̤̼̣̪̈́͝!̷̝̹̦͈̌͐̀͌̐́́̒̔͘͠]

[S̷̥͓͇̖͖͙̽́̃̀̒̏́̏̚k̸̨͎͈͖͙͇̟̃̑̆̂͌i̵̡̢̡̼̞̜̲͉̪̪̟̟̺͉͇͊̈́̈́̅̆̀̈́̓̅͘͜͜͝ĺ̷̢̧̢̲̪̤̻̦̠̭̑̈ḻ̵̛̛͙̪̺̠̭̯̯̬͙̹̮̳͉̀̒̒̇̊̉̂̊̏̔̔̒̔͐̈́̈̚͜͝ͅ ̴̪̘͔̇̍͘n̸̠̬̳͇̲̣̟̼̝͖̦̄̀̑̄̊̈́̍͘̕͜͝a̸̛̻̩̜͈̐̃͘͜m̷̛̯͍̖̺̝̙̦͈̩̮̝̭͕͙̫̻͙̄̓͋́̇͆̀̓̐̈́̈́̊͂̀͑̄͘͘͠ͅe̸͇̭͖͛́̃̊̈́̔͌̀͝:̴͖̜̬̣̱̙̯̔̉͒̆̏̓͋̆̔ ̶̥̹͔̏͊͑́̈̐̂͂͒̐̇͂̽̓͑̈́̕͝S̵͕͙͇̺̃̒ȗ̴͈̘͖͓̩͇͙͇̪͚̬͓͍̗̈̓̈́́̾́̊͆̂̒̄͒̑͗͗͜͝ͅṁ̶̧̢̙͕̯̫̖͚̮͎͙̱͖͙͈̻̙̞̻͚͗ͅm̸̻̝͉̻̦͙̟̣̫͈̱̬̝̘̥̓͑́͝o̸͈̠̯̪̗̜̙̺̭̟͌̃̈̾̄͗͑̈́̎n̸͇̼͈̘̳͓̪͍͖̮̮̘̻̄̊̒͂̈́̈́̓͑̉͜ͅ ̸̨̬̱̞̟̖̖̙͍̖̮̥̼͔͖̯̪͕̩̮̗̽̂͐̀́̉̑̀͒H̵͉͍̹̘͓̫͒͑̆̚ǭ̵̛͐̐̈́̒̿͌̃̎̓̃s̶̩̯̣͓̑̋͛̂͌̎t̶̞̘̗͖̦̮̟̂̏́̎̎̒͒͐͋̾͗̔͒î̸̧̢̱͉̙̲̮̲̤̘͖͔̜̼̟͆̀̄ͅl̵̠̱̲̱̺͓̣̼̯̮͈͖͓͓̜̪͉̹͕̦̱̺̓̒è̶͕̂ ̵̨̢̧͍̠̳͍͓̖̙̘͓̘͖̬̜͇̱̼̹͎̱͖̃͂̎͆̐̎̀̔̑̊͂͑̕͝Ẅ̸̗̯͕̦͔̞͕̓͊̆̑̍͛̎̃̇́̕͘͝ị̴͚̟͓̞͎̈̓͋̈́̓̒͒̔̅͛͂͝ḻ̴̛̤̦̖̠̙̺̯̦̩̬̥͓͓̥̍̀̏̊͊̒͛̃͑̍͊͗̓́̿̈͋͂͘̕͝͠d̵̡͔̞̺̙̗̣͍̫̳̼̻̬̤̗̱͙͇͇̦̫͛͜͝ ̸̧̡̛̣͈͓͉̖̫̯̣̞̝͓̙̭̠̹̱̗̮̺̐̃̓̃͗͌̌́̎́̅͛͆̽̈́͗̓̊͠ͅW̸̧̛̱̩͙̝͉͈̱̻͙̦̰̹̫̥̭͖̊͐͂̅̈́͒̑̑̋̇́̂͊̉͠a̶̢̘̲͕̬̮̓̏̄̈́̎̀͊̈́͘͘͘͝ͅṯ̶̣̖̤͚̜̦̯̠̰̤̝̪̹̬̣̹͙͇͍̺͂̔̑̈́̂̐͑̈́̇ȩ̸̖̙̲̙̗̰̭̗͙̠̲̭̪̲̭̠͔̯̻̞̄ṙ̸̛͖͖̱̥̥̮͙͔͙͋̍̀͆̂̀̿͊̈́̓͆̎̐̕̕ ̵̧̢̧͖̮̻̪͔̗͚͈̫͈̓́D̸͕͔̯̯̻͍̪̺̦̗̱̗̗̟̤̭̤̬̬̟̟̐̑̋̋̑͒͗̓̀ŕ̵͕̪̭͈͌̀͐ͅá̴̗̳̩̱͈̩̮̦͆͒̄͌͒́̑̌̈́̋̕͝͠g̸̛͎̜̪̳͗͋̈́͗̍̑͂͌͊́͑̄̂̏͗̾̀̽͝͝ọ̸̡̧͇̜̖̳͚͇̟͚͍͉̠͉̭̭̼̫͙̖̃̋̀͂̐͜͠n̴̡̞̪̬̳͍͕͙͚͈͍̼̲̗̱̍̍̿́͑̉̕͝͠

L̵̨̜̬̩͎̺̲̈́̊͒̆̈́ͅè̷̜̋͒̾͊v̵̮̤̞̜̪̹͙͆̅̍͑̋̅e̵̢̮̭̣̻͂̄̈̓́̅̾͋l̸̨̰̺̠̣̟̠̻̮̞̀̕ͅ:̸̛̩̤̞̬̟͔̩͔̿͒͂̚͠ 7/̷̢͂͝1̸̨̖͌͐0̵̗̥̽̊

Ț̷̽̉ÿ̵̳́p̷̯̮͛̽ě̴͓͔̇:̸͍̳͐ P̴̧̫̩̰͓͇̟̀̾̀͂̄͑̾͝a̴̛̜̫̲̮̺̗͜ş̵̢̛̯͇͖̩̥͖̈́̉́̎̀̀̅͂́͜s̶̢̨̟͓̼͙̟̬̦̘͚̙̔́̎̌̏̉̂̚͘͘͝i̵͇̲͕̻̟̓́̂̽̓̀̒̊̈̀͝ͅv̴̨̢̛̗̥͙̰͎̟͂̂̔ȩ̵̠̝̿

