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    A word from the Author 
 
    Any story, no matter how wonderful its world or rich its lore, is bound by the view of those who see it and not those who read of it. So the most important aspect of any story is not the story itself, but those whom experience the story. If a world is fascinating, but a character uninteresting, then a story is fascinatingly uninteresting. If a world is mundane, but a character is interesting, then a story is mundanely interesting. And every so often, a fascinating world has interesting characters, and then you have a fascinatingly interesting story to read. 
 
      
 
    


 
  
 
  

 Chapter I : Bad Day 
 
    "People are like Trees." 
 
    Finding a quote that sums up your feelings is something that seems easy at first. Just catching a few famous quotes here and there let's you go 'yeah, that sounds about right' without having to think much further into it. But at some point or another, you do think further into it and realize 'no, wait...it's at least a little different than that'. Joseph Stalin has a quote saying that his wife was the most beautiful creature on earth, and with her died his feelings for mankind. And that sounds beautiful, and for someone who thinks they don't care about people you feel like you agree with it. Until a little later, you realize you didn't lose something valuable enough like that. 
 
    It's also easy to just misunderstand some quotes. 'For Whom the Bell Tolls' is often viewed as sympathetic, that it doesn't matter who precisely dies so long as who died is part of mankind. Everyone is connected, so the death of anyone is the same, so it's natural not to care about the name and just the loss itself. And that's still not right for me. 
 
    So when Christine asked me, in the middle of my break, why I don't have a boyfriend yet...It was natural I'd want to say something that made her think long enough for me to distract her from the topic. And damn me if I couldn't find a quote good enough, I'll make one up myself. 
 
    "People are like Trees. I like seeing them around, and they're definitely pretty to look at. But you'd have to be crazy to talk to them, and even crazier to try loving one." 
 
    I actually sort of hated how much I liked that quote. Even though I just made it up. Even though I have no credit to my name to give it any weight. It at least sounds...profound. Thoughtful. 
 
    It's not. I just don't like people. I like me. I like my alone time. And other people get between me and my alone time. 
 
    "Is that a Frost quote? What's his name...Robbie Frost?" 
 
    There is no way any dignified writer would have the name 'Robbie'. She has to be doing that intentionally. I don't even like Frost...Because I've never actually read any of his works...Maybe I should. 
 
    "That's a Me quote." 
 
    "You seem like...Extra Bitchy today...Oooooh, did he change shifts again?" 
 
    "No, it's not Danny. " 
 
    "I think he's cute." 
 
    "Oh, yeah. He's adorable. Like a puppy. Are you going to bang a puppy?" 
 
    "Point taken. But you know, you'd look cute together. Our two little redheads walking hand in--" 
 
    Even obliviousness has limits, Christine caught the look on my face that said a certain open-toed shoe was about to get stepped on. Stepped on hard. 
 
    "So what DOES have you all...rawr today?" 
 
    "You know...It's interesting that, we have twenty-six letters in the alphabet...But two of them have more value than the others. You might even say twenty-six times the value." 
 
    "Uhh...A and I, right?" 
 
    "More like...A and F. " 
 
    "But...You can't use F by itself." 
 
    "The letter 'F' has a lot of meaning to it though. It's the first letter in the word 'First', and the last letter of...well...'of'. And most numbers end in a sound that is pretty much an 'f', right? And the 'F' in 'FYI' means 'For', so that should make the letter endearing to people. Even better, the 'F' in 'BFF' stands for both 'Friend' and 'Forever', so it should be even more endearing." 
 
    "Hmmm...Come to think of it there are a lot of good words that start with F, aren't there? Like food, flavor, fun...uh...Finances? No, wait...Flowers!" 
 
    I was surprised she was letting me go this long without cluing in...But now I realize she probably thinks I'm using 'F' to lead into 'BF' or 'Boyfriend'.               Good, works for me. 
 
    "Yet somehow we've come to a point where the letter 'F' can have a lot of negative connotations. For example: F this F'ing Teacher for giving my F'ing paper an F. Or imagine 'F' my mother wasn't a sadistic bitch, I wouldn't have to work while going to school." 
 
    "Wait, you got an F? Lemme see, lemme see!" 
 
    I show her the 'graded' paper I got back today. 
 
    "Awwww, I missed you buddy! Have you been good to the other kids since I've been gone?" 
 
    She confesses her feelings to almighty 'F' in front of me. A joke only someone not in school can make. 
 
    "Why are you staring at it here anyway? It's not a guy, so you can't just stare and it goes away. And haven't you had all day to mope about it?" 
 
    I lean back on one of the break room chairs. There's nobody even in the restaurant. 
 
    "There's nobody out there anyway. Does it matter?...Also I don't stare guys down." 
 
    "I mean...You'd think someone would want to relax while on break..."  
 
    She's really good at being right when it comes to obvious things. She's like the Buddha of being Captain Obvious. She's also disregarded the fact that I absolutely do not stare guys down. I don't...really get asked out often enough to do that...Wait, is she counting customers? Those things aren't even human. 
 
    "I'm more wondering if I should talk to the college about this. This is pretty bullshit. It's not like it's a bad paper or anything." 
 
    She leans over to try and grasp the source of my irritation. 
 
    "...Wait...No Sources? That's it?" 
 
    "That's the bullshit part. There WAS a sources page. He just lost it. Look look, page 4 of 5 right there at the bottom. Where's page five?" 
 
    "That's fucked. Tough break...Boss?...Uh...Boss?" 
 
    Oh good. Looks like Tony is having a bad day too. 
 
    "Boooooss?"  
 
    Christine calls out to the wondering zombie to no avail. 
 
    Eyes looked red. He's been crying probably. His girlfriend break up with him again?...He's probably going to start hitting on us again...That's not gonna be awkward at all. 
 
    Oh, he actually waved at me and mouthed the words 'Hey, Sasha' before slumping into his office. Well that's...Progress? That's less broken than usual at least...Man, just thinking that poor bastard is getting used to being broken up with by the same woman...that's depressing by association. 
 
    "Christine, I'm taking off early. I'mma get this fixed while I can." 
 
    "Slaaaaacker." 
 
    "Stop that." 
 
    She smiles. Affirming to me that she only does it because she knows I'm afraid of being fired. 
 
    Overly afraid, I admit. The only time someone got fired in the two years I've worked here was...That...one guy...Starting to remember why I have no friends outside of work. 
 
    But then again, if I don't remember him...He couldn't have been that interesting to hang out with anyways. Losing a nobody means you didn't lose anybody. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    And as I step outside, I'm reminded that not having any friends outside of work comes with severe penalties. Like not having anyone you can call for a ride. 
 
    "Oh, hey! Sasha!" 
 
    Absolutely no one you can call for a ride. 
 
    "You uh...You going for a walk? I mean I could--" 
 
    Definitely not some puppydog eighteen-year-old hitting on you all the time. 
 
    "Hey so did you get your paper graded yet?" 
 
    If I had a ball to throw down the road for you, I would. Specifically down the road, not across it. 
 
    "Yes, Danny. I did." 
 
    I'm like three years older than you...Come to think of it how do we have the same Literature class? 
 
    "Awesome. Great. Did...Did you do well?" 
 
    Danny Boy. Go find your pipes. 
 
    "I did fine." 
 
    "Cool Cool. Yeah I did pretty good too. Hey are you going some-" 
 
    "Danny." 
 
    "Y-yeah?" 
 
    "You're going TO work, I'm coming FROM work. See how this doesn't work?" 
 
    "Oh right. Yeah Yeah...So uh...Catch you later!" 
 
    Probably not. There's a reason I take day shifts and you don't. Specifically, that reason is; BECAUSE you don't. 
 
    Mom used to say my freckles make me irresistible to guys. She ALSO used to say I was lucky to get her red hair. Well, if I'm SO lucky and SO irresistible, then why does my ginger ass only attract a loser like Danny!? Where are all the great rich guys who want to sweep me off my feet for being so irresistible? Where's my damn lottery winnings from being so lucky? 
 
    Well then again, I don't play the lottery so I can't win the lottery...Wait... 
 
    ... 
 
    ...... 
 
    Wait, where the hell am I? 
 
    I started walking faster and turning corners to try and get away from him... 
 
    I mean I can't be that far from work, right? 
 
    Have I just...Never taken a left here? 
 
    Where does this even go? 
 
    Half the buildings here are for lease? That's kinda...Both creepy and cool. Wow there is actually a part of this city that isn't flooded with people. How about that? 
 
    ...Actually this is no longer cool, it's just creepy. The buildings that aren't for lease are just as empty as the ones that are for lease. 
 
    If I hear so much as one piece of trash rustle, I am six miles past gone. 
 
    Still...Moments like this kind of make me want to be the artsy picture-taking kind of girl. Snap a shot with my phone, throw a filter on it, call it something pretentious like...'When not mankind, mancruel' 
 
    ...Did I just make myself cringe...at myself? Urgh, I should have thought of something better than-- 
 
    My entire body freezes in place when I feel something tap the top of my head. Rationale and Logic quickly turning into pulverized dust under the weight of fear. 
 
    Another tap. A third. A fourth. Head. Arm. Shoe. 
 
    "...Just rain...Haha..." 
 
    The kind of laugh that reminds you that just two seconds ago you were overreacting. 
 
    No spooky ghost part of town out to get me. Just the rain. 
 
    Kinda heavy rain actually. Feels kind of nice... 
 
    Correction. Felt kind of nice. Doesn't feel nice anymore. 
 
    Feels like in calming myself down from being creeped out, I forgot I was carrying the paper in my hand. I forgot WHY I left work early. 
 
    What I did remember was why I hate carrying a tiny purse instead of my sling purse. 
 
    "No no. That's totally fine..." 
 
    I mean, what do I care that the rain started pouring so heavily that the paper is absolutely irredeemably ruined? It's not like I was taking the short ten to twenty minute walk to my college to get the grade corrected or anything. 
 
    "Upset? Me? Why would I be upset? I'm totally fine with taking that F." 
 
    People will tell you that talking out loud to yourself can be a coping mechanism for stress. 
 
    What they don't tell you is that it doesn't seem to work very well. 
 
    I tear the paper up here in the middle of nowhere, inside a town filled to the brim with somewheres. 
 
    To be realistic, it doesn't seem like a stretch to think that Teacher has it out for me. Even pretending I hadn't included sources, there's no way it'd be an F. It'd be like a C or maybe a D. 
 
    ...Really what was my plan for confronting him about it? Hey, Mister Teacher whose name I can't bother to remember, I definitely care about your class enough that I made sure to do this paper the right way. You're just an incompetent ass who lost my citation page. Now that I've informed you of how hard you failed, you'll definitely happily correct my grade, right? 
 
    ...What Teachers DO I know the names of? Hendricks. Hendricks is cool...Hendricks isn't even my teacher. It's just the math guy Danny keeps yapping about. 
 
    Part of me really doesn't care to learn their names. The other part of me feels like a social retard for not doing so. Both parts of me annoy me right now. 
 
    I do remember Mister Peterson's name though. Only because of that drama last week though. I'll probably forget him too in another week. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Rain isn't letting up. Rain is fully sentient and intent on pursuing the opposite of the words 'letting up'. 
 
    Rain is joining the list of things making my day less than spectacular. 
 
    Or maybe...My week actually. 
 
    Yeah this has been a bitch of a week really.  
 
    "Damn, Sashie. Where's the polar bear you're hiding?" 
 
    Like when the heating for my apartment broke...Just in time for Christie to notice when she dropped me off. Which I wouldn't have normally needed if not for 
 
    "...This cannot be real." 
 
    The freak accident of my car getting destroyed by a damn semi-truck just flopping over on it. 
 
    "It's just an older unit." 
 
    Or the hot water getting shut off in my apartment TWICE in one week. 
 
    "We're so sorry about this mix-up." 
 
    Once from the water heater needing to be fixed. Once from the management mistaking my apartment number with someone else's and shutting it off for two days. 
 
    "I have to do it all again!?" 
 
    Or the computer's power bizarrely shutting off before i could save the first draft of that paper. 
 
    Which wouldn't have been that big a deal if the internet didn't keep going out every few minutes. 
 
    Which I COULD have used my phone for normally... 
 
    "Woah. I'm walkin' here." 
 
    If that jackass didn't bump into me and make me drop it down a sewer drain.               
 
    What even IS this week? You'd think I tied a black cat to a ladder made of broken mirrors or something. 
 
    Hell, you'd think I made the ladder out of black cats that were force-fed broken mirrors. 
 
    ...I guess if I was going for superstitions though, I wouldn't have to blame any black cat or anything. 
 
      
 
    "A curse on you! And All of you! You'll all suffer like I've suffered! You'll know my Pain!" 
 
    "Thank you for joining us, Miss Angelica. You are welcome to join my class next semester if you like." 
 
    The door slammed behind her. Her righteous fury for failing a class on psychology, cursing us forever more with a slightly disjointed doorframe. 
 
    "Lucky for me, I don't think she can make my luck any worse. What's she gonna do, give me double lung cancer?" 
 
    "Hey Sir, what if she makes all your cigs taste bad?" 
 
    "I welcome the challenge." 
 
      
 
    It might be kind of neat if she actually did curse the entire class. It might be neat if I hung out with anyone from the class at least. I'm sure getting weirded out back and forth from noticing each other's bad luck could be kind of fun, in its own way. 
 
    But I also have a hunch that if she REALLY could cast a spell, she wouldn't dress up all Gothy like that. Also have a hunch someone who could make curses wouldn't fail a class like psychology. I mean how hard could it be to use magic to cheat and get your grades up? 
 
    Really, it's just a big placebo and I know it. Right now I've messed around in the rain so much, that I'm soaked to the bone. Is that more bad luck, or is it just a consequence of me not getting out of the rain? I could think of it as bad luck, but then I'm just kinda saying there's nothing I could do about it. 
 
    That's one idea that I hate. It's probably the main thing that makes me anti-social. There's just no controlling people, so relying on them emotionally is just rolling some dice and hoping you win. 
 
    ...Of course, I don't even commit to that either. I don't even have the luxury to commit to it if I wanted to. You can't be completely anti-social if you need to hold a job, there's no way you'll keep it even if you land the interview. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ...That is a huge main coon. I almost thought it was a small dog at first. 
 
    It's completely soaked just like me. Cept it's fur is gray and black and mine is dull red. 
 
    "Hey there, kitty...What cha doin out in the rain?" 
 
    It stops, looks at me. Sits down. In the middle of the road, in the rain. 
 
    "...Want me to--" 
 
    And as I take one step closer, it gets up and starts walking away back towards the part of town that isn't empty. Rejected by a cat. I feel setup slightly. 
 
    What am I even going to do with my life? I'm almost twenty-two... 
 
    "Remember, if you're not sure yet...Just say you're studying Liberal Arts." 
 
    Yeah that works great...The first year or two. 
 
    And then you realize that saying that might satisfy other people, but it doesn't satisfy yourself. 
 
    It's not even what we honestly mean when we say it. The real answer is... 
 
    "I have no idea what I want to do in life. Because I know I'll have to do it every day for the rest of my life from then on, and I don't know what I can stomach doing that often. Everything seems like it's out of my reach or I'd get sick of it after a few years." 
 
    But people don't want to hear that. They become obligated to suggest things. Things you've already thought of. Things they don't even want to have to suggest, it's an inconvenient conversation for everybody involved. 
 
    "Just find something you enjoy, Sweetie. You'll be fine." 
 
    And those words are from a woman who owns her own clothing line. They should be inspiring. 
 
    They aren't. Those words are depressing. They also feel a little backhanded from someone who will pay for me to be IN college, but won't pay for me to SURVIVE while in that college. And suppose the thing I enjoy isn't profitable, what then? Whose gonna be fine then? 
 
    ...Oh, I'm not actually alone here. There's another girl wondering around this dead part of town too. She looks...Kind of familiar...Hey...Hey, yeah! She's in my Psych class...Why did that bring me any comfort? Ugh, makes me feel like some part of me subconsciously does want friends...I mean that's...probably true actually. 
 
    Wait, where is she going? What the hell is in THAT direction? 
 
    "You're a real explorer, aren't you Sweetie? What'd you find today?" 
 
    I found the rare 'other loner' bug today. They only travel alone when it's raining, so they can maximize how depressed they feel. Ah hell, not like I have anything better to do. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Couldn't catch up to her. I thought I wasn't far behind her, but there's absolutely nothing around here...Well except even creepier buildings which haven't seen any anyone living in them for like...Ten years maybe? Actually some of these don't even look finished. What even is this? You live in a town where you could crowdsurf to and from work because of how packed it is for three years and emptiness like this starts to feel very alien.  
 
    They really tried packing this area to the brim with buildings though. There's an actual dirt cliff surrounding the edge of this part of town...Oh hey this is that hill I always see from the school's upper floor. Neat...Although from where I'm standing, it's almost like a dirt wall surrounding the town. 
 
    As I get closer, I think I figured out why this part of town is abandoned. The last buildings next to the hill are kind of flooded with dirt and rock and tree roots. Area must be unstable or something. Landslides maybe? 
 
    ...Something shines on the ground up ahead in front of the dirt wall. 
 
    It's a...little red stone. Is this what that other girl was looking for? It's kinda neat. Guess I can return it to her if I see her, or I could just wait til the next psych class. Then again if she's looking for this out in the rain, it's gotta be important, right? I'll try and yell out for her. 
 
    "Hey! You dropped your sto--!" 
 
    The floor gives out under my feet and I drop below the ground so quickly I didn't have time to react and grab the ledge or anything. Stupid dumbass you set off a landslide! 
 
    Don't let me get buried like this. 
 
    PLEASE don't let me die for actually trying to be nice for once. 
 
    It's so damn black down here. I can't see anything. I can still tell I'm falling. I can tell because i keep cutting the back of my right arm against the wall. 
 
    I see a light flood around me and-- 
 
    "...urrh..." 
 
    I hit the ground softly, but it still knocked the wind out of me for a... 
 
    Bare feet. I look up and see a girl standing in front of me. Wearing some kind of really baggy beige dress with really baggy sleeves. Really pale skin...Really...white hair? 
 
    She puts her palm on my forehead and her eyes look like they're kind of glowing gold. 
 
     It's really really freaky. 
 
    "Libra." 
 
    Her voice is really soft. I can't decide if it's gentle and soothing...Or just creepy. 
 
    "...Huh?" 
 
    "I am Libra. You are Sasha Hayes. We are introduced." 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter II : Libra 
 
    "Libra?"  
 
    My brain was still trying to make sense of everything, so all I could respond with was the name I thought I heard. The name of a teenage girl standing in front of me. Me, who had just fallen down when the floor gave out under my feet. Me, who had just fallen out of all semblance of the real world into an underground bunker someone made. 
 
    "Accurate. I am Libra. I have stated this. You appear distraught, is this accurate?" 
 
    Distraught? Who? Me? No. Why would I be distraught? Nothing strange about this at all. Definitely not freaked out...Well, then again... 
 
    Maybe I'm not as freaked out as I should be, because I'm still calm enough to realize that...I should not do anything that freaks this girl out. 
 
    "Just...surprised...That's all..." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Your circumstances are likely unexpected." 
 
    I start looking around. There's dirt all behind me, and surrounding me too for that matter, but behind the girl I see some kind of building. Looks like it's made of stone or concrete?  
 
     So it literally is an underground bunker? That's...crazy. So was this something like...A family's nuclear bunker? How long ago was it built? Cold War? Maybe before?  
 
    "Do you...live down here?" 
 
    Her long white hair is kinda freaky. It's a lot longer than mine...A lot straighter and flatter too. Comes down to what must be her waist, I think. 
 
    "Accurate. You remain distraught, what is the reason?" 
 
    Has she ever left? Was she born and raised down here? I have so many questions, this is so insane...If I show her my cellphone, would it blow her mind?...Not that I have that option... 
 
    "Are uh...Are your parents around? Or...Anyone else?" 
 
    "No, I have been waiting contiguous to twenty years for a compatible person to arrive." 
 
    She's twenty!? She looks like fifthteen at best! No she said she's been waiting twenty years, so she could be even older...Is that what someone my age looks like if they ate nothing but home-grown foods their entire life? That...That really makes me question how healthy the food we're eating is nowadays. 
 
    "Apologies. You appear furtherly distraught now." 
 
    Furtherly. The way she talks...Makes me feel like our new American diet isn't the only thing to become unhealthy nowadays. 
 
    "That's not your fault. Don't apologize, it's..." 
 
    Don't say it's cool. Don't say anything someone raised by people from the forties wouldn't understand. Don't be an ass. 
 
    "It's okay. Have you...been down here your entire life?" 
 
    "No. Only a maximum of ninety-nine point eight percent of my life has been spent here." 
 
    That's...creepily specific...I mean I guess if I was stuck underground my entire life, it wouldn't be that creepy to be so exact? Maybe? 
 
    "Wait...You said you were waiting twenty years for someone? What happened to your parents? Didn't anyone take care of you at all?" 
 
    "No. I have provided my own sustenance and management." 
 
    How? As just a baby? 
 
    ...Now I get it. She's been waiting twenty years, but that means before that she had someone down here or...maybe she was put in that building alone when she was already...older? I mean how old could she have been? She really looks like a teenager. 
 
    ...Maybe I should stop being socially stupid and just ask the obvious question then. 
 
    "How old are you then? Thirty?" 
 
    Because there's no way you're older than thirty. If she says thirty-five or anything, I'm going to protect my sanity and assume she's lying. 
 
    "I do not possess that information. I have no means of discerning it." 
 
    "You don't have...a clock down here or...anything? Maybe a radio?" 
 
    "I am unclear on these words. They do not appear as transitions from my language to yours." 
 
    "They're...English words...You know...Clock? Tells time? It...Has two arms that spin around?" 
 
    For a moment then, I almost said 'shows exactly what time it is'. Feeling like a really spoiled brat by technology right now...Especially because I don't know of anyone who still even wears a watch. 
 
    "English? Is that what the language we are speaking is called?" 
 
    "...Yes...We're speaking English..." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I will preserve that information." 
 
    What am I going to do with her? Like...do I take her to a news station?               Where even IS a new station? Do I call the police? This is so bizarre. 
 
    "Urgh...I'm so sorry the first person you get to talk to is me." 
 
    "For what reason? I am finding minor enjoyment in our conversation. Have you performed some misdeed toward me thus far?" 
 
    "I'm just...not good at talking to people." 
 
    "Your skill in speech appears sufficient for communication. What are you lacking?" 
 
    Humility maybe. Or just a good plan. I'm lacking a lot of things I need right now. 
 
    Like any degree of a clue on what to do. 
 
    "...Why did it have to be me though? Someone else could have found you." 
 
    "Inaccurate. All other subjects failed compatibility tests and were eliminated." 
 
    ... 
 
    "I'm sorry, what?" 
 
    "They were eliminated. I am unclear how to clarify this further." 
 
    My brain is unclear how to process that further! 
 
    I look around quickly. I don't see any dead bodies or anything.  
 
    Maybe she just doesn't understand what she's saying? 
 
    "Why would they be...Eliminated? How do you know they were eliminated?" 
 
    "I prepared an automation process of elimination. This was to prevent ego contamination by incompatible subjects." 
 
    "I...I don't...understand what you're saying." 
 
    "Inquiry; Have I ceased communicating in English?" 
 
    She has GOT to be misunderstanding something. 
 
    "No, but I still don't understand what you're saying. What do you think elimination means?" 
 
    "To eliminate a subject is to cause any sign of influence to cease immediately. The removal of their status as a living being is normally sufficient." 
 
    Her face is...not very expressive. It makes it hard to tell if she's joking and keeping a straight face or if she's being serious. 
 
    "So you're saying...If someone finds you and they aren't compatible...You kill them?" 
 
    She nods. It sends a very cold revelation down my spine. 
 
    "Partially Accurate. I did not allow them to come into contact. Therefore, they did not find me prior to being killed." 
 
    Should have been more careful with what I said til now. Of course someone living underground alone their whole life is insane. It'd be insane if they weren't insane. 
 
    "So...What happens if they find you...and aren't compatible?" 
 
    "Irrelevant. You have found me, I no longer have concern with incompatible subjects contaminating me." 
 
    "I'm...not saying I'm incompatible...But what if you...just in theory...Think I'm incompatible?" 
 
    "You are compatible. That is why you were not eliminated." 
 
    I'm an idiot for pushing this...But some part of me also feels like I'm being overly paranoid. 
 
    "But what if you think I'm not? Maybe not right now...just...in the future?" 
 
    "...How is it possible for you to cease being compatible?" 
 
    "I don't know...Just what if?" 
 
    "..." 
 
    She's thinking...She looks...The same really. Maybe her eyebrows raised a little? 
 
    Yeah they did, because she just lowered them back down. It wasn't even half an inch, it was barely a movement at all. 
 
    "I have not suffered any contamination, you are not incompatible with me. It does not seem plausible for your compatibility to change, however if it were to change it would be irrelevant in this regard." 
 
    "What regard is that...exactly? Just in theory, of course." 
 
    "I will attempt to clarify. My highest priority was ensuring my first encounter did not result in the contamination of my ego. I am using the term ego correctly, accurate?" 
 
    "I...guess so? Like ego as in who you are?" 
 
    "Accurate. Therefore, even if your compatibility would change, I would not have any need to eliminate you. Was this your fear?" 
 
    "I wasn't afraid or anything. It's not like you have a knife on you..." 
 
    That I can see at least. 
 
    I stand up on my feet...Hadn't realize it but I'm definitely taller than she is. That...actually makes me feel good. Like I could take her if she jumped on me or something. 
 
    "You were exhibiting symptoms of fear. Am I mistaken?" 
 
    "Well...Let's just say this situation is...very unusual." 
 
    "Accurate. It has been a substantial sum of time since I last spoke with another being." 
 
    ...It's still on my mind though. My paranoia is getting the better of me, but I can't just ignore what she said either. 
 
    "Did you really...kill people though?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "...How? How did you do it?" 
 
    "It was an automated process. The garnet fragment you touched analyzed your compatibility. If the result was insufficient, you would have been eliminated immediately." 
 
    "...I'm sorry, what?" 
 
    She blinks. As if to her what she said was so simple she can't say it any other way. 
 
    I take a step back as her arm reachs out, not a good move. Nothing less than a terrible move. Last thing I want is to make her feel like I think she's crazy. 
 
    She doesn't seem bothered by it though. Her hand opens to show...her empty palm? 
 
    "Did you not find a garnet fragment such as this?" 
 
    "Such as wh--" 
 
    I'm cut off by a light shinning in her palm. I flinched, and then there was a little red stone floating in her hand. 
 
    I feel like a little kid, but I couldn't help it. I reached out and slowly grabbed it from her hand. 
 
    "How did you...do that?" 
 
    "It is not the same stone. Merely an identical replica." 
 
    It's not like it's a hologram or anything. I'm holding it. I'm touching it. It's definitely real. But it was just suddenly there. It took all the time of me blinking for it to suddenly be in her palm. 
 
    "I got that but...How did you...Where were you hiding it?" 
 
    "I was not hiding it. I created this replica just now. Clarify, did you not come into contact with a similar gemstone?" 
 
    "I mean...I did...But...Wait, created how?" 
 
    "Conjugation of mana particles and contiguous elemental materials." 
 
    I didn't understand any of that. But I did understand ONE word. 
 
    "Mana? As in...Magic?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    ...I can't help but wonder if some part of me buys into this. I'd think at least some innocent part of me believes her, but it must be my long dead sense of wonder because I certainly don't feel it. 
 
    "Your expression appears unfavorable. Elaborate." 
 
    "Huh? Uh...What do you mean unfavorable?" 
 
    "...Disdain. Disgust. Disapproval. I am unclear on what emotion you are expressing, but it possess highly negative connotations towards me. Is this accurate?" 
 
    I actually catch a hint of emotion on her face though. Her eyebrows drop just a tiny bit, and the bottom of her eyelids raised a little. Is she...trying to be sad? Or maybe she's actually sad I don't believe her? 
 
    There's a purity to her face that makes me feel like she's not...necessarily lying to me. Maybe she doesn't understand things properly and is calling it magic, or I don't know. But there's something about her face that I kind of trust. 
 
    "It should not be plausible that you possess disdain, disgust, or disapproval towards spellcrafts. Logically, that would cause an incompatibility between us." 
 
    "I'm...Not trying to be mean here. Let's just say I'm..." 
 
    "Do not disapprove. That is unacceptable." 
 
    "No...It's not that...that's not the right word...It's..." 
 
    "I would be highly displeased if you disdain or are disgusted by it. Do not be so." 
 
    Maybe I should just be frank with her. 
 
    "It's none of those. It's disbelief." 
 
    "Disbelief? In what regard do you not believe what I have said?" 
 
    "I don't really believe in magic. Most people don't." 
 
    She's confused!? She's blatantly looking confused. Now I'm sure this isn't a prank or anything. I'm POSITIVE she's just explaining things wrong or using the wrong words. 
 
    "Are you lying to me?" 
 
    "...No...I don't believe in magic." 
 
    "Implausible. You are currently coated in a dynamic hex. Are you delusional?" 
 
    You can't say that second sentence FOLLOWED by the third! Especially because that last one is what I'VE been thinking this whole time! 
 
    Also, that makes it sound like she hexed me. Which isn't what I'd called what she was describing. More like...I don't know. Scanning? Probing?...Glad I didn't think about this before she said magic or I'd start feeling like she was a cyborg. 
 
    ...Actually, the way she talks is kind of robotic...And she's not good at facial expressions...I think. This is weird. 
 
    "You are exhibiting the facial expression of disbelief again. Do you not believe you are currently hexed? Are you unaware of it?" 
 
    "Okay I...Let's put it this way. I just don't see any proof of magic." 
 
    "Inaccurate. I created a gemstone using spellcrafts within your line of sight." 
 
    "Can you do it again?" 
 
    She nods, holds out her hand same as before and this time I don't blink or flinch from the light. 
 
    Another tiny red stone seems to 'bubble' into existence floating over her hand. 
 
    I can't think of a way to discredit it. I'm sure there's a way. Like a tiny smoke shooter in her sleeve or something. 
 
    "How about something...Different?" 
 
    "In what manner different? Why is this insufficient proof?" 
 
    "We have people who do fake magic that can pretend to do this kind of stuff. I don't know their tricks, so I can't tell if you're doing it. Like some of them would have a little machine in their sleeve to make smoke and lights." 
 
    "There is nothing within my sleeves except for my arms." 
 
    Pffft. Nothing up her sleeve. She actually said it. 
 
    "You are laughing. Am I being insulted?" 
 
    "No, no. Just, trust me you're not." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I will trust you." 
 
    ...Kinda...Making me choke on her sincerity. 
 
    I can't help but also be a little excited by all this. Part of me is excited since this is kind of a puzzle to solve. How to disprove what she's doing is magic. The other part of me, because of just how sincere she seems, makes me kind of want her to be genuinely magical. 
 
    I mean...It's not like anyone doesn't want magic to be real, we just don't buy into it anymore. If magic were real, it would probably change a lot. 
 
    Then again...We'd probably find a way to commercialize it... 
 
    "How about...something really really magicky?" 
 
    "I do not understand. What is considered magicky?" 
 
    I might as well have said 'show me something really internet-y' to someone online or 'show me something really cooker-y' to Betty Crocker. Is Betty Crocker still alive? Is Betty Crocker even a real person or just a brand? 
 
    "Please elaborate." 
 
    Questions for later. Dumb questions at that. 
 
    "Like something technology can't do." 
 
    "What is technology?" 
 
    ...I'm not taking fault for that. There's no reason I would suspect she did not know that word. 
 
    "You are continually using words I do not understand. Please elaborate with precision." 
 
    Come on...There has to be something I can think of. Like think of anything, Sasha. 
 
    ...I mean...If she's not faking this...And there's no one else around...No one can cringe at me for saying it. 
 
    ...Right? 
 
    "How about...A fireball?" 
 
    "...I am unclear. Are you requesting a ball constructed of fire or a fire in the shape of a ball?" 
 
    Wow, she didn't understand a fireball from the word alone. That's weird. 
 
    "Apologies, have I mistaken the meaning of the word fireball? I made assumptions that it was a conjugation of the words fire and ball. I may require additional practice with your language." 
 
    "No no, you got it. Just...Figured everyone would know what it is. That's all." 
 
    "Apologies, terms of this era are not transitional between languages. Which of my suggested definitions is correct?" 
 
    She keeps saying 'languages'. I'm pretty sure she means vocabulary, right? I mean we're both speaking English here so... 
 
    "Just like...Make a ball of fire in the air. Like a floating bunch of flames smooshed together. Or something." 
 
    "What should the size be?" 
 
    "...I dunno. Small is fine I guess. Like...Size of your hand or something?" 
 
    She just nods and then I'm hit with a flash of orange glow out of the corner of my eye as a small glowing cluster of flames floats over her right hand. 
 
    I move my hand closer to it, and I can kind of feel the heat. 
 
    "How...are you-" 
 
    "Inadvisable!" 
 
    Her hand moves away with the flame floating over it. 
 
    "Direct contact would cause substantial damage to your body." 
 
    ...What kind of idiot am I? She's not even overreacting at all. My dumbass was actually going to TOUCH that floating ball of flame. Dumbass. Duuuuumbass. 
 
    "I do not prefer to inflict physical harm upon you. Do not insist me to harm you." 
 
    Say something so you don't look like a dumbass. Make her think you weren't going to stick your hand in the fire. Please don't judge me for my stupid moment. 
 
    "No, no. It's okay. I was just...Surprised...Can you do anything else? Like...Ice?" 
 
    She nods and the ball of fire immediately freezes over into a messy ice sculpture that plops into her hand. 
 
    "If you prefer, you may touch the object now. It will not cause any harm." 
 
    I poke at it first and then she sort of hands it to me so I can hold it. 
 
    "That's...really cool." 
 
    "Accurate. The structure should currently be contiguous to negative twelve degrees Celcius, if I understand your language properly. Or should this object be measured in Fahrenheits?" 
 
    "Celcius is fine. You can use either." 
 
    Also that's not the kind of 'cool' I meant. 
 
    "You appear to be expressing a positive emotion. What is it?" 
 
    "Just...This is very...Let's say I find it interesting." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    "No, wait. Impressive. What I wanted to say is that this is impressive." 
 
    "That is highly gratifying to hear. I appear to enjoy praise." 
 
    Doesn't even matter if it's real magic or the Vegas kind of magic, it's still REALLY impressive. 
 
    "...How about...Can you fly? Can you make me fly?" 
 
    "I am capable of inducing levitation, does that suffice?" 
 
    Levitation. As in floating. This could be...really cool. 
 
    "Yeah, do that. Make me levitate." 
 
    ...Slapped in the face by my hair, I flinched and by the time I moved it out of my face I could feel just how much...how massive the wind blowing under my feet is. 
 
    Not touching the ground anymore.  
 
    Also having trouble balancing. REALLY don't want to fall back while my feet aren't touching anything. 
 
    Not that far off the ground though. Only a few feet. 
 
    "You appear distressed. Have I acted in error?" 
 
    "No, no this is...Can I go...any higher?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    From merely being about two feet away from the ground, I start floating up higher and higher. I can't tell exactly how high up I am, but I'm at least over the top of her head now. 
 
    My nerves fail me and I slip. I start falling backwards, hoping there's something to... 
 
    ...catch me? I'm not actually falling. It's like I fell onto my rear while still floating. 
 
    Actually this is...kind of cool now that I'm sitting down. 
 
    Never mind the wind is awkward to sit on. Really awkward. It's like sitting at the start of a water slide while all the water is rushing underneath you. 
 
    The winds slow and I hop off it as I get close to the ground. 
 
    "Do you still not believe in the existence of magical arts?" 
 
    "Can you read my mind?" 
 
    "I do not possess such a capability. I have had no other psyches to attempt such spellcrafts on other than my own." 
 
    "That reminds me...What language do you speak? Like other than English I mean." 
 
    "..." 
 
    She blinks. She looks really confused. 
 
    "...Okay so you only speak English. Sorry, you just kept saying my language earlier, so I thought you knew more than one." 
 
    "Accurate. However, I am unclear on what my language would be called. In my era, it was referred to as proper tongue." 
 
    "Okay so what era is that exac--...You don't know, do you?" 
 
    She nods to affirm what an ass I am. 
 
    "Okay...I know you don't know exactly how old you are, so why'd you say you were waiting twenty years for someone?" 
 
    "Contiguous to twenty years. My approximation may be inaccurate by one or more years." 
 
    Contiguous...She keeps using that word...And I FEEL like I understand it.               And I don't want to look like an idiot for not knowing it... 
 
    "Contiguous as in roughly, right?" 
 
    "Roughly? I do not understand." 
 
    "I mean...Contiguous means like..." 
 
    She said contiguous elemental material when she made that stone in front of me. She probably meant...Nearby earth or dirt, right? 
 
    "Nearby or...close to. Right?" 
 
    "Accurate. Why are you unclear on the definition of a word you already possess awareness of?" 
 
    "I've just never heard it before." 
 
    "Implausible. I have only obtained the word from your vernacular, therefore you must possess knowledge of it." 
 
    "...I've never...Huh? How did you...obtain a word from me?" 
 
    "...Comprehension. I now possess clarity to your confusion of my use of the words 'your language'. Prior to our meeting, I did not possess any information on your language. I obtained this information from analyzing your consciousness during my initial contact with your forehead." 
 
    "So you...Scanned my brain...And copied my language...Basically?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    She said...Terms of this era are not...What was it...Transitional between languages? 
 
    So it's not that she got my entire vocabulary or anything, hence she doesn't understand what technology is...But rather...Any word she knew of was replaced with an equivalent word that I knew of? 
 
    Apparently, that even works for words I didn't realize I knew. Must have read it somewhere before or something. 
 
    "I thought you said you couldn't read my mind though?" 
 
    "Accurate. However, locating language within any sentient form is universal between human beings due to similar brain structure." 
 
    "I think...I kind of...understand that." 
 
    So basically, would that mean that language and knowledge about language is always stored in the same part of the brain regardless of the person? 
 
    "Your name is Libra, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. I am Libra. Gratitude for your endearment." 
 
    "...Huh? Endearment?" 
 
    "Accurate. You have begun using my name, this indicates our relationship has progressed to a more amiable state, Sasha Hayes." 
 
    "Just Sasha. You don't have to use both names to refer to people." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Gratitude." 
 
    Don't...be grateful for something so mundane. Makes me feel really awkward, like I take my life for granted. And I'm not denying I do, I just don't want to be reminded of it. 
 
    "But speaking of my name...How do you know it? Was that really part of taking my language?" 
 
    "Accurate. Your title of Sasha Hayes is transitional to self-identification terms, equivalently as my self-identification is Libra." 
 
    That's really weird, but I do understand it. So basically my name is in the same spot as words like 'I', 'Me', 'Myself', and... 
 
    "So does that mean you know my Mother's name?" 
 
    "Accurate. Your Mother is Anna Hayes...I cannot discern the name of your Father. This information was not acquired." 
 
    Thought so. That's really interesting. 
 
    "That's because I never knew him." 
 
    Her head actually kind of...perked up when I said that. 
 
    "Acknowledged. I am pleased to hear I have not failed to obtain the information." 
 
    She's so sincere about everything. If she were born nowadays, she'd just be picked on ruthlessly at school. Then again, probably wasn't that much better back then? At least she didn't have this damn hair or these stupid 'angel kisses' on her face. 
 
    "So...Libra...You can't tell exactly how much time passes...But you can estimate right? Contiguously?" 
 
    "Accurate. What is your inquiry regarding time passed?" 
 
    "About...Contiguously at least...How old are you? Like are you...over a hundred?" 
 
    "Exceeding." 
 
    "So...ba--I mean...Give me an estimate." 
 
    I almost said 'ballpark it'. I am really taking modern slang for granted. 
 
    "On estimation, I should between the ages of twelve hundred and two thousand years. It is unclear with my current degree of information." 
 
    I hear what she said...And I've seen what 'magic' she can do...And I still don't believe that for even half a second. I don't actually have any reason not to believe it, but...wait. 
 
    "Why do you look so young then? You look almost my age...Cept for your hair." 
 
    "In what manner does my hair appear in contrast to my age?" 
 
    "Well I mean...It's completely white." 
 
    It's actually kind of pretty. It's not even shiny or anything, it's just flat and white. Really long too, it comes down to what I think is her waist. Hard to tell with these...now painfully obvious beige witch robes she's wearing. 
 
    "Accurate. However, my hair strands did not alter in color due to any process of aging." 
 
    "So...You were just born with white hair?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    I wonder if that would have been worse than being red like me? People probably would have called her 'old lady' all the time as a kid...But would they actually beat her for it? I feel like they wouldn't. 
 
    I can't help but touch her hair. It's...Not that special aside from the color. It hangs flat, it's kind of coarse and not really soft, it doesn't really shine in the light down...down here? 
 
    Wait why IS there light down here? 
 
    I look around and...immediately am filled with a sense of shame and embarrassment. 
 
    ...Oh yeah...I needed proof that magic is real. Better use a fireball. Nope, make it ice. Now make me float with wind. Make a pretty rock for me too. 
 
    Never mind that the god damn walls have floating white lights glowing out of crystals the size of my head...ALL around us. Pay no mind to any of THAT abnormal obvious signs of magic, Sasha. Definitely be as much of an ass as possible. 
 
    "If you are...so disgusted by my hair strand color, I am capable of altering it substantially." 
 
    "Oh! No, no no no! Your hair is fine...I just...Your hair is very pretty, Libra. Okay? Don't feel bad about it." 
 
    And don't make me admit to what a massive ass I am. 
 
    Please don't make me admit to that. 
 
    "Inconsistent. You appear substantially disgusted upon examining it." 
 
    "...I didn't notice the magic lantern things on the walls till now. I'm just annoyed at myself. Don't feel bad. You look fine. I'm not disgusted." 
 
    "Exceptional. That is highly alleviating." 
 
    I let go of her hair and put a hand on my forehead.  
 
    "Why the hell am I the one compatible with you? Anyone else would give you way less trouble." 
 
    "Plausible. However, the compatibility was not intended to ease my transition into the new era." 
 
    Probably true. If I had to guess, the compatibility was about brain structure or something. Being a nicer person than I am doesn't help her if their brain is so different that she can't copy their language. 
 
    "Still, I'm surprised your hair isn't softer with the magic you have." 
 
    "What correlation does the texture of hair possess to spellcraft capabilities?" 
 
    "No, I mean like...You don't want your hair softer or to shine more?" 
 
    "...I had not considered any benefit to doing such. This was an oversight. Inquiry, would such attributes make me more attractive?" 
 
    "Hmmm...In general, probably. But some people might prefer your hair the way it is already. People's tastes are very...different." 
 
    "...Difficult. Acknowledged. If my lover desires, I will begin contemplating how to alter my hair." 
 
    Hearing her say 'lover' is kind of awkward. She looks like she's sixteen, but the way she talks and how she knows so little about people makes her seem kind of...younger in personality? Childish kind of? I don't want to say childish, because she's kind of robotic. Pure maybe? Yeah, maybe that's what I'm thinking. 
 
    "So if you're...Let's just say over a thousand to be safe. Why do you look so...young?" 
 
    "Aging would result in eventual death if permitted to continue natively. Therefore I have maintained my body in a state of moderate adulthood. Equivalently, my body physically should appear as though I have aged naturally to twenty three years old." 
 
    ... 
 
    "I'm...Twenty-Two though..." 
 
    "Exceptional. That means our bodies are of the same age group." 
 
    "...hrghhh..." 
 
    I'm reeeeeally upset now. THAT is what twenty-three looked like over a thousand years ago!? 
 
    I feel REALLY unhealthy. Like all the chemicals in our food has made us into mutants. I'm pissed. 
 
    "...You look...younger than I am." 
 
    "Inaccurate. You are referring to physical development, not age. I possess a smaller frame than you do, and my breasts are smaller. Therefore you are inferring age from these characteristics." 
 
    I mean if you put it that bluntly, then yes it DOES appear I am the ass here once again. 
 
    They're not...that much bigger than hers though, are they?...And how can she tell!? Mine are squished by my bra. Her's... 
 
    "Hhemm!? I was not aware our relationship had escalated already. Exceptional." 
 
    "Sorry! I just..." 
 
    I just poked her chest without so much as remotely considering asking her first. 
 
    I couldn't help but think that her chest is perkier than mine...Even though they didn't have bras back then. Did they? She's definitely not wearing one...Starting to hate my era. A lot. 
 
    "Do not apologize. This is appreciated. Highly Pleasant. You have made no error." 
 
    ... 
 
    She promptly put both of her hands on my chest. 
 
    "Inconvenient. Your garments hide the texture of your breasts." 
 
    I reacted instinctively and slapped her hands off me. Instinctively and...apparently a bit overboard. 
 
    "Disapproval! I have already expressed disapproval of physical harm being committed to you, I do not enjoy receiving physical harm to my own person either!" 
 
    "Look, sorry...I overreacted...But you can't just go around touching people's chests..." 
 
    "...Inconsistent. You have touched my chest. I am merely following your allowances." 
 
    "I...was being thoughtless. Just-" 
 
    "Maintain consistency! Do not perform actions on my person I am not permitted to perform on your person! Highly agitating!" 
 
    She says 'highly agitating', but her face looks 'vaguely microscopically agitated'...at best. 
 
    "I...Need to ask something bluntly so...Try not to be offended?" 
 
    Mostly because I need to maintain some sense of...It's not dignity. It's not self-respect. 
 
    Self-image? Something. 
 
    "...Implausible, I cannot control what emotions your question may cause. However, I will assume the intent of the question is not to offend me. Proceed." 
 
    Overly specific, a 'yes' would have done just fine...Whatever. 
 
    "Have you...used magic...and I know this sounds weird but...Have you used magic on your bo--chest?" 
 
    "Accurate. As stated previously, I have augmented my body and rejuvenated to ensure an optimal age is maintained." 
 
    Did she think I meant to say 'body'?...Does she know what 'boobs' means? 
 
    She took the word for 'breasts' from my head, surely 'boobs' would have gone with that as well. And Tits...Honkers?...How does that language stealing thing work exactly? She got my NAME from the word 'me', right? And my Bitch Mom's name from 'Mother'? 
 
    ...Why the hell didn't I just say Breasts? I'm being stupid. 
 
    "I mean...Did you...how can I put this...Did you alter your breasts from how they would...naturally have been? Aside from age." 
 
    "Plausible. As stated, this is an optimal augmentation to a prime age. Therefore natural alterations would be undone with each rejuvenation. Ergo unlike a natural body, my breasts are not misaligned nor has their shape been altered due to sleep positions or posture across a lifespan." 
 
    ... 
 
    In other words...She literally has a perfect set on her chest. They are AS good as they could POSSIBLY be. 
 
    I lack words to express how furious I am. 
 
    She has to be like...She's like half a foot shorter give or take. So she's Five foot nothing and she's got a literal perfect set of B cups!? No, wait...She's shorter than I am, so those are probably C cups actually. She doesn't even have to wear a bra...Ever! 
 
    "...Apologies, I cannot undo this augmentation. I do not know how to alleviate the highly negative feelings you are expressing." 
 
    "I'm not...mad at you..." 
 
    And they're better than mine. They're WAY better. I actually felt good about my boobs before now. Her chest isn't even jello, it's pudding! Guys online talk about jello butts and jello boobs, but jello isn't the best thing they can act like. Pudding is!  
 
    "You are expressing a highly volatile display of disdain and agitation. In what manner is this not directed toward me?" 
 
    The unending fury of a thousand supernovas. I don't doubt that is the face she's seeing right now. 
 
    "Just...Let's say I'm...reeeeally jealous of you for that." 
 
    Let's say that, but let's not think about how wildly it is a understatement of disgusting proportions. 
 
    "Would you prefer I augment your breasts to a prime status as well?" 
 
    "...With magic? You can do that on other people?" 
 
    "Accurate. However, a degree of research is required. I am not fully familiar with your body structure." 
 
    Breath in...Hate out...Breath in...Hate out. 
 
    "No, it's fine. My chest is fine as is." 
 
    I mean...They're not bad at all...It's not like they sag or anything... 
 
    I'm just pissed about meeting someone with a literal perfect set. Literally perfect. 
 
    This is probably how a jockey feels failing math class. Never even had a fair chance. 
 
    It's just like the paper all over again! I did all the work I needed, and I still unfairly got a lower grade! 
 
    "It does not consume a substantial surplus of mana to perform. If you desire I ca-" 
 
    "It's. Fine." 
 
    I leaned down to her face without realizing it. 
 
    "Agreement. You are appealing already, augmentation is not necessary." 
 
    "Well...Thank you. That's...very nice of you to say." 
 
    I back up. I feel silly getting so annoyed over something so stupid. 
 
    Then again this whole situation is kind of silly. And for that matter, so am I. I have magic shown right to my face, and I still don't believe it? I still, at this second, don't believe in magic. I feel silly just thinking it might possibly be real...But it is also literally surrounding me right now. 
 
    I can't even feel like this is a dream. Even my dreams are too mundane for this to be a dream. Most of them are just social anxieties and modern things going wrong. Like my apartment burning down and not having anywhere to live... 
 
    ...I haven't had a single good dream since I left for college. I can actually and definitely blame that entirely on my Bitch Mom pretty much throwing me out into the world and telling me to fend for myself. Almost literally. Here's an apartment Sweetie, I paid the first month's rent. Get a job if you want to keep living in it! Also everything's in my name so you can't actually pay any bills yourself and have to send me the money to pay your bills for you! Best parenting skills! Bitch Mother of the decade! 
 
    ... 
 
    "Hey...Libra...Are your parents still alive somewhere in the world?" 
 
    "Highly improbable. I have never been made aware of either parent, and the use of spellcrafts was not merely exceedingly uncommon but expressively forbidden. If they were alive upon my entering the Serapeum, and were not murdered at any point, they most likely died via excessive aging." 
 
    The Serapeum? What? That's...That's a history word. I know that word...What does it...mean... 
 
    "If it makes you feel any better, I never knew my Dad--eerrr...I mean...Father." 
 
    "I do not understand. Why would that bring me any comfort to know?" 
 
    Don't make me question things we say nowadays. Every time you make me question something about my era, it makes me realize how stupid we are. 
 
    ...But we DO have technology at least...Which I ironically don't have on me at the moment. 
 
    The most advanced technology I have in my stupid tiny purse is a mechanical pen right now. 
 
    ...Wait where is my pur---Screw it. I don't care. It's the reason I lost my phone. Good Riddance. 
 
    "Additionally, disassociation from my genetic origin does not bring me any discomfort. I find their existence irrelevant to me." 
 
    "But I mean, if they're your parents then your...Mother was a...Is it okay to call you a Witch or is that rude?" 
 
    "Accurate. I am a Witch. Continue your initial inquiry." 
 
    "Right...So if you're a Witch, wouldn't your Mother have been a Witch too? So couldn't she still be alive?" 
 
    "...You have made a conceptual mistake. A Witch is a title similar to a profession. This should be viewed in kind with titles such as quarry miner, vineyard harvester, executioner, soldier, or entertainer." 
 
    "So...It's not a family thing? Anyone can be a Witch?" 
 
    "Accurate. A witch merely infers a female who practices magical arts such as iconify, spellcrafts, conceptual arts, summoning arts, or astralization." 
 
    I get the feeling some of those terms did not translate properly from her language to mine. 
 
    "One's bloodline does not determine profession or skill acquisition. I am a Witch only because I pursued to learn spellcrafts in an effort to survive my circumstances in the Serapeum." 
 
    "Okay...what is the Serapeum? You've said it twice now. What's it mean?" 
 
    "...We are currently located in the Serapeum. This location was attacked for possessing forbidden papyrus scrolls detailing arts and information expressively forbidden to be known. As a defensive reaction by its architects, the Serapeum dislodged and moved itself into isolated space to be relocated once it was deemed safe to extract." 
 
     "So basically...Over a thousand years ago...This place was attacked and...warped to another dimension? Sorta? And it was brought back twenty years ago?" 
 
    "Minorly inaccurate. Most likely, all capable humans who possess awareness of the Serapeum moving into isolated space were killed before it was deemed safe to bring the Serapeum back." 
 
    "I see..." 
 
    Serapeum...Serapeum...From what she's describing...It was maybe a sort of library for magic? 
 
    Yeah I bet they killed everyone associated with it back in those days. 
 
    "Contiguous to twenty years ago, I discerned that I had nothing left to learn from within the Serapeum and forced its exit from isolated space." 
 
    There were libraries burned down and destroyed like that though. Alexander the Great's library was one of them. That's crazy to think about... 
 
    "So this Library was in this town over a thousand years ago? That's kinda incredible." 
 
    "Inaccurate. The architects did not account for the rotation of the planet correctly. Therefore when the Serapeum dislodged, it did not maintain its position among the continents. Additionally, I was forced to delay the return from isolated space as the planet was not in the same coordinates as expected initially. This delayed the return by several months." 
 
    She literally had to wait for the planets to align. That's hilariously classic for magic. 
 
    Well, only one planet in this case, but still. 
 
    That's really interesting though. I was never that much into astrology, but it's still interesting to think about the planet not being in the right position. Who knows, maybe we've had people who successfully time travelled to the future or past, but the planet wasn't in position for them to land anywhere.  
 
    "And then you just had to wait for someone compatible with you to come back out, right? Hence me." 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "So you've basically had over a thousand years to just...Learn and practice magic?" 
 
    "Accurate. There was additionally a collection of various other information within the Serapeum that I studied." 
 
    "That's pretty lucky. That you knew magic before it teleported away, I mean." 
 
    "I did not. At the time, I was only eight years old. I additionally had no training in any arts at the time. I was a merchant's slave." 
 
    "Wait...So...You just got caught in it warping away?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "Did...You even know how to read?" 
 
    "On a fundamental level, yes. It would be expected that I should be capable of reading papyrus to ensure I received correct inventory to return to my Master. I improved my reading capabilities quickly once in isolated space to ensure survival." 
 
    Okay so being picked on at school for having white hair. Maybe not a worse life than she would have had back then. 
 
    Maybe she doesn't mean slave then. Maybe Servant? Or maybe it's just how that merchant was? I guess it would make sense...But then again, that begs a bigger question. 
 
    "So...Wait...How did you survive down here for over a thousand years? I mean what about food...Or water?" 
 
    "Isolated Space is an exceptional environment to draw mana from, as it remains unused for unfathomable distances surrounding your location." 
 
    "And you can use mana to make food and...Huh." 
 
    Yeah I guess she can make water with it. She froze a fireball in front of me. Melt that back down and there's the water...I mean it's probably more complicated than that...Maybe? How does magic work? 
 
    "Accurate. Additionally, physical rejuvenation using mana as a catalyst is more efficient than physical consumption of food." 
 
    "But I mean...That's after you learned magic. What'd you do before that? Like you didn't just pick up a book...err...Scroll and instantly know how to use magic, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. Extensive study was required. Fortunately, the library was considered of great significance to the region and was therefore stocked with decorative materials that could be consumed such as fruit and plant life. While initially insufficient, my priority to learn rejuvenation proved a successful tactic for survival." 
 
    I will never complain about studying for any test ever again. Because I've never been studying for a test while literally starving to death, and what I was studying was a book on how to not starve to death. 
 
    "And now that you know all the magic, nothing left to do in here?" 
 
    "Accurate. Addendum, I studied all material and information available within the Serapeum. However, some information could not be mastered and required experiencing by my person directly." 
 
    "Hmm. Like the rest of the information about some spells wasn't in there and you're looking for it here?" 
 
    That almost makes her sound like an alien. The stupid thing is that I'm unironically making that comparison about someone over a thousand years old who uses magic and was sealed in another dimension for over a thousand years. 
 
    "No. All information regarding spellcrafts has been viably tested, affirmed, and mastered. Rather, there were social connotations that I cannot confirm." 
 
    "Social...connotations? Like...About people?" 
 
    "Contiguously Accurate. Specifically, many authors have written of sexuality, emotional affection, and of the concept of love. I desire to discern these topics." 
 
    ...Pfft 
 
    "Why are you laughing? I do not understand. Have I stated something humorous?" 
 
    I was trying not to. I really was trying. 
 
    "It's nothing. I promise." 
 
    "Do you often laugh at nothing? That is concerning." 
 
    if I didn't know how pure you are, I'd think you were being a really sarcastic ass. 
 
    "Okay, what I meant was that it's nothing for you to worry about. That specific enough?" 
 
    "Is your laughter sourced by the hex on your body?" 
 
    ...Wait what? 
 
    "Wouldn't you know if the hex you did on me was making me laugh?" 
 
    "Highly inaccurate! I have not cast any hex on you. I do not desire any harm come to you, why would I place a dynamic hex on your person!?" 
 
    Vaguely agitated face. So for her, she might as well be extremely pissed I guess. 
 
    "I don't know of anyone else who uses magic." 
 
    "You previously did not believe magic existed. Therefore you may have denied symptoms of being hexed!" 
 
    ...Not only can I not argue with that logic... 
 
    But I'm actually realizing she is exactly correct. 
 
    "What...Kind of hex is on me right now? Like...What's it do?" 
 
    "May I analyze it with precision to determine?" 
 
    I nod and the pupils of her eyes switch to that creepy gold glow I saw when she first touched my head. 
 
    "It is a dynamic hex intended to guide you towards perceived misfortune. I do not appreciate it. It will influence your decision making. I desire to remove it." 
 
    "Has it...done anything already?" 
 
    "I cannot discern. I did not possess sufficient data on your personality to determine which actions were of your own choosing." 
 
    "So...Say I flipped a coin. Would I always call it wrong?" 
 
    "Plausible. You would subconsciously attempt to calculate and determine the most likely outcome and avoid it to enact a sense of failure." 
 
    "So...Me trying to touch the flame like an idiot..." 
 
    "Plausible. That could have been at the influence of the hex." 
 
    My entire week. This ENTIRE stupid week of incredibly bad luck. The paper. My phone. The car. 
 
    ...Wait... 
 
    "So...It's not like I'm just having bad luck, but that I'm...causing it for myself? Subconsciously?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    ...So when the guy bumped into me and my phone flew out of my tiny purse into the sewer drain...That wasn't just bad luck, I was influenced by some curse to use a purse way too tiny that has no zipper and leave my phone sticking out of it. 
 
    My car...I never park in that spot. It was at the back of the parking lot. It was empty. ONLY my car got wrecked because no one else parked their car there. The trucker probably got used to people not parking there and didn't compensate for me doing it that one time. 
 
    ...Oh no, that means I probably dropped the citation page for my paper on the way to class. That means the teacher isn't incompetent. 
 
    "Oh God...It's basically an incompetence curse." 
 
    "Minorly Accurate. May I remove it?" 
 
    "No, it's fine. I-" 
 
    I feel the back of my head hit the dirt as her hand is pressed against my chest squarely between my breasts. 
 
    "Apologies. I cannot permit this. I cannot determine if this is your decision or the influence of the hex. I am removing it now. Do not resist." 
 
    I can't even get up if I want to. Her one arm is definitely way stronger than it should be. 
 
    "Wh-What the hell!? You're this strong!?" 
 
    "Accurate. I have enhanced my body to avoid potential injuries during spellcraft exploration and to provide a greater sum of stamina to continue studying materials." 
 
    I feel a weird sensation. Like a wave of water running through my entire body outward for one second. 
 
    It freezes me in place from just how weird it feels and...then there's a sense of relief on my body. 
 
    "I have removed all traces of the hex. Affirm, would you still prefer I have left it in place?" 
 
    She gets off me and I sit up. 
 
    But as I sit up...I breathe. I hadn't realized it til now...I wasn't breathing that well. I was taking like...half breathes. I've been getting winded at work, and               I just chalked it up to frustration. 
 
    "Are you debilitated? Do you require aid of any manner? I will provide any aid I am capable of." 
 
    "I...I'm good. I just..." 
 
    I just didn't know how awful this last week really was until now. 
 
    "It's...Ironically enough...Really lucky I met you, Libra." 
 
    "Gratitude. I am also highly pleased to have met you as well, Sasha...However, you are incorrect." 
 
    "Huh?" 
 
    "You were most likely led to my location by the hex as well." 
 
    Thaaaaat makes too much sense. I have literally never walked to this part of town. I would never care to try and help someone looking for something in the rain. I DEFINITELY wouldn't have... 
 
    "Wait how is that not lucky for me?" 
 
    "The probability of you being a compatible match is substantially low, as three hundred and fifty one other subjects have failed compatibility tests across the contiguous twenty year span." 
 
    "...Okay?" 
 
    "...Do you not recall? Incompatible persons were eliminated instantaneously to prevent possible mental contamination." 
 
    "..." 
 
    I cough. 
 
    "So uh...You're uh...saying that...The hex led me here...So that I'd get killed by the stone I picked up?" 
 
    "Most likely. Accurate." 
 
    Well...That sent an avalanche down my spine... 
 
    "Also...I don't know how else to say this but...Don't kill people. You...You can't just do that." 
 
    "Inaccurate. I am highly capable of killing." 
 
    A valid and absolutely correct response because I used the wrong words. 
 
    "Okay, Yes. You're capable. I'm capable too. I mean you SHOULDN'T kill people, okay?" 
 
    "...I could not risk mental contamination. They were incompatible." 
 
    "I mean...You didn't have to kill them. You could have just sent them away." 
 
    "As stated, I do not possess substantial experience with psychological topics. Mental influence is not within my capabilities." 
 
    So the girl who killed hundreds of people without a word doesn't understand social topics and can't read minds. Is there any criminal investigator in the world who would doubt that? 
 
    ...Also three hundred and fifty-one people. 
 
    I'm not grasping that number. I know that I'm not. I heard it, I understand it, but I am not able to fathom it. It's such a massive amount that it's almost...distant from reality. 
 
    You kill someone, you go to jail. Makes sense. 
 
    You kill a dozen people, you get put on death row. Makes sense. Some people don't like it, those people are free to be the thirteenth chance at forgiveness, but not me. 
 
    What the hell do you do to someone who has killed not one, not a dozen, but three hundred and fifty-one people? 
 
    ...And now I just realized I came here following that girl from my class, who was most likely victim number three hundred and fifty-one. 
 
    "I am unable to determine your emotional state. What is it?" 
 
    "Let's call it...Shock...Baffled." 
 
    "You are surprised that I would terminate lives that are not beneficial to me? I do not understand. Why is this information surprising?" 
 
    Oh hey, she actually understood 'shock' means 'surprise'. Or 'extreme surprise'... 
 
    Still seems like an understatement. 
 
    "I mean..." 
 
    Oh my God how do I even deal with this?  
 
    How do you explain to someone that killing three hundred people is not okay? WHERE do you start? 
 
    "Okay, Libra. I want you to listen to me carefully. Don't. Kill. People. Okay?" 
 
    "For what reason?" 
 
    "hrg...Erh...It's against the law...Eh...I mean...It's just not allowed in modern society, okay?" 
 
    "The study of spellcrafts was also forbidden in my era, I have still found exceptional value in them despite that status." 
 
    ...It's...really hard to argue against someone being so...brutally cold with their logic. 
 
    Also, I'm realizing how completely useless college psychology is right now. Where's my 'dealing with sociopaths 101' class to help me out of this? You failed me, Peterson. 
 
    "How can I convince you to not kill people?" 
 
    Questions nobody ever asked on any debate team ever because they're beyond stupid. 
 
    "Provide a concise benefit to not doing so, or elaborate on the cost of doing so disproving it is worthwhile." 
 
    ...Maybe people should start asking that question in debates though. 
 
    "Okay...Fair enough...I actually think I can do that." 
 
    It's a simple pros vs cons thing. 
 
    "I'm guessing law enforcement isn't a threat to you, so that's out." 
 
    "Plausible. I am more than capable of defending against any degree of assault and the elimination of any known foe of all analyzed species." 
 
    That word at the end insists me to ask. 
 
    "Species like...Dragons or Unicorn maybe?" 
 
    "I am unfamiliar with those species. What are they?" 
 
    Damn it. Some part of me couldn't help but have a childish hope about it. So I guess her library didn't have anything about either one, so does that mean they definitely aren't real? Or were they just not in her region? Maybe they were just called entirely different things than what my brain details them as. 
 
    "I got it. How about this...If people find out you kill people, they'll be scared of you." 
 
    "Highly Undesireable! Do you fear me? I insist that you do not fear me!" 
 
    It's really hard not to snicker with some of her reactions. 
 
    "...I am pleased. You appear not to fear me as you are expressing joy around me." 
 
    She actually relaxed her shoulders. I didn't notice it right away because I was busy trying not to laugh, but I guess she really was worried I was afraid of her. 
 
    Which I actually SHOULD be. I mean she could wipe me out without leaving so much as a bloodstain I'm guessing. 
 
    "Recognition. Our compatibility is likely the reason you do not fear me. Acknowledged, as most people are incompatible with me, they will most likely fear me as you have stated." 
 
    Honestly, the reason I don't fear you is probably that I can't even fully grasp the idea of how many people you've killed. It's too much to even be real. 
 
    Actually, maybe she's right. It's not just how unreal the number of people is, it's her personality. It's hard to think of her as dangerous, because she's honestly so...I don't know...Harmless? Is it cute? Is that what I'm thinking?               I'll go with Pure. 
 
    "To be fair, it's also your reason. What you did til now...It's not...good, but it's not really evil either. You basically did it out of survival. But if you kill a lot of people after today, when you're not worried about the whole...Mental contamination thing, then I might get a little afraid too." 
 
    "How many is one lot of people?" 
 
    One lot. That misunderstanding is precious. 
 
    "Let's say for me, the reason is important. If someone is trying to kill you, then killing them is self-defense. But you can't just kill people who are rude to you, got it?" 
 
    "Acknowledged. In this regard, ending another human's life should be considered a final option to prevent significant harm to myself. Accurate?" 
 
    "Right. Accurate." 
 
    "Does this option extend if my lover is in equivalent danger? Or must they self-defend their own life without my assistance?" 
 
    ...The way she said that made my brain pause. And now I can't figure out if that's actually wrong to say. If we're all using 'self-defense' in sentences like 'it was self-defense' and 'she acted in self-defense'...Then that makes self-defense a noun and a verb, right? So...as dumb as it sounds...I guess someone really could self-defend themselves. 
 
    No, wait. That's dumb. You'd just say Defend. I over-thought it. 
 
    "Yeah, of course. It extends to anyone's life. If you see someone trying to kill someone else, you can jump in to save them." 
 
    "Convenient. I will heed this allowance." 
 
    "...That being said...Try not to kill someone if you can help it. Like just knocking them out and taking them to the police is good enough." 
 
    "Inquiry. Will the attacker report me for the use of magical arts in subduing them?" 
 
    ...Oh...yeaaaah that's gonna be a problem, isn't it? 
 
    "Just make sure there's no witnesses. People don't believe in magic anymore, so anyone who tries to say you used magic will just look...insane really." 
 
    So, begging the question, how massively insane do I seem to myself right now? 
 
    Is it a lot? It's a lot, isn't it? 
 
    "Magic isn't really forbidden like where...or when rather, you're from. But people would freak out if they believed you." 
 
    Which, if they're as stupid as I am, isn't going to be a problem. Because I still don't believe it. 
 
    "Are you currently freaked out?" 
 
    "...Let's just consider me weird. Most people would freak out." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I am highly grateful you are weird." 
 
    There's a cynic deep down inside me that is currently dying and melting into a puddle every time you make me crack a smile at your awkward innocence. 
 
    Haha. Melting into a puddle. She's killing the wicked witch inside me. 
 
    "You are expressing joy. Does it please you that I am grateful for your abnormality?" 
 
    I can't help it. I reach down and pat her head. 
 
    "Pleasant. Intimacy appreciated." 
 
    Send help. I can't contain my snickering. 
 
    "What do you find humorous? Is it once again nothing?" 
 
    "Let's just say the word Intimate...Means something different nowadays." 
 
    "...Implausible. I have only discerned the word's meaning through the meaning you assigned to it." 
 
    I had to fix my face, because I felt like I was making a literal caveman expression. I could actually feel the confusion on my face from that. She's absolutely right, but that's really confusing then.  
 
    Intimacy to me is like...Sex. Kissing. Couple stuff. Not wanting to murder someone for drinking from your coffee cup at work, that's true intimacy. 
 
    "Patting your head isn't really intimate though." 
 
    "Intimate actions are those of exceptional comfort intended towards another. It is foremost associated with physical contact with the intent to comfort." 
 
    Talking to her is making me question how my brain processes stuff. That's definitely what I ONCE would have said intimacy was, when I was like ten or something. Do I still have that definition in my head for her to take though?               Shouldn't she take the newer definition? 
 
    "Inquiry, do you prefer I address your action as a form of sexual contact instead of intimacy?" 
 
    "...Okay, it was intimate...I guess...It definitely wasn't sexual." 
 
    "Unfortunate. Accepted." 
 
    ... 
 
    "...Unfortunate?" 
 
    "Accurate. I would have preferred if our relationship had already escalated to a point in which sexual contact was initiated." 
 
    "..." 
 
    Brain completely failed and froze on me. 
 
    Gotta wait for my brain to reboot. 
 
    "I'm sorry...What?" 
 
    "I would have preferred if our relationship-" 
 
    "Stop there. That. That word. Our relationship is...Friends...At best. Acquaintances really...I mean...I just met you...You're a little confused." 
 
    She...looks...actually a little bit annoyed. Maybe? Why can't you emote, robot!? 
 
    "Okay. We're friends. I didn't mean we aren't friends. Alright?" 
 
    "Unacceptable! I do not desire a friend!" 
 
    "...You don't want to be friends?" 
 
    "Accurate! I would not have delayed my entry into this era for a relationship on the meager status of friendship!" 
 
    ...Part of me wants to stupidly pretend I don't know what she's exactly implying here. 
 
    The rest of me can't let myself be that stupid right now. 
 
    "So...just so we're clear on this...You thought we were..." 
 
    Don't say Best Friends, you dumbass. You know what she means. 
 
    ...She's waiting for me to say something. She still looks annoyed. Actually her face is slightly flushed.  
 
    I really don't know what to do about this. Any of it. But she is waiting. She hasn't flipped out just yet... 
 
    Maybe I should just be upfront with her. I get the feeling dodging the topic will just upset her. 
 