C̸̛͉̘͙̳̠̀̈́͊͑̈́̃́̚͝͝o̶̭̗̘̪͑̐͛̾̀s̴̢̨͓̯͚̥͖̅̅̐͒͌͐̊͒͘͝ẗ̴̹̪̳͕̜̺́́͐̾̊̌͋͐́̚͝:̵̞̈́ 1̵̗̎̊8̸̧̤̈0̶̡̉̎5̷͍̃ ̴̖̆M̸̙̂̇P̷̖͌̇
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[Ć̷̨̢̡̛̮̝͇̻̘̲͖̪̞̿̆̏̀̎͌̍͐͋̊͌̆̈́̂͐̊̄̑̈́̋̽͋͌̂̚̚͜͝ͅơ̵̧̢̨̛̩̳̺͓̺̘̗̯̳͔͛̍̍͗̋̋̇̓̋̅̌̌͘͘͠͝ͅņ̶͉̱̼͉̥̣̯̓̌̀͂͊̔̑̅̇̄̊̓͂̄̆̒̋̓̽͒͌̒͌̾͊̕͘͘̕͜͠͠g̸̬̬̰͓̗̭͉̠̭͖̗͉̙̪̙͇̤̻͎̱͓̞̱̝̦̠̞̯̽̄̾͐̇̃̾̆͛͐̓́͆͗̉̾̒̾̈́̾͒͆͊͛̓̚͘̕͜͜͠r̷̡̧͙͍̩̣̰͉̭̝̬͎̝̤͙͇͚̪̺̬̋̂͛̒͑̉̏̌͛̊̏̅̆͜͝ą̶̧̝̹̲̖̥̬̲̥̋̀̀͒̾̽͂̐́̀̐̈́t̸̢̢̡̡̧͙̺͙͔̦̳͇̬͓̱̲͖̝̳͍̬̥̻̃̒̈́̐̀͊̄̃̅͝ȗ̴̢̢͍̖͓̠̮͍̲̦̺̺̹͉͈̘̖̝̻̣̈́̆̏̽̐̈́̽̈̿̾̐̿̿̀̄̄̐͒͘̚̕͜͜͠l̸̨̹̜̱͍̹͇̞͕̣͈͎̘͕̪̟̯̳̰̩̑̐̐̅́̌̄̓͂̎̇͊ͅą̶̯̼̼͔̘̪͙̻͖̦̣̱̦̪̟̱̰͚̱͕͎̘͍͙̯̄̏͋t̷̡̨̞̟̳̗̭̹͚͇͓̠̮͓̼̳̰̘̦̝̤̖̻̄͂͆͜͝i̵̢̨̮͓̗̖̘̳͔͓̭̭͔̥̘̯̝̗̹̹̩̺̲̫̝̰͓̼̫͑̚̕͜ǫ̶̩̜̲̦͕͉͓̬̝̩̝̗̫̫̝̪̜̫͕͚̱̖̣͙̱̫̣͛̎̐͜͝ͅn̸̼̳̅͆̒͌̓͊̓͂͗͂͊̅̀͐̽̍̇͒s̵̨̥̱͉̺̺̯͖̱̙̪̿͗͛̂!̸̡̡͕͇͔̦͎̼̤̻̩͉̭̩̖͍̤̤̗̻̤̜̺̓̆͒̇̋̿̒̀̀̀́̇͊̀̇͂̅̆̓̎̌̓̚̕̕͠͝͠͠͝͠ ̴̡̢̡̻̗̥̣̹̠̭̼̳̬͚͖͙̯͔͎̑̈̎̈́̈́̌́̓̄͗̽͂̐͊̿̌̈́͝͠͠Ś̶̼̭̱̦̲̳̹̞̠͙͔̩̰̏̿̈́̇́̽̑́͐̄̍̈́̇͋̀̄̃̍̂͊̊̚͜͝ư̸̡̢̢̢̧̪̲̪̭͖̼͎̻̮̝͚͔͇̻͚̤̮̖̳̠͓̩̯̮̥̱̈̂̓̽̂͋̾͋͐̈́̊̓͛̈̀͂̓̐̄̀͌̿͆̚̚̕͝m̸̢̡̛̰͙̣̟͔̰̯̙̭̱̰̎̆͆͐͘ͅm̶̛͙̰̞̝̜̟̜̜͉̓̆̈̔̉̎̐̎̆̔͂́̒͒̈́̚̚͜͝ö̴͓̲́͐̓̾̇̉͐̍̀́̊̈́̃̉̾̊̈́̚͝͝ͅń̸̰͙̘̀̄̓̿̇̈̂̄̈́͗͊̐̅̉̒̃̏̈́̃́̎̎̄̇͘̕̚͘͠͝ ̸̢̘̔͛̅̇̈́H̷̨̛̞͚̲̥͔̦̼̲̲͓͕̭͇̑̒͊̈́͑̄̒̂̚͜͝͠ỡ̸̳̣͓͙͈̬̄̌̌͒̑͠s̴̨̧̢̛̻̻̯̤̗̺̞͈̗͚̲̪̩͇̻͕͎̠̖̞̰̬͑̿̀̅̆̓̂̅́̆̓͝ͅṫ̵͙̃̋̈́̄̑̈͑̈́̎̑̿̋̈́͋̔̉̀̔͆͐͌̅̈ỉ̵̢̭̼̯͇̜̥͖͇̹͈̟̹͚̳̄͂̊̄̅ͅͅl̷͕̺̳̞̘͓̩͎̖̮͇̯͚̹̰̙͖̳͈̖̞̏́̈́̇̓̇̿͐̋̎͝ę̶̧̡̢̛͎̼͇̥̝̝̐̿̈́͋͂̊͐̀̅͗̔̉̽̂̂̆̌͒͆̆͋̌̋̀̈́͘̕͘̕͝ ̴̡̨̘̖̤̺̣͈̺̜͖̣͓̹͇͎̲̣̖̖̄̈̿̈́͑̌̊̔̔̐̈́̑́̐̋̂̍͊̓́̅̆́̕̕͜͠W̵̢̧̛͙̤̠̲͕̣̙͇͚̻̓̽͐̓̾̈̓̕í̶̝̘̟̲̜̖̜͇̫̟̪̱̲̱̬͉̭͓̜̪̟̰͓̘͖̠̺̫͐̀̂͆̑͑̃̇̉̚͠͝ļ̴̨̧̛̜̳͍͇͇͔͇̗̭͓̗̭̼̺͙̗̩̺̀̅͛̂̄̇͗̀͗̂̎̑͗̌́͂̕̕̚͝͠d̸̢͕̘͙̩̭̪̫̖͖̦̥̩͍̻̟̗̘̜̂́͋͋͛̓͜͜͝ ̵̢̛̭̘̱̝̝̜͎̤̹̟̲͙͐̓̃͋̀̔̍́́̽͛́̊̾͂̂͌͠͝ͅW̸̝̰͕̫̯̼̳̮͗̔͗̈́̆͛̀̇̐̀́͛͝à̸̢̧̨̨͇̜̜̗̳̪̪̹̝̗̯̩̘͍͔̗͍̙̰̻̳̪̱̫̪͇ẗ̶̨̢̨̘̜̦̻̻̗̬̭̫̱͔̝͇͓̹̻͎́̊̈̓̎͗̽́͛̓̑͌̈́̍́͆̑̈̊̌͐̃́͂́̕̕͜͝e̷̡̧̡̡̢̺̥̮̪̥͖͈̹͍̫̪̣̟̣̖͈̦̮͛́͂̎̈́̅́̅̔̄̽͊̈͘͝r̸̢̝͎̘̥̲̥͚͓̲̪͕̓̍̿̏̐ ̶̧̡̺̜̈́͂͐̉̏̋͌͌̎͠͠D̸̢̧̡̘̙̜̭̺̹̬͉̝̱͓̮̦̰͎̗̩̩̩͉̲̟̘͍̆̈́̓̔͒ŕ̸̨̛͉͔̘̖͔̪̟̯͖̰̥̙͔̱̖̱͈̫͉̖̖̩͎̱͇͓̇͝à̴̢͕̲̻̙̻̥̍͊̋̿̈́̇̃̃̾͑̑̌͑͗͌̀̔̓̊̕͘̚͝ͅg̶̢̡̡̛̛͔̞̰̻̠̟̺̹̱͋̆̽̓̾̋̅̋̒̉̂̆͌̇͗̚͘͝͠o̵̡̰̳̻̜̩̳̖͔͓͒͂̐̽̈̉͂͑͗̓͐̎̈́̊̕̕͠ṋ̴̜̹̭̲̬͉̫̰̠̬̖͇̰̦͍̼̀͌͜ ̷̧̨̢̢̛̛̹̩̮̤̙̹̠̺̘͍͕̥̙̹̝̪̻̮̖̋̈́̌͊́̊̅̿̃͒̓̚͜ͅi̸̥̭̹͔̞͙̥̰̅̈͆͌͆̓͗͂̎͋́̑̽̾͌̋̓̚͘͜͝͝ͅs̷̢̛̳̤̖͇̗͈͓̠͎̟̲̖̬̲̉̏̍̇͂͛͂͒̌͌̍͊̀́̄̄͗̈̉̌̇͊̓͒̒͘̚͝͠ͅ ̶̙͙̘͙̤̜̱̮́̄̔̐̀̊͛́͒̀̔̿͌͋̈́̈̾̑̓͋̃͌̀̕͝͠͝͝n̸̡͖̤̏̽͊̂̈́̆͋͝o̴̢̧͈̫̱͍̥̭͍̪̤͔͙̲̩̼̞͎̣̬̝̞͊͆͒̏̎͐̅̓̿̀w̶̛̞̱̗̺͍̯͚͍̩̹͇̪̹̜͎͓͖͕̭̬̆͊̌͊͂̈́̾̈́̔̇̐̒̐̀́͗̑̅̌͑̋̚͘͝͠ ̸̧̛̛̲͙̭̪̠̗̹̪͎̙̪͚͙͎͉̗̻͎̩̲̠̣̺͓͈̘̄̃͑̽̅̽̍̈́̈̍̾̇̓̇͒͂͐̎͝͝ͅͅͅl̸̨̜͙͈̟̭͍̈͋͂̄̑͑̾̓̀͂̅͊̈̆̾̄́́̌̄̈̉͠ě̵͉̦͙̜̞̼͇̪̪͈̈́͒̊̓̅͂̀̓̒̌͆͗͂̀̏̐̾̈́̈́̓̎͝͠͠v̶̧͎͍̙̺͓̺̮͎̦͙̞͓̲͇̩͈̗̀̀̍̉͋̇́̽͗̓̉̌̒́͆̐̃͐͒̎̀͑̊͆̕͜͝ę̵̡̨̧̧̣͉͓͇͍̜̫̜̩̯̣̜̜̩̘͍͖̻̝̞̠̗̘̎̐̇̊̇͝ͅļ̷̛̠͙̟͖̠̟͙̙̞̪̙̙͇̜͔̠̦̌̍͆̀̉̅̽͊ ̴̢̨̢̛̪̙͇̜̳̭̻̭̲͉̥̠̻̟̩̬̠̻̱͎̻̗͋͑̎̏̍̀̒̀́̈̀̏̀̈͠͠͝9̷̟͎̫͉̀̈̽̃̃́́̄̅͌̎͗͆̚̕̚͝!̶̡̨̧̢̛͉̠̖̦͓̙͍̲̭̉̃̐͑̈́́̉͗̃̓]