    "...You wanted us to be...a couple, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. The concept of friendship is exceedingly easy to determine in value and merit, and few authors have indicated it to be of noteworthy value compared to the status of Lovers." 
 
    I sit down on the floor. Man, I was so not ready for that. 
 
    "Apologies. I should have clarified this immediately upon our introductions. Do you now recognize us as Lovers?" 
 
    I started to answer, and then stopped myself. 
 
    "Why do you not respond? This is a simplistic inquiry that-" 
 
    "I need to think my answer out. Just gimme a second." 
 
    "Why is such time necessary? You can only recognize or not recognize, there is no complexity to contemplate!" 
 
    "Just give me a moment. Okay?" 
 
    "...Acknowledged. I will wait for your response." 
 
    The obvious answer is of course 'no'...But it's not that simple. And answering that bluntly is just going to upset her more. 
 
    "Look...I don't know how it was in your time...No, screw that. I don't care how it was in your time, and it doesn't matter how it is for anyone else. But for me, a relationship...A Lover...It's a big deal. It's a really big deal." 
 
    "...Agreement. I too find this matter of extensive significance." 
 
    "The only thing I can compare it to is that it's like picking...Do you know what a Career is? Yeah, you do. It's like a Profession. Whatever profession you pick, you have to do for the rest of your life. And a Lover is exactly the same way. It's one person you're stuck with forever." 
 
    "Accurate. That is the major benefit of the relationship."
"That's IF it's a benefit though. If you get in a relationship with someone who is wrong for you, it'd be miserable. I'm not sugarcoating this. Libra, I barely know you. We just met. " 
 
    "...Accurate...You are suggesting that a greater deal of knowledge must be provided, or that our relationship must be increased before we can be considered Lovers. Is this assessment accurate?" 
 
    I guess that's about how it works. 
 
    Me in a relationship...Yeah, that career analogy was perfect. I can't imagine being in a relationship with anyone right now. I don't have the time for friends, let alone something like...that. 
 
    "...More or less...But look, you should find someone else. Someone besides me." 
 
    "Disagreement. I do not desire anyone other than you." 
 
    "You haven't met anyone other than me in over a thousand years. You don't know what kind of people are out there that you might like more than me." 
 
    "I have elected to stand by you. I am exhibiting loyalty in this regard. You should value this exhibition." 
 
    "And I would if I was interested. Look, it's not you, okay? You didn't do anything wrong, honestly I like you...But...I'm not looking for a relationship right now." 
 
    "Accurate. However, you have found a viable relationship with me. It would be a display of poor judgment not to pursue it." 
 
    I mean to be fair, if I was going to be stuck with one person my entire life...A super powerful witch doesn't sound too bad...Except... 
 
    "Libra, I'm not into girls. That's all. Like I said, it's not your fault. We just wouldn't work." 
 
    "... Frustratingly inaccurate!" 
 
    "I'm sorry. It's just the way I am." 
 
    "Are you lying to me intentionally?" 
 
    ...First of all, I think all lies are intentional. So that's redundant. 
 
    Oh wait, maybe they're not. If you say something that you only know is wrong subconsciously, is that a lie? Is being in denial the same as lying?               Questions for la- 
 
    No. Questions for now. 
 
    "What do you mean intentionally? No wait...I mean lying. I'm not lying, so what do you mean am I lying intentionally?" 
 
    "...You have stated something that should be obviously known as untrue based on information you have already received previously." 
 
    "What...do you mean?" 
 
    "You have implied you possess no sexual attraction to the female gender." 
 
    "Right...That's not a lie, that's just how I feel." 
 
    "Then your feelings are incorrect." 
 
    They're...feelings...I mean I'm sure they CAN be incorrect, but... 
 
    "I'm pretty sure I know what I like." 
 
    "Plausible, however you remain incorrect on this subject." 
 
    "Why are you so sure I'm wrong? I'm not attracted to girls, that's all it comes down to. And I mean sexually, in case that wasn't clear." 
 
    "That would suggest an incompatibility between us! You would not have survived to come into contact with me if that were factually accurate!" 
 
    ... 
 
    I cough. No, I outright choked. I don't know what words I was going to say, but they all exploded in my throat after she said that. 
 
    "Libra...It's occurring to me that...I never actually asked this, but..." 
 
    Mostly just assumed for myself. Because I was intent on making an ass of me. 
 
    "The whole...Compatibility thing...Was it...not for Language?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. Eighty percents of eliminated subjects were compatible with transition of language." 
 
    "So...What you were really scanning for...Was someone compatible with you...as a lover?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    ... 
 
    She stood there and I sat there, just staring at one another for what must have been at least a solid two minutes of silence. She has calmed down though. 
 
    I haven't. I'm less calm than ever. 
 
    "But...And I'm not trying to upset you...I'm really not attracted to girls...Sexually." 
 
    "There is no error. However, this may infer that a mutual sexual attraction may not be immediate. Ergo, you will become attracted to me as our relationship advances." 
 
    "...Are you...Again, I'm not trying to upset you...Are you sure your little scanning stone checked for like...sexual preferences? Like you didn't even have girls in love with girls back then, right?" 
 
    "The possibility was present. There is no error. You possess a compatibility for language transition, a compatibility for social transition, a compatibility for mutual sexual attraction, and a compat-" 
 
    "I get it. I get it. But I mean..." 
 
    Can't stop blushing over this. This is stupid. Magic is stupid. I hate magic now. 
 
    Let my childlike wonder about magic die with the cynic who melted away from her stupid innocent smi- 
 
    Oh. 
 
    ...Oh no... 
 
    She's cute. That's what I kept wanting to say.  
 
    It wasn't any stupid idea of innocence or purity. It was her tiny poorly-emoted smile she kept making at me. That's what kept making the cynic inside me curl up and die. 
 
    Damn it...God dammit. 
 
    "Look, I'll admit maybe you're right. But that just means that I COULD maybe...potentially...one day, but definitely not right now, be attracted to you." 
 
    "...Unfortunately accurate. That is why I desired to assure our status as Lovers immediately, so that I have sufficient time for you to become aware of our mutual compatibility." 
 
    "...Does something...happen to you if I don't...accept you?" 
 
    Because if that were true, even if I didn't like her stupid little smile...I'd still definitely have to deal with it and accept that damn relationship. If she'd die without it, there's no way I could say no then...Right? 
 
    I mean nobody is that much of a scumbag, right? 
 
    "Accurate. It would be highly unfortunate. I do not desire that outcome." 
 
    Damn it all. 
 
    "How long can you go without being in a relationship?" 
 
    "I would prefer one immediately. I do not know how long I could stand to be denied what I desire most." 
 
    I lay down on my back. Hands on my face. 
 
    I'm a genuine scumbag. I don't want any friends or relationships. It'd just take up the time I spend alone at my apartment. I don't have enough time alone to waste on other people. 
 
    And I'm really cool with that. I've thrown away so many friendships in the last few years, I'm cool with it. 
 
    But I'm still not that much of a scumbag. 
 
    "Fine. We'll be...together..." 
 
    "Exceptional! Highly Exceptional!" 
 
    Stupid overly happy little robot. Shut up already. 
 
    "But look for someone to get with besides me, okay!? Don't just hope it works out with us!" 
 
    "...For what reason?" 
 
    Feel like I just did that dumbass thing again. 
 
    "...Wait...Libra, say this clearly for me. Will you die if you're not in a relationship?" 
 
    "...No, I will not. Why would you consider that?" 
 
    "Hrghghh..." 
 
    I assumed. 
 
    I need....I NEED to stop doing that! 
 
    "Libra...forget what I just said. We're not a couple." 
 
    "...Are you attempting to emotionally harm me?" 
 
    "I thought you'd die. Alright? It's not-" 
 
    "Why are you intent on refusing me as your Lover?" 
 
    "Look, I just said it for the wrong reason. Alright?" 
 
    "...Accurate. Please say it again for the correct reason." 
 
    ...Stupid...god damn...robot smile... 
 
    "Please say it again. I enjoyed hearing it." 
 
    "I'm not saying it." 
 
    "Unacceptable. That implies we are not in a relationship. I require us in a relationship immediately." 
 
    I'm fully to blame for assuming things...However! 
 
    "See! That! That's what made me misunderstand! Why do you REQUIRE us in a relationship?" 
 
    "I cannot risk any possibility that another person may obtain a relationship with you before I do." 
 
    "...Pfft." 
 
    "That is not humorous! Why are you expressing internalized laughter?" 
 
    No, that is in fact hilarious. 
 
    "Libra, let me ease your mind on that one then. Nobody has any shot at me. I don't want a relationship with anyone right now. I have bigger priorities." 
 
    "That is inconvenient! That implies that I also will not yet be able to obtain a relationship with you!" 
 
    "But at least nobody else will either, right?" 
 
    "...That does not ease my emotional state. That merely means that there is a delay until such time as others may pursue a relationship with you." 
 
    "Okay...Hang on..." 
 
    This is so ridiculous now. It's gone beyond wild to the point where it's just silly. I mean...This started with me thinking she was some kind of...Bunker-born baby or...something... 
 
    And then that she was a serial killer or... 
 
    ...Is it just me? Am I the problem here? Yeah, yeah I definitely am. And I'm fine with that. 
 
    "There's gotta be something I can tell you that would make you feel better about this." 
 
    "Accurate. Would you like me to inform you?" 
 
    "...Does it include the words 'Yes, I'll be your...Lover'?" 
 
    "Accurate. Your intelligence is gratifying to see exhibited." 
 
    If she wasn't so innocent, I'd feel really reeeeeally mocked right about now. That delivery could make it sound like just the highest quality of sarcasm. 
 
    ...But I like how innocent and how deeply pure she is.  
 
    Really, what would be so bad about it? Yeah, okay, I'd have less time alone. Sure. 
 
    Wait...oh...Oh no, I wouldn't. I wouldn't have ANY less time alone actually. 
 
    I'm enough of a scumbag to throw away relationships left and right, but I'm not enough of a scumbag to throw away THIS relationship over nothing.               Even if I'm not dating her...I still want her around... 
 
    So it doesn't actually matter. If I get her to accept that we won't be dating...we'll still be hanging out constantly. I will lose no time alone by dating her, because I'll have already lost all that time just to hang out with her. 
 
    God dammit, what even am I feeling about this? I can't tell if I'm more pissed about losing my alone time or...maybe I'm a little happy to have found someone worth losing that free time for? 
 
    "Alright. Listen...I don't like anyone. I like being alone. I prefer being alone." 
 
    "I do not prefe-" 
 
    I cover her mouth with my hand. 
 
    "Let me say this. I really really like being alone. I have no friends, because I hate losing my time alone to spend with them." 
 
    I take my hand off as she seems to understand to let me speak. 
 
    She also looks vaguely annoyed at what I said. Good. I'm annoyed too. 
 
    "...But...I kinda like you. I like talking to you...So...what I'm trying to say is..." 
 
    Is that if I say yes, I'll never hear the end of the teasing phone calls from my Bitch Mom. 
 
    Is that if any of my coworkers found out, they'd have a laugh and talk about how no wonder I wasn't hooking up with any guys. 
 
    Is that I'm indecisive and hate having to make tough choices like this. 
 
    "What I'm trying to say is...take it slow with me. I don't like anyone else, I can't stand other people. You're different. So just...take it slow...Okay?" 
 
    Stupid little pure robot with her stupid little smile. Stupid barely blushing face, you could at least be as embarrassed as I am! 
 
    "Acknowledged. You are suggesting I am not merely advantaged, but the only capable lover for you. Accurate?" 
 
    Covering my face doesn't change her staring up at me waiting for me to say... 
 
    "Yeah...Accurate..." 
 
    "Joyous! I am elated! I desire to know how to take it slow!" 
 
    That's...a real smile. A full smile. That's not a poorly emoted smile, that's a regular person's smile. 
 
    Knowing how low-volume her expressions are, I actually can't imagine just how happy she is right now. 
 
    I'm not sure I've ever been that happy in my life. Not since I was a tiny kid at least. 
 
    "Just...Don't rush me. Like...Let me decide when I'm ready, alright?" 
 
    "That is inconvenient...Accepted. I will wait for your decision." 
 
    God dammit stop smiling, it's starting to infect me. 
 
    Stupid clueless robot. 
 
    "Aghhh I don't know how to deal with this..." 
 
    "Agreement. I am equally uncertain of how to proceed." 
 
    Then stop smiling already dammit. 
 
    "Just so we're clear. We're not dating. We're not...Lovers. Okay?" 
 
    "Accurate. That status will be acquired later." 
 
    It's kind of ironic that a witch has burned the cynic inside me at the stake. And all this because of some hex from a wannabe Goth chick? 
 
    ...I hope that's wrong. Out of everything I have been forced to accept today, I hope that ATLEAST she's not the one to hex me. Give me that much at least, please. Don't let that walking stereotype have any significance in anyone's life. 
 
    "Alright so...wanna go...I don't know...get a...drink or something?" 
 
    Man, now I sound like the one pretending to be human. It's not like I've never hung out with people, it's just...I've never hung out with someone who wanted to date me...that I was actually considering at least. Oh, there's a bright side. I get to watch Danny Boy's hopes and dreams crumble in front of him. 
 
    "I do not understand. You are expressing embarrassment." 
 
    I will murder you, tiny cute robot. You keep making me spell out stupid embarrassing things. 
 
    "I'm...saying...like a...mrhm...Like a Date." 
 
    "Inquiry. The term is obfuscated. A Date is a juncture between Lovers, is this accurate?" 
 
    Obfuscated. Juncture. 
 
    I hadn't realized how large my vocabulary was til today. I kinda...feel good about that oddly. 
 
    I never use them, but these words are still in my head. That's kind of nice to know. 
 
    And then I see her face and remembered what she was asking.               Distracting myself did not save me. 
 
    "Just...Yes, okay?" 
 
    "Understood. Acknowledged. I would like several drinks with you." 
 
    ... 
 
    She's too cute to be mad at. 
 
    "Actually wait...Can you handle your alcohol?" 
 
    "I do not understand what is an alcohol?" 
 
    ...They probably had it in her time, right? So...urgh... 
 
    "Oh wait. You don't have an I.D. and...theeere's no way they'll let you in." 
 
    "..." 
 
    Her confusion is pretty obvious. But I'm definitely right, she looks underage. 
 
    ...How do you even get like...citizenship? 
 
    Urghhhh I need a break from all this. This is too much to deal with all at once! 
 
    "Do you have a place to stay?" 
 
    "In what regard?" 
 
    "Like...Somewhere to live when we're not...around each other." 
 
    "Accurate. I can reside at this location if absolutely necessary. However, I would prefer to remain in your company." 
 
    ...Here? 
 
    In this empty cave of dirt walls? With the only other thing left around being the magical crystal lights on those walls? 
 
    I want to be a scumbag, but I can't be that much of a scumbag. But I really want to. 
 
    "Just...Dammit. Fine. You can stay with me." 
 
    "Exceptional. I am highly pleased." 
 
    Great. I'm going to be hanging out with her constantly, teaching her and helping her adjust to the modern world, and she's going to be living at my place...So basically the only thing that would change if we ACTUALLY started dated is...Nothing? 
 
    Hhemm!? 
 
    Oh, right. THAT would change. 
 
    ...That was her reaction just to me poking them...I...I don't want to think about what her other reactions would be if...I mean...I don't, right? 
 
    "You are blushing further again. Why are you embarrassed? Is an alcohol an exceptionally lewd action?" 
 
    "No. It's...It's nothing." 
 
    "Are you certain? I do not enjoy when you react to nothings." 
 
    I feel myself breathe out. I relaxed all of a sudden and it actually caught me off guard. 
 
    "Alright, Libra. Should we...Get going?" 
 
    "If you desire so. I am not preoccupied with our location." 
 
    "Cool cool...So...How do we...Get back to where I was?" 
 
    She lifts up one of her index fingers and her eyes glow that weird gold again for a moment before reverting back to her normal hazel. It was creepy at first, actually it's a little creepy even now, but I'll admit it's pretty when she does it.  
 
    "This will suffice as a conduit to return to where you were tested for compatibility." 
 
    "...This?" 
 
    I look at her index finger and wonder if I need to like...grab onto it. 
 
    "The conduit is behind you." 
 
    I turn around feeling really stupid for not realizing she was pointing-- 
 
    Holy hell. It's like a water slide tube. It's completely black, but there's all this swirling water all around the edges of the hole. 
 
    No wait, that's not water is it? It's a little...It's blue-ish, but it's also green-ish? It's not like teal or turquoise, it's like if you poured blue and green paint together and didn't finish mixing it completely. 
 
    "This is...really cool looking." 
 
    "You must enter for it to function." 
 
    "Should I be...careful of the sides or anything?" 
 
    "In what regard?" 
 
    I look closely at the water outline of this black tube I'm supposed to step in. 
 
    "Like...Should I make sure not to touch it? Would it like...I don't know. Would it be dangerous to touch?" 
 
    "Apologies. I did not clarify. This incantation makes use of water as a binding agent. The outer rim of the conduit is given physical barriers through the element to ensure stability and that one cannot enter from an incorrect angle." 
 
    So I guess that means if you tried to touch underneath the portal it wouldn't do anything, it'll only teleport what isn't touch the water. That's...really cool. 
 
    "So...Nothing bad happens if I touch it?" 
 
    "Accurate. However, the conduit is minorly taxing to sustain. While insignificant, I do not prefer it." 
 
    I can't help but touch the sides and...Yeah it's definitely water. It's just water rushing around the edges of the tube. 
 
    "Should I hold your hand or something?" 
 
    "Accurate! That will be highly effective!" 
 
    Her obvious joy with that makes me immediately suspicious. 
 
    "Effective for the magic, or effective for a relationship?" 
 
    "Effective for our relationship. There is no benefit to the incantation. I will not enact it's full functionality until we are both within." 
 
    "Yeah, uh huh. That's what I thought." 
 
    The way she speaks really makes it easy for me to misunderstand her sometimes... 
 
    But then again, that's just my fault for not thinking it out I guess. 
 
    I grab her hand anyways and step into the black tube. 
 
    Water went right into my shoes. Socks are soaked. Magical water is indeed still water. Should have picked up my feet when I stepped in. 
 
    She steps in after me, also getting her feet wet. But in her case, it's her bare feet so I doubt she cares. 
 
    "Gratitude. I was concerned you would not take my hand once you discerned my motive." 
 
    "Oh! You sneaky little brat. So you KNEW you were misleading!" 
 
    "...Plausible...Gratitude." 
 
    The entrance of the tube shrinks and then vanishes as I lose sight of that underground chamber she was stuck in all this time. It probably used to be filled with old scrolls, but I guess a solid thousand years and someone constantly reading them eventually turns them into dust. 
 
    It's actually kind of sad to think of all that old knowledge being lost like that. And the only proof of it left is in the head of one girl. Nobody would even believe her if she tried to say what they contained. And if she handmade copies of them, they'd just be called forgeries and ignore them for not being old enough. 
 
    "Inquiry, as you are unable to see me at this time, is this an arousing scenario?" 
 
    "...No. Being in the dark with someone isn't...an arousing scenario..." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Then I will open the conduit outwards now." 
 
    Not that I could blame anyone for not believing she's over a thousand years old. 
 
    


 
  
 
  

 Chapter III : Authority of a Grand Witch 
 
    Evening already came and went, so I step out to a night sky. My foot tripping on the way out made me close my eyes. Made me not open my eyes until I was standing back in town. As soon as I fell out onto the dirt ground again...I immediately couldn't help myself. 
 
    "Libra?" 
 
    I had let go of her hand when I slipped, and the moment I did I felt like everything would go wrong. That it was either all a dream, or that I'd messed up the spell somehow. 
 
    I turned in every direction, and I panicked every millisecond of it. 
 
    But she was right behind me. Looking down at me. 
 
    "...When I call out to you...Respond dammit!" 
 
    "Acknowledged. I was unclear on how to respond." 
 
    "Just...Just say Yes or...here...I am here...Something!" 
 
    "Acknowledged. I will do so in the future. I am here." 
 
    I relax. I know exactly what it means for me to react like that. There's not a second where it's unclear that I want her around. I'm not nearly as anti-social or apathetic as I wanted to be, I just didn't like the people around me. I'm not an introvert, I'm just picky. 
 
    Oh...It's still raining out here? Well, guess that wasn't just my bad luck...Oh right, I was making my own bad luck. So I probably knew it was going to rain today. 
 
    And here I was complaining that little portal got my socks drenched. Bit of a moot point now ...That dress of Libra's should not be rained on. That is very very thin fabric. 
 
    "Inquiry, is the population of your era in decline? This area appears highly impressive in architecture, despite possessing no citizenry." 
 
    "Pfft...Actually, I think this is your fault. This is the only part of town not swarming with people. I think your compatibility tests making people disappear scarred people away." 
 
    "...That is an exceptional oversight on my part. Acceptable, the delay before my return is irrelevant. I have obtained a compatible partner." 
 
    Heh. She's actually kind of oblivious to some things. That's...I mean...I know I want to say it's cute, but it's still really uncomfortable to admit that. 
 
    "Inquiry, is this a state of degradation in this region? You suggestion would follow this area has gone without maintenance." 
 
    "Kinda...But I don't know how long it's been like this." 
 
    "Exceptional. May we move to a region with maintained structures? The architecture present is highly fascin---There is a witch nearby." 
 
    "Like in this city or like...Oh." 
 
    Like sitting on the edge of a building's rooftop up ahead looking down at us. Short-cut black hair, black jeans, red dress shirt...And really nice looking heels. She looks like she's in her mid-thirties. 
 
    "Is...Is that her?" 
 
    "Accurate. Is she the witch to place a Hex upon you?" 
 
    I hope so. I hope it's not that stupid wannabe goth. 
 
    "I don't know." 
 
    She hops off the building and onto the road. 
 
    "Do you possess any knowledge or rumors of witch activity?" 
 
    If there was a modern outfit for a witch, that would definitely be it. Something that gives no clue you're an actual witch, something that looks completely mundane...but also sophisticated. 
 
    "Nothing but old fairytales." 
 
    "Highly Unfortunate." 
 
    Libra steps out in front of me. It makes me feel like a fight is going to break out between them and that I should be a good little normal human and go hide. 
 
    "Did witches used to fight each other?" 
 
    "In many cases, yes. While some formed alliances, others sought to take territory or artifacts from one another." 
 
    No sacred sisterhood of witchcraft I guess. So if a fight does break out, what are Libra's chances of being the stronger witch here? She's been locked up for a thousand years, so she wouldn't know any new spells or anything witches have made since then...But maybe they don't know the spells from her era as well? 
 
    The black haired woman walks up to us, she stops just maybe ten feet away. She looks a little annoyed.  
 
    "Inquiry, why have you confronted us?" 
 
    That makes the woman raise an eyebrow at Libra. Does that mean that it's so obvious witches are bound to fight each other nowadays? 
 
    "Well..." 
 
    Her voice is deeper than either of ours. It's sultry like a singer from the forties. It's very womanly, and at the moment it's also a little intimidating. 
 
    "I don't know what your Master taught you, but in this part of the world when you come to a city, you're SUPPOSED to first introduce yourself to the Grand Witch of that City." 
 
    Her heel stomps into the ground, and a brown glow shoots out under it into the buildings next to her, making them collapse inward somewhat. 
 
    "Especially, if you're performing Thaumaturgy in her City without her permission." 
 
    Libra looks to me at those words. 
 
    "What is Thaumaturgy? This word was not transitioned." 
 
    "I think it's safe to say I don't know it then." 
 
    That makes the women look at me. 
 
    And she just stands there, staring at us. 
 
    And it feels like we all realize there's a communication breakdown going on...But none of us know how to bridge it. 
 
    This silence is really really awkward. 
 
    ...And it just keeps going. 
 
    "Inquiry. Should I consider this woman an attacker? I am unclear on this situation." 
 
    "Maybe not...I really don't know..." 
 
    "I am attempting not to eliminate her, however she is currently impeding us." 
 
    Those are not words you just say out loud! 
 
    The woman starts laughing at those words, probably thinking the same thing I am. 
 
    It's not a creepy laugh though. It's a very dry laugh. Which is ironic considering how soaked we're all getting standing around in the rain. 
 
    "Hey, Miss! I'm really sorry but...We're both clueless so could you...tell us what's going on?" 
 
    "I'm noticing that. You there, whitehead. What's your Master's name?" 
 
    Libra looks to me and I just sort of nod. 
 
    "I do not possess a Master." 
 
    "I'm asking who taught you Witchcraft." 
 
    "I was not taught by any person. I have learned of my own volition and teaching." 
 
    "Do I look stupid to you?...Wait...Redhead, you're not the one who cast that spell, are you?" 
 
    "I'm not a witch. I don't know anything about magic." 
 
    "Peh? Magic?" 
 
    The way she's reacting...Do modern witches not call anything they do as Magic? That's just bizarre. 
 
    "Maybe you really are clueless then. Whitehead, I'll try and say this as bluntly as possible. Did you use any spell that would warp reality?" 
 
    "Accurate. I opened a dislocation conduit." 
 
    "She means a portal." 
 
    Me correcting Libra made both of their faces change. Libra's expression of one percent shock, showing how surprised she is that there was another word she should have used. The black haired woman's face, on the other hand, just busts into snickering giggles. 
 
    "Let me get this right. You've had no Master, you learned witchcraft all on your own. Is that so?" 
 
    Libra nods and the woman puts her hands on her hips. One of the buildings next to us collapses entirely, which makes me jump. I had forgot she sent like a shockwave from her heel into it, guess it knocked something loose. 
 
    "And yet you're standing there with as much magic as I have...After making a portal to teleport here? And you expect me to believe that?" 
 
    She just used the word magic! Why'd she laugh at me using it!? 
 
    "Inaccurate. I have no expectations for your belief. Additionally, I do not believe our capabilities are equivalent." 
 
    "Don't start a fight with her! De-escalate things!" 
 
    "Apologies, I am unclear on how to do so." 
 
    The woman's foot starts tapping impatiently. It's not quite angry? Maybe? I hope not. 
 
    "So you're saying you've got more magic than I do? That right, little girl?" 
 
    "Highly Accurate. I have analyzed your prior incantation. The magnified source is substantially lesser than my own." 
 
    There's no de-escalating anything now. 
 
    Her foot raises and her heel slams into the ground. 
 
    "Well now...If that's true...Dispel my Gravos Field." 
 
    That brown glow shoots out from her heel like a laser along the floor, surrounding Libra and I in a circle before a black and brown bubble surrounds us entirely as wide as the street itself. 
 
    "Prove you're not bluffing, and I'll assume you were just oblivious to common courtesy." 
 
    That bubble starts shrinking around us pretty quickly. The ground looks like it's being crushed towards us as the bubble moves too. 
 
    "Her conclusion is not logical. It is plausible that I am superior to her capabilities without being oblivious to whatever she considers common courtesy." 
 
    I back up closer to her as the bubble shrinks more and more around us. 
 
    "Libra! Focus. Break this bubble thing!" 
 
    "Acknowledged. Apologies." 
 
    Her hand slaps against it and it shatters like glass all around us instantly. 
 
    The woman whistles as it falls apart. That kind of whistle that shows you're impressed. 
 
    Her face looks aloof now, she doesn't seem annoyed at all. 
 
    "Alright then. Deal's a deal. Libra, right?" 
 
    She's standing in front of us while I'm trying to recollect my sense of footing. I don't want to think about what would have happened if Libra couldn't break that bubble. 
 
    She's got her hand outstretched, obviously looking for a handshake. 
 
    "I'm Shara Ventheim...You gonna...Take my hand or not?" 
 
    "In what regard?" 
 
    I collect my nerves back into place and take Libra's hand and put it into the handshake. Internally giggling at her confusion. I could almost see question marks popping out of her eyes with every time I adjusted her hand or moved her arm. 
 
    "Sorry, Libra is a bit...Unfamiliar with..." 
 
    "She's ancient." 
 
    "...Yeah...How'd you-" 
 
    "Read your mind when you bumped against my hand." 
 
    That makes Libra drop the handshake immediately. 
 
    "Unacceptable! Intrusive! Refrain!" 
 
    I kind of like seeing her mildly angry like that, it's really cute. But also, I really agree with her. I don't like people in my head like that. 
 
    "Relax, munchkin. Contact reading only works on forethoughts. Doesn't work on you anyways. Which reminds me, I didn't catch your name, Red." 
 
    "Sasha. So...could you tell us what's going on?" 
 
    She points with her thumb to one of the buildings that hasn't crumbled and we follow to get out of the rain. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    She stomps her heel and the doors of this building open up as three chairs and a small table float in through the front door. Different chairs too, I'm guessing these were chairs from other buildings. 
 
    Libra quickly moves her hand as the chairs are sit down, and a I see that gold glow as one of the chairs slides closer to another before we sit down. 
 
    It's not subtle, but I indulge her anyways. 
 
    "So...Shara...Could you explain...anything to us...or everything really?" 
 
    "Yeah, you seem kinda lost. So let's start with the basics. Libra there, you've been locked in a chamber for a couple hundred years, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. On contiguous estimation, over one point two thousand years at a minimum." 
 
    "Damn. I'd like to find out exactly how old you are then...And you got your language from her. I'm less assuming on that and more hoping because the way you talk is awkward as hell." 
 
    Libra nods. I also feel inclined to nod. 
 
    "Around one and a half thousand though? Maybe more too. World has changed a hell of a lot in that time. I'm sure Sasha here can bring you up to speed on most of it, so I'll cover how the Witch's side has changed...Or at least what it is now." 
 
    She reaches into her shirt pocket and pulls out a cigar bigger than her fingers that definitely could not have fit in there and would definitely be soaked in all the rain. 
 
    She also takes notice of me eyeing the cigar. 
 
    "Temporal Shifting. Basically think of my shirt pocket as a portal to a purse that's in my house right now...Somewhere in there at least..." 
 
    That makes it a literal pocket dimension. That is both awesome and hilarious. Especially because it sounds like she lost the actual purse.  
 
    "So, probably not too different from your time. Witches aren't public knowledge. And we like to keep it that way." 
 
    "Accurate. No witnesses. I have been informed." 
 
    "Smart move, Red. If word gets out that there's a real witch running around, the Walpurgis Committee is coming after your ass in full force for it...Basically think of them as Witch Police. Special Ops might be more accurate...Some of them you could just call ninjas really." 
 
    "First rule of witch club, you don't talk about witch club." 
 
    "Bingo. The Walpurgis Committee started about eight hundred years ago, and there are definitely witches on it above you or me. But as long as you're not starting shit with them or breaking Committee Guidelines...They'll pretty much leave you alone...I mean most of them will at least." 
 
    Shara is...Really cool. She's very imposing, but she's also very aloof. 
 
    "I'll get you a copy of the Committee Guildlines later. Sasha, gimme your hand and think of where you live." 
 
    "Disapproval. Decline." 
 
    "Why are you so on guard against me?" 
 
    Libra turns to me immediately. Her face is a little too close for comfort. 
 
    "Inquiry, is this a person you dislike?" 
 
    "Not...really. She's just doing her job I think." 
 
    "Eh? What's with that?" 
 
    Shara is completely lost in the subtext Libra is implying here of 'does she have any chance of taking you away from me?', which I'm not particularly wanting to admit that such subtext is even going on. 
 
    "It's just what I'm thinking when you touch my hand, right?" 
 
    "Yeah. Nothing else. So just think of where you live and don't let your head stray." 
 
    "It's fine, Libra. Relax." 
 
    I hold out my hand and think of my apartment as soon as she touches my hand. 
 
    I try to not think of anything but my apartment and the address. Like the mail...Ah dammit. 
 
    "That's good. I'll send the Guidelines later. Probably tomorrow...Could be Wednesday... " 
 
    She lets go just as I realized I was thinking of all the things that went wrong with my apartment in the last week. 
 
    "But...Tomorrow is Wednesday." 
 
    "...Shit, no wonder I felt like I was behind." 
 
    Starting to feel like the better you are with magic, the more oblivious to things you become. 
 
    Starting to feel like an ass for assuming that after only meeting two Witches so far. 
 
    But also more wanting to know what that bubble thing was. 
 
    "So why, in short at least, did you attack us? Or what was that bubble. A...Gravity...Field?" 
 
    "Gravos Field. You know enough about mana, right?" 
 
    "It's basically fuel for magic, right?" 
 
    "Hmmm more or less. A Gravos Field is turning the mana you cast into it as air pressure, typically pulverizing anything caught inside. Think of a submarine that dives too deep." 
 
    Libra immediately perks up at those words and joins in the conversation. 
 
    "The incantation is exceptionally unstable and the introduction of any other source of mana destabilizes it. In sufficient quantities, the barrier will disperse entirely." 
 
    "Right. That field was a quarter of my mana, so to break it you'd have to pump out at least a tenth of my mana supply...This little relic girl, on the other hand, broke it with just her exuded mana." 
 
    "Accurate. There was no need for additional effort." 
 
    That makes it sound like...Libra has so much power she didn't even need to use mana or something. Like it bypassed it entirely. 
 
    "What's exuded mana exactly?" 
 
    "I'm sure even someone like you has heard of Aura, right? Mana Exude is just a natural process that happens to a Witch's skin. Basically a percent of your mana is always covering your skin, how much that percent is varies by witch. Some it's less than one percent, some it's as much as ten percent. Normally it's around three to five percent." 
 
    So...one to ten percent of Libra's mana compared to...one quarter of Shara's mana? Or ten percent of her mana? Or was it ten percent of the quarter she used? 
 
    "In short, that means little whitehead there has at least around double the supply I do." 
 
    Good. If she's going to be an airhead witch, she's at least a powerful one. 
 
    Feeling kinda selfish thinking that...Wait, that's not exactly what I was thinking. What I was EXACTLY thinking was that IF I'm stuck being with a Witch, I'd rather she's a powerful one. Except I wasn't thinking 'being with' I was thinking 'dating'. Urgh my head...This denial is annoying. 
 
    "And you said you're a...sort of big Witch figurehead in the city, right?" 
 
    "Grand Witch. Basically...Hmmm...Think of me like...The mayor of all Witches in this city. Top Authority around here. Any witch needs to get permission for certain kinds of spells, they come to me. Any Witch moving to this city? They let me know first. Any disputes between Witches, I handle it. And anyone breaking Committee Guidelines, I deal with...I mean...Mostly." 
 
    "Well...You seem cool to me." 
 
    That makes her snicker, but I do mean it. If I'm going to...live with Libra for the rest of my life, it's nice to know that the people in authority don't have sticks up their asses. 
 
    "You're a good kid, Red. So, Libra, you're living with her for awhile, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. This is not up for negotiation." 
 
    "Were all the Witches in your time lesbos or what? I'm not after your piece of ass." 
 
    "Unclear! What is a Lesbo?" 
 
    You are...Don't stare at me while asking that question. 
 
    I know you're not, but it feels like you're implying things at me. 
 
    " Addendum, I am not concerned you intend to steal portions of my posterior. I have higher concerns!" 
 
    "Red, you might wanna catch her up to speed real fast. She's too awkward." 
 
    "Inform me! What is the meaning of such statements!" 
 
    "Lesbo as in Lesbian, Libra. Also piece of ass..." 
 
    "Would be referring to Red here. " 
 
    And as my laughter fades, it's replaced with a massive sense of embarrassment. 
 
    When did she- 
 
    Apartment. I was thinking of my apartment. Of course, I'd think about the fact that I was about to LIVE with someone in that apartment. 
 
    Arrrrrghhhhhh 
 
    "You are stating you possess no desire to obtain or obstruct my relationship progress." 
 
    "Yeah, I don't care about your relationship." 
 
    "Do you vow that is accurate?" 
 
    Libra leaned forward over the table as she said that. Made Shara laugh so hard, her cigar dropped to the floor. She looked at it with the sadness of a broken phone. 
 
    "Sure sure. I vow. I'm not into her. Or women in general." 
 
    Immediately at those words, Libra sits back down into her seat. 
 
    "Convenient. I shall no longer consider you an impediment then." 
 
    You are so ridiculous...And I hate that I like it. 
 
    "As for why I attacked though, I could explain...But I figure the guidelines will do it for me anyways. Just avoid doing any high level witchcraft until you get them. That way you can see for yourself what you can and can't do." 
 
    "You are referring to legal authority. This does not alter my capabilities, if the Walpurgis Committee attempts to punish me for any spellcraft I perform, I will eliminate them." 
 
    That makes Shara tilt and super minorly shake her head in confusion. 
 
    "Libra, just go with it for now? Shara, any easy way to judge what a high level spell would be?" 
 
    "Hang on. She keeps saying spellcraft. Why is that?" 
 
    "It's just what she calls it. She got her language from my vocabulary apparently, so it might not have translated everything correctly..." 
 
    "Accurate. I surmised appropriate terms of my own volition. As Witchcraft would infer any craft performed by a Witch, that broadens the term to include spellcrafts, astralization, conceptual arts, summoning arts, and iconify." 
 
    Shara stares blankly at Libra for saying all of that. 
 
    "Red, never tell anyone this...But I'm a hundred and fifty eight. And I do not know what the hell astralization or iconify are. I even agree with what she said, Spellcraft is actually more appropriate and specific. Conceptual arts is right too, it's just not called that anymore." 
 
    "That just makes me feel more like they didn't translate correctly." 
 
    Shara shakes her head. She believes how old Libra is, so it's hard to say how she feels about this. I'm sure she's wondering if there's magic that was just forgotten or if it's really a mistranslation. 
 
    Shara stands up from the table. 
 
    "Either way, Libra. Keep ALL witchcraft, including spellcraft, down til you get the guidelines. I don't know how your people measured mana, so let's say nothing above the amount I used on the Gravos Field. Alright?" 
 
    "Unfortunate. Inconvenient. Acknowledged." 
 
    "And you, Sasha. Keep the munchkin out of trouble. Don't care how you do it. Punch her or bang her if you need to." 
 
    And with that, she steps out of the front door of this unfinished building and jumps back up to the roof and is then immediately out of my sight. 
 
    "Inquiry, may we head towards our destination now? I am highly excited to see the condition of our living quarters." 
 
    I breath out a deep sigh. 
 
    Then I reach over and poke one of her boobs. 
 
    The tiny squeaky moan that escapes her is exactly the same as last time. 
 
    "I hate how much I like you." 
 
    


 
  
 
  

 Chapter IV : Making Impressions 
 
    All the way walking back to my apartment with Libra was...For lack of a better word...Cute.  
 
    "Inquiry, are we in a capital city?" 
 
    "Bloomfield isn't a capital. We're a pretty busy city if that makes you feel better." 
 
    "Highly impressive. Are capital cities more developed?" 
 
    "Not really. Everything around here is a Metro...Uh...That means..." 
 
    "It is a shorthand variation of Metropolis. This entails a densely populated area with substantial structural and social development. Accurate?" 
 
    She knows my vocabulary better than I do. 
 
    I'm actually glad it's been raining the whole time. Her witch dress is so soaked and thin it's practically see-through, but nobody is going to even pay much attention to us in this kind of downpour...Why do people dislike Monsoon season anyways? I always like the rain. Actually, there doesn't seem to be nearly anyone on the streets to even stare at her. Now if only I could stop staring. 
 
    She's completely fine with it, but I'm embarrassed for her... 
 
    I mean PARTIALLY embarrassed, partially really jealous with the way they bounce. Partially jealous because it doesn't look like she has an ounce of extra fat on her ASIDE from her tits. 
 
    Getting more upset the more I look at her. I'm not even fat! I'm in great shape because of running around so much at work! And I STILL feel jealous! 
 
    "These structures are highly impressive. They are exceptionally tall and contain multiple layers. Is this town populated in majority by successful merchants?" 
 
    "Those are apartments. It's basically small houses for a bunch of people at once." 
 
    "Exceptional. This is the state of poverty then? This is highly more preferable to the state of poverty in my era." 
 
    "Well, I mean...Not everyone who lives in an apartment is poor. Some people like apartments, and some of them are...pretty expensive." 
 
    Which might be the only gift I got when I moved out from my Bitch Mom...The apartment she picked out for me is actually pretty great and surprisingly cheap. 
 
    "Plus a lot of the time, you end up with an apartment because you don't have much stuff. So renting a house would be a huge waste of space." 
 
    "Exceptional. The living conditions of this era are substantially varied and capable of adjusting to one's preferences and conditions. Substantially superior." 
 
    Yeah, I guess it really is better for everyone nowadays than it was back then. Even if you're homeless, there are libraries and stuff and homeless shelters...I mean, at least that's what I hear. I wonder what it would actually be like...I mean I always panic about it, but I've never bothered asking what to do if it happened. 
 
    "Inquiry, are you certain the use of magic is not known to the public? There is a substantially abnormal amount of electrical currents and unnatural illumination occurring around us." 
 
    "It's Electricity...How can I put it...Humans have learned to...use lightning to power things. Without magic I mean." 
 
    The childlike wonder on her face is disgustingly precious. 
 
    "Human Civilization has advanced into an inconceivably superior state than anticipated!" 
 
    I want to show her my TV and computer as soon as possible. I want to see her mind just implode. 
 
    ...I mean as long as she doesn't point out how spoiled I am for being born into a world where this is normal. Please don't do that. 
 
    "Inquiry. Do you enjoy the consumption of food in this era? Has it in any manner been altered within the last one to two thousand years?" 
 
    "More than you can imagine." 
 
    "Exceptional! I look forward to eating with you at some point." 
 
    In hindsight, seeing how different the world is might help her think of me less like an ass for not believing she could use magic at first. To her, all of this has to seem like the work of magic to some extent. 
 
    "What's the last thing you ate anyways?" 
 
    "Recreation of what you identify as an Apple. I have not consumed food for the majority of my time in the Serapeum. Rejuvenation proved substantially more efficient." 
 
    She hasn't eaten in a thousand years then. That's...crazy. I might go insane from that... 
 
    Well then again, I think the only thing they had to flavor food with back then was salt. And not even salt the way we think of it. Wasn't it like one big rock you'd grind salt dust off or something? 
 
    "...Out of curiosity, can your magic save you if you accidentally swallowed poison?" 
 
    "Accurate. My body is performing at peak conditions at this time. Any poison capable of surmounting my organs' capability to dissolve will be detected and purified. If you are concerned, I am fully capable of performing the task of a poison taster without any harm coming to my person." 
 
    "No, I was more wondering because...Compared to the food from your era, ours is so loaded with seasonings and chemicals that I don't know how your body will react to it." 
 
    "It is not poisonous?" 
 
    "Not to us, but it could be to you. That's all I'm saying." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I will maintain awareness and alert you if such occurs before purifying any damage done." 
 
    Which...sadly...Reminds me. 
 
    "How...uh...How's it feel to breath out here?" 
 
    "It is minorly hazardous." 
 
    Yeah. Kinda figured that. Damn it. 
 
    I mean you hear about it every day, you just stop caring after awhile.               Plus it's not like you can SEE any effects, so it's easy to forget about...I mean...Unless you live in Fontberg...Then you can definitely see how populated the air is...And then when you come back from Fontberg, you won't believe anyone saying the air you're breathing is polluted anymore just by comparison. 
 
    "However, I suspect humans have adapted to alterations in the air compared to the air that was trapped within the Serapeum and the additional air I created during my time within the Serapeum." 
 
    She created air? So you can just make oxygen out of mana? Does that mean she can breathe in space if she wanted to?...Well, it's probably more like breathe inside a bubble in space. 
 
    "Are you going to be okay out here then?" 
 
    "It is insubstantial. While it is not as optimal as in my era, the degenerative effects of breathing the air are insubstantially minor and would take at least one consecutive year to create detectable harm." 
 
    I've had twenty-two consecutive years of it. That's...such a downer. 
 
    Here's your health report, You have cancer. Also, so does everyone you know. Especially your Doctor. 
 
    "Addendum, damage to organs from the contaminated air can be easily rectified with an exceptionally minor form of rejuvenation." 
 
    "So yeah about that. Rejuvenation. Can that apply to anyone?" 
 
    "Accurate. If you desire, I can rejuvenate any damage to your form. However, I must first gain a substantially greater sum of knowledge of your body and it's structure." 
 
    "I'll keep that in mind." 
 
    "I will require this sum of knowledge exceedingly soon." 
 
    ...She's so...pushy. 
 
    "And I'm guessing a great way to get that knowledge would be sex, wouldn't it?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. Sexual conduct would be highly distracting. Information perceived may not be properly retained." 
 
    "...pffft." 
 
    "You are laughing because I am admitting fault that goes against my stated desires, accurate?" 
 
    "Yup." 
 
    " I have understood your humor. Exceptional!" 
 
    Humor.exe was successfully installed in my little robot. 
 
    ...She has this little tiny smirk right now. 
 
    Of all things she gains from hanging out with me, I just hope she doesn't learn how to be smug. 
 
    Nobody that cute should ever be smug. It will just feed into the cute, which will feed into the smug, becoming an unending devastating circle of cute smug. 
 
    "However, my request was genuine. When will I be permitted to thoroughly examine your frame?" 
 
    Somehow that sounds more lewd than actual sex. 
 
    "That depends...What...Precisely...Would you do to examine me?" 
 
    "I would only require that you remain stationary with additionally no accessories attached to your frame." 
 
    "Yeah but THEN what would you do? Like...Physically do to me?" 
 
    "I would scan your frame with the highest degree of detail I am capable and determine all biological faults, malfunctions, degradations, and memorize how your body should be rejuvenated to." 
 
    So basically, it's like a backup copy of how my body is now? 
 
    I guess twenty-two is as good a time as any to settle for this. I'm still in what Christine called in my 'immortal years' where my cells make more than they lose, supposedly.  
 
    "And let me guess, no accessories includes clothing, right?" 
 
    Not that it's actually unreasonable. Plenty of perfectly legitimate doctor visits go like that I think. I'm sure that'd be the case if I needed a lung removed or something. 
 
    "This pertains not only to clothing, but jewelry, false teeth, and any non-native material." 
 
    "...I have a filling in one of my teeth, is that...going to be an issue?" 
 
    "What is a filling?" 
 
    A permanent reminder that you ate too much garbage right after getting your adult teeth. 
 
    "Think of it like...someone nailing a wood plank over a window." 
 
    "That sounds exceedingly painful. Did you acquire revenge on your tormenter?" 
 
    No. In fact, they stole lots of money from my Mom when they did it. Like more than any mugger probably gets. On the other hand, Bitch Mom was making fun of me the entire week before and after for getting a cavity, so maybe the Dentist wasn't my real tormenter. 
 
    "It was a medical thing. Kept me from...I guess having the rest of my teeth go bad?" 
 
    "It is not removable?" 
 
    "The actual tooth is still there, there's just a filling in it now." 
 
    She looks up at me, clearly contemplating something.  
 
    It's not even like it's a big deal. I mean, I don't even notice that it's there...Unless I eat something chalky and notice that the top of that tooth is strangely smoother than the rest. 
 
    "Acknowledged. May I rejuvenate the damaged tooth at a later time?" 
 
    "Uh sure. But...won't it be a part of you scanning me? Like that's part of what I am right now, so wouldn't you just be rejuvenating the filling?" 
 
    "...There has been a miscommunication. My method of rejuvenation is not a conceptual art. It is merely an incantation that functions on the biological materials present, subjugating them and replacing those I have commanded it to." 
 
    "But you said you'd memorize my body, right?" 
 
    "Variation. My precise chosen terms were the memorization of how your body should be rejuvenated to. Ergo I am not memorizing the current state of your frame, but the plausible capabilities of the frame under optimal conditions." 
 
    "So...If I had bad eyesight and had to wear glasses...Which normally fix that eyesight...Realized you wouldn't know. But if I had bad eyesight, you would...Memorize how it'd be if I DIDN'T have bad eyesight? So rejuvenating would just cure my bad eyesight, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. This confers to the repaired structure of bones, joints, muscular structure improvements, tissue rupture and laceration residual traces being eliminated, among a substantially longer list of improvements. I suspect you do not desire to hear the full list of alterations, accurate?" 
 
    Laceration residual traces? 
 
    Scars! Like cuts! Like that one on my shoulder from that biking accident as a kid...Really lucky I didn't break my arm from that in hindsight. 
 
    ...That's actually a good memory for me too. Mom was really nice. I didn't mess up, some other kid pushed me off the road. So there was nothing to bitch at me for other than trusting other kids too much, and I have a hunch she didn't want me to lose that. 
 
    "What about...Mental Trauma?" 
 
    "Implausible. Your mind is constructed by trauma. Ergo the elimination of trauma could greatly alter your personality and, by extension, highly damage our capability." 
 
    "Alright, good. I agree with that. Everybody needs to be hurt sometimes. I don't want to lose the memories I have, good or bad." 
 
    "Pleasant. I am grateful." 
 
    Urgh, it's still raining so hard. We're only a mile away from my apartment now though...Then again... 
 
    "Come to think of it...We don't HAVE to go straight to my apartment. How about...let's grab something to eat." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I will enjoy this." 
 
    ...But that also means going out with her...to eat... 
 
    This'll be our first date, even if I don't admit to it. SHE will certainly consider it our first date, and she'll definitely be right. 
 
    But also...She'll still be wearing...that dress... 
 
    It's not so bad while we're walking in the rain, because nobody is looking at us generally. We go into a store like that...I mean people are gonna notice. Especially with how perky and perfect her damn chest is. God dammit. 
 
    "Hey, walk in front of me for a minute." 
 
    "Are we in danger? Do you desire I act as a forward guard?" 
 
    "Just do it. Hurry up." 
 
    She nods and then steps in front of me as we walk. Giving me a very clear look from the way her dress clings to her that...She's definitely not wearing anything underneath. 
 
    "Inquiry, I detect no forces observing us at this time. Are you certain this is necess---Hemmm!?!?!" 
 
    She stopped walking and turned around right after I slapped across her ass. Her face is actually blushing brightly red. She looks annoyed. But also confused. 
 
    "That's a new face. Got something to say, Libra?" 
 
    "I cannot determine an appropriate response! I have already stated I disapprove highly of physical harm!...However...That was not...entirely unpleasant...To some extent it was very pleasant!" 
 
    "Dirty little witch." 
 
    "I am not dirty. There is more dirt on your frame than my own. Recede your insult." 
 
    "Yeah yeah, sorry. Not what I meant. Lewd Little Witch. That work better?" 
 
    "...Plausible. Did you enjoy that action?" 
 
    "I...I'm not answering that." 
 
    "This is not a nothing. This is a valuable question. If you enjoyed the action, I will not be upset. If you did not enjoy the action, I will be exceptionally upset and assume you intended to minorly harm me." 
 
    "I'm definitely not answering now." 
 
    "Are you attempting to frustrate me?" 
 
    She stares up at me, still blushing but also still furious but also still confused. 
 
    It's taking everything I got not to giggle at her. 
 
    "...Acknowledged. I will frustrate you in return as well." 
 
    "Wait wha--" 
 
    Suddenly, I am splashed with water from above. WAY more water than just rain, it was like someone dumped a bathtub of water over my head. 
 
    "You are now frustrated! Do not frustrate me, or I will repeat this action." 
 
    "Oh yeah? Well, I'm not even frustrated by this." 
 
    "Are you lying? I will contest this." 
 
    Another massive splash of wave rushes down me. This time I actually lost the top button from my shirt. 
 
    "...See? Not bothered by it. I'm already drenched from the rain, what's more water matter?" 
 
    "...Plausible. How do I frustrate you?" 
 
    This is another one of those questions no one ever asks in a debate or argument. 
 
    "Who knows?" 
 
    "This is minorly upsetting. Why do you desire to frustrate me? Why cannot I not be allowed to frustrate you in return? This is highly unfair..." 
 
    Ah hell, if I let this keep going I'll be worse than an ass. I'd be a complete scumbag to let her cry. 
 
    I lean down and put my hand on her head. And I sigh. I sigh really loudly and heavily. Because that sigh better carry me through the embarrassment I'm about to dive into. 
 
    "I didn't do it to frustrate you. I was just...checking to see if you were wearing underwear." 
 
    "...Did you enjoy the action?" 
 
    "Why's that matter?" 
 
    "I placed the contingency that I would not be upset if you enjoyed the action. Regardless of intent." 
 
    "..." 
 
    "It will upset me if you refuse to answer again." 
 
    "Fine. Jeez. I might have...liked it...a little bit." 
 
    "Exceptional. I am pleased. You may repeat the action if you desire...In the future." 
 
    Lewd Little Witch, called that one on the dot. 
 
    "Correction. In the distant future. At this time I would prefer the action not be repeated...Inconsistency...I am unclear on what I desire." 
 
    I think you want me to just grab your butt instead of smacking it. 
 
    And I am so not telling her that's what she wants. 
 
    So instead I just pat her head and get back to walking. 
 
    "If you figure out what you want, I'll consider it. Not saying I'll do it." 
 
    Because I won't. 
 
    I mean... 
 
    Maybe eventually I will? I probably eventually will, if we're really...going out...Yeah I'm still really uncomfortable with the idea of dating a girl. 
 
    ...But it's not like I'd be more comfortable if she was a guy, now that I think of it. So it's not the girl part that's actually my problem, it's the dating part. 
 
    Dammit, I thought I was done being a confused teen!  
 
    Need something to take my mind off this. 
 
    "So you're completely nude under that robe, right?" 
 
    ABSOLUTELY THE WORST TOPIC TO MOVE TO. 
 
    What is WRONG with me? 
 
    "Accurate" 
 
    "Yeah that's kinda gonna be a problem. People will stare. I mean...I didn't want to say it but...I can actually...kinda see...your nipples." 
 
    "Plausible. Why is this concerning?" 
 
    I actually felt my hand raise up to protest and then I realized I have no valid response. 
 
    That is such a genuine response and such a genuine look on her face about it that...WHAT do I say? 
 
    "Inquiry, do you find my nipples unsightly and unattractive?" 
 
    Don't...God dammit, don't look sad when you say something that silly. 
 
    "That's not it...It's just..." 
 
    "Pleasant. That infers you find them visually pleasing." 
 
    ...That smirk again. That must be her 'Sasha thinks I'm hot' smirk or something. If only you knew, I think you're really really hot. But mostly in a jealous kind of way. 
 
    "I got question. Can you tell if I'm lying?" 
 
    "Unfortunately, I do not possess such means. Why do you inquire about this now?" 
 
    Because I'm wondering if I can get away with a 'no' right now. 
 
    Or at least I was wondering so until her face seemed to pop with a tiny revelation. 
 
    "Inquiry, is the reason you struck my posterior due to finding it pleasant as when you pressed your finger into my breasts?" 
 
    "..." 
 
    "Your face is altering. You are blushing. You are embarrassed. Why?" 
 
    Because I can't figure out if you're out of your mind or completely right. How far does my 'jealousy' go before it's actually just my 'lust' instead? I didn't even have to touch her ass to tell she's not wearing anything else, just seeing the way it bounced was obvious enough. 
 
     I mean just seeing it was enough. 
 
    I mean... 
 
    I mean I have some serious problems that I'm defending against in a fortress of denial. 
 
    "Why does it embarrass you to be sexually attracted to me? I am pleased you find my posterior to be pleasant, why are you embarrassed?" 
 
    "...Can we talk about something else?" 
 
    "Highly impreferable. This remains a substantial obstacle in improving the status of our relationship." 
 
    Impreferable isn't a word. It'd be...Highly not preferable? That sounds stupid. 
 
    But that still means she came up with that word on her own. So she learned not just words, but the idea of suffixes? THAT transitioned? How the hell would that have-- 
 
    I'm taken out of my train of thought by Libra grabbing my hands and pressing them against her chest. And the worst part is that's not what broke my train of thought, it was her tiny 'hem...' moan. 
 
    I pull my hands away quickly as soon as I realize what's going on. 
 
    "What are you doing!?" 
 
    "I desire you to be sexually attracted to me. Do not intentionally prevent such from occurring." 
 
    "...It's...I'm not...intentionally doing anything." 
 
    Possibly the truest words I've ever said to her. 
 
    "You have stammered. Does this indicate you have lied?" 
 
    "Trust me, I chose my words very carefully. I didn't lie." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Pleasant. You have maintained awareness that a lie would be an exceptional breach of trust between us." 
 
    I didn't maintain awareness of jack, diddly, or squat. I'm just trying not to lie out-loud where I can hear it and laugh at myself for it. 
 
    "I will relent. Conditional. You must concisely affirm if you find my frame to be pleasant. Regardless of your answer, I will relent on sexual contact for the remainder of today." 
 
    "...What if I said I don't like your body?" 
 
    "...I would be...highly upset...I would inquire what I must change to alter my body to your preferences, and submit that such is a requisite for the improvement of our relationship..." 
 
    It feels like she left out the words 'regardless of how much it broke my heart'. 
 
    "...Fine...But don't you dare quote me on this, got it? You keep this to yourself until I say so and I don't even want to HEAR you bring it up to anyone, INCLUDING me. Got it?" 
 
    "...Acknowledged." 
 
    "You're...Kinda...sorta..." 
 
    Am I twenty-two or twelve? She's just asking if she's pretty, that's all. I can't even say that much? 
 
    That...That actually... 
 
    "...No." 
 
    That really really pisses me off. What is wrong with me? There is something actually wrong with me. 
 
    I can admit when a girl is better looking than I am. This is bullshit. Christine has way better hair than I do, I don't have a problem saying that. I can say it to her stupid face all day if I want. 
 
    "No, that's not good enough. No kinda. No Sorta." 
 
    I'm sick of this. I hate this. I hate this more than anything else. 
 
    "I'm not going to dance around this one. Libra, listen to me. Listen very very veeeery carefully, okay?" 
 
    I'm so sick of people. That's what it really is. I keep everyone away, nobody intrudes on my precious alone time. It's just me, my games, my shows, my food, and my books. Not one damn person deserves to intrude on that. I'll chop down every damn tree in the way of the sunlight I need. 
 
    "Acknowledged..." 
 
     I'm so sick of them, I sabotage every relationship to get away from them. 
 
    Not this one. Just this one. Not any other person deserves my time, just this one little witch.  
 
    "You're the prettiest girl I've ever met. You're so pretty that I'm jealous. And I don't like admitting that." 
 
    Go ahead and smile this time. I don't want you to stop smiling this time. 
 
    I'll smile a little with you. 
 
    "I hate it. I hate spending time with people, and I hate having feelings for people. And you're screwing that right up!" 
 
    She starts to protest and my hand goes right over her mouth to stop her. 
 
    "Keep it up. Keep screwing this up for me. Keep making me spend time with someone, keep making me feel something for someone. Keep being the prettiest girl I know. Keep being so pretty that I'm jealous. I'll get sick of being jealous, and then maybe it'll be some other feeling. Got it?" 
 
    She nods, and even in the rain I can feel her smile under my hand and the tears of joy that are hitting my hand. She's lucky her hair is white, because right now I'm probably blushing so hard you can't tell my face from my hair. 
 
    I take my hand off her mouth. 
 
    "And if you tell anyone I said this, I'll deny it. This is more taboo than any magic in the world to tell anyone, got that?" 
 
    "Accurate. This information is my precious treasure alone and no one else may possess it." 
 
    She didn't take that literally. I'm a little surprised. 
 
    "Also...You don't have to...relent or whatever. Just don't do something without my permission." 
 
    "You are suggesting I remain free to continue persisting towards sexual contact?" 
 
    "As long as you're not annoying with it." 
 
    "Inquiry...Does this infer that you desire we eventually reach that status?" 
 
    ...Yeah I think I'm good and embarrassed enough for one night, thank you. 
 
    "I really don't know what I want. If it ends up that way, then fine. If it doesn't, that's fine too. I just don't think any relationship should be about telling someone else who they should be." 
 
    "That is substantially different from the recommendations I have read that infer the subjugation of one's wife. Pleasant. Does this infer we will be equals if in a relationship?" 
 
    "...Wait, were you trying to...subjugate me before now?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. I was assuming I would take on the subjugated role of a wife in our relationship. However, you had postponed that status therefore no subjugation was yet bound to occur." 
 
    Best to be sure I'm not misunderstanding her, like I typically do. 
 
    "So you haven't been letting me dominate or...subjugate you, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. You postponed our relationship status of being Lovers, therefore it would be inappropriate to be subjugated at this time." 
 
    You are the last person to ever talk about anything being or not being inappropriate. 
 
    Speaking of which. 
 
    "Putting that aside...We can't go out to eat with you dressed like that...Or lack thereof, really." 
 
    "You have not clarified why that is." 
 
    "I...I actually did. People would stare." 
 
    "Why is that of concern?" 
 
    ... 
 
    I... 
 
    I am so baffled I actually don't know what to say. 
 
    How the hell do you explain the concept of decency to someone? 
 
    Wait wait wait...Then why does she even WEAR a robe if she has no sense of decency? Wouldn't it be more practical to walk around naked!? 
 
    "Libra, lemme ask you this...Would you be cool with walking through the streets naked? People seeing you naked?" 
 
    "Accurate. It is of no concern to me that others see my body." 
 
    "Alright then why do you wear a robe, huh!? Wouldn't it be more efficient to just be naked!?" 
 
    "Inaccurate." 
 
    "...What? How so?" 
 
    "My skin does not possess the capability to hold objects as my robe does. Additionally, it provides a substantial degree of innate warmth to my body and reduces the cost of maintaining body heat." 
 
    That is SUCH a great argument. I hadn't even thought about the pockets on the thighs of her robe. And innate heat, yeah it's probably way easier than using magic to keep yourself warm all the time. 
 
    Dammit that's too good of an argument.  
 
    Well, I mean...There's...one small problem with it. 
 
    "That doesn't really apply right now, does it? I mean you're completely soaked like me, so that robe isn't keeping you warm, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. However, to disrobe would require making a new robe later or carrying the current one. That would be inconvenient. Correction; if you desire I walk around naked I will happily oblige. The cost of a new robe is substantially minor even in my current condition." 
 
    Maybe I should have told her to relent juuuuust a tiny bit. 
 
    "It's kinda illegal to walk around naked outside, so don't do that." 
 
    "Are you certain I must heed local legal systems? I must assert it is unlikely human forces possess technology capable of overwhelming my capabilities. Highly unlikely." 
 
    "Maybe. But it'd be a hassle. Plus, that'd cause a huge uproar. And you'd have that Witch Mayor on our ass about it." 
 
    "She is also an insubstantial threat by my estimation." 
 
    " But she's cool. If someone has to be in charge, you want it someone relaxed like her. If you kill her, they'll probably replace her with a really annoying witch." 
 
    "If so, I am capable of dispatching her replacement as well." 
 
    "Do you want to do witch paperwork all day? I don't wanna do that all day. Somebody's gotta do it though. Just...How about this. Let's not cause trouble if we don't need to." 
 
    "Acceptable. Clarification. If you desire, I am capable of creating an obfuscation field." 
 
    Why do I feel like I already know the answer to the question I'm going to ask. 
 
    She's so pushy with this...Good. Let her be pushy. Maybe I need that. 
 
    "Which does...what?" 
 
    "It is an incantation I have acquired from Shara Ventheim based on her usage. It's objective is exceptionally easy to discern, it creates an illusionary field that maintains an outward reflection that is not accurate to the zone contained within." 
 
    "So...basically it's like a huge cloaking field. Like nobody outside it can see what goes on inside it?" 
 
    "The image produced appears to be based on the setting of the zone upon casting. There are also open parameters for the alteration of that image or the allowance of when the image is taken...However, I have not yet determined the full nature of what these parameters entail." 
 
    "You got all this from just seeing her doing it?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. I obtained this degree from scanning the field when it was in place during our confrontation." 
 
    I have a hunch that's an ability most Witches definitely don't have. Kinda wish I had a better grasp on what other Witches were like, I feel like both Libra and I are clueless on just how powerful she is or isn't. Especially with the way she thinks she can just take on any other witch in the world without a problem. 
 
    "...Huh. And you can just...Cast this on yourself at any time now?" 
 
    "Unfortunately inaccurate. It can only be placed on stationary locations. However, I may be able to alter the spell to conform as a stationary pathway." 
 
    "...Just so we could walk around naked through town?" 
 
    That actually...Sounds awesome. 
 
    I...I wanna try that at some point. It'd be really embarrassing, but it's not like anyone could see... 
 
    ...Except her. Who might be the LAST person I want to see me naked at the moment. 
 
    ...Wait, I wouldn't care either? Wait, really!? 
 
    It would just annoy me. That's all. If anyone else saw me, I'd just be annoyed and go back to whatever I was doing. If it was Danny boy, I'd be extremely annoyed and slightly disgusted, but I'd still just move on from it. 
 
    "Inaccurate. I was merely suggesting that I would be naked if you desired. I suggested no need for you to equally disrobe." 
 
    Ahem. 
 
    "We'll circle back to this topic some other time...In fact, specifically remind me about this topic if we ever do...uh...Let's say advance our relationship." 
 
    "To what state?" 
 
    "Let's...say lovers." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    I start walking and she quickly keeps up with my pace, which I realize was a little faster than it needed to be as I slow down.  
 
    "Anything you want to try? This'll be your first meal in the modern day, so...You have no idea what to ask for, do you?" 
 
    "Accurate. Additionally, I do not desire to impose a burden for a trivial reason. I suggest the decision be yours." 
 
    "It might not be a burden though." 
 
    "Plausible. But I do not know the value of meals in this era, nor what those values proportionally mean compared to common wealth. Nor have I ascertained your financial status." 
 
    "Let's call me...Comfortable." 
 
    I have a little extra that doesn't go to bills or anything, and I don't really have to worry about bills either. I have a good apartment, when it's not being affected by a hex cha-- 
 
    HOW WAS THE WATER HEATER MY FAULT!? 
 
    Was ALL of last week because of the hex? How could I have POSSIBLY ruined a water heater subconsciously? How could there have been a mix up in the apartment numbe--Well I guess I could have said the wrong number over the phone at some point...or something... 
 
    "Let's go with Comfortable, yeah. Definitely not poor or anything." 
 
    "Do you not contemplate your financial status often?" 
 
    "Not really. That's why I said comfortable. I'm well enough that I don't have to think about it constantly, but not so well off that I never think about it." 
 
    "Is this typical of citizens in this era? Is this comfort relegated to those in this city?" 
 
    "More or less typical I think?" 
 
    What even am I? Do I count as middle class or am I working class? What's the difference anyways? 
 
    "Alright though. If you're leaving it up to me...Let's go with..." 
 
    Hamburgers are pretty simple to understand... 
 
    No, I want it to be something interesting for her. 
 
    Could go to a cake shop and have cheesecake. 
 
    ...That could be cruel. That would raise her expectations of food. You can't have a hamburger after cheesecake, it's just insultingly inferior. 
 
    But I do want her first meal to be good...And something really alien to her era... 
 
    No soups, nothing too simple like steak or...I mean I can't really afford to take her to a steak place anyways. 
 
    "Urgh I'm making myself even more hungry thinking about where to eat." 
 
    "I do not understand. What makes this choice exceedingly complex? I will suffice for the experience with you. I do not require a substantial portion nor quality." 
 
    Maybe I'm overthinking this. Maybe it's less what I think she'd like and maybe more like... 
 
    "Huh...Hey, Libra. That compatibility thing, think we have the same taste in food?" 
 
    "Plausible. We have a ninety-six percent compatibility. However, taste in food was a low factor and thus could be a part of our four percent incompatibility." 
 
    "We're...only ninety-six percent compatible? Not one hundred?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "So...there could be someone out there more compatible with you than I am?" 
 
    "Misconception. I do not seek a Lover with one hundred percent compatibility. Optimally, a degree of incompatibility provides far greater potential for social exploration and comprehension. On estimation, I attempted to find targets ranging from ninety-four to ninety-seven percent compatibility." 
 
    "That...kind of makes sense...But then...doesn't that mean you probably passed up the chance on someone more compatible than I am? Like a ninety-seven or something." 
 
    Libra stops walking suddenly. She looks...kind of...No...She's deeply sad. 
 
    There's a horror in her eyes immediately, but not one of revelation. It's one of repressed horror. 
 
    "No...You are the first subject to exceed eighty percent compatibility. I overestimated my own compatibility with people when I created the incantation, I...began to fear that I had set standards that were implausible and that I would remain trapped for an exceptionally longer time than intended..." 
 
    "...How long did...you mean to wait?" 
 
    "I...had estimated a maximum of four years, giving the detected population size above my re-entry point from isolated space." 
 
    She's crying, and it's not from happiness this time. It's painfully clear on her face, she was terrified. 
 
    "I could not retract the incantation. It was attuned to the common language of the city, and I could not remotely access it anymore. I...Hree?" 
 
    "I got you. It's okay." 
 
    Her head rests against my arm as I hold her. She was scared and alone down there for twenty years. She wasn't a robot waiting to be activated, she probably... 
 
    She probably got hopeful every time a new person was scanned. Maybe this would be the one to save her. Maybe this one. Maybe the next one. 
 
    Maybe never. 
 
    She's been waiting for my entire life. Ironically, it's almost like she was...I should tell her that. 
 
    "Just think of it as fate, maybe. You waited this long, and you got what you wanted. A nice ninety-six percenter. Maybe you just needed to wait for me to grow up." 
 
    "To some...degree...Accurate...Do not abandon me." 
 
    "Easy. I'm here now, that's all that matters. Alright?" 
 
    "...Acknowledged...Accurate...Please do not abandon me." 
 
    "I won't. I said that. Even if we don't work out...you know, as Lovers. I'll still be your friend at least." 
 
    "...Gratitude...Accurate." 
 
    I let go of her. 
 
    "Come on, cheer up. I'd rather you smile." 
 
    "It is...difficult. I am unclear on how to control my emotional state." 
 
    "Alright, just this once I'll help you out of it." 
 
    I reach out and squeeze her chest. 
 
    "Hemm!?" 
 
    "There. See? Feel better?" 
 
    I let go. She goes back to her tiny smile. 
 
    "Accurate. Significant improvement. Exceptional gratitude. I understand this was difficult for you to perform. Exceedingly grateful." 
 
    Not really. That was different. That was really easy to do. It didn't feel anything like the other times I did something to her. It really was...Just the easiest thing to me. I just wanted her to cheer up. 
 
    Although, what I want right NOW is one of the pudding cups in my fridge... 
 
    Gotta find something to distract me...Something else quick and easy to eat... 
 
    "Pizza. That's gonna be your first meal. Come on. Let's go." 
 
    I grab her by the wrist and start pulling as I jog along. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I see the door just down the street from us. 
 