[S̷̥͓͇̖͖͙̽́̃̀̒̏́̏̚k̸̨͎͈͖͙͇̟̃̑̆̂͌i̵̡̢̡̼̞̜̲͉̪̪̟̟̺͉͇͊̈́̈́̅̆̀̈́̓̅͘͜͜͝ĺ̷̢̧̢̲̪̤̻̦̠̭̑̈ḻ̵̛̛͙̪̺̠̭̯̯̬͙̹̮̳͉̀̒̒̇̊̉̂̊̏̔̔̒̔͐̈́̈̚͜͝ͅ ̴̪̘͔̇̍͘n̸̠̬̳͇̲̣̟̼̝͖̦̄̀̑̄̊̈́̍͘̕͜͝a̸̛̻̩̜͈̐̃͘͜m̷̛̯͍̖̺̝̙̦͈̩̮̝̭͕͙̫̻͙̄̓͋́̇͆̀̓̐̈́̈́̊͂̀͑̄͘͘͠ͅe̸͇̭͖͛́̃̊̈́̔͌̀͝:̴͖̜̬̣̱̙̯̔̉͒̆̏̓͋̆̔ ̶̥̹͔̏͊͑́̈̐̂͂͒̐̇͂̽̓͑̈́̕͝ ̶̥̹͔̏͊͑́̈̐̂͂͒̐̇͂̽̓͑̈́̕͝

L̵̨̜̬̩͎̺̲̈́̊͒̆̈́ͅè̷̜̋͒̾͊v̵̮̤̞̜̪̹͙͆̅̍͑̋̅e̵̢̮̭̣̻͂̄̈̓́̅̾͋l̸̨̰̺̠̣̟̠̻̮̞̀̕ͅ:̸̛̩̤̞̬̟͔̩͔̿͒͂̚͠ 9/̷̢͂͝1̸̨̖͌͐0̵̗̥̽̊

Ț̷̽̉ÿ̵̳́p̷̯̮͛̽ě̴͓͔̇:̸͍̳͐ P̴̧̫̩̰͓͇̟̀̾̀͂̄͑̾͝a̴̛̜̫̲̮̺̗͜ş̵̢̛̯͇͖̩̥͖̈́̉́̎̀̀̅͂́͜s̶̢̨̟͓̼͙̟̬̦̘͚̙̔́̎̌̏̉̂̚͘͘͝i̵͇̲͕̻̟̓́̂̽̓̀̒̊̈̀͝ͅv̴̨̢̛̗̥͙̰͎̟͂̂̔e

C̸̛͉̘͙̳̠̀̈́͊͑̈́̃́̚͝͝o̶̭̗̘̪͑̐͛̾̀s̴̢̨͓̯͚̥͖̅̅̐͒͌͐̊͒͘͝ẗ̴̹̪̳͕̜̺́́͐̾̊̌͋͐́̚͝:̵̞̈́ 1̶̢͍̙̤̞͎̫͔̳̒̏̇̓̏́̃͒̂̋̊͝͝͝͝8̶̨̡̟̪͇̟͎̗̭̉̊̂́̅͂́̊͊́͗̌ͅ0̸̢̢̱͙̘͈͚̼̙͚̭̦̠͍͙̥̥̃͛̒̍̑̏̓̀̀̆̇͊̇̽̊̌͘͜͝5̶̢̡̨̹̬͔̳̞̘͍̘̤̘͉̼͔̠̮̘̍̂̂̈́̀̿̋̂̀͌̂̓̾́̔̂̋̐̕̚͠ ̴̢͍̺͔̦͖̼͖͍̯̼̳̋̅̇͑͂̐̚͝ͅͅM̴̛̮̄̋͆̄̎͂͊̾̍̀̈̊̔̌̋́̀͠͝P̶̝̼̯͆̇͂̑̆̋̈̔̇́̑̓͂͐͝
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“GUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHH!?!?!?”

My ears ring and my eyes start to bleed from all the high-pitched pinging and flashing text tearing through the fabric of space and time no matter where I look or how I cover my ears.

Countless wings, tails, and appendages rise up, high into the air. Twisted, morphing, constantly merging and separating. An ominous monstrosity, blocking the sun. At the top of the misshapen water monstrosity, dwarfing the mountains of the Crystal Valley a humanoid shape takes form.

The water thing’s upper torso roughly resembles that of a mortal man, with a head and two arms. The bottom part is made out of a stream of countless morphing water creatures, circling around themselves like a tornado. The watery thing could probably reach out with its arm and grab the pale moon from the sky if it so desired.

The being opens its mouth and in a deep voice that makes the planet tremble utters a single word, "Naughty!"

“There you are!” I hear a familiar female voice from behind my back. "Leaving a fair maiden to fend for herself during a monster attack! And you lot call yourselves adventurers!? Shame on you!"

The sound of that voice snaps me out of the ‘fatal error’ cycle of torn screens and high-pitched noises that were only a small step away from a flat out BSOD. I turn my gaze away from the cosmic being in front of us and turn around to see Cyra, pulling herself out of the water on the other side of the staircase, where the Guild building used to be. Does she not see it? Without saying a word, I simply point in the direction of the Water God.

“Ah, you’ve met daddy?” Cyra asks unfazed. “Why did you summon him though?”

I’ve met who!?

“Say what now!?” Casper asks and turns to Cyra also. His expression of shock and confusion is what my expression must look like.

I try to take a look at my passive spell that started this whole mess, but it is still all torn and messed up, flitching in and out of existence, just like the rest of my character info bars. Something has corrupted it all. Was it the overuse of the spell at forbidden casting speeds? Was it the Water God Suijin that did this?

I point my finger at my dress and whisper, “Minor Spark.”

Nothing happens. This is bad, with a capital 'B’. If I can’t even cast my smallest and weakest spell, what am I supposed to do?

“Who disturbs my slumber?” a deep voice thunders across the skies.

There is no way for me to fight something of this magnitude when all my cheats appear to be busted. The only chance I have is talking my way out of this. With a nervous smile, I can think of only one thing to say, “It is I, Lilith!”

“Know this. Only one may summon me. One whose worth lies far within. A diamond in the rough.”

“Ah, then, since I’ve summoned you, I am that diamond in the rough?”

“You are a sociopathic mass murderer, who has Hades working overtime!” Suijin thunders in response. “Due to your spell, already over thirty thousand men, women and children have perished. And that number will continue to grow until the entire world is submerged underwater.”

“That’s great!” I exclaim.

“... W-what?”

It is amusing to hear this cosmic being pause from the unexpected answer.

“Of course!” I double down on my response. “Suijin, listen to me. This world—it’s a mess! Kidnappers, murderers, baby-eating unicorns, adventurer guilds on rocket thrusters... Life under the sea has got to be better than anything we’ve got up here!”

“The seaweed is always greener in somebody else’s lake,” Suijin says.

“Ah, then you agree?”

“No. It means that you’re not satisfied with what you have you should aim to fix what it is you don’t like about your own world, instead of looking elsewhere.”

“And that is exactly what I am doing!”

“By turning it into a water world?”

“Yes!”

“And have you asked anyone else how they feel about literally drowning in your ambition?”

“Since when do Gods concern themselves with the opinions of lesser beings?”

“Since I’ve taken over five thousand of those lesser beings as my concubines!” Suijin roars in anger. “And I have no intention to let some little pipsqueak halt the growth of my harem!”

“But I do,” a female whisper, like the hissing of a snake, comes from the surface of the surrounding lake, which now looks more like a sea, with no end in sight. Out of the water, just a couple of feet away from the staircase, a single snakehead slowly rises.

The snakehead looks like a cobra, colored in a mix of green and black, with two blue eyes. It slithers higher and higher from the surface, before morphing into a slender female with bronze skin, straight, deep-blue hair and a golden dress. Her head is adorned with a green and black crown in the form of that very same snake.

“Naunet!” Suijin roars the name of the being that has appeared. He does not look pleased.

“Why don’t you come down from up there?” the bronze-skinned girl named Naunet says calmly to the Water God Suijin after simply appearing out of the water. “You’re not impressing anyone with this blatant, cheap showmanship.”

“She’s the one who summoned me in this form,” Suijin points his watery finger at me which is at least thrice the size of the Guild building that flew away. “My body was fueled by the sixty-eight thousand two hundred twenty water dragons summoned by her spell!”

“S-sixty-eight… thousand?” Casper nearly chokes on those words.

Just how many times did those spells cast? Obviously, it must have been a lot of times if the spell leveled all the way to level 10.

“Are you seriously going to blame a small child of man?” Naunet asks the Water God and laughs. “You are as childish as I remember you.”

The earth shakes as Suijin roars with the force of ten million lions, lightning flares across the sky from horizon to horizon, threatening to crack and shatter the very heavens. Then Suijin spreads his hands, and his body explodes, threatening a thousand-yard-high tsunami in all directions before it stops and implodes in on itself. The water dragons that were circling Suijin’s lower body fly off in all directions.

The Water God disappears. Minor, twenty-foot-high waves roll in our direction along with a downpour from Suijin’s disappearance. Naunet raises her hand and water crashes against an invisible spherical shield, rolling off it all around us like heavy rain off a windshield.