    I pull Libra around a building corner. 
 
    "Alright. Now what to do about you..." 
 
    "I have several suggestions." 
 
    "...Fine. You can say one." 
 
    "I have several." 
 
    "You get to say one. They're all lewd things, so the answer to one would be the same for any." 
 
    "...I would like you to touch my breasts again. It was exceedingly more pleasant this time than the two prior finger presses." 
 
    I peer down at her, who is presenting her chest forward to me. 
 
    "You're incorrigible." 
 
    "Accurate...You have not answered my suggestion." 
 
    "Answer is gonna be. Hmmmmmm...Nope." 
 
    "Unfortunate! I am displeased with this outcome! Accepted..." 
 
    She is, in equal parts, upset and defeated. She returns to a normal standing position, clear on her defeat. Likely already plotting her next dastardly scheme. 
 
    I mean, not that she actually seems to plan anything out ever...Good. I'd rather have someone who is completely genuine anyways. I mean be around. Not have...I guess have... 
 
    "Anyways, I'm was more referring to what you're wearing." 
 
    "I do not see a problem. I am not naked, therefore the law should be of no concern." 
 
    "That's true, but people will stare." 
 
    "...Acknowledged. If this is an exceptional concern to you, I can replicate your garments instead." 
 
    I gotta ask more questions. When she said the cost of making the robe, I should have assumed she mean the magical cost. Not any kind of time or labor.               That was SO obvious. 
 
    "Show me." 
 
    And like that, her robe glows and whirls around her body as it's replaced with the same kind of black slacks and black dress shirt I came from work in. Oh hey, her sleeves are even rolled up like mine. 
 
    "This is exceedingly less comfortable. Are you certain this is preferable to wear?" 
 
    "Oh? In what way?" 
 
    "There is excessive pressure on my chest and abdomen. My posterior is exceptionally constrained. Movement seems hampered in comparison to my prior attire." 
 
    Abdomen? Oh, from the pants' beltline probably. Yeah her robe was really loose, probably made it much more comfy. 
 
    "Your chest and butt are constrained by a thing called underwear. A modern marvel to you, " 
 
    "They are exceptionally uncomfortable. Are you certain this is required?" 
 
    "Positi--" 
 
    And then it hit me. This is stupid.  
 
    I'm so worried about what other people are gonna see and do? Screw them. If they're really not worth my time to associate with, why do I have to give a damn what they think? 
 
    And what do I think? I think that if I'm going on a first date with a witch, I want her to look the part. I want the memory of our first date being of who we both were when we met. 
 
    "You know what, I'm giving you a pass on this for now. Keep the bottoms on, and you can go back to wearing just the robe." 
 
    "You are retracting the requisite of chest underwear?" 
 
    "Just for now. Hurry up before I change my mind." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Pleasant." 
 
    The clothes glow and whirl out back into her beige robe. 
 
    "Inquiry, are you certain of your decision now? It remains plausible bystanders will stare at me as you suggested." 
 
    "Let them. I don't care about them. They're nobodies. " 
 
    "Acknowledged. We are in agreement...Why am I required to maintain the bottom underwear, however? This seems inconsistent. It remains constraining." 
 
    "Because you're wearing a robe, which is basically a dress. If you wore pants, it'd be different. Let's consider this part of the decency law." 
 
    "Unfortunate. Acknowledged. Am I permitted to alter them? The pressure on my posterior is exceedingly uncomfortable." 
 
    "We can go do actual shopping for you some other time. For today just deal with them as-is." 
 
    Mostly because I'm trying to grasp the fact that she's probably going to end up wearing thongs based on what she just said, and that's strange to think about for someone over a thousand years old. 
 
    Then again it's stranger to think of someone from that day and age who has no sense of decency, so bit of a really moot point. 
 
    "Acknowledged. May we enter the building now? Is there another requisite to fulfill?" 
 
    "Nope. That'll do it. You'll even get to see the wonder of how we pay in the modern world." 
 
    I reach down my blouse and grab my card. I may have had bad self-induced luck, but I was still smart enough to put my card under my boobs and not in my tiny purse. Probably because I felt like I was going to get robbed with the week I was having, so tiny purse was a liability. 
 
    "Inquiry, what should we do about the witch observing us?" 
 
    "...Point to where she is." 
 
    Libra does so and I follow her finger to a witch with a big giant black and orange stripped witch hat, holding a broom with one hand while sitting on the edge of a building. Her outfit screams Halloween and clichés. But if Libra is identifying her as a Witch, then she must be genuine at least. 
 
    Is that a giant pumpkin the size of a beanbag chair she's sitting on? 
 
    "We ignore her and go have pizza. I am too hungry for this bullshit." 
 
    She waves and calls out to us. 
 
    I put my left hand on my right bicep while giving her a strong middle finger before we walk into the pizza. The look of shock and confusion on that witch's face, priceless. I don't care what she wanted, I will not be delayed food because of a second witch in a row. Absolutely not.  
 
  
 
  



 Chapter V : Idolizer 
 
    "Stop staring and just bite into it...Here." 
 
    She bites down onto the slice I held up for her, and immediately her eyes seem to sparkle a little. 
 
    "Highly fascinating! Exceptionally Potent!" 
 
    She takes the slice gently from my hands and starts eating it on her own. It's good. Both the pizza and the view are really good. 
 
    Both the view of Libra marveling at the magic of pizza. 
 
    And the view of that cliché witch who hopped down from the building across the street to stand there baffled as to what she should do. Utterly confused and dumbstruck by the turn of events she just witnessed. If I had to pick which of the two views I happen to enjoy just slightly more at the moment... 
 
    It'd be Libra by a mile. 
 
    "I think I'll give us a shot." 
 
    That makes her stop taking a bite for a moment.  
 
    "Don't get me wrong, I'm still really really embarrassed by all this. But so far it seems like the only time it doesn't work is when I'm in denial." 
 
    "I do not understand. What are you inferring?" 
 
    "I mean...You and me. As girlfriends." 
 
    "The term Girlfriend, this is associated both with lovers and mere friendship. I am unclear on which you are inferring." 
 
    I hate that you picked up that it's associated with friendship. I hate that was even IN my brain to pick up. Because I hate people who unironically say 'girlfriend' like that.  
 
    "Give you a hint. Not friendship." 
 
    "...That is inferring that you will attempt to allow our relationship to begin as Lovers henceforth...Have I misunderstood?" 
 
    "See. That. I hate that I already did that to you. You're being cautious about being optimistic with me. I hate that, I want you to be optimistic." 
 
    "...Are you certain? Miscommunication has led several times to--" 
 
    "I'd rather we hurt each other over and over than give up on it. And it wouldn't have even happened if I wasn't so set on it...On us not working out." 
 
    "...Acknowledged. Apologies, I will discard attempts at caution regarding you once again." 
 
    "I'm gonna be slow, but I'll try to be more...Open minded about this...About us." 
 
    "Highly pleasant. How advanced would you like--" 
 
    The restaurant doors fly open, in the middle of my semi-confession she apparently decided to act. The cliché Witch stormed into the restaurant. 
 
    "-would you like our relationship to be at this time?" 
 
    Unphased by her obvious annoyance, Libra just continues her sentence like nothing happened. 
 
    "I appreciate you ignoring her, but I think we have to deal with her at this point." 
 
    Not that I want to. Two slices was not really enough to fill me...Then again...maybe I don't want to walk home on a full stomach anyways. 
 
    Then again, laughing at her obviously pissed face as she walks up to our table with seemingly no one in the restaurant paying her any attention...That too would not be great if my stomach was full. 
 
    And every time I look at her face, I laugh. And every time I laugh, she seems to get more pissed off. 
 
    "Sorry, Miss West. I don't have my ruby slippers or little dog on me today. Will tin-girl suffice? She recently got a heart." 
 
    She snaps her fingers as her face seems to turn into an inward collapsing black hole of annoyances. 
 
     All the lights in the restaurant go out at once while people start freaking out and wondering what's going on. 
 
    "Is she...Invisible to them or something?" 
 
    "Accurate. I have enchanted your eyes to be capable of seeing her despite her incantation." 
 
    Oh so she probably didn't even expect a normal human like me to be able to see her, let alone flip the bird at her. Man, that makes it even more satisfying. 
 
    "When someone is right in front of you..." 
 
    Oh great, her voice is kind of high-pitched too. That's irritating. 
 
    "You're supposed to acknowledge them!" 
 
    Windows behind us blow outwards from the building as she says that. 
 
    "Libra, here's a fun story about me. I tried babysitting for like a year. Couldn't do it. I couldn't stand the...temper tantrums." 
 
    "Shut your face! I'm not being talked down to by some...some! Some...! Someone like you!" 
 
    "Ouch. What an insult. I'm so hurt right now." 
 
    "Unacceptable! Cease insults or I will enact physical harm on your person!" 
 
    I reach over and put a hand on Libra's head. 
 
    "Sarcasm. I was joking." 
 
    Dangerous levels of sarcasm apparently. 
 
    "Wh-What is with you!? Don't you know what I am!?" 
 
    "You're a whiney bitch. Oh, sorry. I mean Witch. Totally meant witch." 
 
    "Inquiry, is that additionally sarcasm? You are maintaining a similar tone." 
 
    The whiney witch slams her hand on the table while people start clearing out of the diner. 
"You stupid trash girl! Don't you mock me! I'm superior to you in every way!" 
 
    "Really? Because you look flat compared to me." 
 
    "Accurate. You are far less attractive. This makes you inferior in a significant regard." 
 
    I want to give Libra a high-five for that, but I know she wouldn't understand it. 
 
    Oh, the dress-up Witch has lost all words. She's just standing there angrily glaring and growling at me. 
 
    "Pumpkin Bomb." 
 
    Those words come out with a hiss and-- 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Suddenly, I'm standing outside the restaurant as it explodes into flames. 
 
    Oh, actually...I'm not standing. I can feel her chest against my arm. Libra is holding me in her arms. 
 
    "She appears intent on aggression. Should I retaliate?" 
 
    Libra sets me down onto my own feet. 
 
    "I mean, it seems to be the way to say 'Hello' between witches..." 
 
    "Highly unlike my era. Witches in my era would avoid confronting one another as often as possible." 
 
    "To be fair, we've only met two. We shouldn't judge til we get the guideline things." 
 
    "Plausible." 
 
    The Halloween Witch floats out of the now burning fireball of a restaurant on her broom. Which honestly bothers me less than the fact that the wooden broom itself is not on fire despite being...Wood. 
 
    "So, how do you like Pizza? Can your stomach stand it?" 
 
    "It is highly impractical as a food source, some ingredients are minorly hazardous. However, it is exceptionally enjoyable. Both the flavor and texture are not things I had yet experienced. Gratitude." 
 
    What in this era isn't minorly hazardous? Even our air is damaging. 
 
    "Glad you liked it. We'll have to do it again sometime." 
 
    She floats toward us, rain still hasn't let up. Good, that should help with the...completely ruined building. Moot point with everyone dead in it... 
 
    "By the way, did I hear wrong or did she say Pumpkin Bomb?" 
 
    "Accurate. The explosion manifested in the shape of what you refer to as a Pumpkin." 
 
    "But why a Pumpkin though?" 
 
    "Are you REALLY still going to ignore me!?" 
 
    I wave at her while she huffs and puffs. And immediately I feel the awkwardness of rain starting to run down my cleavage, having fully re-soaked my clothes in the short time since we were in the nice dry restaurant. Not that I managed to get that dry during that time though. 
 
    "What do you want, Wicked Witch of Pumpkinween?" 
 
    She floats closer on her broomstick. 
 
    "You're a brat! What's wrong with you!? I outclass you by a mile! You should be afraid of me!" 
 
    She gets up in my face. 
 
    And I flick her nose, making her fall off her broom and hold it with her hands. 
 
    Her eyes are actually tearing up from that flick. 
 
    "Why do you think you outclass us? Genuinely curious how you figured that." 
 
    She grabs her still-floating broom and stands up holding it. 
 
    "You're both clearly novices! I could tell from a mile away." 
 
    I look down at Libra who looks confused at her words. 
 
    "She's calling you a novice." 
 
    "An accurate description. I am highly inexperienced with this era." 
 
    "No, she meant you're a novice with magic." 
 
    That makes Libra's face pop wide with slight vague surprise. She seems like she's contemplating this a lot more heavily than she obviously should. 
 
    "Exceptional. This entails my capabilities with spellcraft can reach substantially greater sums." 
 
    I snicker while the Halloween Witch just looks dumbstruck by this turn of events before her. 
 
    "Not if you keep mouthing off to better Witches like me you won't! You're so lucky I'm forgi-" 
 
    "No, you're not. You blew up the restaurant. How many people did you kill? That's not forgiving. Bad witch. Bad. Go sit in the corner and think about what you've done." 
 
    "Inquiry, is that additionally sarcasm?" 
 
    I grin at the analytical prowess of my robot. 
 
    "Both of you, shut up! You have no idea the graces you're spitting on! I came here to offer to mentor you two! If you want to get anywhere in this world, you'll LISTEN to me!" 
 
    "...I'm not even a witch." 
 
    "I...What?" 
 
    "I said I'm not a Witch." 
 
    "I...Are...Are you sure?" 
 
    "Pretty sure." 
 
    "Accurate. She possess no knowledge of spellcrafts." 
 
    She's so painfully lost in confusion, it's hard not to laugh at her. 
 
    Or it would be hard, if I wasn't laughing at her already. 
 
    "Wh-Why are you talking about magic with a non-witch then!? You novice! Amateur! Fifth Rate Witch!" 
 
    "Inquiry, what does it mean to be Fifth Rate?" 
 
    "She's saying you're not a good quality. First Rate would be best." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Would this make her fiftieth rate?" 
 
    Wow, go straight for the kill. 
 
    "Fif-FIFTIETH!?" 
 
    "Apologies, I may have overstated your capabilities." 
 
    Forget the kill. Nuke her from orbit. That's was just cold blood-- 
 
    She raises her hand to slap Libra and I grab her arm and throw her to the ground for it. 
 
    "You don't hit her. Or I start hitting you." 
 
    "I knew you were lying. But your enhancement is pretty weak. You're not going to do anything being that weak against me." 
 
    "Maybe you can't tell because it's wet, but you see this hair? See this nice red I got? It means I got bullied a lot." 
 
    I pick up the broom she dropped on the ground and slap the wooden bristle end of it against the side of her head and then toss it onto her stomach while she's recoiling on the ground. 
 
    "I don't get bullied anymore." 
 
    "Exceptional. You are capable of self-defensing. Highly alleviating." 
 
    I pat her on the head. 
 
    "Against other girls, sure. Just don't expect--" 
 
    "Pumpkin Shot!" 
 
    Libra's arm reached out in front of me and slapped an orange glowing pumpkin away where it exploded on the street. 
 
    "Yeah, that. Don't expect me to block that." 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "You're both really pissing me off! Do you really want a fight!?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. You have attempted violence upon us before we did such." 
 
    Man, she looks so furious. I wonder what the guidelines would say. 
 
    I was kind of thinking with my stomach initially, but now that I'm not starving we probably COULD have talked to her. I guess...But she's so whiney... 
 
    "Just say what you want. Like a name would be a good start." 
 
    The Pumpkin Lady breathes out a huge sigh. 
 
    "Can't believe I was being...so childish...Over children of all things." 
 
    You look like you're eighteen. One of us looks older than you by about three years. One of us looks younger than you by about three years. And at LEAST one of us is DEFINITELY way older than you. 
 
    "So. Are you part of the...Uh...Wall Committee?" 
 
    "...I've never heard of a...You...You...You don't mean the Walpurgis Committee, do you?" 
 
    My hands clap together. 
 
    "Yeah. That. Walpurgis. Libra, remind me to look up what that word means when we get home. I bet it's German. It sounds German." 
 
    "I do not understand, but I will remind you once we reach our destination. Acknowledged." 
 
    I get the feeling I'm going to have to get used to seeing other Witches' faces contort in confusion upon meeting us...Although come to think of it...Meeting other Witches kind of sound interesting. 
 
    I hadn't really thought much about it, it's like what my Mom does with her editors and advisors. Except they'd all be witches... 
 
    Then again I'd have to just sit in a chair the whole time with a book while Libra is talking to them. Not like learning their trade secrets does a non-witch any good. 
 
    "Do...Do you two even know...What an Idolizer is? How long have you known about witchcraft?" 
 
    "Today for me. As for her...Let's say it doesn't matter." 
 
    I want to keep Libra's age a secret at the moment. See how someone reacts without finding out her age. 
 
    "Amnesia? That might explain it...That's perfect for me..." 
 
    I sense a plot to manipulate us about to go on. 
 
    If she tries to make us fight against Shara, I'm gonna kick her in her whiney face. Even I could tell Shara was on a different level from this pumpkin kid. Pumpkin Bitch is like one step above that wannabe goth who...definitely didn't curse me and was purely coincidentally saying she cursed my class right before someone else cursed me...and that other girl from my class...Ahhh dammit, I'm in denial again. 
 
    Plus I like Shara. She's cool. 
 
    "You said your name was Libra...So...Libra...How would you like to make your magic muuuch stronger?" 
 
    She says that while pulling out a tiny bottle filled with purple liquid. 
 
    "Poison is highly ineffectual against me. I will consider the action to be an attempt on my life and will eliminate you." 
 
    "It's not poison...You don't drink this stuff...Besides, you don't really stand--Err..." 
 
    What's the guideline on killing other witches? Really need those guidelines.  
 
    Shara's best trait is how cool and aloof she is. But I also know that cool and aloof people...are often really really forgetful. 
 
    "This is what we Idolizers like to call Core Chess. It's simple. I break this vile between both of our hands, and then we fight. The winner gets the incantation memory for spells from the loser. Simple, right?" 
 
    "What is incantation memory?" 
 
    "...Your body's understanding of a spell. How do you not know that? It's how you avoid having to use incantations for things like the Acceleration you used earlier." 
 
    "Acknowledged. This infers that once I defeat you, I will acquire the muscle memory used in casting your spells that I do not already possess." 
 
    "Libra, this is so obviously a trap." 
 
    "Highly accurate. Analysis of the vile reveals it will not copy, but take the suggested contents." 
 
    That makes the Pumpkin Witch stagger back a bit. 
 
    "How the hell can you tell that just from looking at it!?" 
 
    "Liquification of principle incantations was not an uncommon practice previously, often utilized to provide functionality to non-magic practitioners." 
 
    Liquification. I don't think that's the right word. It makes sense, but I think it's the wrong word still. 
 
    It only makes sense when I think of how the word is put together, which is probably how she figured out the word. And if it works grammatically, should it be considered a word regardless of if it is or isn't? 
 
    "Oh, so potions? Right?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    The Pumpkin Witch took our moment of understanding to smash the vile between her and Libra's hand. Before quickly jumping onto her broom and into the air. 
 
    "Lucky for me, you're such an airhead that you didn't back up when you knew what it did." 
 
    "So you're gonna get her pumpkin magic?" 
 
    "Most likely. Accurate. However, it appears limited to only five incantations. It appears to select them without particular priority, ergo it can be considered random which incantations I receive." 
 
    "Damn. Kinda wish she smashed that bottle in my hand instead. I'd like to have magic too." 
 
    "There is nothing--" 
 
    Everything blurs as Libra is holding me in her arms, I can see a clear trail of dust from where we moved along the ground in that flash of a nanosecond. Of course that dust is cleared away when the spot is pelted with glowing exploding pumpkins. 
 
    "Minorly aggravating. Does it remain preferable that I not eliminate her?" 
 
    In seemingly response to what Libra said, She yells down at us. 
 
    "All you have to do is say you give up and you're free to go! I'll take whatever you have and be on my way!" 
 
    "Highly Unacceptable. I would lose five incantations." 
 
    "Well if your lives is worth that small amount, by all means. Fight me head on and die." 
 
    I nod to Libra to put me down and she does so. 
 
    "Hey! You could at least tell us your name first! I'm Sasha!" 
 
    "It's Claire!" 
 
    For a moment I flinched because I thought she said her name was Blair. I would have demanded her head on a spike if that were true. 
 
    "First bit of actual conversation we've had...Hey, Claire! If Libra wins, you promise to not come after us again?" 
 
    "Inquiry, you are inferring I not eliminate her life. Accurate?" 
 
    "If you can manage it. We still don't know the rules, right?" 
 
    "Inconvenient. Agreement. This is the best decision." 
 
    Her broom floats down enough that I can stop yelling through the rain. 
 
    "If you beat me tonight, I definitely won't bother coming back to lose more spells. That'd be stupid." 
 
    Not like you've been all that smart til now though. 
 
    "Any way I can take your magic instead of Libra? She's got plenty already." 
 
    "Undesirable. I would prefer to obtain new incantations myself and then re-" 
 
    "Don't be stupid. You're not even a Witch. Besides, the spell was cast between the two of us. Not you." 
 
    "So why are you shooting magic pumpkins at me? Also WHY Pumpkins anyways?" 
 
    That makes her smile in a creepy way. 
 
    "Why wouldn't I shoot at you? It makes that little brat use up her mana saving you." 
 
    "Accurate. Rapid Acceleration consumes a considerable portion of my mana allowance." 
 
    That's...that's not good. 
 
    I wasn't that good at dodgeball, so I can't pretend I could just dodge the pumpkins. Especially when they explode. 
 
    ...Actually I was great at dodgeball, I just sucked at dodging. Catching the balls, on the other hand... 
 
    "Anyway you can make me able to throw them back? Magic coating on my hands or something?" 
 
    "Plausible. However, I would prefer you do not involve yourself in this conflict. There is no need. I cannot properly perform rejuvenation on you at this time if you are injured." 
 
    So I'm just a useless liability...Damn it. 
 
    "Can you beat her?" 
 
    "Highly Probable." 
 
    "Alright then. Do it fast so you don't run out of mana." 
 
    "That is not of concern. Merely--" 
 
    "You really screwed up now! Hey airheads, look up above me. This is the threat of a First Rate Witch!" 
 
    Descending from the storm clouds is a pumpkin the size of an office building. 
 
    "That has GOT to break the Guidelines! For SO MANY reasons!" 
 
    Number one being the fact that SURELY some normal people are going to see that. 
 
    "Inquiry. Why is that threatening? Logically, that would distribute the blast to such a large radius that it would lack the significant force needed to break any defensive barrier." 
 
    "You wanted to know why Pumpkins? Take a good look at me. What do I look like? I'm an Idolizer. I'm dressed head to toe in every witch cliché there is!" 
 
    "I noticed! But why though!?" 
 
    That makes Libra perk up, who thus far was surprisingly less than interested in the gigantic nuclear pumpkin in the sky... 
 
    Woooooow, that sounds stupid when I think about it. 
 
    "The word did not transition correctly. She is inferring iconify. The witchcraft working on common mythos surrounding a subject. Ergo the more associated mythos present in her image, the greater her sum of magic power is amplified in spells based in iconify." 
 
    "Bing-Bong! Correct. And my magic is as amplified as possible with Idolizing." 
 
    "Highly inaccurate. There is little concern. She is incompetent. There is no marble or sapphires anywhere to be found on her attire." 
 
    "M-Marble? Like...The stone?" 
 
    Libra nods, leaving both of us confused. 
 
    "What kind of backwater hick town thinks Witches are covered in stone!? That's stupid!" 
 
    No, that's apparently myths from over a thousand years ago about witches. 
 
    "Libra, today Witches are associated with...Other stuff. Like Pumpkins and black cats and tall pointy hats and wooden brooms." 
 
    Take out the 'black cats' and I also just described lawn gnomes. That's not okay. I'm not okay with that. 
 
    Libra's face pops, realizing that Claire isn't as incompetent as she acts... 
 
    And she proves that by taking her broom up into the air higher above all the buildings around us. Making it clear she intends not to be caught in the blast zone. 
 
    "So? Giving up? Or should I drop my big Pumpkin Moon!?" 
 
    Don't call it a Moon. It's not THAT big. It's like a two story building at best. 
 
    "Acknowledged. I have underestimated her tactics. I will eliminate the presented threat." 
 
    Libra's hand lifts up towards the sky and a ray of red light shoots straight into the gigantic pumpkin from her palm. The Pumpkin Office glows brighter, and then it explodes. 
 
    I felt my feet leave the ground from the shockwave of that explosion as windows shattered all around me. But I also felt like someone slapped two cups of pudding against my back. 
 
    None of the glass hit me when I opened my eyes. Around Libra and I is a gold bubble that still has shards of glass bouncing off it. 
 
    Out of the giant smoke cloud drops Claire's body to the ground. She's covered in blood, her outfit is completely in tatters, and I doubt the fall did any favors for her. She still seems alive though as she drags herself up onto her knees. 
 
    "You bitch! How did you do that!? How do you have enough mana to detonate my Pumpkin Moon!?" 
 
    "The constructed field of your incantation was highly unstable. I did not need to match the mana used for it, merely create a gap for air pressure to enter and destabilize." 
 
    That makes it hilariously sound like... 
 
    "So it was more like a Pumpkin Balloon." 
 
    " I am unclear on what a balloon is." 
 
    Dammit. Should have expected that.  
 
    Some of the buildings around us have started collapsing. Not all of them, just some of the ones closest...Actually maybe just three it seems like. 
 
    "You think I'm beaten!? I saw how much mana was in that beam spell! You can't possibly have much left! I'm still ready for more! I've only used half my supply!" 
 
    A different, far more stern, and magnitudes more pissed voice clears through the air from above our heads. 
 
    "You're going to need that other half for me." 
 
    Shara stands on the edge of one of the now-broken buildings. 
 
    She looks absolutely beyond pissed. 
 
    As opposed to Claire, who looks ghostly pale the instant she sees Shara. 
 
    I just sort of...wave at her. She hops down from the building. She keeps walking until she's right in front of Claire, who has completely lowered her head and is actually shaking. 
 
    "So...Should I start with the building full of bystanders you wiped out...The potholes from your explosions all over the road someone is GOING to fucking notice tomorrow...Or should I maybe start with the giant shitstain in the sky you made without setting up a proper barrier first?" 
 
    Feeling real glad I said not to kill her. This is better. This is why I said I like Shara, she's completely cool. 
 
    "Do you know how many people probably saw that fucking pumpkin before I had Stera hide this region!? There's also the problem of you being in my city without telling me!" 
 
    Those heels press Claire's face into the broken apart road. 
 
    "Or should I just kill you now and save myself the paperwork? Because I'm getting really tired of paperwork lately. Should I do it? Because I REALLY want to right now!" 
 
    Shara is pretty tough. It's really easy to see she doesn't need magic to beat down anyone. Just from her leg pressing down, you can tell she could crush Claire's head if she really wanted to. 
 
    "And that stupid spell was busted! Do you know how much damage it would have caused if she HADN'T busted it over your damn head!?" 
 
    "High probability of structure collapse within point three miles." 
 
    "Thank you, Libra. Exactly. Buildings falling apart for half a mile! Who was going to pay for that? Who's going to fix it? Who's going to fucking cover it up!?" 
 
    She lifts up Claire by her throat. 
 
    I just noticed the rain stopped. 
 
    ...Oh...It...oooooh...The rain stopped because of Libra detonating the pumpkin cleared away the storm clouds...That sounds...like a really hard thing to hide from normal people. 
 
    "You wanna tell me why any of this happened? You wanna tell me why you picked a fight with a Witch you've never met before, whom I DOUBT picked a fight with you?" 
 
    "We hurt her feelings by ignoring her." 
 
    That makes Shara swing her head towards me. In a look of pure 'could you run that by me again?' 
 
    "We kept ignoring her, so she blew up the place we were eating in and started a fight." 
 
    She drops Claire to the ground, whom then proceeds to gasp for air. She probably dropped her because- 
 
    "That better not be true. Beddingfield, that had better not be fucking true. She better be misunderstanding, or I will make a swimsuit out of your skin." 
 
    Because she was so pissed off about what I said that she knew she'd crush Claire's windpipe if she kept holding onto her neck while thinking about it. 
 
    "Red...Err...Sasha. Good. Just...Good job keeping your girl from going overboard. I'm gonna...I gonna get someone to get you those guidelines. You need those...Like immediately..." 
 
    "Inquiry, does this mean I will not acquire her incantations?" 
 
    That makes Claire's face go completely white. Shara kneels down next to her, with one hand around the back of her neck. 
 
    "Claire Beddingfield...Forgive me for assuming...But you wouldn't...Mmmm..." 
 
    I can't actually imagined how angry Shara is, I can only see how much anger is on her face. But it looks like a lot. Like enough anger to have filled that giant pumpkin. 
 
    "You wouldn't have been...Apprentice Hunting...In my city...Would you? You...You surely wouldn't do that...Right?" 
 
    "We're not in trouble, right?" 
 
    She looks at me. And smiles. It's creepy.  
 
    "Say you surrender, Claire. If you weren't Apprentice Hunting, nothing should happen. Right?" 
 
    Silence makes Shara nod. And that nod turns into her starting to get up and-- 
 
    A scream fills my ears as Shara's heel smashes entirely through Claire's left shoulder. Not puncturing it, but shattering and entirely separating her arm from her shoulder. 
 
    I vaguely hear the words 'I Surrender' come from Claire...But mostly... 
 
    I feel myself get very light...very quickly... 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter VI : New Comforts 
 
    "Exceptional. Undistressing. You have awakened." 
 
    At that small butchery of English, I open my eyes all the way finally.  
 
    Seeing her face as the first thing when I wake up makes me jolt awake to look around. 
 
    We're sitting on a bench together. The rain must have kicked back up too. For a second I was afraid we'd wake up...elsewhere together. Elsewhere like my bed... 
 
    "Did some other witch bring the rain back?" 
 
    "Accurate. High level spellcraft was used to alter the conditions of the environment and the surrounding region substantially. Implicating that events we witnessed had not transpired. I did not witness the Witches who did so, however. She was outside line of sight contact." 
 
    "Urgh. That was a little much for me." 
 
    "Inquiry, was your hearing overwhelmed?" 
 
    "No, it was more...I've never seen someone have...THAT happen to them, okay? That was a little more brutal than I wanted to see..." 
 
    Like several miles more. 
 
    "So did you get her spells?" 
 
    "Accurate. However, I have determined they are all of substantial insignificance. They are only functional when utilized for iconify...Correction, Idolatry. Without a substantial use of idolatry, their potency and efficiency are without any merit in any form." 
 
    "Are they all just explosion spells? Nothing like being able to make a pumpkin grow out of the ground?" 
 
    "Accurate. The construction of the incantations entails they were originally simplistic and more potent fire elemental spells reconstructed for use in idolatry." 
 
    "Anyway to revert them to their original better versions?" 
 
    "No, there are no means to discern the original incantation structure with precision. However, the loss in potency could not be greater than fifty percent, therefore even restored to their original structure they would still be inviable incantations with no benefit." 
 
    I straighten my back against the bench...Libra's lap was...comfy... 
 
    I wonder what it'd be like to sleep on her chest? They're so... 
 
    I stand up and tap my face with my hands. I'm not giving in that easily! I have standards!...I think? 
 
    I mean...I at least have enough dignity to not dive headfirst into her chest...arms. I meant her arms...I didn't mean her arms at all... 
 
    ...I wonder if she feels this way about me? She's obviously put a lot of trust that we'll work out, she's get obnoxiously happy when it looks like we are working out, and she got obnoxiously sad when it seemed like we weren't working out... 
 
    But that would mean she already loves me, wouldn't it? Or at least that she's in love with me? But she's so standoffish with everyone else we've met. Or...Wait...Is she protective? Is that it? 
 
    But that just makes me wonder even more...Why does she already feel so strongly about me? It's really hard to think she doesn't genuinely love me, but it seems like it was instantly that way when I met her. 
 
    "Hey...Libra...How do you feel about me? Like...In detail." 
 
    "That is...difficult to answer. I am unclear on the details of my emotions regarding you." 
 
    "Well...like...Try. Just say how you feel...Or...Let's put it this way. Do you like me?" 
 
    "Accurate. I exceptionally enjoy your company." 
 
    Yeah, but that doesn't mean she loves me. And that doesn't fit with how she acts about me. 
 
    "But....hmm...Eh hell, I'll just say it. Are you sure you're in love with me?" 
 
    "Love is a highly difficult sensation to measure with precision. I cannot determine for certain, however...in contradiction I feel certain that I do..." 
 
    "...It seems like...You instantly liked me though. Like from the very moment we met til now, it feels like you've acted the same...Or that you at least felt the same about me." 
 
    "Plausible. My sense of affection toward you has not altered since our meeting, however...I have found you in far greater fondness since leaving the Serapeum. You have changed substantially, and I prefer how you have changed already." 
 
    ...It's actually really frustrating that she's right. It's still definitely before midnight, so I've had a massive change in who I am in just a few hours. That can't be psychologically healthy, that sounds like trauma. 
 
    "But I mean...Why do you feel so strongly about me already?" 
 
    "I understand your confusion. I am not unaware of the abnormality present. It is highly unusual for any person to so immediately possess the level of affection I do towards you. It was an unanticipated development for me as well." 
 
    That's a new face. It's like...A solid and perfect mix of subtle joy and confusion. 
 
    "I cannot determine the answer, I have been contemplating it since our encounter with Shara Ventheim and witnessing other human beings walking near us. I possess an attraction to you that is inexplicably substantial despite its immediate acquisition." 
 
    "So...that begs the question...Can you love me more than you do now?" 
 
    "Highly plausible. Although the affection I possess is already substantial, I am not confined to it. It is capable of substantially higher states...This has already been exhibited through the phenomena you identify as Joy Tears." 
 
    "Tears of Joy, but I get your point. I just...want to be sure." 
 
    "Accurate. You do not desire to allow yourself greater affection towards me if it would be misplaced in one without sufficient understanding to identify when they are not in love." 
 
    "...That is...unexpectedly well said. You...you got it perfectly." 
 
    "I had contemplated this subject during your time unconscious. I suspected it may be a limiting factor in our progression rate, however...Gratitude. I did not know how to address the subject." 
 
    I offer my hand to pull her up...And then I realize she won't get it, so I pull her up to her feet by her hands instead. I don't feel that embarrassed about asking. Is it because what I asked was so reasonable or am I just getting used to the idea of us? 
 
    "Alright, let's get going. My home is like a few minutes away." 
 
    And if you see a third witch attack us, strike her face in with a baseball bat. Three times. 
 
    "Inquiry, are you certain you are satisfied with the state of our discussion on this topic?" 
 
    "I mean...Is there anything more for either of us to say?" 
 
    I feel my hair has dried a little while we were under this...Bench with a roof? 
 
    A solid metal...plate that's held up by two metal support beams on either side of the bench. Actually the bench itself is very smooth metal...Black metal too. What the hell kind of bench is this? I thought it was a bus stop at first, but there's no bus sign or anything...Why the hell was this weird bench out here-- 
 
    She made it. She probably used magic to make it. None of the parts look welded together, it's almost...art-like the way it's one uniform piece of metal. Maybe it's just actual art though? Might not actually be MEANT as a bench and she just mistook it for one. 
 
    "We're both confused, I don't think that's a big deal. This is something I...Either of us has no experience with. If anything, I'm glad you're not sure how you feel. Makes me feel like I'm not completely crazy." 
 
    "...Acknowledged. That is why I desire to press our progression with haste. " 
 
    "I get that. I'm just the opposite about it." 
 
    "Accurate. You have pursued caution. In this regard, your conclusion may be more logical than my own. Fortunately, emotional topics are not necessary bound to be logical as I have read." 
 
    "So like I said, is there really anything else to say about it?" 
 
    "It does not appear so. Correction; it does not appear we possess that knowledge." 
 
    I start walking and she trots along behind me until she catches up to my side. 
 
    I just noticed she's been walking side-by-side with me this entire time. It's weird that I just noticed that, but she seems intent on keeping pace with me. 
 
    I mean it's convenient since we've talked a lot...but it's just strange to me somehow. 
 
    "Inquiry. Was the texture of my upper thighs uncomfortable to be asleep upon?" 
 
    "Don't just jump into a subject like that! Shush!" 
 
    So much for not being embarrassed. 
 
    "I do not understand. Was it exceptionally uncomfortable? I desire to know if the texture of my clothing impeded it or if my skin is itself a problem in this regard." 
 
    "...Pleeeease drop this subject. I reeeally don't want to answer." 
 
    "That infers you are anxious of telling me the texture...It is...probable you have concluded the answer would upset me...Apologies, I have become minorly upset without directly hearing the answer." 
 
    "...Urgh. Your skin is fine. It's smooth, alright? There? Happy? You're soft and smooth!" 
 
    "Accurate! Highly pleasing. Why did you not desire to inform me of this?" 
 
    Because you're insufferable. 
 
    " I would not be upset if you disdain my clothing materials, I am more than willing to alter it." 
 
    "What are you gonna do? Turn your robe into silk?...Wait--" 
 
    Yup. Her robe fluttered, glowed, and now is a VERY shiny beige. 
 
    "Is this more pleasant to the touch? I do not know if silk as you perceive it differs from the eastern material, has this word transitioned incorrectly?" 
 
    I touch her sleeves. 
 
    "That's...actually silk, yeah...Why didn't you make your robes silk to begin with? Seems way more comfortable." 
 
    "...It is...actually substantially difficult to wear this material. My skin is constantly reacting to the material's contact." 
 
    I look down at her chest. I can't help but snicker. 
 
    "Yeah that's not a good idea to wear. Especially in the rain." 
 
    "Accurate. It is inefficient for maintaining heat and easily tears from excess windflow." 
 
    "Not quite what I was concerned about, but sure." 
 
    "You are referring again to the degree to which others may determine the shape of my body. Why?" 
 
    "Huh?" 
 
    "You previously started it is irrelevant what a bystander sees of me. Has this changed?" 
 
    That embarrasses me for a different reason. I already forgot I decided to be cool with that. 
 
    "It's not just other people but like...I can see a little too well right now." 
 
    "That does not sound like the opposite of a good idea. That entails that I am bypassing the Decency Law while still wearing clothes." 
 
    I can't help but laugh at that. 
 
    "Okay, yeah. You're right. That's exactly what you'd be doing. But don't do that." 
 
    "I do not understand. That seems highly advisable. Mutually beneficial." 
 
    "I won't be able to look at you. And if I do, I won't be able to look you in the eye." 
 
    "The former would be highly unpleasant. Is the later inferring you would be looking elsewhere on my frame?" 
 
    Her face pops and I immediately feel a wave of embarrassment rush over me as she breaks into a small smile. 
 
    "This infers you would be looking at my breasts! Exceptional! That will provide an effective method of seduction! I desire this!" 
 
    You're a real pervert, you know that? 
 
    "I cannot deal with you like this. Make it a cloth robe again or whatever it was before." 
 
    "Acknowledged. This outfit is unfortunately overly stimulating on my neck and abdomen." 
 
    I figured. There were several signs. 
 
    A whirl and a glow brings her back to normal. 
 
    It also brings me a valuable lesson that I should never use a rhetorical question on Libra, because she might just find a way to answer it. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Is this the location of your living quarters?" 
 
    "Yup. Sweet home Alab--...Ignore that. You wouldn't understand." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    Libra notices the staircase leading to the second and third floor apartments as we walk along the buildings. 
 
    "Does the degree of elevation showcase higher status among the residents?" 
 
    It showcases that a resident doesn't like having people stomping over their head. 
 
    But it ALSO showcases that THEY don't enjoy stomping around in their own house when they've had a bad day. This does not mix with my lifestyle. 
 
    "Not at all. You typically pay more for floor levels, because they don't always have carpet. I'm not a fan of carpet." 
 
    "It is your preference the floor be more barren?" 
 
    "Well it has tile, and it's smoother. Carpet...Is an unholy mess to try and clean if you spill anything." 
 
    Not that I do...Well... 
 
    I do. I spill often. I just quickly clean it up. Because I don't have carpet, so nothing gets stained. 
 
    "Expunging or reverting damage done to carpets is not a difficult task for me, if you prefer." 
 
    "I don't. Just not a fan of carpet." 
 
    Libra stares at the door lock and door knob. 
 
    I reach into my pocket and unlock the door with my key. 
 
    "Fascinating!" 
 
    Yeah, that's what I keep thinking about your reactions to mundane things like this. 
 
    "Gets more fascinating inside, I promise." 
 
    We step into the blackened home and I close the door behind her. 
 
    Leaving her in total darkness for a moment. 
 
    "Inquiry, Do you require illumination?" 
 
    "Nope." 
 
    I flip the switch and watch her eyes trace around the room as light floods into it. 
 
    Wow, she's...really cute the way she's looking at everything. My mundane world is an unbelievable wonderland to her. 
 
    "This is an exceedingly lavish environment. Are you certain you are not wealthy?" 
 
    "Arh! What are you doing?" 
 
    She stops her march towards my couch. 
 
    Feel like I just yelled at a cat. 
 
    "I was attempting to examine your furnishings." 
 
    "Get back over here. You're still drenched." 
 
    She blinks at me pointing out the obvious and then comes back to the door. 
 
    "Must we remain stationary until we dry? This seems highly inefficient." 
 
    "I think I'd actually catch a cold doing that. Get sick I mean...Whatever, not an issue." 
 
    I have to think this out carefully. Normally after getting soaked like this I'd come home and just strip on the way to the shower. That's definitely out of the question...But I DO need a shower or my hair is going to be a total knotted pain tomorrow. 
 
    I really think your hair looks great! 
 
    Shut up, Danny Boy. You exist only for me to watch your face as I introduce you to my gi...Girlfriend...Yup...That's a thing...I can deny it all I want, but that is DEFINITELY a thing in my life now. 
 
    "Suggestion, should we not remove our clothing if that is the problem?" 
 
    Got so distracted I neglected to be ready for her to point that out. 
 
    "Uh not...Not quite...Ummm..." 
 
    "This is your living quarters, is it not? Therefore Decency Laws would not apply within this parameter." 
 
    "Well, yes that's true, but just...Don't for a second. Lemme think." 
 
    "It is exceedingly cold. I do not enjoy this sensation while I am drenched." 
 
    There has to be a way out of-- 
 
    She's never taken a shower. She probably doesn't know what it is. 
 
    ...She has no idea how to wash her hair. 
 
    It's really weird that I'm more concerned with showing her things rather than my own embarrassment about showing them...Right? Is it?...Really doesn't matter if it's weird, because everything about her is weird. 
 
    "Quick question, do you know what a shower is?" 
 
    "My understanding appears damaged. The term can refer to light rainfall, but there was an additional connotation present that did not transition." 
 
    "...Huh. So you can tell things mean something that wasn't there in your era?" 
 
    "To some degree, accurate. Not all instances of your corrections have possessed this additional connotation. However, this word's connotation is more strongly associated with its alternate connotation to you." 
 
    I pat her head. 
 
    "You're really smart, you know that? Magic or not." 
 
    "Gratitude. May we disrobe now? I am becoming increasingly uncomfortable now." 
 
    "urrghhhh...Come here! Follow me!" 
 
    I grab her by her wrist and pull her to the bathroom. For some reason THIS makes her marvel even more than seeing my TV or my computer? Oh...Right those aren't turned on. 
 
    What the hell does she think they are right now? Really awkward glass painting frames?  
 
    "Exceptional. Is this a miniature bath house? Is it so?" 
 
    "Oh, you had bath houses in your time? Yeah this is like...Something like that." 
 
    Now I'm just hoping I don't have to have her question what the strange porcelain chair is for. 
 
    "There is no water in the bath." 
 
    I can't help but understand there is definitely room in that bathtub to fit both of us, if barely. I'm not even a fan of baths, but sometimes it's definitely nice to lay down in the shower. 
 
    Hell, now I'm cold too. I turn on the heater switch. 
 
    "You are heating the room as a method of drying our clothes? This seems moderately inefficient." 
 
    "You. Stay. Do not leave this room. Okay? I'll be right back." 
 
    She nods, confused utterly. I leave and go into the bedroom to change into my swimsuit. 
 
    I haven't taken a shower in a swimsuit since I was a teeny tiny little kid who just decided it was embarrassing for my mom to wash my hair in the shower if I was naked....And thus my life comes full circle...Well, as long as nobody has to find out, right? 
 
    Then again by that logic, I could just hop in the shower and not give a...Dripping water everywhere. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Libra looks me up and down when I come back into the bathroom wearing my orange floral bikini. 
 
    "Your method is exceptionally effective." 
 
    "...Method for what?" 
 
    I drop my soaking clothes on the floor and step into the shower. 
 
    "Is revealing one's body not intended as a method of seduction?" 
 
    "That's not wrong, but you're still wrong." 
 
    Dumbstruck. Confusion. Baffling Confusion. Deep Misunderstanding. 
 
    She looks at me with all of these and I feel really glad I worded it that way. 
 
    "I'm not trying to seduce you. This is a bikini. It's meant to get wet." 
 
    "Understood. Are you intending we leave your home quickly?" 
 
    I can't help but giggle. But I also make sure not to tell her she actually COULD walk around in a bikini if she wanted. It's not illegal, but it is deeeefinitely indecent. 
 
    So instead, I turn the shower on and let it hit next to my feet to warm up. 
 
    "Now you get it?" 
 
    "The water is split into smaller rays. That is substantially ineffective to fill the bath." 
 
    I point down at the faucet just above the rim of the bathtub. 
 
    "That's to fill the bath. This is called a Shower. Baths you sit in, showers you...well...They're faster." 
 
    I was going to say you stand in, but that's not always true. 
 
    I was also going to explain the showerhead is better for washing your hair than dunking your head in the bath...But I'm positive she's never washed her hair. 
 
    "Do the clothes copy thing. Copy what I'm wearing now. You're gonna have your first shower." 
 
    "...Acknowledged...Inconsistent..." 
 
    Her robes whirl and glow and disperse, a copy of my orange bikini sitting on her frame... 
 
    "I have adjusted the garment to my frame size...I do not understand why this is necessary for a shower." 
 
    "I'm not gonna pretend there's another reason. It's so we don't see each other naked, alright? You cool with that?" 
 
    "You are inferring the word cool as something agreeable, Accurate? I am very uncool with this, however I will comply...This will not be a permanent issue, accurate?" 
 
    I bury my face in the shower spray as she says that. 
 
    "I'm not answering that." 
 
    "That infers it is embarrassing to answer...Highly fortunate! You are-" 
 
    I put my completely soaked hand over her mouth 
 
    I really really hate how smart you are sometimes. But it's not like I want to discourage her from being smart...That is literally the last thing I ever want. I really hate stupid people...Because they say stupid things about stupid topics. 
 
    "Just...If you figure out WHY someone doesn't want to say something, and you care about their feelings at all, don't blurt out their reason. Even if you figured it out. Okay? Cool?" 
 
    She nods and I take my hand off her. 
 
    "Acknowledged. I find this to be cool." 
 
    Not sure if I regret her picking up that word or not. The way she uses it is really awkward, but it's also cute...But I kinda like how not-modern she is. 
 
    "Wait...Your bikini isn't wet. Why not?" 
 
    "The original was not wet when I replicated it." 
 
    "...Wait...WAIT...So when you made a copy of my clothes...You were copying them in a wet state!?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    That's...Even more impressive actually. Like that small detail makes it scarily impressive. 
 
    That's downright trippy though...I wonder if there's any limits to it... 
 
    "Here. Copy this bottle." 
 
    "Are you inferring the contents of the bottle also be copied?" 
 
    "Yeah, yeah." 
 
    "That is difficult. The liquid inside this bottle is a concoction I cannot quickly discern." 
 
    "So...You have to understand something to copy it completely? Guess that makes sense. What if I told you all the ingredients in the bottle?" 
 
    "If I possess knowledge of all the ingredients, I can analyze the composition accurately to determine the inclusion of each and in what quantity." 
 
    That sounds a lot like... 
 
    "Do you know what...Sodium Benyzote is?" 
 
    "If that is a single ingredient, I do not. However, I possess knowledge of Sodium." 
 
    There go my dreams of copying and selling computer parts...still pretty awesome though. 
 
    "Damn. So if you don't know what it is, you can't copy then. Oh well. Get in here." 
 
    My hair is fully soaked and I've already rinsed off the shampoo, so I urge her past me into the shower spray. Let her get her hair soaked while I let the conditioner sit. 
 
    Yup, shower is too tight for both of us. She definitely nudged both of my boobs trying to get by me. 
 
    ...OR WAS IT ON PURPOSE? 
 
    "Exceptional! This water is not cold! It is exceedingly warm! Highly Cool!" 
 
    Alright no, I have to stop this madness. 
 
    "Don't use Cool for anything related to temperature. It can be confusing." 
 
    "Sensible. Acknowledged. This remains highly pleasant!" 
 
    I slide the glass door shut. 
 
    "Inquiry, what is the purpose of this obfuscated glass?" 
 
    ...Yeah why IS Shower Glass so awkward looking? You can like...Sort of see through it. But also you can't see perfectly through it. Even if you steamed the hell out of the shower, you could still easily see someone inside the shower and make out pretty much any detail. So it's not for privacy... 
 
    "Keeps the floor outside the bath from getting wet. As for why it looks awkward...Makes it more durable I think. So you can lean against it if you want." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I have no desire to do so. Inquiry, wh-b-abb-bu-" 
 
    She leans forward, realizing she was relaxing enough for the water to drown out what she wanted to say. Almost makes me lose the conditioner I poured into my hand trying not to laugh. 
 
    "Inquiry, why are we in this shower? We have only just come out of heavy downpour." 
 
    "What? You're not soooo happy to see me in a bikini?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. I am highly pleased. However, you do not desire to be seen in such attire. Therefore...I do not understand your reasoning." 
 
    "I'm just not enough of a...I'm not terrible enough to let you stand around cold and soaked while I take a shower. That's all." 
 
    I will not teach her of the word 'scumbag' if I can help it. 
 
    "I could have dried myself using spellcrafts. This is inefficient for the purposes of drying off." 
 
    My caveman expression returns with a vengeance as that very very veeeery obvious fact eluded me til now. My senses return to me as I wipe off of a streak of conditioner running from my hair towards my eyebrow. 
 
    And now I'm debating if I did this subconsciously to push the envelope along with us. 
 
    "E-Eitherway! I didn't want to just leave you alone while I took a shower, alright?" 
 
    Dammit, don't blush from that. I don't care if it's a tiny blush some people would miss, I can still see it. 
 
    "Acknowledged. Gratitude. However, I am also capable of drying your clothing with spellcrafts." 
 
    Yeah, I actually figured that out just now. Fortunately, I do have a valid comeback ready. 
 
    "Yeah, but you can't wash my hair with magic. And if I don't wash it after getting rained on, it...Well let's say it'd be really uncomfortable tomorrow." 
 
    "I can expunge impurities and non-native materials as I have done to my own hair. Does this not count as washing?" 
 
    That's a pretty fair point. That would also explain why she wasn't covered in a thousand years of dirt when I found her. It's probably like...An air bath or something...Now I'm kinda curious about it. 
 
    "Let's say it counts as cleaning, but not as washing. Fair enough?" 
 
    "Accurate. That is fair enough." 
 
    "Switch spots. I need to rinse." 
 
    I'm watching this time. I'll notice if it's on purpose this time. 
 
    Something bumps against the lower part of my thigh, something...ridiculously smooth. 
 
    Was...Was that her leg? Was that her thigh? That was, right? 
 
    I saw it, that was definitely her thigh. It was so smooth. What the hell. I shave my legs daily and they aren't THAT smooth. Does she wax? CAN she wax?  
 
    Did that even EXIST back then? 
 
    ...Does she wax with magic? Does it hurt less? These are the important questions in life. 
 
    "Inquiry, will I also be washing my hair?" 
 
    "I'm gonna be nice and wash it for you. Lemme just rinse mine out first." 
 
    "Gratitude. I remain minorly unclear on the terms and applications of this hair washing." 
 
    How am I even going to do that? Sure, she's shorter than I am...But she's not THAT much shorter. She's like...only half a foot shorter than me...This is gonna be awkward... 
 
    "Well, let's...get it over with I guess..." 
 
    I put my hands on her shoulders as I try to get her to switch spots with me, but I stop her from going into the shower spray. 
 
    "Here...just...Kneel down." 
 
    She listens and I kneel down behind-- 
 
    I can feel her thighs against the inner of my thighs. 
 
    I absolutely cannot help myself, I put a hand on her thighs and feel them. 
 
    I ignore the tiny sounds coming from her mouth and angrily focus on her skin. 
 
    "Hey...Libra...Do you...Do you not have any leg hair? Like...Any at all?" 
 
    "Accurate. Body hair is inefficient for my purposes and creates issues with heat maintenance and profuse sweating. I have therefore expunged all body hair from my frame except for what is known as the hairline and eyebrows." 
 
    "...Wait are...Are you saying...You don't have ANY body hair?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "Any? Anywhere?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "ANYWHERE?" 
 
    "...Accurate. Is this unacceptable? You appear upset." 
 
    I am magnitudes of upset beyond a measurable amount. You would have to measure it using Suns as a unit of measurement for how upset I am. 
 
    "...Your hand is applying more pressure on my thigh. Please clarify if you are upset with me." 
 
    "Shushshuhuuushsh. Shush. Hush. Zip it. Sshhh." 
 
    I take a deep breath. I am...offensively jealous. I am offended at how jealous I am. 
 
    I am also jealous at how offensive her legs are. 
 
    "Libra...That's a magic thing, right? You got rid...Hregrr...You got rid of all body hair with magic, right?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "Son of a bitch!" 
 
    That made her jump, didn't mean to let that slip out. 
 
    I put a hand on her head. 
 
    "Apologies. It is not my intention to upset you. What should-" 
 
    "No. Don't...Mreergghh...You're okay. You're fine...I'm just..." 
 
    "Are you once again jealous?" 
 
    "To put it lightly...Yeah...Yeah, I'm pretty jealous..." 
 
    What's worse? Thinking about the uncountable hours I've spent shaving all over my body throughout my life? How many hundreds of hours have I lost to shaving? Is it ONLY hundreds? I've been shaving since I was sixteen, could it POSSIBLY have already reached a thousand hours? 
 
    Or is it worse to know that DESPITE all that absolutely insane effort, I have NEVER had ANY part of my body be as smooth as her thighs? Because I can cut the hairs to their very roots, but she outright doesn't HAVE any. 
 
    "Libra, How often do you...Cast this spell? To remove hair I mean." 
 
    "I do not cast it anymore. I have altered my frame's structure so that they will not grow. It is incorporated with my rejuvenation now." 
 
    "Hrrghh...How...How often do you...Rejuvenate?" 
 
    "Once every two years, in contiguous estimation." 
 
    Burn the witch at the stake for her crimes against mankind. 
 
    "Are you certain you are not upset? It is difficult to determine if your jealously is the sole emotion you are experiencing." 
 
    "Libra. Do it to me. Right now." 
 
    And the moment I say those words, I really how absolutely terrible they sound out of context. 
 
    "You are requesting I expunge your body hair from your frame? Are you certain?" 
 
    "Yes! Absolutely! Do it! You gotta at least give me this!" 
 
    "...Inquiry, are you-" 
 
    "I'll kiss you. Once. On the lips. Deal?" 
 
    "Exceptional! Accepted! I will perform the incantation immediately!" 
 
    Negotiation skills. Let no one say I lack them. 
 
    My embarrassment kicks back into overdrive immediately though, but...But!... 
 
    ...This is kind of petty of me, isn't it? I mean, it's--- 
 
    A wave of tingling, burning, cold, and violation slowly moves up both my legs as I notice her gold glowing eyes and a gold wave floating over my legs. 
 
    The water seems to move very slowly, so I can't say how long it actually took. But I know it was over before I could scream, but took long enough for me to feel every single hair disappearing out of my skin one by one. 
 
    It was like squeezing an entire roll of tiny bubblewrap in my hands, except that sensation was on every single inch of my body from the bottom of my feet til it reached my forehead. 
 
    "Inquiry, I neglected to state, but I have left your eyelashes in place as I also did to my own frame. Is this preferable?" 
 
    Yup. Not a word going into my head right now. My entire body is overloaded. 
 
    I slowly crawl myself up against the shower's back wall, away from the evil showerhead pattering my legs with tiny droplets of tingling. 
 
    "I will assume your silence infers agreement. May I receive the agreed kiss now?" 
 
    Can't move. Can't talk. I can only feel. And Holy hell, can I feel. 
 
    Feels like being front row at a concert lifting a foot above the ground to feel the shockwaves from the bass being too high. Except instead of one foot, it's ALL of my skin. 
 
    My skin LITERALLY feels like it's crawling back and forth right now. I've got goosebumps on goosebumps. 
 
    "You are not answering...I do not intend to assume intent on this matter. Pursuit without consent may negatively impact your opinion of me." 
 
    I want to respond. But the only words that come to mind are deep echoing screams from the bottom of my soul. I have never been so horrifyingly aware of my own skin til now. 
 
    It doesn't even hurt. It just IS. It IS more than it has even been. It's like its very existence is loud. 
 
    "...Apologies! I have become accustomed to this incantation, I have forgotten it may have been exceptionally traumatic on its first use. Please inform me when you are capable of speech." 
 
    Deeeeeep screeeeaming. 
 
    "I am concerned. Are you capable of discerning what I have said?" 
 
    I slowly and barely nod to her. 
 
    She reclines back onto her knees. I actually hadn't noticed her whirling around to cast the spell on me, I was thinking of something. Something about pettiness or...Something. 
 
    It's definitely gone now. 
 
    It was nuked and flooded out of my brain by...Raw Sensation. 
 
    I blink. 
 
    And I blink again because I noticed I blinked. 
 
    Hadn't blinked the entire time since she did it. Just realizing that. 
 
    Starting to get a grip on reality again. 
 
    "Your expression is altering. Is the trauma receding?" 
 
    "Just...Gimme a minute..." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Apologies, I should have informed you to brace yourself mentally." 
 
    I breath out, and that makes me flinch. I felt my breath rolling down my chest and stomach. Feels very different without hair. Like there's...Less lag, but also less sensation? No, it's not quite less sensation but more...Less...Vague sensation and more direct? 
 
    That makes sense kind of. The tiny hairs I didn't even think about on my skin...Probably vibrated from wind or breathing. So my skin 'felt' wind, even before it actually reached my skin. Or like...There was an echo on my skin that came with it? 
 
    This is so weird...But also... 
 
    The sides of my ass are awkwardly smooth, and it's making me slightly slide around. It's also making the back of my bottoms ride up as my ass seems to try and escape out the sides. 
 
    "Okay so...First of all...Nope. There is no way I could have braced for that..." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I no longer recall, is it a previously not experienced sensation?" 
 
    "K-Kinda...Yeah..." 
 
    It's also a really reeeeeelly violating. Like I've had guys grope me under my shirt at a concert when I was a teenager, and this was still way more violating...Though to be fair, the guys who groped me also got my elbow in their nose...So getting immediate revenge is probably a great coping mechanism for trauma...There's not a psychologist in the world that'll admit to that though. 
 
    ...Probably doesn't work in extreme cases though. If someone killed my Mom and I killed them, I wouldn't be any less depressed that my Mom died. Bitch Mom she might be, but she's MY Bitch Mom. 
 
    "Have you recovered from the experience?" 
 
    I feel my thighs. They're...Definitely smooth. Super smooth. Legs are just as super smooth too. And they're going to be this smooth for at least two years? Minimum of two years like this? 
 
    ...It's my whole body. My whole body is super smooth now. I kind of want to check, but that would be equally embarrassing and really silly with Libra right there. 
 
    But...I definitely feel just as smooth at every inch of my body. 
 
    Even my face is...Huh, I lost some of my sideburns actually. I don't even care at all, but it's interesting that I lost a little of it. Sideburns used to come down to where my ears separate from my jaw, now they only go halfway.  
 
    "...Well, what are you smiling about?" 
 
    "I am pleased. You appear satisfied with what I have done. I am also highly anticipatory." 
 
    I'm not blushing from her saying that. I know this, because I haven't stopped blushing since her magic first hit my feet. The little spots of water tapping against me are something I've already gotten used to, but the water definitely feels...a little hotter. Almost too hot. 
 
    "Bet you'd be super pissed if I denied you now." 
 
    "I do not believe you will." 
 
    She didn't even hesitate with that. 
 
    "Oh yeah? Why not?" 
 
    "You appear to have compunctions about upsetting me. I do not find it likely you would deceive me on a subject I hold in such exceptional value." 
 
    "...Yeah, that's true. I can't say I don't feel like I owe you for this as well." 
 
    I also...Don't want to screw this up anymore. That's what this shower really was. 
 
    I'm not ready to be with her, but I'm can't stand the idea of pushing her away either. 
 
    "Alright. Go for it." 
 
    "Go for it?" 
 
    "The...The kiss...Go ahead." 
 
    I close my eyes. 
 
    "Inaccurate. You stated you would perform the kiss. I have not misunderstood!" 
 
    I open my eyes to see her half annoyed and half excited face. 
 
    "That's...What I said alright..." 
 
    It's just a kiss. It's just a stupid little kiss. Kids do it all the time. So what's my problem? It doesn't even mean anything nowadays! It's...It...It means a lot to her though. 
 
    I know how much it means to her that it's like it means a lot to me by extension. 
 
    Her eyes pop wide as a small shock spreads across her face. 
 
    "I request to alter my reward! Immediately!" 
 
    "Absolutely not! You'll ask for way more!" 
 
    "I will not. I will ask for less." 
 
    "What? Why? I was going to do it, you know." 
 
    "Accurate. High Gratitude. Exceptional joy...However...The matter is...Complex." 
 
    That...makes me worried. That makes feel like I did something wrong...Or worse, that she's having second thoughts about us already...Hurry up and speak, Libra. I'm getting lost in that second thought. 
 
    "Libra...I need you to tell me why...Please." 
 
    I'm feeling every moment I've screwed up today with you. All the times I spit on her affection for me. Or how I'm probably the one who started that fight with the other witch, all over nothing really. One day is all it took for me to lose my shot? Damn me, this was the easiest chance I could have been given and I screwed it up already!? Libra, hurry up, I can't stand my head right now. 
 
    "I have determined that...Rather...You are not yet ready to kiss me." 
 
    "...I want you to...elaborate if you can." 
 
    Because right now, I'm thinking of all the times I said she had to wait on me to be ready...And I'm feeling like she's wondering if I'm even worthy of her or something... 
 
    "...I do not merely desire you to kiss me. I desire you to love me. I have determined that you do not yet love me, you were offering me something I desire in exchange for something you desired. This was...a fair trade in principle..." 
 
    "You...You think my Kiss is worth more, don't you?" 
 
    She nods. She doesn't seem that upset. She actually...looks a little happy about it. 
 
    "I believe you have also discerned this a moment ago. I am certain we have both come to the conclusion that you offered me something that neither of us knew the appropriate value of until now." 
 
    From her face, I realized it. And from my face of realizing it, she realized it. 
 
    "...I don't want you to be confused about this. I've already kissed people before." 
 
    "Accurate. I had already surmised you were previously in a relationship. However, that relationship does not appear to have remained of any significance to you. I have found no names associated with the word Lover, the closest word associated has been Disgust." 
 
    Making me sound like a really awful human being by saying those two words were connected in my brain. I mean...Not that she's wrong. 
 
    "Didn't say I loved anyone before. So is that good enough for you?" 
 
    "Accurate. I assume you do not feel disgust for me?" 
 
    "Definitely not. I think what you caught was that...I'm sick of people trying to push me into a relationship with someone else...You don't count. You're pushing me to you, and that's fine...In fact, I wouldn't like anyone who can't do that for themselves." 
 
    "Accurate. Thus, I am asking for a lesser compensatory reward instead of a Kiss. I will obtain a Kiss only when you decide to give one as a display of your affection for me." 
 
    "I don't know when that would be." 
 
    "I will wait. I have no limitation of time, provided you will permit me to prevent you from aging." 
 
    "Could be a year or two. You really sure?" 
 
    I'm completely bullshitting and I know it. There's no way I can avoid it for an entire year. I don't love her...But I know damn well that won't last long.               It's hard not to like her, it's just gonna take more time. 
 
    "Accurate. I will wait as long as needed." 
 
    "...Alright then..." 
 
    I breath in deeply to prepare for what I've decided. 
 
    "May I elaborate on my lesser request n---Hremm!?" 
 
    My hands push into her chest and I leave them there. 
 
    Pudding. So much pudding. So much pudding all over my hands. 
 
    I finish counting the five seconds in my head and take my hands off. 
 
    I'm not sure I actually counted to five. I think I might have paused for a few seconds. Might have been a bit longer than five...Might have been ten. 
 
    "T-there...How's...Ho-how's that...for a reward?" 
 
    "Highly delightful...Unanticipated...Not entirely equivalent." 
 
    I don't think it's actually healthy to blush this much in a hot shower. I think I read something about overheating in showers...Or something...Or maybe I didn't read anything about it...Maybe I'm just-- 
 
    "Wait. Not equivalent? What does that mean!?" 
 
    "Accurate. A Kiss would have been an entirely new experience. Fondling is exceptionally pleasant, but I have already experienced this with you." 
 
    I open the shower door to let some cooler air in here. I don't know if I read anything, but I DEFINITELY felt like I was going to faint. 
 
    "Unappreciated! That is unpleasant and cold!" 
 
    "S-Shut up...Y-y-you're...Wheeeeww...You're saying you wanted...To do something...We haven't done yet...Is that Right?" 
 
    "Accurate...However, I am exceptionally appreciative that you proceeded to fondle me without awaiting to be told to do so. Highly pleasant. Nearly as pleasant as the physical sensation." 
 
    I feel like that last specification is more embarrassing strangely...Does that mean I'm good at groping? I am...less than cool with that fact. 
 
    I'm ALSO less than cool about her so casually saying 'fondle' like that. 
 
    "...So...Spit it out. What do you want then?" 
 
    "I am having difficult discerning. The connotations of the Kiss were a physical escalation in sexual contact. Therefore, while pleasant, fondling is not an escalation." 
 
    It would be if my hands were under her top instead of over...That's...Yeah, I am not cool with that right now. I'm kind of overloaded as hell over here. Actually feeling a little light headed... 
 
    I gotta get out of this shower. The steam might actually make me pass out with this situation. 
 
    "Alright! Libra, you get a pass just this once. Fondle me! Five seconds!" 
 
    Her hands are quick...And...Squeezy... 
 
    ...But it's...a nice squeezy. it's soft. Like everything about her, her squeezing is soft. 
 
    Her stupid smile isn't soft though. It's obnoxious. 
 
    "Highly Delightful!" 
 
    I wasn't counting. And I was stupid for not counting, because she still has her hands on them. 
 
    Her thumbs have slide right into my cleavage, so I take her hands off myself. 
 
    "I said...Five seconds...You brat..." 
 
    "I did not understand the connotations. Minor Apologies. I am fortunate to have misunderstood, I was thus granted seventeen seconds longer than intended." 
 
    Wait what!? 
 
    Seventeen!? No...Seventeen more. I left her hands on my chest for twenty-two seconds!? 
 
    ...Oh hey. I'm twenty-two, so she got twenty-two seconds of-- 
 
    THAT IS NOT HOW THAT WORKS! 
 
    I get out of the shower and wrap my hair in a towel... 
 
    "Alright, up and out..." 
 
    "I do not understand. Are we no longer going to wash my hair?" 
 
    "N-Next time...This uh...This went places I wasn't expecting..." 
 
    "What places did we go to?" 
 
    That statement is so innocent and yet so lewd at the same time. 
 
    ...But I know she said it innocently... 
 
    Wait, that means I'm the one with a lewd head... 
 
    ...Oh, that's so nooot okay right now. 
 
    "I'll wash your hair tomorrow. Alright?" 
 
    "Acknowledged! I will look forward to the passage of 24 hours!" 
 
    "Uh probably less. We got home really late. Well, we'll see what happens..." 
 
    I reach past her to turn off the shower. 
 
    And I can't help but bump her chest with the back of my head as I do. 
 
    This should mean her bumping into my chest was obviously an accident earlier... 
 
    But I'm not sure what I just did was an accident! 
 
    "This garment has become dislodged. Was this your intention?" 
 
    I do not turn around. 
 
    "Definitely wasn't. Fix it." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    Hadn't thought about it, but what AM I going to do tomorrow? 
 
    Do I call in sick? I should probably call in sick. 
 
    Yeah I'm calling in sick. 
 
    ...What about Thursday though? That's work and school. Should I skip both? What am I gonna do about... 
 
    Her... 
 
    I turn around after seeing Libra standing there without her bikini top anymore. 
 
    "What are you doing!? Why'd you take it off!?" 
 
    "Is this not a form of underwear? You previously stated I was not required to wear the upper underwear. I have heeded this as we are no longer in water." 
 
    "Put it back on!" 
 
    "It is uncomfortable and constraining. While less so than--" 
 
    "Back on now!" 
 
    "...Acknowledged." 
 
    I turn back around...They were...Small and pink. 
 
    No no no. I am NOT thinking about...Yeah...I am... 
 
    "Inquiry. Why am I required to heed decency laws in your home? You have already stated they are not required when one is in your home." 
 
    And I'm glad I did too. I don't want to deal with a constant barrage of questions from her on why that makes no sense for a society to have. Like how could one bath or change clothing or...have sex...Hrrr... 
 
    "Libra, use your magic. Dry my hair. Blowdry me." 
 
    That sounded dirty. Really really dirty. 
 
    "Acknowledged. Please answer my inquiry while I do so." 
 
    A gust of wind whirls out of her hand across my entire body. My hands move quickly to hold my top in place as I duck out of the blast of wind. 
 
    "Okay. LESS than that. JUST the hair." 
 
    I'm not sure if she got to see anything or not. I reacted as soon as I felt the wind catching into my cleavage, but it was also pulling my top down really fast... 
 
    "Nope. Screw it. Don't. I'll let it dry like normal." 
 
    "Are you certain? I can reduce the output by several magnitudes." 
 
    "Yeah, but I never use a blowdryer any...ways...Why did you know what a blowdryer is?" 
 
    "I do not. I merely heeded the words blow and dry, suggesting to dry with an excessive blowing force." 
 
    And heat. Not going to mention that part though... 
 
    Actually she's been very careful with magic around me come to think of it. She's always made sure none of it would hurt me...Although my clothes apparently aren't covered in that consideration...I assume that's out of a lack of concern, and not an actual attempt to strip me naked...I mean...I hope. 
 