As the surrounding sea and sky calm down, Suijin rises from the water in front of us, in a similar fashion to Naunet, forming his body out of the sea’s water supply. He is now a human-sized, imposing water figure with wide shoulders, watery mane similar to a lion, growing from his head down to the bottom of his spine and long, prominent whiskers coming from under his nose like a catfish.

The lower part of Suijin’s body is now covered by what appears to be a kimono, leaving his upper body exposed. Even though his body is formed out of constantly flowing, mixing water, the Water God’s muscular shapes are still clearly defined.

“This must be stopped at once!” Suijin says with a deep voice, no longer causing the earth to shake.

“Don’t worry!” Naunet calms him down. “It will in due time. After properly cleansing this world, of course.”

“It’s already cleansed enough!” Suijin protests. “We must ask Chronos for a rewind!”

“Chronos will split you into atoms before he allows anyone to mess with the flow of time,” Naunet says.

Suijin sighs and says, “Alright. This can be fixed. But this little psycho-loli needs to be disintegrated!”

“WHAT!?” I shout. The others simply stare at the two gods, completely at a loss for words at this strange development. Even Cyra scratches her head while listening to all of this.

“If she’s capable of causing this much trouble already,” Suijin says to Naunet while ignoring me completely. “Then who knows what horrors she could unleash upon this universe when she reaches her true potential!”

“I OBJECT!!” I scream at the top of my lungs.

“An excellent idea!” Naunet exclaims excitedly, hitting the palm of her open hand with her clenched fist.

“Huh!?” Both Suijin and me let out the same sound and stare with bewildered expressions at the blue-haired goddess.

“We will have a trial to determine the fate of this small child of man!” Naunet shouts aloud to the skies, making her announcement with grand, theatrical motions.

“Arise Pyramid of Law!” Naunet shouts and grasps with her hand at the air to the left of her and pulls up the nothing that she is holding. The earth shakes as a giant pyramid slowly rises out of the sea. It is glowing in gold, perfectly symmetrical and smooth.

At first, it rises as high as a two-story building, then as high as one of the water dragons that used to be here, then it rises to the height of the highest tree of the cannibal-unicorn magical rainforest (which was three hundred feet high). That’s where it finally stops as water slides off its sides.

“Arise Pyramid of Order!” Naunet shouts and grasps at the air to the right of her. The same motion is repeated, and the same pyramid rises, only this one shines in silver colors. Now Suijin, Naunet, me, Cyra, Casper, E1, T1, and Mr. Claw stand between the two colossal structures.

“Arise Pyramid of Judgement!” Naunet pulls with both hands at the air in front of her and a third, mithril pyramid rises in front of us. It ends up being just high enough to be clear to everyone to be the highest of the three, but not high enough to be completely unreasonable.

“And now, The Pyramids of The Judged,” Naunet says and raises a single finger. Three bronze pyramids rise out of the water at the white staircase. They stop rising barely fifty feet above the water, looking tiny compared to the other towering structures.

“As for the judge…” Naunet stops and thinks, looking at the sky while tapping her index finger to the side of her face. “Somebody completely impartial... Someone who would not care for the outcome one way or the other.

“Aphrodite!” both Naunet and Suijin shout out at once in realization.

“Wait why her?” I ask and wonder if what little I know about ancient Gods back in my world is at all applicable here. Most likely, the answer is no.

What I hear next is not suitable for children or when together with your parents. It starts quietly, barely audible and coming from a distance. Slowly the sound grows louder and louder, echoing through the area. There is no mistaking what the sound is. Sultry, orgasmic moans echo through the area growing ever longer and louder. Small pink hears fall from the sky.

Soon, at the apex of the… ‘sounds’, the heart rain condenses and concentrates in one spot—right over the top of the mithril pyramid. As the hearts compress and condense, they take the form of a voluptuous woman with an hourglass figure. As she takes shape, her features turn more human.

Fair skin, long, wavy, blonde hair, reaching all the way to her round bottom. Her gigantic breasts look capable of causing massive back pains, and yet they look soft to touch and graciously formed, not like those operated watermelons some girls had back in my world. She has only a single piece of cloth – a thin, almost see-through white dress, that barely leaves anything up to the imagination, including the obvious bulge at her nether region.

16. Judgement Day

In the justice system of the gods, the people are represented by two separate, yet equally important, groups: the gods who investigate crime, and the gods who prosecute the offenders. The people are at their mercy.

Standing at the top of the tallest mithril pyramid, the curvy blonde looks around and says, “Suijin, your balls must be bigger than mine if you dare summon me in the middle of an inquisition-orgy.”

“I-it was h-her idea!” Suijin stammers while sweating profusely his own body and points at Naunet.

“Oh? Hi Naunet,” Aphrodite’s demeanor changes and she cheerfully waves to Naunet. “I never did thank you for sending those virgin priestesses my way.”

“Don’t mention it!” Naunet smiles back. “As you can see, there has been a rather sudden major development in this world, and Suijin and I had a disagreement about a certain person. I could think of no one more sexually qualified to settle this small dispute.”

Seeing that exchange I look at Suijin, who looks less than pleased but probably doesn’t dare speak up.

Aphrodite claps her hands and says, “I see, I see, it would be my pleasure, dear! Who’s the accused?”

“That psycho loli over there,” Suijin says and points at me.

“Lies! False accusations!” I shout to the goddess who is over three hundred feet above me. “I’ve done nothing wrong!”

“And what are the charges?” Aphrodite asks and scratches her crotch, ignoring my protests.

Suijin materializes atop the right bronze pyramid and answers Aphrodite’s question, “Arson, vandalism, fraud, hate crime, involuntary manslaughter, voluntary manslaughter, murder in the second-degree, murder in the first-degree, attempted apocalypse, disturbing the peace and harassment.”

Aphrodite raises an eyebrow, while my jaw drops at the list of accusations.

“How does the defendant plead?” Aphrodite asks.

“Not guilty!!” I shout.

“Very well, then we have no choice but proceed with the trial,” Aphrodite says and waves her hand.

In that moment the mithril bricks of the top of the pyramid dematerialize and change into many pink hearts, which start beating and then morph into a mushy, formless pile of flesh with countless tentacle-like appendages. Aphrodite jumps into the horrific flesh like one would lay down into a soft sofa and with a blissful smile gets comfortable.

“What’s your name little girl?” Naunet asks politely and smiles.

“Lilith,” I answer.

“We should get to our stand, Lilith,” she says and claps her hands twice. Two large snakes appear beneath our feet and take us to the bronze pyramid on the left.

“Naunet, your pyramids are impressive as always, but they have a lot of empty seats that are begging to be filled to the brim,” Aphrodite says while lying in a tentacled abomination.

“I can take care of that,” Suijin says and claps his hands like a nobleman summoning his butler.

Out of the water that the gold and silver pyramids are standing in muck rises, covering the sleek surface of the pyramids. As it rises all the way to the top, the muck forms steps and hardens as seating platforms.

Out of those platforms, new mud forms rise, morphing like mud slimes, slowly taking humanoid shapes. Those humanoid shapes eventually change colors and slowly transform into many different men, women and children of different races, fully clothed. Their garments range from filthy rags to jewel-adorn dresses. The only thing that gives away their supernatural nature are their eyes—still filed with flowing brown mud that they were made from.

Both the golden Pyramid of Law and the silver Pyramid of Order are now seating stages for thousands of people, all staring down to the bronze Pyramids of The Judged.

“Behold, Lilith,” Suijin speaks to me pointing to the pyramids, “The victims of your crimes! Once you’ve been found guilty, you will answer to them as you will be thrown into the depths of my deepest, darkest watery prison, where your body will be turned immortal, but with a heightened sensitivity to pain and suffering. And as your body is endlessly tormented by all the worst aspects of drowning, but unable to die or lose consciousness, all of these people will be given turns to torture you in whatever ways they see fit!”

“THAT’S INSANE!” I shout out of desperation and horror, realizing that I’m at the mercy of psychotic gods that I have no way of dealing with. “I haven’t even been found guilty of a single crime you listed! This is a set-up!”

“Silence!” A naked man with white feathered wings shouts while floating at the top of Aphrodite’s pyramid. He looks to be in his early thirties, well endowed, muscular and shredded. His eight pack could probably be used to grind cheese to fine dust. The stubble on his rectangle jawline is perfectly shaven, giving him the look of a stereotypical billionaire playboy.  “I will not have Aphrodite’s courtroom be disgraced!”

“Best be quiet until you’re spoken to,” Naunet whispers to me, leaning to my level.

“All rise!” the naked man speaks in a strong, commanding tone. “This Court is Now in Session, the Honorable Judge Aphrodite Presiding.”

Aphrodite doesn’t bother moving her ass off the tentacle abomination and simply waves to the new spectators and smiles while blushing heavily. Meanwhile, the naked man flies higher to the goddess, displaying to everyone his square butt cheeks. He lands behind Aphrodite and immediately starts to massage her shoulders.

“Ah, that’s the spot, Cupid!” Aphrodite moans delightfully. “You always know how to treat me well.”

“It is my pleasure,” Cupid says with a smile that few mortal men could pull off.

“I suppose we should begin,” Aphrodite says and looks down at Suijin that stands at our level on the bronze pyramid to the side of ours. “Bring your first witness, Suijin!”

17. The Trial Commences: Hate Crime Against the Unicorns

“My first witness is Ivy, the adopted daughter of the wood elves,” Suijin announces, and, with a clap of his hands, muck starts to form on top of the middle bronze pyramid between the one me and the goddess Naunet are standing on and Suijin’s one.

The muck first forms a platform and then morphs into the fair maiden Ivy I so “fondly” remember. Green, shoulder-length hair with wide strands, which makes them look like leaves. The dress, however, while simple, is blood-red. Fitting, for unicorn blood-drinking monsters.

Suijin floats from his platform on a wave of water and arrivers next to Ivy.

“Tell me, Ivy,” Suijin says, holding his hands behind his back, walking back and forth on his manifested water wave, “Do you know the accused, Lilith?”

“Yes, I do,” Ivy answers. “She saved me and a couple of other girls from some ruffians and offered to guide me back home.”

“What happened then?” Suijin asks.

“I offered to show them around the Magical Rainforest and rest at my village as a token of my gratitude. But, as soon as she met my kin, Lilith cast fiery inferno magic in all directions, burning countless men, women, and animals alive. She destroyed my home, she killed me!”

“You’re the one who planned to feed me to those hellspawn unicorn bloodsuckers!” I protest hearing an unfair one-sided story.

“SILENCE!” The Cupid shouts from above. “You will not speak unless spoken to!”

“I did warn you,” Naunet whispers to me, again. “You will only get yourself in more trouble if you keep it up.”

“I have never heard magical unicorns described in such a way as the defendant did,” Suijin comments. “Do you have any idea why she would say such awful things?”

“No idea,” Ivy says. “Those pretty beings were the most adorable creatures I’ve ever met. They wouldn’t hurt a fly!”

“Thank you, that will be all,” Suijin says and looks upward to Aphrodite. “Clear evidence of hate crime, Your Honor.”

“Against the wood elves or the unicorns?” Aphrodite asks, rising slightly from her comfy lay.

“Both, Your Honor,” Suijin says and returns to his pyramid on the water wave.

Then Naunet rides a large green snake with blue zig-zag stripes to the pyramid and faces Ivy before asking, “Did Lilith ever attack you directly?”

“… No, but her fire vortex was almost impossible to avoid, and she cast it several times.”

“Did Lilith ever state or display any signs that she cast her spell with the intent to harm you because you were wood elves?”

“N-no,” Ivy answers, “But—”

“Enough “buts”, little human girl. “Yes” or “No” only,” Naunet interrupts Ivy before asking the next question. “Did Lilith state or display any intent to cause harm to the Unicorns just because they were unicorns?”

“Yes!”

“Really?” Naunet seems surprised. “Do elaborate, human girl.”

“Her mood changed completely when my kin talked about our deep bond with the unicorns. She went from considering a stay with us, to unprovoked fire attacks in a matter of seconds.”

“Then you would testify that Lilith was prejudiced against the unicorns of you Magical Rainforest, not the wood elves?”

“Yes!”

“No more questions.”

NO MORE QUESTIONS!? I barely hold back from screaming. They were going to. Feed. Me. To. The. Unicorns. My silent rage must be clearly written on my face as Naunet simply puts her index finger to her lips as a “hush” sign while she rides her snake back to our pyramid.

“Do you have any additional evidence to back these unicorn hate crime allegations of yours, Suijin?” Aphrodite asks.

“I can testify!” I hear a familiar voice coming from below. In his tacky golden robes, Casper waves his hands, drawing attention to himself, still standing on the white steps with Mr. Claw, the two robots and Cyra.

“Perfect!” Suijin says and claps his hands. At that moment Ivy collapses into a pile mud, taking form somewhere back on the Pyramid of Order, and a water wave picks up Casper and brings him to the stand on top of the central bronze pyramid. Casper gracefully adjusts his golden locks while Suijin approaches him.

“State your name to the Court,” Suijin says.

“Casper Bellevix the Third,” Casper says and adjusts his golden locks again.

“And do you have to say to the Court regarding the allegations of Lilith’s Hate Crimes against the Unicorns?”

“Earlier today, when I was talking with the lovely girl Cyra about the existence of truly evil beings in this world, Lilith jumped at the chance and named unicorns as an example.”

“What did she say exactly?” Suijin asks.

“She asked have I heard of baby-eating unicorns.”

Countless shocked gasps sound from the pyramids in unison.

“Have you ever witnessed or heard of unicorns eating babies?” Suijin asks.

“No, of course not! It is common knowledge that unicorns are one of the purest things in existence. They are so pure that the only place they even live any more is the Magical Rainforest, which is a literal paradise. A small island of hope and light in this disease and war-torn world! I knew the girl was trouble from the moment I met her!”

“Thank you, for your testimony!” Suijin departs and Naunet takes his place.

“You would never lie, correct, Mr. Casper the Third?” Naunet asks him.

“Of course not!”

“Good to know, good to know. Have you ever told anyone that you love them?”

“Objection!” Suijin shouts from his pyramid. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“Overruled!” Aphrodite says. “I will not permit objections to love in my courtroom!”

“Well?” Naunet asks.

“Yes, I have,” Casper answers.

“More than once?”

“Yes...” Casper is eyebrow rises; he doesn't seem to understand what the point of these questions is.

“Have you ever said “I love you” to two or more different boys in the span of one week?”

“Wait, boys!? Ew, no!” Casper grimaces in disgust.

“And what exactly do you have against boy love?” Aphrodite asks, rising from her gore monstrosity.

“Eh, nothing, I just—”

“You just said “ew” at the thought of loving a boy?”

“I, I mean… I thought she was asking about girls and I… I’m not the one on trial here!”

“You are now!” Aphrodite says as dramatic plot-twist music plays in the background.

“Have you ever kissed a boy?” Aphrodite asks Casper, still standing over three hundred feet higher than him. Of course, this does not prevent any of us from hearing her every word clearly.

“No, of course not! I’m straight!” Casper answers, with a strong conviction in his orientation.

“Then how can you possibly speak of love if you have not even once felt a man inside you?” Aphrodite asks slides her hand across her bulge.

“I… I believe in love between men and women!”

“Pff!” Aphrodite snorts. “Typical ignorance! Tell me, “loverboy”, continuing Naunet’s well-guided questioning but adjusting to your shallowness, have you ever said “I love you” to two or more different girls in the span of one week?”

“Y-yes.”

“More than two?”

“… Yes.”

“Were you ever lying to those girls?”

“I’m capable of loving many girls!” Casper tries to weasel out. “They’re all different and special! Each in their own way!”

“How many times have you broken a girl’s heart” Aphrodite ignores Casper’s excuses.

“I… Sometimes things don’t work out—”

“So, you would hurt the poor gullible girls, lie about love when you yourself cannot possibly have the faintest idea of what it means, and then expect this Court to take your testimony seriously?” Aphrodite asks but does not wait for a response. “I have heard enough! Cupid, take this one to the Realm of All-Encompassing Pleasures. I’d like to show this one what he’s been missing out on.”

“With pleasure,” Cupid says and descends to Casper.

“W-wait, I don’t need that! I’ll learn on my own!” Casper screams and jumps off his pyramid to avoid capture, but Cupid catches him gracefully into his arms and after a kiss on the cheek says, “Don’t worry, I’ve gotcha!”

“Suijin, if you have no more evidence, I’m throwing out these hate charges,” Aphrodite says and waves her hand. Her calm voice effortlessly overrides Casper’s horrified but futile screams as he’s carried higher and closer to Aphrodite who lies down back into her gory cushion. “I hope for your own good the rest of your case is not so flimsy.”

“I understand,” Suijin grumbles. Clearly, less than pleased, but does not go against Aphrodite’s will.

“We will take a… Thirty-minute recess,” Aphrodite says when Cupid returns to her with struggling Casper in his arms. Then her, Cupid’s, and Casper’s bodies morph, turning into pink hearts that break apart and fly in different directions before quickly disappearing in thin air.

As soon as Aphrodite, Cupid and Casper shatter into hundreds of small pink hearts I pull Naunet by the side of her dress and ask her quietly, “Suijin can’t be serious about all those horrible things he’ll do to me if we lose... Right?”

“Oh, he is. Without a shadow of a doubt.” Naunet answers without any concern or reassurance. Sure, she won’t be the one that has to drown for all eternity!

“Why aren’t we calling witnesses of our own?” I ask. “This trial seems completely rigged.”

“Who do you propose I call?” Naunet asks. “You’ve killed almost everyone you’ve come into contact with.”

“The girl I rescued and took to that boring medieval village—”

“Died in the flood caused by the water dragons. Along with the rest of the village.”

“The other girl I rescued and took to her family in—”

“Died in the flood.”

“The bandits who ran away after I rescued the girls—”

“Dead.”

“… The old guy—what’s-his-name—with plated armor that I and Cyra ran into before I met Casper?”

“Obviously, dead.”

I sigh and then realize something obvious and say loudly, “Wait, Cyra is standing right there!”