    Probably lack of concern. Definitely. 
 
    "Come here." 
 
    I flop the towel over her head, I can actually hear her tiny shocked expressions from under the towel as I start fluffing her hair in it. 
 
    "I am still requesting an answer to my inquiry." 
 
    "What inquiry?" 
 
    Her hair is a lot longer than mine, so I had to take the towel down her length. This seems...Like an odd motion. It feels...Somehow childish...Can't quite put my finger on it though. 
 
    "Why am I required to follow decency laws in your home? You have already stated they do not apply." 
 
    Because I'M actually the real pervert here, not you. And I'm really not cool with that. 
 
    "Just...hey...wait...Didn't I answer this earlier?" 
 
    "I do not recall any answer to the inquiry, you merely insisted I put the top back onto my frame." 
 
    Every time she says 'frame' instead of 'body', I get a little bit more embarrassed about it. Because I know WHY the word 'frame' is associated with 'body' in my head.  
 
    It's because I was a nerdy little kid who was into robots and cyborgs and giant mechs and...God, I hope no one finds that out from her saying it. I have a very respectable image to keep, at least let me keep it... 
 
    "No, I meant before we got home." 
 
    "Implausible. I had not asked this precise question until then." 
 
    Then again...How respectable of an image could I have while standing next to her? I'm pretty sure she would act like a radioactive leech on any dignity I have. She would drain out all coolness from me constantly...But then again, what exactly has my dignity and self-respect ever gotten me? 
 
    I take the towel off her head. 
 
    "No, I mean before that. When you were...Showing me that you could make your robes silk." 
 
    Her entire head jolted upward slightly as I said that. 
 
    "Possibly understood! You are inferring that it is not that I am required to adhere to decency laws, but rather that not doing so may provoke sexual advances between us that we are not yet prepared for. Is this assessment accurate?" 
 
    Stop. Smiling. You. Smug. Little. Shit. 
 
    "Affirm, is this so? I highly desire to know if this is so!" 
 
    "I wouldn't go THAT far with it. Not like I'd..." 
 
    Almost said 'jump on you', didn't want to explain THAT one to her. 
 
    "Not like I'd do anything to you from seeing you nude. Just makes me uncomfortable." 
 
    "Accurate. You previously stated you will be unable to maintain eye contact with me. You inferred you would be looking at the rest of my body." 
 
    "...And? Is that good enough an answer for you?" 
 
    "It is equally unpleasant and substantially pleasant to hear." 
 
    "I'm gonna let that slide. Stay here. I need to get dressed." 
 
    "Why must I remain here?" 
 
    "...I don't want you watching me getting dressed." 
 
    "...That may be pleasant in some regard. I am not certain." 
 
    I am certain that you're a complete genuine... 
 
    Well, then again...I guess we're both perverts...She's just... 
 
    "Just stay. Misbehave and you'll get punished!" 
 
    God dammit, that means I'm even losing to her as a pervert. I don't even WANT to be thought of as a perv, but I don't like CONSTANTLY losing to someone who ISN'T even trying. 
 
    Starts to piss me off after awhile... 
 
    ...Urgh, it's the one thing I actually COULD win against her at too. I could EASILY be more of a pervert than she ever could! She's too pure to be as...perverted as...I could be... 
 
    Excuse me, what am I thinking? I think I almost became a total pervert out of sheer spite. I have some deep psychological issues that I cannot possibly find a therapist qualified to handle. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Ninety-six percent compatibility. That number keeps floating in my head as I'm getting dressed...And then remembering to put a bra on despite being home alone...Even though I'm about to go to bed... 
 
    Oh hell...How's that going to work? 
 
    Do I make her sleep on the couch? That's such a scumbag move...That's...really awful to do to her...Plus, I kind of like showing her modern stuff...So I'd want her to sleep on a bed... 
 
    But if I let her sleep with me in the bed...That would be REALLY awkward. That'd be awkward enough that I might not actually fall asleep. 
 
    ...I don't even sleep fully clothed, always wake up with my shirt strangling me if I do. So if I do that, she'd get a full pass to see me in my underwear...Last thing I wanna do is give her anything she can misinterpret... 
 
    "Inquiry. Should I remain in this attire or revert to my previous attire?" 
 
    "Go back to the robe. It's more comfy for you anyways, right?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    I open the door and...Grab at the fabric on her sleeve. 
 
    And I rub my arm against it. 
 
    "How are you cool with wearing this all the time? This feels awful on smooth arms." 
 
    "I have become accustomed to it. It is plausible there are more comfortable variations in existence today, but I do not possess knowledge of them." 
 
    ...I can't help but look down at her chest, because her body wasn't full dried off...So the robe is sticking to her pretty tightly... 
 
    Why am I so inconsistent anyways? I actually let her go braless in public. I said screw all the nobodies that might see her...part of me wanted to push us more forward. Wanted to see where this relationship went...Also...just generally wanted to see her body, I think...And yet... 
 
    "Hey, Libra. Before we do anything else...Can you answer me something?" 
 
    "Possibly. It depends on the topic of the question if I may know the answer to it." 
 
    Can you give a smart-ass remark without actually being a smart-ass about it? Because that is such a smart-ass comment, but she really does mean it genuinely. 
 
    "Should I let you go topless in here? Like...Would you prefer that?" 
 
    "Are there any addendums to your question?" 
 
    "No, that's all. Just...I noticed I'm not being consistent with you. I don't mind if other people notice and stare at your nipples...But I'm also trying to avoid it myself...So...What do you think?" 
 
    She looks down at her chest, and after she does her chest seems to fill with a gust of air, immediately drying out that part of her robe. Ignoring the fact that it's still completely clinging to her sides and her hips...Oh... I actually stare at her whole figure, not just her boobs. 
 
    ...That's actually a little comforting. I'm attracted to her entire body? At least a little? 
 
    "Does this solve the dilemma?" 
 
    "I wasn't asking you to do that. I'm asking if I should even have the dilemma, or if I should just...Let you be you basically. Like...That ninety-six percent compatibility isn't for nothing, so shouldn't I be really fine with something like this?" 
 
    "You are misunderstanding. it is unlikely we are currently ninety-six percent compatible, but that we possess the capability to achieve such status. Additionally, it does not entail we will agree on any given topic. Rather; that the more important a topic is to either of us, the more likely we are to agree on it." 
 
    "So like...It'd be impossible for me to hate magic, because it's so important to you?" 
 
    "Accurate. Similarly, I do not hold a substantial desire to associate with every person, much as you do not desire to do so. I am vastly more concerned with quality individual relationships than the quantity of available relationships." 
 
    "So...I think Shara is cool, and you also don't have any problem with her. Whereas I thought that other witch was whiney, and you probably had no care for her at all. Am I right?" 
 
    "Accurate. I have determined Shara Ventheim to be effective and worthy of trust. Claire Beddingfield proved irrational and highly deceptive." 
 
    So we can still bicker about little things, but on big things we'll share the same opinion...No, even what she said isn't exactly how I felt about those two. I don't actually mind the deceptive part, probably because I don't trust anyone.  
 
    "I think I see what you mean...Damn, that's actually not helpful for this then." 
 
    "Accurate. However...You inconsistency is not in itself inconvenient at this time." 
 
    "...How so?" 
 
    "While I was adamant on the rapid progression of our relationship, I have now determined that such progression may not be entirely stable or effective in the long term." 
 
    "...I actually don't agree with that. You have it a lot easier emotionally than I do. Let me tell you, going back and forth in my head is a real pain in the ass." 
 
    "I am not against accelerated progression. I merely desire it be effective." 
 
    "So, would it make you happy to go topless while we're home? Just yes or no?" 
 
    "If you attempt to avoid looking at me in any manner, that would be highly negative. However, if you are merely looking at newly exposed parts of my body, that would be highly positive. Which would be the most likely to occur in this case?" 
 
    "No, I asked what you wanted." 
 
    "I am not concerned with it. I am concerned only with your reaction to it." 
 
    I think about it. Imagining it makes me blush...Definitely makes me blush... 
 
    But...And not for her sake since she doesn't care...I want something like this in my future. 
 
    It's...nice to think about. Just to have someone I like enough to let them do that...that'd be nice. 
 
    "Not yet then. Maybe soon. Maybe...Just not yet." 
 
    "Acknowledged. What did you intend us to do now that your inquiry was answered?" 
 
    "We're gonna have some fun, and then we're going...Wow that came out wrong...Okay we're going to...do an...activity together! And then we're going to...sleep." 
 
    "What is the activity?" 
 
    I start walking away while she follows behind me. The hallway juuuust not big enough to let her walk beside me for once. 
 
    I flop down on the couch in front of the TV. 
 
    "Here. Sit." 
 
    I pat the cushion next to me, and she does sit down. Very ladylike. 
 
    I put my arm around her shoulders and pull her down so she's resting her head on my shoulders. 
 
    "Comfy?" 
 
    "Accurate! Highly pleasant! I am being comforted!" 
 
    "See that black window? Keep looking at it." 
 
    I grab the remote and turn it on. I can see her impressed expressions nicely from this angle. 
 
    Wait, why the hell is it on the news!? Who the hell ACTUALLY watches news!? The whole thing has just become a public smear campaign of other news stations, other political parties, and ANYONE in the middle who just doesn't care. And I am proudly in that last category, thank you very not. 
 
    I bet back in Libra's day, you could just kill whoever is in charge or wipe out all the annoying people in one good stroke, get everyone to stop arguing and finally talk about something other than politics. 
 
    ...Ah hell, that even means our politics have become cancerous to our health nowadays. 
 
    "Pretty cool, huh?" 
 
    "Accurate. Highly Cool." 
 
    "Got any clue how it works?" 
 
    "I assume this is not through any magical means?" 
 
    "Yup. Just technology." 
 
    ...Which is...by several miles...The only good thing about this era. 
 
    "Fascinating. I assume this is a visual technology relaying from another locatio-" 
 
    As she says that, the screen splits to allow a guest speaker on. 
 
    "Correction: Multiple locations. The overlayed information and written language suggest a hub system of some manner. Is this accurate?" 
 
    A guest speaker to talk about why global warming isn't real...because the earth is actually flat...Well...Never quite heard THAT reason before at least. 
 
    ...Some sick twisted part of me isn't changing the channel because I want to hear this fascin- 
 
    "Inquiry, is his information accurate?" 
 
    "No. Absolutely not. Disregard him. Earth isn't flat." 
 
    "Accurate. It is vaguely spherical." 
 
    Vaguely Spherical. That's...I mean that's true, but it's so strange to hear it described like that. Then again, I wonder if she even knows what an 'oblate' is?...No, she doesn't, because I don't think I fully know what it is. 
 
    "However, I was referring to the other person's suggestion that the earth is currently being heated." 
 
    "I wouldn't be able to tell you if it's true or not really. Most people believe it, but most of us haven't checked any of the research. Some people think it's a conspiracy." 
 
    "Do you know the rate of heating being applied? This is highly concerning." 
 
    "It's not literally heat I think. It's more like...Pollution is messing with the air, which is slowly messing up the planet's temperature overall. But...I really don't know for sure." 
 
    "Is it not concerning?" 
 
    "It's more like most of us can't even tell if it's happening or not, so we don't pay it any attention." 
 
    "Acknowledged...That infers it is a problem that the highest status individuals in society are concerned with?"
"That's...probably about right." 
 
    "Are the individuals on screen of the highest status?" 
 
    "News station people are more like...Upper middle class I wanna say. Not quite elite, not quite middle either." 
 
    "...They are messengers! Is this accurate?" 
 
    "Bingo. They're messengers. Overpaid messengers." 
 
    "I had assumed this was not a personal transmission to you. Is this transmission granted to all who possess this electronic rectangle?" 
 
    "It's called a TV, TeleVision. Or a Tele. Call it a Tele." 
 
    "TeleVision...But it is not transmitted through telepathy..." 
 
    "Tele stands for something else in this case." 
 
    Is it Telephone? That doesn't sound right. That sounds stupid. Did TVs work off landlines originally then? Man, being around Libra is making me realize how little I understand of my own time... 
 
    "Why do you prefer I refer to it as a Tele instead of TV?" 
 
    "It sounds cuter." 
 
    "Acknowledged. You are expressing your desire that I should be cute, accurate?" 
 
    "...Don't try and force it though. Forcing cute words is really uncute. That's why I want you to get it right from the start. Got it?" 
 
    "Accurate. We are watching a Tele." 
 
    Yeah, it's really cute when she says it. 
 
    "We are watching a Tele while I am held in comfort! Highly pleasant!" 
 
    ...Yeah, she's just really cute in general though. 
 
    Speaking of cute things, let's get off the tinfoil-hat interview. Hyper tinfoil. 
 
    I get being skeptical of global warming. You'd never know until someone told you. But the earth being flat...They didn't even think that in Libra's time. Or before Libra's time. That's like a pre-BC thing. 
 
    ...There was like...Some Greek philosopher who figured it out with shadows and sticks... 
 
    Dammit, what was his name...Was that Plato? No, Plato made the cave thing...Socrates? No... 
 
    "Highly unusual! What is this?" 
 
    "Cartoons. They're...How can I put this...Think of someone making thousands of low-quality paintings that give...the illusion of movement and things happening." 
 
    "Exceptional! This too is transmitted on a Tele? A single Tele receives multiple transmissions?" 
 
    "Yup. Hundreds...And some of them are worth watching...Sometimes." 
 
    And you won't catch me or any smart person watching any of them, because we have Netflix. 
 
    "Substantial! How is it possible to transmit so many pictures so frequently? How can they be painted without the viewer noticing the hands of the painter?" 
 
    "Oh. Oh, right. So, TVs don't normally show you something happening right this second. Most of it is recorded and played several times throughout a week or year. So like...with cartoons, they draw all the pictures they need in a studio..." 
 
    Which is only true because this channel is showing old cartoons from the 90s, most modern cartoons are lazy flash files pretending to be cartoons. Or they're just outright computer graphics... 
 
    "And then...put them all up as a single episode after adding in sounds and voices." 
 
    "I am surmising that you have summarized the process as I will not comprehend the terms of the full process. Accurate?" 
 
    "More or less. Also because I don't know it THAT well." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I am grateful you have explained it in a manner I could comprehend." 
 
    "Don't worry. You're going to have access to a bigger library than you've ever imagined. You'll be able to look up all the things I can't explain well enough. And all of it can be accessed from the palm of your hand. You won't even have to go anywhere." 
 
    "It is...a manner similar to this Tele?" 
 
    "Yeah. But it's more like books than TVs are." 
 
    "...That is...Truly incredible. I am highly looking fo--heemm?" 
 
    I felt my hand slide onto her chest. It just slipped...But... 
 
    "Don't move it. Don't say anything. Just...Let me get used to you." 
 
    She looks happy. Really happy. 
 
    I really do want to be okay with this. It's so embarrassing, but I don't want to get stuck. I don't want to get stuck not being in this relationship. Not even that I'd lose it, just that I'd never have the courage to let it start...I don't want that. If I fail, that's fine. But I have to at least see if it's going to fail. 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter VII : Going Forward 
 
    No way around it, Libra actually ended up falling asleep on me watching old cartoons while I spent the entire time getting used to groping her. 
 
    ...Well...More like...Resting my hand on her boob than an actual grope...But I did get used to it. I stopped thinking about where my hand was after awhile...I mean until she shifted and I felt it jiggle. And that was less embarrassment and more...vivid jealousy. So that's an improvement I think. Probably at least. 
 
    What I did NOT get used to is the way she slept on me in-bed all night. With her chest wrapped snugly around my arm. Kept waking up, making me move her onto her back, then waking up like an hour or two later with her having rolled back to me. 
 
    She's not even at fault, and that's the worst part. I was still laying in the middle of the bed as if I was alone, I pretty much forced her to roll into me. 
 
    ...Then again, I do typically sleep poorly with a shirt on. Especially anything with sleeves, just catches on my shoulders and ends up pulling on my neckline until I'm dreaming about what it was like to hang from a rope. 
 
    So if I hadn't been so uptight and just slept in my underwear like normal...would I have even woken up from it? It's not even like it was uncomfortable. If anything, my left arm was MORE comfortable than it ever gets to be. 
 
    No, actually...It was uncomfortable...And I hate that. It was uncomfortable because I kept feeling her clothy robe on my arm. I do not like thick cotton on my skin, and that was before I was a smooth hairless wonder...But the solution to THAT problem...is for us both to sleep in underwear... 
 
    Ninety-Six percent. IF I'd stop being uptight, we'd be ninety-six percent compatible. I know she meant it wasn't just me being uptight stopping us, that we would just naturally not be as compatible as possible right off the bat...But it seems like it's purely me. 
 
    ...Although the only reason I'm getting up now is that I have to call in sick... 
 
    ...wait...Using what? USING WHAT PHONE!? THE ONE THAT WAS LOST!? 
 
    Hrgggghhhhhh... 
 
    Oh right. I'll just email Christine. She's always on her phone anyways. 
 
    "Hey. Libra. Wake up." 
 
    She's actually an oddly heavier sleeper than I expected. 
 
    She does not snore though. Thank every single God anyone has ever thought of for that. 
 
    Actually, if she's over a thousand and a half...Maybe she's actually Greek? Thank Olympus for that then. 
 
    Pretty sure snoring, even if it was cute, would absolutely destroy any compatibility.  
 
    ...Oh right, she wouldn't snore. Snoring comes from like...bad pathways or messed up sinuses, if her body is in magical peak condition, there's no way that would exist...That's...nice. 
 
    "...I bet you've never slept on a bed this comfy, have you?" 
 
    She's not responding. She's not sneaky enough to pretend to be asleep like I was as a kid. 
 
    "Come on, Sleeping Beauty. Wake up." 
 
    Ooooh...Not the story I should have quoted. Thank Olympus she neither knows of the story, nor is sneaky enough to make use of it...Also if she was awake, she'd probably think I was just complimenting her...Which...It's not like I haven't already so...Hmph. 
 
    I lift up her limp body out of the bed...She's really light. I wonder how much she weighs...Her robe is thick enough that it's gotta be at least as much as this dress shirt and slacks...So...How much does she weigh? 
 
    She's not inhumanly light, she's just a lot lighter than most people. I'm one forty, but she might be closer to eighty or ninety pounds...I hope her bones aren't thinner than mine or anything. Maybe there's some like...evolutionary differences between us? They do say that people used to be shorter around her time. 
 
    "...Ex...ception...al...I am...being comforted...at the...start of a day..." 
 
    I set her down on the couch. 
 
    "You awake yet?" 
 
    "That is...accurate..." 
 
    "You really slept hard, didn't you?" 
 
    "Inaccurate...I slept deeply, however...It was...exceptionally comfortable." 
 
    "Guessing our beds are amazing to you, huh?" 
 
    "Highly accurate...However, I was also...referring to sleeping with you specifically." 
 
    "Well...Glad you slept well at least." 
 
    For some reason, her face widens awake as I say that. 
 
    "It is my hope I have misunderstood. You did not sleep well while sleeping with me?" 
 
    "I...I wasn't...trying to say that." 
 
    "It is evident from your expression and verbal use. Have I misunderstood?" 
 
    Don't look so god damn sad when you say something that serious about something that minor. 
 
    "...It's not your fault...In fact, it's my fault." 
 
    "Can I in any manner alleviate this fault? I would greatly prefer your sleep is not hindered. Addendum, I would greatly prefer if you sleep as well as I have." 
 
    "We'll...Cover this when it's bedtime tonight. Alright? There...might be a solution...But I'm not talking about it right now!" 
 
    But it's definitely an obvious solution to a major problem. I honestly would have been better off staying up all night. No sleep is better than sleeping in short bursts over and over for...Urgh, it's only eight in the morning? Six hours of semi-sleep. Didn't even get the seven I prefer...Or the ten I probably needed after everything that happened yesterday.  
 
    Yeah, that would be a disaster if it was tomorrow. Two days in a row of sleep like that would make me a walking corpse...Plus, I'd probably snap at Libra...That'd actually be the worst part I bet. 
 
    ...I mean it's a really simple and obvious solution...But it's undoubtedly embarrassing to think about... 
 
    "You are substantially more attractive today." 
 
    "...Huh?...What?" 
 
    That came out of left field with a rocket booster. No one saw it coming, and absolutely no one could even hope to catch it. 
 
    "I had not observed your hair in a dry state. It is exceptionally more lovely in this manner." 
 
    "...Really?" 
 
    "Accurate! It is exceedingly radiant and colorful. It also possesses substantially greater volume than my own hair in spite of its damaged state." 
 
    That compliment was so unintentionally backhanded that she must be the first time-travelling Pimp. 
 
    "...Thank you...That is...Let's go with nice of you to say." 
 
    "Inquiry, you are not comfortable with the damaged state of your hair. Is this accurate?" 
 
    "...Safe to say." 
 
    If you find a person who can hear something about them is damaged, and they LIKE that fact, then you have found a person who also has a damaged personality. 
 
    "Acknowledged. I suggest pursuing rejuvenation. It will allow me to remove the damaged states of your hair and further improve upon it...Additionally I am...highly concerned of damage occurring to you." 
 
    "You can't heal me at all without studying every inch of me?" 
 
    "It is limited to substantially inferior methods. All of which are either less effective, less efficient, less accessible, or less capable in extreme scenarios. Most are inferior in all four stated ways." 
 
    "I've managed not to get horribly crippled or killed for twenty-two years. I think I can survive another week or two without a magical healing kit on-hand." 
 
    "Plausible, however you have not been in danger of attacks by Witches prior to yesterday. Additionally, there exists at least one unknown Witch who is interested in ending your life." 
 
    "The one who hexed me, right? That was more of a...grudge against a group. I doubt she even knew any of us would die from it." 
 
    "Inaccurate. As the hex was designed in escalation, you would continually pursue misfortune in greater extents. Logically, this would only end in an attempt of suicide." 
 
    "...Escalation...So basically...We'd be proving that things CAN get worse for us, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. Therefore, if there is nothing else you can incur misfortune for, then you would attempt to end your life." 
 
    "That...is pretty bad actually. But, since I might know who did it, let's assume she didn't realize it would be that bad. I don't think she's a proper witch, maybe...Maybe she had really powerful witches in her family and she didn't even realize magic was real?" 
 
    "Highly Unlikely. At the very least, the hex cast on you would require a basic level understanding of incantation structure to remain in effect for more than a few hours." 
 
    "...Hey, Libra. Would you be willing to clear that hex off a bunch of other people at once? I don't really care about them, but...You know...That hex made my life really really worse." 
 
    "Acceptable. If you desire, I am capable. However, bear in mind that my supply of mana is highly limited at this time." 
 
    "Do you like...Need to go back to that place to recharge?" 
 
    "No...I am not certain how I can recharge this limitation. I would need to speak with Shara Ventheim on the subject. But the dispersal of the hex is not a substantially draining task, how many would need to be cleared?" 
 
    "Maybe...Twenty people? Give or take...I know at least one of them is already dead...Not sure how many have survived the week..." 
 
    "That will not be difficult nor substantially draining on my supply. Even using a wide single cast variant, that will not exceed one percent of my current limitation." 
 
    "How much do you have left til you're out?" 
 
    "In simplification, Eighty Four percent." 
 
    "...Because of all the outfit changes, wasn't it?" 
 
    My hair removal too...That couldn't have been easy at all. 
 
    "Highly inaccurate. Cloth and material alterations have not yet exceeded one percent of my limitation. Thirteen percent was used in the confrontation with Claire Beddingfield. An additional two percent was used in the alteration of your body." 
 
    "Oh...That...actually makes me feel better...Although it definitely makes me hate that whiney brat more...What happened to her anyways?" 
 
    "I cannot discern. Shortly after receiving her incantations, Shara Ventheim proceeded to take her to an unknown location after bidding us farewell." 
 
    "Yeah, that whole...Hunting apprentice witches thing Shara said...She seemed really pissed about that. Any clue what it really means?" 
 
    "Accurate. Most likely it is suggesting that substantially more experienced witches would pursue the inexperienced to engage in combat to steal incantations from highly inequivalent combatants." 
 
    I'm actually really wanting to get my hands on those Witch Guidelines. It sounds so interesting... 
 
    "The brat witch said it was something only Idolizers could do, right?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "But you know...It didn't seem like that was her goal with us initially. It felt more like she switched gears once she thought we were amateurs." 
 
    "I cannot discern what her original motivation was for attempting to contact us. I agree that it does not appear to be she desired to hunt us as Apprentice Witches." 
 
    "Was kinda funny how you popped her bomb only using thirteen percent when that was like...Half her supply I think she said." 
 
    "Inaccurate. Only three percent was used to detonate her Pumpkin Moon spell. As this was not an incantation I took, I cannot discern if a lesser value would have sufficed." 
 
    That makes me snicker. Three percent popped her fifty percent. I know Libra said she didn't have to match it, obviously a needle isn't as big as a balloon. But it's still a little funny to me. 
 
    "...Wait what was the other ten percent used for?" 
 
    "I believe she termed the spellcraft as Acceleration. It is the incantation I used to move us to another location. Each use consumed four percent of my limitation. The remaining two percent was used in protective incantations." 
 
    It's strange that superspeed took more than a shield. I wonder why that is...Well, not that I'd understand it if she explained. It'll just confuse me.               Probably like explaining quantum mechanics to...well anybody really...I'm sure quantum physicists can talk all day about it, but the rest of us stand around just nodding our heads pretending to understand. 
 
    "Are the capabilities of that Tele different from the larger unit?" 
 
    Libra takes note of the smaller screen as I sit down at my computer desk. 
 
    "This isn't a TV. It's a computer. It's...It's that bigger library I was talking about." 
 
    "Is this the time to remind you that you desired to look up the meaning of the word Walpurgis?" 
 
    "Eh...Some other time. Busy at the moment with something impor--" 
 
    Hop in my email and... 
 
    [RE: Are you sure?] 
 
    Yes, Danny boy. I am sure. I am so beyond sure that I don't want to go to a concert with you. 
 
     I am a supernova of certainty that I can't get drunk enough to not notice you fulfilling your obvious dream of coping a feel on me. Nor can I get drunk enough to wash away any shame from you being able to say we went on a date. Nor is there a knife sharp enough to cut Christine in half every time she brings it up from then til I quit. 
 
    "This is...Unfathomably impressive." 
 
    I turned to see her standing next to my chair, staring at my screen. 
 
    Part of me feels my privacy invaded and wants to smack her. 
 
    The other part of me doesn't want to be a scumbag, so I minimize it and instead simply impress her more with the magic of minimizing a window. 
 
    "Are all of these smaller emblems also books?" 
 
    "Gimme a second...How...should I put this..." 
 
    I still need to send OUT an email too. But having at someone stare at me while writing an email...That's embarrassing in a way I'm NOT wanting to get over. 
 
    "Turn around for a minute. I need to do something private for my eyes only." 
 
    "How can a library have material not permitted for anyone's viewing?" 
 
    "Just...Turn around, don't ask questions, and I'll...Do something you like when I'm done. Deal?" 
 
    "Will it be sexually stimulating?" 
 
    "...Yes..." 
 
    "Acknowledged!" 
 
    It's so damn awkward dealing with her...I can't say I hate it. I can't even say I don't enjoy it.  
 
    [Sick, Can't work today] 
 
    Should be better by tomorrow. Tell Boss something. 
 
    ...Hmm...'Tell boss something' might as well be code for 'I am so faking it, but do not call me out on it.' 
 
    Then again, not like anyone who got sick overnight can think that clearly, right?...When was the last time I actually got sick anyways? Two years ago? Three? Not sure anymore... 
 
    Mostly just been faking it to take days off from school or work...Oh wait, I did get food poisoning a few months back...But so did Christine since we ate at the same garbage Chinese buffet...Johnny was also there. Johnny didn't get sick. Johnny is too macho and buff to get sick. Johnny laughed at sickness and probably added an extra twenty pounds to his weights for that week...Johnny is a scary bastard. 
 
    I close out of my email. I don't even REALLY have anything to hide, I just have the inclination that I SHOULD hide email from anyone else. 
 
    "Alright. I'm done. So, you wanna pick what I do or should I?" 
 
    "I enjoy not expecting your actions." 
 
    I lightly smack her ass and she turns around with less of a reaction than I expected. 
 
    "Unfortunate! These bottoms make the action less enjoyable than when previously done!" 
 
    Well, that's why people have sex naked, now isn't it? 
 
    ...I am wise not to say that out loud. I am absolutely positive she would just say 'Accurate. I look forward to sex with you'. Just completely and bluntly say it like that...Urgh, it's even embarrassing when she only says it in my imagination. 
 
    I am also wise enough not to say 'Well, that's not my fault' out loud. Because, yes, it is my fault. 
 
    "I request this be the next action performed when you wish to reward me." 
 
    "I'll consider it..." 
 
    Not like I didn't sort of like it a little...Oh...Shoot, I actually liked it more last time. 
 
    "It is my sincere hope that while we are performing shopping, these garments can be replaced with less inhibiting ones." 
 
    "...Well...Actually...Uh, we'll see..." 
 
    "Can you show me the Computer Library now? I am highly interested." 
 
    "Yeah. Here, sit on my lap And I'll show you." 
 
    I said that without thinking. And as a pair of very soft pillows landed on thighs, I deeply regretted it. 
 
    "Are you certain this is acceptable? I am placing substantial weight upon your legs." 
 
    "I wouldn't call your weight substantial. You're really light...In fact, how much do you weigh?" 
 
    "Contiguously Sixty-one percent of your body weight. I have excluded clothing from our weights." 
 
    Sixty-one percent? Sixty-one percent of one forty...Nope, not doing this. 
 
    "On that note. Computers aren't just libraries for books. They can do lots of things...like this." 
 
    I bring up a calculator 
 
    One Hundred and Forty times point six one... 
 
    "See. I just calculated your weight. So I'm one forty pounds, that makes you eighty-seven pounds." 
 
    "Inaccurate." 
 
    "...How so?" 
 
    "Your current weight is one hundred and forty two pounds. Therefore my weight is eighty-seven pounds, not eighty-five." 
 
    That makes me cough. 
 
    "...Do you...know how much a pound is from my head?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "...Libra...Could...Could I have...From the hex...Gained two pounds in a week?" 
 
    "Plausible. The subconscious limitation of organs would also suffice to that end." 
 
    Like...my lungs...I literally wasn't breathing well. 
 
    ...So...If I was subconsciously using my organs in the least efficient way...And I do remember eating a lot of junk food in the last week to be fair...I guess two pounds isn't...Yeah, no, that's terrible. 
 
    "However, this is not accounting the weight loss from the removal of all body hair. This would account for roughly one additional pound." 
 
    ...Ooooo...THREE pounds in one week. 
 
    Would I have ended up as fucking Sasha the Hutt by the end of a year with that hex!? 
 
    "That reminds me...Why are you so light? Like you weigh way less than you should for your...proportions." 
 
    "Accurate. As I have stated, I maintain an optimal condition for my frame." 
 
    "Right but like...Hang on." 
 
    I look up a body mass index on the computer and punch in five foot nothing, female, eighty seven pounds, age...Should I put twenty-three like she said she is...or sixteen like she looks? Shouldn't matter I think. 
 
    "See? You're way underweight. Like unhealthy underweight." 
 
    "Highly inaccurate. My health and weight are more optimized than any modern citizen. I have scanned and confirmed this with all inhabitants seen." 
 
    You did not scan Johnny. He might actually give you competition in terms of optimizing health. 
 
    "I have optimized this body for my personal use. You are not accounting for natural weight differences between myself and average living beings." 
 
    "Hmmm? Like what?" 
 
    "Intestinal content weight and the weight of more developed intestines would be substantial. Consisting of up to twelve pounds or seven if the intestines are nearly vacant." 
 
    "...Do you...Not have to use the bathroom, ever?" 
 
    "I used it yesterday with you." 
 
    "No, I mean..." 
 
    How can I say this without using modern terms she won't understand...Or soundly childish. 
 
    "Do you never defecate?" 
 
    "Accurate. Digestive functions are inefficient for the acquisition of resources." 
 
    I'm not saying I'm starting to hate magic. 
 
    But I'm starting to almost hate magic out of sheer jealousy. 
 
    "Due to this, I have diminished the strain on my frame by reducing the total span and weight of my intestines. Due to rejuvenation, they have never been used. Therefore instead of the average person's intestinal combined weight of averaged ten pounds, my intestinal weight is only four pounds." 
 
    So...half the weight of someone who just had an actual colon cleanser...That's taking efficiency to scary levels. Optimization stopped a few miles back, this is...wait. 
 
    "...Wait, then where'd the pizza go after you ate it?" 
 
    "It was dissolved and converted into mana within my stomach. I have altered my stomach as a mana production asset." 
 
    "...What else makes you weigh less? Because most girls your size and...frame...Don't have that big of a chest...Or that big of a butt either." 
 
    "Plausible. However, another significant factor is my skin, nails, and hair. Discluding the removal of hair facilitating the loss of one pound, the skin is twenty-three percent lighter as it is recently made and constructed of less impaired materials under a less constrained environment." 
 
    Anti-tan. That's what she's talking about. Your skin thickens the more sun it gets, and then there are scraps and scars and all kinds of things. Impaired materials probably just means nutrients, not sure how that affects weight but I also don't doubt it. 
 
    "If the applications used on your hair are the cause of increased weight, I will likely gain an additional one to two pounds once we begin washing my hair frequently." 
 
    I doubt it'd be even one pound. 
 
    "How much does my skin weigh, and yours too." 
 
    "On estimation, your skin weighs nineteen pounds. My skin currently weighs fourteen." 
 
    So eighty-seven, plus four pounds from skin, plus...Let's say five pounds from intestine weight...Plus one from body hair...Hmmm... 
 
    BMI calculator says ninety-seven is barely above underweight for someone her height...But that's not counting her bust or butt. Proportionally, her bust at her size is pretty much the same as mine at my size. 
 
    "Yeah, you'd still be underweight even with all that." 
 
    "It states normal weight on the computer." 
 
    "Your tits and ass are too big though. So you should be closer to what I am. You should be...let's see.." 
 
    I punch in my stats to it, but I also put one forty instead of the one forty three I technically should. Because bite me, that wasn't my fault. 
 
    "Here, see? You were in the nineteens, but I'm up in the twenty-twos. You should be closer to me because of your chest. Most girls your size aren't as busty." 
 
    "Plausible. However, I have also improved my muscular structure. I am substantially lighter and more efficient due to it. I possess zero percent non-sexual body fat." 
 
    "Sexual body fat being chest and ass, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. Both are considered favorable to possess a greater sum." 
 
    ... 
 
    "Inquiry, you appear despaired. What is concerning you?" 
 
    "I'm just...Really wanting you to rejuvenate me...So much..." 
 
    "I would be delighted to do so. May I now?" 
 
    "What? You don't like me how I am now? I'm not good enough as-is?" 
 
    "Inaccurate! Highly Accurate!" 
 
    She caught me off guard as she stood up from my lap. 
 
    "Apologies, I have answered incoherently. I substantially enjoy your body in its current state visually. However, I greatly disdain the extensive strain your body is currently under and the highly concerning extent of damage present in you as is typical of citizens in this era." 
 
    "...I'm not gonna collapse out of the blue. Like you said, this is typical nowadays. We're used to it." 
 