I point to my faithful companion and also, since this morning, non-blood related sister.

“You really want me to call as a witness the girl who witnessed most of your crimes?” Naunet crosses her arms. “We’d be destroyed in cross-examination! Little human girl, I think it is best for you to leave the planning of our defense to me.”

I sigh. I don’t want to leave the fate of my possibly soon-to-be immortal body in the hands of some goddess that may not give two damns about me.

“What will happen to Casper?” I ask. Not that I particularly care if he suffers horrible death and torture. After all, the slimy bastard did willingly come here to testify against me. But I rather keep my mind off all the horrible hellish experiences looming over my head.

“Something that he is unlikely to enjoy,” Naunet says in an ominous tone. “Though it depends on Aphrodite’s mood. She might decide to help the human boy enjoy his stay in the Realm of All-Encompassing Pleasures personally.”

I swallow what feels like a bone. Somehow, every fiber of my being is terrified of receiving this Aphrodite’s personal undivided attention. Though maybe, just maybe, it’s not as bad compared to what Suijin has to offer me?

After taking several deep breaths I finally muster up the courage to ask, “Can we actually win this thing?”

“Can we? Of course!” Naunet doesn’t seem to have the slightest notion of worry. “After all, anything can happen.”

NOT THE ANSWER I WAS LOOKING FOR!!! I almost scream at the goddess but somehow hold myself back. Barely.

I have a sneaking suspicion that Naunet understood what I was thinking anyway, because she then says with a smile, “Don’t worry—I have a good track record of messing with that pompous water god.”

“I wonder if somewhere out there a bunch of gods are excitedly placing bets with my life on the line,” I say sarcastically.

“You bet they are!” Naunet says and pats my shoulder while grinning. “I make a good living this way!”

I never thought I’d even think of such a possibility, but I think I’m starting to miss the Adventurer’s Guild. Looking bad at it, my time there wasn’t that bad...

“All rise!” I hear Cupid’s voice and look to the top of the highest of all the pyramids that Naunet raised. Both he and Aphrodite are in the process of taking their usual human forms out of those little pink hearts. The hearts might be human, but I can’t be sure. I’m not some surgeon, after all.

“Alright, let’s slide right back into it!” Aphrodite says and sits back on her fifty shades of red tentacled eldritch horror that eagerly waited for its goddess all this time, atop the mithril Pyramid of Judgment.

Suijin walks on a summoned water wave forward, closer to the mithril pyramid and says, “My next witness will be Miss AHM123 of the Adventurer’s Guild.”

“Oh, no,” I let out the last bit of air out of my lungs, that hasn’t been ravaged and butchered by the events of today. Within seconds I hear the ‘chuff, chuff, chuff-chuff-chuff’ sound. Looking high into the air I see a familiar figure.

A panther girl with black fur, a blonde bob haircut and wearing a striped black and white business suit. She has the scalp of her head open to the side like a sardine can lid. Out of her head stick out propellers on metal rods which she uses for flight and additional two bent rods which the girl holds onto with her hands.

When the panther girl lands, the propellers, and all the rods fold neatly back into her skull, the lid closes, and the girl adjusts her hair and uniform. Then she simply raises her right hand to her mouth and clears her throat, “Ahem!”


18. The Trial Continues: Crimes Against Humanity

“Miss, AHM123,” Suijin addresses the panther girl, representative of the Adventurer’s Guild, as he walks back and forth in front of her on a water wave. “Please, tell the Court, who are you, and what you do?”

“I am the Senior Assistant Branch Manager at Adventurer’s Guild, Incorporated. I am in charge of overseeing the funds, adventurer management, credits, loan sharks, behavior within the Guild’s building, and greeting new costumers at the entrance.”

“Sounds like a lot,” Suijin says. “How do you manage all that while standing at the entrance?”

“Objection! Relevance,” Naunet protest to the judge.

“Goes to show the eyewitness’ competence,” Suijin explains to Aphrodite. “And to prevent the defense from arguing that the witness was too busy to see anything.”

“Overruled,” says Aphrodite.

“Answer the question,” Suijin says to AHM123 in a calm, but an intimidating voice.

“It’s all in here,” the panther girl taps with her finger on her temple. “I am second to none when it comes to observation and analysis. Anything more than that is classified information.”

“Very well. Can you tell us what happened on March 2?” Suijin asks.

“Of course! Ahem. ‘The Town’, and our Guild building, was attacked by several water dragons.”

“And what was the cause of this attack.”

“I have no idea.”

“… Pardon?” Suijin froze in place as if the temperature dropped to minus five billion degrees.

“I do not have the slightest idea why the water dragons attacked us,” AHM123 calmly repeated her statement.

“Permission to treat the witness as hostile?” Suijin asks Aphrodite.

“Permission granted—knock yourself out,” Aphrodite says, highly amused.

“Did you not see the defendant, Lilith, go out of the Adventurer’s Guild’s building and summon the water dragon that attacked ‘The Town’?”

“No, I did not see that,” the panther girl is adamant, despite Suijin’s rising voice and temper. “In fact, most of the dragons appeared while the girl was inside our building.”

“That’s because of the way her spell works!” Suijin shouts impotently at AHM123.

“Objection!” Naunet says barely holding back her smile. “Outside the witness’ scope of knowledge.”

“Sustained,” Aphrodite says, not bothering hiding her smile.

“This trial is complete horseshit,” I mumble, grimacing as I finally come to terms with how ludicrous the whole thing is.

“Hush,” Naunet ‘shushes’ at me, holding a finger to her lips, but doesn’t deny my allegations.

Of course, she doesn’t! The whole thing is a farce! If they are gods (and everything I’ve seen so far suggests that they are) then they obviously know everything I did! I’m not going down in some weird, godly dick-measuring contest, slash, betting game!

“Isn’t it true” —Suijin continues questioning AHM123 loudly as watery veins bulge on his head made of water—"that the defendant, Lilith, trashed your Guild’s building and endangered everyone, killing thousands in 'The Town', some of which were members of your Guild, just to skip the line?”

“Objection!” Naunet says calmly. “Argumentative.”

“Sustained,” Aphrodite says.

“D-did the Lilith…” Suijin speaks, stumbling in his words while gritting his teeth, literally fuming from his ears in anger and clenching his fists, barely containing his rage. “Did the defendant, Lilith, benefit in any way in your Guild’s registration process from the chaos and destruction that was caused.”

“It hurt her more than it helped her,” AHM123 answers with a shrug. “Both the registration and the membership fees were increased substantially to cover the damages that the Guild sustained. And due to the chaos, she was not even able to finish her registration for a quest. Though there were still more forms to fill out, not to mention the processing of the registration itself would take—"

“So, what you’re saying is, that all those deaths that the defendant caused were meaningless?” Suijin interrupts AHM123 with a question.

“I did not see the defendant cause any deaths,” AHM123 answers calmly. “If anything, she seemed eager to rush out to deal with the horrible attack—"

“Unlike you, who simply ran away along with the rest of the Adventurer’s Guild?” Suijin jabs at the robotic panther girl.

“Objection!” Naunet speaks up. “The witness is not on trial here.”

“Sustained,” Aphrodite says through a yawn. She then turns to the golden pyramid on her right and adds, “The jurors will disregard that comment from the prosecution.”

Aphrodite then looks at Suijin and says, “And since it is obvious that the prosecution no longer has anything relevant to ask, the witness is excused.”

Suijin is visibly trembling in fury and changing colors to slight shades of red. He probably has to actively cool himself to not blow up like a water heater and disintegrate as steam in all directions.

AHM123 meanwhile simply pops her scalp open to the side again, grabs on to the metal rods that pop out along with the propellers and chuff-chuff-chuffs away. Why did she help me and screw with Suijin’s case? Was she paid off by Naunet? Is it simply in the nature of the Adventurer’s Guild to be as big of dicks as possible? Perhaps we will never know the—

“The prosecution calls Dungeon-chan to the stand,” Suijin announces with conviction in a strong and firm tone.

Looks like he managed to get it together. Unfortunately. Also… Wait, what!?

“Dungeon-chan?” I ask out loud in disbelief. Did I mishear? I look at Naunet. I gulp when even I can clearly see a genuine surprise in her expression. “What the hell is that even?”

My questions are answered when a crystal-clear water whirlpool manifests on the stand that is the top of the bronze pyramid, where all the other witnesses were summoned. The whirlpool lasts for only a couple of seconds. When it subsides, it reveals a petite girl standing on the platform at the top of the pyramid.

The girl has a bob haircut in purple color. She wears a simple leather outfit befitting of a rogue, but is revealing enough to be enticing, yet covers enough to somehow be modest at the same time. The only jewelry she has is a simple silver bracelet on her left hand. Combined with the girl’s timid posture and expression as she looks around bewildered and confused, one thing is certain—this girl is trouble for me. Suijin’s devious smile confirms it.

“Can you please tell the jury who you are?” Suijin asks the girl calmly, almost kindly, which raises even more alarm bells.

“I-I suppose”—the girl stutters and looks around again, holding her hands close to her little chest—“My oro-ahem-original n-name… I-I mean... For so long, e-everyone’s been calling me… Dungeon-chan.”

“I understand,” Suijin says and nods his head. Then he gestures at me with his hand and asks the girl, “And what is your relationship with the defendant.”

“Ehip!” Dungeon-chan squeaks like a mouse when she sees me. Her eyes water. She swallows and, with a trembling voice finally musters an answer, “I-I-I… Was… I was… A-Abused by that m-m-monster!”

“BOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!” all the spectators ‘boo’, roar and jeer immediately and all at once, and with such intensity that the pyramids themselves tremble.

“Oh boy,” Naunet sighs.

19. The Trial Goes On: Crimes Against Dungeon-chan

“Ow! Hey! Why isn’t anyone stopping them!?” I shout, covering my head, trying to outscream the wild crowd that keeps throwing old eggs and tomatoes at me from both pyramids. “And who the hell gave them all this stuff!?”

“Your Honor!” Naunet calls out to Aphrodite.

The goddess chuckles then raises her hand and says, “Order! There shall be order! The defendant is not convicted yet!”

Surprisingly (or maybe not, considering that Aphrodite is a goddess), the crowd settles down. One by one people sit back down.

“Wait a second,” I say as I realize something while cleaning my dress from the splattered tomatoes. I pull on bronze-skinned goddesses’ hand, who is completely untouched by the attack, demanding an explanation. “Why the hell were you surprised about that girl being called up? Shouldn’t we be well informed ahead of time which witnesses and evidence will be presented?”

“Objection,” Naunet says halfheartedly. “This witness was not specifically identified in discovery.”

“In written discovery,” Suijin clarifies. “However, shortly before announcing the charges, the defense and prosecution telepathically submitted all the evidence and witnesses to Your Honor, as well as exchanged the list between us under Your supervision. At that point, this witness was listed, and it provided ample time for the defense to prepare.”

“Objection is overruled,” Aphrodite judges.

“Is that true?” I whisper to Naunet.

“Yes,” she whispers back.

“Then why the hell were you surprised?”

Bang, bang, bang! I both hear and feel an audible banging by what feels like a hammer against my skull.

“Order!” Aphrodite’s voice thunders.

“I’m sorry, Your Honor,” Naunet bows her head.

“If that continues, I will hold your defendant in contempt of court and send her for a couple of days to the Realm of All-Encompassing Pleasures.”

“That doesn’t sound too bad,” I mumble.

“Tell that to Casper,” Naunet whispers to me before replying to Aphrodite. “It will not happen again!”

“It better not,” Aphrodite frowns and then gestures for Suijin to continue.

“Dungeon-chan, you seem to be on edge,” Suijin speaks with false worry. “Could you tell the court why?”

“Objection! Relevance!” Naunet protests loudly.

“Oh, it is relevant,” Suijin smiles deviously. “It speaks to the attitude of the defense and the importance of this witnesses’ testimony.”

“I’ll allow it,” Aphrodite says and leans forward, slightly curious, resting her head on the crossed fingers of her hands.

“S-shortly after I was notified by a talking dolphin that I will be summoned to a trial, I was attacked by a m-monstrous creature,” Dungeon-chan explains. “Some kind of a hybrid—leopard with the head of a serpent.”

“Serpopard,” Suijin clarifies.

“If it wasn’t for the talking dolphin, I... I probably w-would not be standing here right now,” Dungeon-chan says and breaks down in tears.

Then Suijin pulls the creature out of the water and holds it up with one hand. Orange with black dots. Catlike, but the tail is much longer than a normal leopard and with a thick neck, as long as the tail, that had a giant cobra-like head. Its golden eyes are open, but the creature is not moving even an inch. It is dead.

“Is this the creature that attacked you?” Suijin asks.

“Y-yes,” the girl whimpers.

“I believe this belongs to you,” Suijin throws the creature, and it lands at Naunet’s feet, on the edge of the platform her and me stand on.

Naunet stares at the creature coldly, while it slides off and falls into the ocean beneath us.

That’s when it hit me. Naunet wasn’t surprised that the girl was summoned as a witness. She was surprised that the girl was still alive.

“BOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!”

Seemingly, at that same moment, the crowd realized this too and sent another volley of spoiled vegetables in our direction. The shower of the garbage was so great that for a moment it blot out the sun.

Of course, not a single one hits Naunet. Almost as if there was some kind of an energy shield around her. I hide behind her to no avail.

“Order, order!” Aphrodite raises her voice.

It takes several minutes, but eventually the crowds calm down. I shake off the goo, remove an old lettuce leaf, and throw it over the edge. I take a step to the edge of the platform and look down. Around the base of the pyramid, where it submerges into the water, I see a whole island of spoiled vegetables floating around the pyramid. I gulp, understanding that I’ve already been convicted in this sham of a trial.

20. The Trial Doesn’t Stop: The Verdict

With the spectators finally calm, Suijin resumes the questioning of Dungeon-chan.

“Now then, miss Dungeon-chan,” Suijin speaks, floating back and forth in front one of the three bronze pyramids the girl stood upon. “Tell us more about your interaction with the defendant.”

“W-well…” the girl stutters. “The first thing she did was lay waste to the surrounding monsters I had carefully raised to lure adventurers. T-they weren’t even a threat to them! She just burned them all with one spell, along with the adventurers, turning the surrounding lush fields into an inferno!”

The crowds gasp and curse again. To my dismay, Aphrodite doesn’t bother to shut them up. For some reason, nearly every single person is now seemingly against me.

“What happened next?” Suijin asks the purple-haired girl.

“After that monster realized that the surrounding monsters posed virtually no threat, she used that as an indicator for the threat level of my dungeon.”

“Which was?”

“She was over-leveled for my dungeon, and she knew it! That’s why she proceeded! She didn’t even bother to explore my meticulously crafted labyrinths and traps! She just stood at the entrance and burned up my dungeon to a crisp! All… my hard work…”

The girl breaks down in tears and buries her face in her hands.

The crowds again erupt in anger, throwing more spoiled garbage at me from both the towering pyramids.

“No more questions,” Suijin says with a smirk and moves away.

“Does the defense have any questions to the witness?” Aphrodite asks.

“No, Your Honor,” Naunet replies.

No way… Something like this…

“I have certainly heard enough,” Aphrodite says and stands up. “In light of this new evidence I see no other choice but to find the defendant, Lilith, guilty of the crime of harassment. Better luck next time on other charges though, Suijin.”

I look at Suijin. Despite landing only one charge out of the slew of accusations he threw at me; the water god seems disturbingly satisfied.

Aphrodite looks directly at me and continues, “Lilith, you have been found guilty and are sentenced to five years in the depths of Suijin’s deepest, darkest watery prison. Without the right of appeal or parole, with endless options for renewal.”

“Hahahahahaha!” Suijin laughs like a maniac.

“F-f-f-five years?” I gasped and fell on my butt. That’s it. It’s over! How can become a hero from a prison? Prison? I won’t even last a day! I can’t…

I look up at the bronze-skinned goddess who was supposed to get me out of this predicament. She seems about as disappointed as someone who lost a five-dollar bet.

When I look at Suijin, our eyes meet. Those are the eyes of a psychotic maniac who would like nothing more than to “play” with his newest toy.

No, it can’t end like this! This is supposed to be a world of endless possibilities! A world where I become a great hero and have lots of fun lording my stats over others like some kind of God!

What right do these god-wannabes have to take that away from me!? Ah, that’s it!

I get back up on my feet and look up to Aphrodite. The goddess is resting on her horrific tentacle flesh pile far above me, atop the imposing mountain, and seems to have already mentally moved on from the whole trial thing.

I do my best to make an as adorable an expression I can, with only cartoons and anime for reference, make pleading puppy dog eyes, and say, “Oh, wise and beautiful goddess, before you take me away, can I at least say goodbye to my friends?”

“Friends?” Naunet asks with a raised eyebrow. She looks at Cyra, the giant bipedal grizzly bear, and two metallic golems who observed the trial from the remains of the Adventurer Guild’s staircase, half-submerged in an endless lake.

Aphrodite yawns and says, “Sure, I’ll allow this. You have a couple of minutes while I get my after-trial massage. Cupid!”

Aphrodite doesn’t need to waste another word. The naked stud gracefully glides through the air and lands behind the goddess. The gory throne of meat and guts recedes just enough for Cupid to reach Aphrodite’s delicate shoulders. He proceeds to massage them with his strong, manly hands.

“Go ahead!” Naunet says to me and summons a giant serpent. It slides beneath my feet and takes me through the air, down from the bronze pyramid, and onto the white staircase.

When the snake reaches the white marble steps, I hop off its back, and the snake returns to Naunet. I walk up to Cyra, the girl that just this morning became my adopted sister. Or was it the other way around? Somehow, that now seems like such a long time ago.

“I’m… not sure what to say,” Cyra says awkwardly. She looks genuinely sad about the whole thing.

“That’s fine,” I say with a smile as I slowly walk past my big sister.

The two golems and the bear look at me with confusion while I judge if they pose a threat to me. Then I jump on Cyra’s back and wrap my legs around her waist, binding her arms.

“Wha—!?” Cyra exclaims, unable to react fast enough.

I put one hand around Cyra’s throat and squeeze tightly, sinking my nails into her flesh. With my other hand I grab the side of her head and push the fingernail of my index finger into the edge of her right eye socket.

“Ghrl—Li… Lith…” Cyra chokes as I effortlessly overpowered her. The girl who made her living as a rent-a-girlfriend stands no chance against a mass murderer like me.

“Nobody move or the girl gets it!” I shout.

“Let go of my daughter this instant!” Suijin roared and moved from his pyramid in my direction.

“Not another step!” I shout and squeeze Cyra’s throat tighter. “If anyone so much as moves a finger, I’ll snap her neck!”

“D-daddy!” Cyra cries.

“Don’t you dare do anything to her!” Suijin screams but remains in place, floating in his water whirlpool.

“You’re not the one making demands now!” I shout back and sink my fingernail deeper under Cyra’s eyeball. I feel a trickle of blood flow down my finger.

“No! Please!” Suijin’s imposing voice falters. “Please… Don’t hurt my daughter! I’m… Infertile... She’s the result of the only time I successfully impregnated a human woman!”

“Ha! I knew it!” Naunet laughs triumphantly.

I couldn’t care less.

“Unlock my spells!” I demand. “I’m getting out of here!”

“Silly girl,” Aphrodite speaks softly while Cupid continues massaging her shoulders. “There’s nowhere for you to run, don’t you understand?”

“She’s right,” Naunet shrugs indifferently. “You’re only making things worse for yourself.”

“Do it now!” I scream at the top of my lungs. Then I look into Suijin’s eyes and add, “If you value your offspring’s life.”

Suijin clenches his fists. He looks at me, at Cyra, back at me. He then slowly raises his hand and reluctantly snaps his fingers.

I immediately know it worked. I feel my overpoweredness flow through me once more. I pop up my semi-translucent status bar and confirm that all my spells are there. Freeze, Appraise, Ice Spear, Heavenly Sunfire Inferno, all of it. The Summon Hostile Wild Water Dragon spell is still glitchy and keeps flickering, but that’s fine. I didn’t need that spell. I needed a new spell.

The only reason I got away with summoning such strong dragons for just 1805 Mana Points is because they are hostile to everyone, including me. But for this spell the Cost will have to be much higher. I could grind for a thousand years, and I still wouldn’t have enough Mana Points. I needed to offer something more.

The answer is obvious. If I wished for the power to erase, I have to offer the power to create. Within a second my new spell is ready.

[Spell name: Into Nothingness They Go

Level: 1/1

Type: Active

Cost: Spell creation

Erases this world’s all known and unknown gods from existence.]

I let go of Cyra’s head, smile and say “Bye-bye” as I snap my fingers.

“STOP HER!!” Aphrodite screams in furious horror as she jumps up from her cushy resting place. But she doesn’t get to say or do anything else. The goddess fades from existence, disappearing into nothingness.

“My Lady—!” Cupid shouts and reaches out to his vanished goddess, but the very arm he reaches out with fades out of existence, along with the rest of his body. His anguished expression is the last to fade from sight.

“You—” is the only word Naunet gets out before succumbing to her fate. It is the first—and last—time I see anger on her face before it too vanishes from existence.

Suijin fades like the others starting from the lower part of his body. But there is no anger or fear on his face. Like Cupid, he reaches out with his arm but toward a human. He looks at Cyra and says, “My daughter… Live! I always—”

Suijin disappears before finishing his last words.

With the gods gone, their most recent creations—held together in this realm by their will alone—crumble. All the pyramids collapse and fade before the separate stones reach the water, and all reincarnated spectators turn back into the very muck they were made from.

“Hahahahahaha!” I laugh and let go of Cyra. She falls to her knees with a vacant expression while I stand tall and proud.

“Haha, serves you right!” I keep laughing. “Now I can return to establishing myself as a hero! I think I’ll start by saving the world from this dreadful dragon invasion.”

“Hero!?” the grizzly bear behind me growls. “You’re no hero! You’re a monster!”

“She’s a witch!” one of the metallic golems cries out.

“Burn the witch!” the other golem shouts. “Burn the… Witch!”

And the golems do just that. They both point their sleek, nimble mechanical arms at me. Their hands split open and reveal black holes from which they spew flames like flamethrowers. I’m way too close to them and have no time to dodge as the fire consumes me.

[HP -203]

The flames stop. I have burn marks all over, though my clothes somehow survived.

[Health Points: 552/755 (+1/sec)]

The bastards took down nearly a third of my HP!

“Impressive,” I say and duck down, placing the palm of my hand on the marble steps. “Freeze!”

A layer of blue and white ice rapidly spreads from my hand and traps both golems. I continue sending more ice, raising the golems up into the sky, some sixty feet away from me, Cyra, and the bear. Convinced that the golems are now out of range I stand up with a devilish smile.

“Let… Us go!” one of the golems screams from afar.

“Let me show you real fire!” I say, grinning like mad as I raise my arm and follow it up by shouting the name of my favorite spell, “Heavenly Sunfire Inferno!”

I send the fiery vortex at the golems. The grizzly bear screams in terror, fearing that the flames might hit him too and jumps into the water. But the golems have nowhere to go. They scream as they watch the fiery death approach them.

I have my revenge by listening to their robotic screeches of agony that keep getting more distorted as their bodies break down. Soon there are no screams at all. The ice that held the golems high above melts, and the ball of fire and molten metal falls into the water.

“W-why?” I hear Cyra’s trembling voice behind me.

I turn around to face her. She’s still on her knees, which puts us on about the same eye level. Her entire face is wet from tears.

“’Why’?” I parroted her, baffled by the question.

“Because I wanted to live, dummy!” Is what I want to tell her, but then I get a better idea.

“I wanted to test myself,” I say with an evil grin.

“T-Test yourself?” Cyra asks in disbelief. “For something like that… My father—”

“Not just him,” I smirk.

Cyra’s eyes open wide in horror.

“Everyone!” she exclaims at the horrific realization. “You killed them all? The entire town… The… Everyone here… You killed them all to test yourself!? For something like that?”

“It was very important for me,” I say.

“J-Just kill me too,” Cyra lowers her head in despair.

“You’re not even worth killing,” I say coldly.

“BUT YOU ARE!!” I hear the growl of an animal behind me.

I look behind me and see the giant bear jump out of the water with his paw raised high. His eyes are blood red, burning with fury. His razor-sharp claws sparkle through the flying droplets of water.

I cast Ice Spear and pierce the bear through the guts before he has a chance to harm me. Then I place my hand on the stairs and cast Freeze, spreading my ice upward and trap the bear mid-air.

“AAAARGH!” the bear howls in pain. Blood trickles from his jaw. He trashes and howls but cannot get out—his lower body is frozen solid, along with the spear that is still lodged deep into his belly.

“Don’t hurt him, you monster!”

I turn around just in time to get punched right in my face by Cyra.

[HP -7]

Didn’t even break my nose. I smirk and point with my index finger just to the side of Cyra’s right leg. I then cast Ice Spear and nick her calf muscles.

“AARGH!” Cyra cries in pain and falls to her knees again.

“Foolish big sister,” I chuckle. “If you wish to kill me then hate me, detest me, curse me, and survive in unsightly way.”

With those words, I walk past Cyra, to the edge of the staircase. Away from her, away from Mr. Claw who was still in a raging fury trying to break free.

“I never did test how long this spell would last,” I say to Cyra. “So be sure to finish him off before he gets loose. The meat should last you for a year. And you can use his skin and bones to make a small raft. Consider that my parting gift.”

With my feet just inches from the edge, I place my hand on the water and cast my Freeze spell. It is time for me to go, but this time I want to travel in style. So, I keep channeling my Freeze spell.

I start with the hull and work my way up to the deck. The bridge obviously has to have two stories. Even though I plan to travel alone, I want it to be more luxurious than any of them could even imagine. I even make sure to add child-safe handrails.

The total length of the boat ends up a little over eighty feet. I add a swimming pool on deck, though I need to figure out later how to heat the water for the pool without melting the boat. It needs to be pleasantly warm… A spa would be nice too.

With the boat finished, I cast Freeze spell again to travel up on deck. I do not look back. I hop on deck and run to the bow of the ship. Latching onto the railing I point forward and shout with excitement, “Alright, let’s go!”

The movement of the ship ends up quite like how my “ice path” worked. I hold onto the railings of the ship and channel my Freeze spell through the entire thing down into the water. And as the water under my ship freezes forward it moves the ship with it.

“Sails are too complicated,” I grin, satisfied with my creation. I’d end up depending on the wind, and that won’t do. I’m not depending on anything or anyone ever again! Once I save this world from all the water dragons I’ll go down in history as the greatest hero ever!

Without any friends I set sail forth on my ice boat, toward the bright horizon. My adventures have only begun!

Where to find me?

Discord - https://discord.gg/SbZe2qv

Patreon - https://www.patreon.com/YuujiEveryleaf
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