    "Unfortunately accurate! I do not desire you to be used to it! I desire to improve your condition! I desire to give you a far more enjoyable body and by extension improve the quality of your living!" 
 
    "Then...I guess you have to seduce me more." 
 
    Her precious outburst for my well being dissipates into a look of shock and confusion so quickly I couldn't help but snicker for half a second. 
 
    "I was just playing around asking you if I wasn't good enough. I know you like me, I'm not so dense I can't take a hint. Not that you really give any hints with how blatant you are." 
 
    "Accurate. I do not desire any chance for miscommunication. I prefer to be clear. In this regard, please clarify your statement." 
 
    "I'm saying...Rejuvenation sounds awesome. And the only reason I'm not jumping for it is that...I'm just...not ready for you to see me naked. I know that's stupid, but that's just how I feel." 
 
    "...Even though I have assured it will be a non-sexual interaction?" 
 
    "It's because WE aren't a non-sexual interaction. Or at least we won't always be. I mean like...If you were a doctor, I wouldn't hesitate to say yes. But you're not just some random doctor, you're...somebody who might be more." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Therefore you are requesting I pursue greater attempts to entice you sexually?" 
 
    "...Yup...Accurate." 
 
    And at my agreement...Her robes whirled and disappeared, leaving behind only my orange bikini top and bottom set. 
 
    "...What are you doing?" 
 
    "Although substantially more constraining, this outfit showcases far more of my skin and you possess no problems seeing it." 
 
    She sits back down on my lap without waiting for me to say a word. 
 
    "May we now continue your showing me of the computer library's functions and capabilities? It is substantially fascinating." 
 
    You are absolutely, irredeemably, insufferably, and incorrigibly...my perverted little Witch. 
 
    "I guess that makes me the Sexy Librarian in this case." 
 
    "Sexy Librarian?" 
 
    "It's a fantasy some people have. I should get a pair of glasses for it." 
 
    "Is that your profession? Are you a Librarian?" 
 
    "Ah...No...I kinda would have loved that job though. I'm just a waitress at a...let's call it semi-fancy restaurant." 
 
    Could definitely be way less fancy, that's for sure. Like the places that pay minimum wage. Those places should be burned down. Oh, you worked thirty hours for your first week? That's nice, here's a whole sixty dollars. What? You got no tips because everyone going to this place is a scumbag who doesn't tip? That's a problem. Not our problem, but definitely somebody's problem, we're sure. 
 
    ...Though to be fair...At least, I'm not a dishwasher. I talked to a few people who used to be dishwasher and I have never seen someone so vividly have to hold back actual tears and actual PTSD when describing an everyday job. And all of them use machine dishwashers now, none of them wash dishes by hand. That is some actually terrifying levels of trauma. 
 
    "You cannot come by until I say so. Promise me no surprise visits." 
 
    "Why am I forbidden from your place of work? I could substantially make your work easier without being noticed." 
 
    I...That's...actually nice of her...Which is like the only thing she ever does while I always just worry about getting embarrassed over... 
 
    Her butt is REALLY soft on my leg. And seeing the lower part of her back is...Actually really nice... 
 
    I'm glad her 'optimized' body isn't muscular at all...Ohhhh...I don't want a muscular partner? 
 
    And I'm going to end up dating a girl...Shocker to nobody except me. 
 
    "I don't want anyone meeting you and knowing we live together until we're ACTUALLY a couple." 
 
    "You are concerned with gossip?" 
 
    Ow. Owwww. Just...Owwww that really hurt me to my core. 
 
    That is insultingly hurtful, and I can't even be mad at her for it. 
 
    "I..." 
 
    Ooooh, lost my words. Not even sure what I was going to try and say in response to her. 
 
    I am actually a little sickened with myself now. 
 
    WHY do I give half a...A tenth of a damn about what they gossip about? 
 
    Like...Am I anti-social or not!? I should really pick a damn side and commit! 
 
    If I'm social, then obviously gossip should bother me. If I'm ANTI-Social though, I should be able to show up to work naked, flip them all off, and then go home without caring about ever seeing any of them ever again. EVER again...Well I mean...I do need a job, so...Can't really do that much. 
 
    But I SHOULD at least be able to walk around town and do that and laugh when they talk about me doing it at work. Or not even react when they talk about it. 
 
    ...That's actually a very literal point. That should be a real decider. If I'm ACTUALLY anti-social, then I SHOULD be able to do that. So...does that mean I'm actually...Not anti-social? Or at least not completely? I'mma break Danny Boy's heart right to his face and see if I feel bad about it. If I don't feel bad, then maybe there's hope for me yet. 
 
    "Alright, that's fair. Fair enough. I'll tell you if you can or not when I actually go to work tomorrow...Or Friday. Probably Friday...Oh yeah, I actually have tomorrow off..." 
 
    Forgot about that. That was actually the hex too probably, I agreed to take a day off that I had school on anyways. I hate half-days off. Feels like such a waste. 
 
    "Acknowledged. If I am successful, this conversation will be irrelevant by that time." 
 
    "...The only way it would be irrelevant-" 
 
    "Is if we are successfully a couple by that time. Accurate." 
 
    "...Good luck to you, determined Little Witch." 
 
    "Accurate. I am substantially determined." 
 
    For some reason THAT statement reminded me that she's currently sitting on my lap in a bikini... 
 
    I'll let her keep doing it for a little bit. I was fine in the shower, mostly, so I should try and be more comfortable with her doing this. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It's not like I got tired of seeing her react to things on the computer, but after thirty minutes of her on my lap I'm just too hungry to keep going. 
 
    I let her sit in the chair and mess around with the keyboard in a notepad. 
 
    She's mimicking how I was typing, so she's not hunting and pecking for keys at least. But it is kind of cute to see her constantly look down to find the letters. 
 
    Let's see...My fridge contains... 
 
    Shut your face! I'm not being talked down to by some...some! Some...! Someone like you! 
 
    LESS PIZZA THAN IT SHOULD. She made me lose an entire pizza I could have taken home! 
 
    ...I mean...It'd have been completely soaked by the time I got it into the fridge...But Soggy Good Pizza is still Good Pizza. 
 
    Hmmm...Oh there...actually IS pizza in here...That's...That's cool when I'm alone. That's not cool for someone else to notice though. Makes me...Makes me feel like I got a problem. 
 
    I could make us sandwiches...Haha, sand-witches...wait... 
 
    Us? Dammit, Us! I was just hungry, I wasn't planning on making breakfast for two people! I mean...I WILL, but it wasn't my plan! How did that slip past me til now? 
 
    Hotdogs...Is it too ironic for me to have a hotdog for breakfast with a girl               I just slept with whom is trying to seduce me? 
 
    There's also sausage in here...And Bananas...Carrots? I don't even normally...Mini-wieners!?...Why do I have so much phallic food in my fridge!? 
 
    ...I do have peaches though...Urgh that's just sexual in the OTHER direction. 
 
    I could introduce her to cereal, there's definitely milk--Wow, really? 
 
    There! There's something innocent and completely non-sexual! Vanilla pudding! It's vanilla and...p..pudding... 
 
    You bitch. You tainted pudding for me. 
 
    I'm gonna eat it anyways. 
 
    I'll do it. I'll put it in my mouth right in front of her! I won't even care if she watches me do it...Am I...still talking about pudding or...pudding? 
 
    ...I mean...Hmmm...I should try embracing it...What's the dirtiest thing I can think of with pudding? 
 
    "Inquiry--" 
 
    I did not notice her. She scared the pudding out of me. 
 
    Literally, because the spoon in my hand flipped out onto her. 
 
     "Tha--t...is...exceedingly...cold and...stimulating." 
 
    She looks confused and a little freaked out. The spoon is like...stuck in the lining of the bikini top...It's like a lightning rod sticking out of her cleavage. 
 
    "Sorry. Sorry. You can...you know...get it off you." 
 
    "Th--at is...Difficult...If...I move...the s--ubstance...moves as well..." 
 
    Man, I don't know if this is a ploy to get me to stare at her boobs which have a small splatter of pudding on them, or a ploy to get me to touch her boobs to get off said small splatter of pudding. 
 
    But it's working. 
 
    What's the dirtiest thing I can think of with pudding? This, pretty much. 
 
    "Fine...Hold still..." 
 
    I pull the spoon out of her cleavage and wipe off the very small splatter spot from her chest. Very small. Like, I wouldn't even notice if that was on my chest. Like so small I question if this was genuine or not. 
 
    "Mregm..." 
 
    That's a new moan. Not as much a fan of it oddly. It's... 
 
    It's less sexual? Really? REALLY? Is THAT what I was thinking? That's annoying! 
 
    I don't even disagree with thinking that though. It was like she was caught between wincing and moaning and what came out just isn't my fancy. 
 
    "There. Better?" 
 
    "Accurate. This was...to some degree...Exceedingly pleasant." 
 
    "Is it because I poked your chest?" 
 
    Waste not, want not. I put the pudding-covered finger in my mouth...and then realize it's a boobpudding-covered finger...Was that really unintentional or was that a subconscious choice? 
 
    Still tastes like pudding though...Come to think of it, does she sweat? 
 
    If she never sweats, she must be slain. Burn the witch, not like it'll make her sweat anyways. 
 
    "...Minorly accurate. Although unpleasant, the sensation of the substance was...highly stimulating." 
 
    I don't think you're describing that right. Pretty sure it'd be pretty stimulating if I had a knife stuck in my thigh, but that stimulation wouldn't be remotely pleasant. 
 
    Or if I had my arm punctured off by someone's heel...Urgh...That's unsettling to remember. A little less hungry now...She really did just like...Stomp down and the arm came off though. I'd question if it was some kind of magical limb removal...but the sounds of crunching and tearing were...Less than magical. 
 
    Accurate. Rapid Acceleration consumes a considerable portion of my mana allowance. 
 
    "Hmm...Hey Libra. That...Rapid Acceleration spell. Instead of using it to move, could you use that power in your legs to like...kick through a wall?" 
 
    "...No, Rapid Acceleration does not apply any such enchantment to my legs. It is a conceptual art only viable for movement through causality." 
 
    ...Making me feel really dumb for not knowing words that I apparently MUST know. 
 
    I still get her point though. It's not like she enhanced her legs to move that fast, she just sort of...superspeed'd us to where we were...So maybe...More like time control or something? 
 
    "Guess I'll just ask outright then. Shara like...Kicked through that brat's shoulder and her arm came off, right? That was magic, wasn't it?" 
 
    "Accurate. Shara Ventheim merely increased the striking pressure through physical enforcement." 
 
    "Try to...Simplify that one for me." 
 
    "In alternative terms, it is not that her leg was improved to have such power, rather that the leg was coated in a form of magnification for the force she exerted with it." 
 
    That's...That's kinetic energy, isn't it? So her spell just amplified the kinetic energy she exerted with her stomp? That's...really really cool.  
 
    Libra keeps saying she needs to study my body for that rejuvenation spell...Because what the 'optimal' condition of my body would be is unique to me. Unique to my own....physiology. My genetics. She also keeps talking about the 'structure of incantations' or the 'parameters' of a spell. She doesn't really talk about them with anything...really that mythical or emotional. 
 
     She talks about witchcraft the way game developers would talk about the programming language their game uses. We adjusted the variables so there should be less lag in team matches now. We tweaked the memory usage, so lower-end computers should have less trouble. Stuff like that...is how she talks about spells.  
 
    In that case, Magic...isn't that magical or mysterious. It's like...Manipulating physics. It's still abnormal and impossible for a normal person like me, but...It's not like I understand quantum physics either...or anything really high-end science for that matter...Certainly can't give a lecture on the full biology of a rat...So she's...practically 
 
    A Magical Scientist...No wait...What would the Latin word be...A Professor in Magicaeology. Oh, that actually sounds kind of legit. I like that...I'm sticking with that. 
 
    "I desire to pursue my originally intended inquiry. I have now recalled it." 
 
    "You actually forgot for a minute?" 
 
    "...I was...involved in unexpected occurrences..." 
 
    I grab a new spoon and take a bite of pudding. Delicious pudding. Vanilla is so pure and innocent...I... 
 
    "Go ahead, ask away." 
 
    "I was merely wondering what you intended to do for a morning meal. I could feel that your intest-" 
 
    "Neah! Don't say it...To be polite, we call it...Stomach Growling. And I was actually going to eat something now. I'll make us breakfast." 
 
    "What is a breakfast? Is it similar to a Pizza? I quite enjoyed a Pizza." 
 
    Of course you did. Because if you didn't like pizza, we would be zero percent compatible and I'd be dead. 
 
    ...Man I came so close to the end of my life. I can't even say 'what are the odds I'd be the one', because I know the odds. The odds are Three-Hundred And Fifty-One to One...At best. 
 
    "Inquiry, is that a breakfast?" 
 
    "Here. Try this." 
 
    She almost leans away as I move the spoon toward her, perhaps afraid I'll spill it on her again. 
 
    She reluctantly opens her mouth and-- 
 
    Wow...Her eyes are...really expressive and bright. 
 
    "This is delightful! Exceptionally delightful! This is more delightful than Pizza! The food of your era is exceedingly desirable!" 
 
    "You really like it?" 
 
    ...I shared my spoon...God dammit...I hate sharing food with anyone... 
 
    "Highly accurate! This is the most pleasant flavor I have ever experienced! Is this a Breakfast?" 
 
    I mean...If I have to share with someone...at least her reactions make it worth it. 
 
    "No. This is a snack. It's called...Pudding." 
 
    And do not question why I am slightly blushing while saying it or I will end you. 
 
    Wait...Her face popped wide with revelation again. 
 
    "...Is this substance associated with breasts?" 
 
    She stares right into my face as I panic deeply. 
 
    "...Why are you asking?" 
 
    "The words appear connected within your mind. Are they not related?" 
 
    "That...can't be right. I never thought of anyone having pudding boobs until..." 
 
    "Until? Regardless, this suggests you thought such. Is this the typical texture of breasts?" 
 
    "No no. I mean...grrhh...I never associated those words until I met you." 
 
    "Apologies. I did not clarify. I rescanned your vocabulary last night. I have been highly delighted by the results." 
 
    ...Actually a little upset. I don't even get to pretend to be ignorant about what she just said. 
 
    "...Did you ask a rhetorical question? You just wanted me to admit you have pudding tits, didn't you!?" 
 
    "Inaccurate...However, that is pleasing to hear. I merely stated the words were connected...Is it specifically only my breasts that are connected to this food in some manner?" 
 
    "..." 
 
    Actually super pissed about this now. 
 
    "Libra, I need to make something...really really clear...Stay out of my head. Got that?" 
 
    "In what manner?" 
 
    "Don't scan my vocabulary to see if anything changed! That's practically reading my mind! Not cool. Not okay. You have to respect my privacy!" 
 
    "I was...Apologies...I was concerned that no progress had been maintained in permanence...I desired...assurance." 
 
    "Yeah, I figured. I'm guessing you were looking to see if I associated the word Lover with you yet?" 
 
    I'm still really pissed off about it. I'm trying to be less pissed, but...There has to be a clear line drawn on some things. She did it because she was scared. I get that. I sympathize with that. But it's still not okay. 
 
    "I was...investigating any words connected to me." 
 
    "...Anything we should...talk about?" 
 
    "No. I have violated your trust. I am extremely apologetic...I will not do so again. Assurance!" 
 
    I begrudgingly pat her on the head. I'm still actually pissed... 
 
    I don't even think she's innocent entirely on this one. I mean she had to have some clue I didn't like people in my head from Shara...Maybe...I guess I could have been more clear... 
 
    "I believe you. But I'm also actually asking you. Did you see anything we should talk about?" 
 
    "...I do not fully grasp some of the words that were associated with me prior to our entering the bed chamber. Many of the words hold negative meanings, but are not connected negatively...Such as the word Insufferable." 
 
    "Let's say...I have a negative outlook on life. So words that some people think of as negative, I can use to compliment someone...It's not something I think you could really understand just yet." 
 
    "Then is it desired that I remain however insufferable I currently am?" 
 
    "...Yeah, I think it is." 
 
    "Acknowledged! I will disregard the associated words I have discerned! I will rely on your expressed evaluation of how you feel towards me." 
 
    I run my hands through my hair.  
 
    "...Repetitive Inquiry...Does the connection suggest you desire to taste--" 
 
    "NEAH! SHUT IT! NOT ONE WORD!" 
 
    She blinks. Silently. 
 
    I stare her down. Guiltily. 
 
    She immediately smiles brightly, having figured out the answer for herself. 
 
    "You are...The most...JUST the most insufferable." 
 
    I can hear the cries of a thousand ducks screaming out 'you're despicable!" 
 
    "Acknowledged. What should we do if this topic is at an end?" 
 
    She reaches over and takes the bite of pudding off my spoon. It was GOING to my mouth before she dropped that vocabulary-scanning bomb. 
 
    "Well, I'm starved...And don't take that literally. So breakfast first...For the record, Breakfast is the meal you eat when you wake up. Or...when it's...Never mind. Whenever you wake up, that's breakfast." 
 
    "Acknowledged. What was our meal time last night considered?" 
 
    Cemetery. Because everyone else in that restaurant is dead now. 
 
    "Dinner. Really late dinner, but...I mean...Okay, so not every time you eat has a specific time. Breakfast is your first meal, lunch is like mid-day, dinner is...let's say last meal before you go to bed...Typically..." 
 
    "Is it typical to eat three meals per day in this era? Every day?" 
 
    ...The loss of a Mom&Pop's pizza place just hit me. That wasn't THAT far from my home. I didn't go there much, but it was available all day all night. 
 
    Really...Really hate that pumpkin bitch. 
 
    ...Haha, she lost some of her magic...And an arm. That's really nice to think about. 
 
    Aside from...how unsettling it is to think about. 
 
    "Kinda...Sorta...Depends on who you ask. Some people only eat two a day, some people don't really have meals at all and just sort of eat small snacks all day." 
 
    And some people literally never eat and live off a diet of nothing but beer. Literally nothing. Like their stomach can no longer handle food. And then they wonder why girl's aren't interested in their super-scrawny body, when a good wind could turn them into a kite...Like my boss. 
 
    "Acknowledged. Thus, these are merely three meal times which have names, all others have no given title to their time?" 
 
    "...Yes. And if anyone tells you of a fourth one, consider them either stupid or crazy." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Are there any limitations on what can be eaten at any given titled meal time?" 
 
    Titled meal time...Man I will never get used to the way she says some things. They make sense, but they're just so...alien to me in how they're used. 
 
    "Hmmm...Kinda sorta, but not really. You can eat anything at anytime. It's more like...We have clichés of things for breakfast, lunch, and dinner. Like..." 
 
    "Such as Pizza being a dinner-exclusive food?" 
 
    "...Pizza is an anytime food. Anytime. If anyone says otherwise, consider them BOTH stupid and crazy." 
 
    "Acknowledged. What is a cliché Breakfast food? I desire to experience what is considered such." 
 
    Hmm...No eggs in the fridge... 
 
    I could make her toast but...that's like the most similar food to her era in existence...Literally is there anything more basic than toast? Not like I have any jam here...Why is that anyways, I actually like jam and I've never bothered buying it... 
 
    No bacon for BLTs either... 
 
    "Highly fascinating." 
 
    A tiny gremlin is staring into my fridge. I made the mistake of feeding her after midnight last night. My future is doomed to this tiny one now. 
 
    "It's called a fridge. Keeps things cool." 
 
    "Why do you possess two fridges? Why does the exterior produce such heat if the objective is cooling?...Is the ice contained in the upper section?" 
 
    I open the 'upper section' of the fridge to blow her mind that it's just more fridge-space. 
 
    "This section is even colder! This is a regional isolation of cold for materials that require greater frost! Exceptionally clever design! There is cold air produced within this object!" 
 
    "The magic of technology." 
 
    "You are appropriating the term in mockery. Minorly amusing." 
 
    Somehow it's weird that she understands any of my humor. 
 
    "Those of my era could never fathom that civilization would advance to the state that it has. This would be deeply inconceivable. Furtherly, that such advancement could be accomplished in less than two thousand years...What horrors were faced that spurred such advancement?" 
 
    ...That...is a profound and deep statement about technology. 
 
    "Might actually blow you away to know that most of our modern technology really only started picking up around a hundred years ago or so. The rate I mean." 
 
    "...Is this the result of people facing the crisis of global warming? If it has been as unnoticeable as you describe, it should not result in such...unparalleled advancement..." 
 
    "No no. Global Warming is something...I think we only started talking about in...I wanna say thirty or forty years ago? You're really sure we could only get this far by facing something terrible?" 
 
    "Accurate. Innovation is normally a form of necessity of circumstance.               Progression of technology typically comes as a solution for an expanding problem." 
 
    Said someone from a culture over a thousand years gone by, yet I don't feel like she's wrong at all. 
 
    "Well...We had two World Wars." 
 
    "War was waged with another Planet?" 
 
    "No no...World War meant that the whole world was involved...So like...Every country on the planet was a part of it. Most of them at least." 
 
    "...These two Wars, were they within the last one hundred years?" 
 
    Or close to it at least. First World War was...Was it in the 1910s or 1920s? I know World War II was in the 1940s though...Damn, those WERE really close together, weren't they? No wonder everyone expected World War III right around the corner... 
 
    "Pretty much. I don't know if we really advanced technology because of them, but you might be right." 
 
    "Inquiry, using technology what-" 
 
    I close the freezer and grab the milk out of the fridge. 
 
    "Cereal. You wanted a cliché breakfast, this'll be it." 
 
    "Gratitude. Is this topic not to be discussed?" 
 
    "It's fine, go ahead. I'm just really hungry." 
 
    "Inquiry, using technology what was the greatest weapon of war produced? That which was capable of the greatest damage to a city or population." 
 
    "Not sure what the greatest was, but there were things called bombs. Basically we'd fly them over and drop them on areas. They'd blow up and destroy buildings, not to mention people. Then there was the atomic bomb, that pretty much could wipe out an entire town in an instant..." 
 
    Her eyes widen. I'm not sure if the scope of the damage has escaped me til now, or if how calm I am about it is troubling her. 
 
    "Of course the big threat would be Nuclear Arms. They're basically bombs that can wipe out a country and make it unlivable for generations. We actually had a thing called a Cold War because of them...In fact, I think we're technically still in that. Basically, because everyone has Nuclear weapons...Nobody is willing to fire theirs. Because if the other guy fires back, both sides lose." 
 
    "That...would be...an extinction event..." 
 
    I walk her over to the couch and put the two cereal bowls on the coffee table. 
 
    "Sorry, did I scare you with this?" 
 
    "No...I...had suspected such...Merely that I was...not fully prepared for that conclusion to be accurate." 
 
    "Yeah...I guess that's how it'll be from now on though. There's a famous quote from around the time of the second world war because of it, I think. I don't know with what weapons World War Three will be fought, but World War Four will be fought with sticks and stones." 
 
    "That is...unfortunately inaccurate in its later half. Such a global extinction event...would be unlikely to ever produce human life again..." 
 
    "That's why we don't really think about it much nowadays. Nuclear Warheads are so expensive that only countries can possibly build or buy them. And nobody has the stomach to be able to risk the extinction of their own people to wipe someone else out. Definitely don't have the stomach to be responsible for the extinction of all humanity." 
 
    "I desire to study these Nuclear Arms. I must discern their capable force so that I can assure I am capable of protecting us against them." 
 
    "Libra...We're fine, I promise. Look, people are selfish and cruel and even sadistic...But nobody with that much power is actually stupid enough to gamble the entire human race over nothing." 
 
    "...Am I forbidden from this obtaining this assurance?" 
 
    "Not at all. You can actually look it up on the computer sometime later. But...even with magic, I don't think you can really stop a blast that big. Plus there are other witches in the world, apparently a lot of them. I'm sure the Witch Committee has a plan for stopping nukes if someone fires them. It's their world too, you know?" 
 
    "...Plausible. That is comforting...Gratitude...I understand your inference, I will ascertain this information at a later date. It is of no pressing urgency." 
 
    "There ya go. Let's see...How about...We watch a movie? Maybe...Something cartoony?"
"That would be pleasant. I enjoy the effort that is put into these cartoons. They are of a humorous intent, seemingly to increase the joy of the viewer. Their sentiment is highly appreciated." 
 
    That's...Subject of debate. 
 
    If there's a Disney movie that doesn't start with the implied or shown death of a parent, I have not heard of it...Oh hey, there's Mulan...No, wait...Dragon. Maybe something else without dead parents... 
 
    Ehhhh maybe something WITHOUT magic. That just seems awkward given her knowledge. It'd be like showing a modern internet lurker the movie 'Hackers'... 
 
    ...This is it. It's a sign from the Gods. Thank Olympus. 
 
    "This is delightful. I have determined this is a type of milk. Is this accurate?" 
 
    "Yup. Course, it's way more processed than in your time." 
 
    "Accurate. However, I was not permitted an opportunity to taste milk in my era.  
 
    Riiiiiight. Forgot she was a slave.  
 
    "The hardened material is also comprised of a sugary flavor. This is a delight." 
 
    "That'd be the cereal. Ya like it?" 
 
    "Accurate. What is this cartoon?" 
 
    I hit pause immediately. 
 
    "Wait wait wait. Change back into your robe." 
 
    "???" 
 
    She is justifiably confused at my sudden demand. 
 
    "I get that you wouldn't understand this but...Watching a cartoon while you're in something that revealing is...awkward for me." 
 
    "...Acknowledged. I did not anticipate to be allowed for this long, it was enjoyable to entice you." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sitting there for an hour and a half watching Hercules was...enlightening. She was amazed at the story being about characters she actually knew stories of. She knew about Hercules, so that should actually give a way to pin down what time she's from. 
 
    There is...definitely something comfortable about having her lean against me. Something...Well...Pleasant, I guess. 
 
     "There are a great many names on the Tele...Have all these people contributed to this...Movie?" 
 
    "Yup. That's why it's called the Credits." 
 
    "Incredible. You Era values art sufficiently to expend such an expansive team to the creation of these Cartoons. Highly pleasing." 
 
    I stand up, making her fall like a tiny tree into where I was sitting. 
 
    "Unfortunate!" 
 
    She actually said that while falling with a look of shock on her face. That was her own personal 'Timber'. 
 
    "Inquiry, what are you doing?" 
 
    "Looking up something important. Come here." 
 
    She stands next to my computer chair while I finish searching. 
 
    "So if you know of Hercules, the roman version specifically, you can't be older than two thousand. But you were talking about a Serapeum filled with Papyrus scrolls, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. Have you discerned my era?" 
 
    "Libra...Where'd you get your name?" 
 
    "I procured my name from the scrolls of the author Claudius Ptolemaeus. It is a collection of stars representing Balance and Equality." 
 
    "...Not trying to be rude, but...Was that because you were a slave?" 
 
    "Minorly accurate. The span of my time in enslavement has become too minor to be of significance. Likewise, my actual duration in slavery was only three years, during which time I was treated with better care than my peers due to my compliance." 
 
    "...You didn't...hate your captors or anything?" 
 
    "I am no longer certain how I felt...The memories are vastly too distant. Prior to enslavement, I was a child of street walking. Enslavement was a beneficial gain to me at the time." 
 
    That's...reeeeeally sad. 
 
    "Therefore I opted to be obedient and pursued to be as little of a cause of discourse as possible. This decision, while you are expressing disdain for my circumstances, was the correct decision." 
 
    I'm not trying to hide my face or anything...But I would have preferred she didn't know immediately that I feel sorry for her about going through that. 
 
    "My obedience provided me as a reliable servant to make use of. I was rarely harmed, nor was I often given tasks I was unlikely to be able to complete. Fortunately, my Master was a Merchant, this likely shaped his preference for efficiency. I was obedient, so he likely concluded that nothing should be done to encourage me to change." 
 
    "It still...sounds awful though." 
 
    "Plausible. However, I was granted the capability to read and write. Although I have observed such to be a common benefit in your era, it was a substantially rare asset in mine. Through my absolute submission and obedience, I obtained a valuable tool. As I have stated prior; this tool is what allowed me to survive in the Serapeum." 
 
    "There's nothing I can say to it. I just hope you're really okay with that." 
 
    "I believe this may be a cultural distinction between us. From your reactions to every instance of this topic, I have surmised that your culture does not permit slavery as an option, likely due to the advanced state of your civilization. Therefore, I cannot share your disdain for enslavement. It was an expected normalcy of my era. Is my assessment accurate?" 
 
    "...Yeah...You're smart. I want you to hear that. You're really smart." 
 
    I pat her head and she smiles in a very vague way. 
 
    "Still though...Serapeum...And that name lines up about right..." 
 
    "Have you found an indication of my era?" 
 
    "Yeah I think so. There were a lot of Serapeums, but...Have you ever heard of the Library of Alexandria?" 
 
    "Accurate. There was information that suggested much of the volume of the Serapeum's forbidden contents were moved from the Library of Alexandria during emergency conditions." 
 
    "Right...So that Serapeum, that was the Sister Library of Alexandria. And that was destroyed in...Three-Ninety-One C.E." 
 
    C.E.? Shoot, I don't actually remember what that means. 'C.E.' is the same as 'A.D.' though, I think? 
 
    Screw it, looking it up. 
 
    Yup, it's the same. 
 
    "Three-ninety-one...Minus twenty...seventeen...And you said you were eight when it happened, so plus eight...There we go. You're one-thousand six-hundred and twelve." 
 
    "...This calculation would indicate my age is negative one-thousand six-hundred and twelve though." 
 
    " Ignore that. I just did it backwards because...Told you I look at things in a negative light." 
 
    "This is gratifying. I now have a proper grasp of my age, era, and how much time has passed accurately." 
 
    "So...that would make you...Egyptian? Really? Or maybe...Greek? But...You're so pale...Like...I get tanlines less pale than you." 
 
    Well...Duh. Tanlines are just the parts of your body that DIDN'T tan. Dumbass. 
 
    "Should my skin be less pale?" 
 
    Well, not to be racist but...yeah kinda. Greek or Egyptian, both are pretty bronze. Yet she's paler than me and I'm...I'm super white. 
 
    "I mean...Yes. Normally." 
 
    "Plausible. My skin has likely adapted to my environment over the course of time. There was no need for darker pigmentation, as there was no sun present during my stay in the Serapeum. Additionally, due to consistent rejuvenation...There would be no opportunity for my skin to ever darken." 
 
    That's so weird to think about though... 
 
    ... 
 
    "If anyone asks. You're Egyptian." 
 
    "Are you certain? I do not know my heritage, it is possible I am Greek or of other descent." 
 
    "I just like Egypt. It's...Let's say it looks cool in every way. Greece is...alright at best. Put it this way. Greek is cereal, Egypt is Pudding." 
 
    "Understood. Both are pleasant. However, one is substantially superior." 
 
    "You got it...So...Are you going to get a tan from being in the sun more now?" 
 
    "Unlikely. The environment present and the detriment of food consumption will require the use of rejuvenation more frequently. Plausibly once per four months to maintain optimal conditions." 
 
    The more she talks about it, the more I want to actually do something about the environment. Which really sucks, because I know there's nothing anyone CAN do about the environment. You'd have to get all the billionaires to want to do something, or it won't make any difference. There is literally nothing a single person, or even a single town could do to really help the planet. 
 
    "Yeah, but I mean...I can get a tan just from walking around outside too much in the summer. That only takes like a day or two." 
 
    Or like...an hour if I'm at a pool or waterpark without wearing sunscreen. 
 
    "Accurate. However, your skin is natively more susceptible than mine. Even in an optimized condition, this would be the case." 
 
    Hrrrrrrghhhh... 
 
    "Additionally, I am not certain the Sun is capable of penetrating my exuded mana as described." 
 
    "...Say what?" 
 
    "As Shara Ventheim elaborated, a portion of my total mana supply is constantly maintained on my skin. When exerted, this feature was capable of deflecting heavy rain downpour without failure." 
 
    "Huh? But you were totally soaked just like me." 
 
    "Accurate. I had no desire to exert it at all times. I desired to experience the sensation of rain with you." 
 
    "So...what? You can like...Tune it to block out the sun?" 
 
    "Accurate. It does not consume nearly any mana and requires no concentration to maintain. It would function as an independent system cast on my body. Inquiry, do you prefer my skin be darker or maintain its current coloration?" 
 
    "Hmmm..." 
 
    Bronze skin and white hair...That just seems tacky. Besides... 
 
    "I'd say I like you pale. It's who you are now. You're a shut-in who read books for sixteen hundred years. It'd be stranger if you weren't pale." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I will maintain my appearance as thus." 
 
    "...Can you do that to me. Like right now? I really...hate getting sunburned...And we're gonna be out today..." 
 
    And the Sun looks like he's going to be an asshole. 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    She puts a hand on my stomach and I feel a small thin wave pass through my entire body at once. Not violating, just...kinda like someone's bass was cranked up to one hundred percent for half a second. 
 
    "...That's it?" 
 
    "Accurate. The barrier is in full effect on your body." 
 
    "Well...Guess I'll have to...trust you that it works." 
 
    "Gratitude. I enjoy being trusted by you." 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter VIII : Yearning for Less 
 
    Obviously a bad idea to let this go on. Time to get her out of that probably. 
 
    "Libra, do the outfit copy thing again. It'll be awkward to shop with you like that." 
 
    "I do not enjoy replicating your clothing. It is exceptionally restrictive." 
 
    "I'll let you go without a bra. Deal?" 
 
    "...We will secure garments that are less restrictive on my posterior today, accurate?" 
 
    That was adora...I mean...Rather aggressive of her. Almost threatening.  
 
    Adorably threatening. 
 
    "If we can avoid every person in the store staring at the white haired girl in a witch's robe, Maybe." 
 
    She actually sighed before using her magic to copy my outfit. 
 
    "Well...They're probably going to stare at you anyways. For one reason or another." 
 
    At least her chest isn't AS noticeable in my dress shirt...Is my top really that thick? It doesn't feel that thick. Maybe it's just because it's black so I'm not noticing them as much? 
 
    "Does this concern you?" 
 
    "...All I'll say is...I'm working on it." 
 
    "Should I reinstate the upper underwear? The Bra?" 
 
    "No, I'd rather be bothered by it. I need to get over it." 
 
    Come to think of it...She's been using her magic pretty...openly actually. She didn't know about the whole...obfuscation barrier thing til yesterday so...She might not be using any whenever she does magic. 
 
    This time she did it right in front of my apartment door. If anyone had a camera pointed this way, that'd be a huge deal. 
 
    "Hey, Libra. You're keeping an eye out for people who can see you use magic, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. I maintain an observation barrier. I am made aware when anyone has vision of me." 
 
    "...How the hell does that work? Wouldn't that be from the other person's perspective?" 
 
    "Accurate. That is why it is applied as a conceptual art to reduce the cost. I am checking the confirmation of my existence on a global scale. In theory, I will also be made aware of being observed from other witches doing so through sapphire viewers." 
 
    "...Something about that...Sounds flawed..." 
 
    "In what regard?" 
 
    "...Ehhh...Can't quite put my finger on it...Wait. Are you aware of BEING observed or are you aware of each person observing you?" 
 
    "I am aware of being observed." 
 
    "...Libra that means that barrier is useless whenever I'm looking at you." 
 
    Her face pops in revelation and mild disappoint. 
 
    "...That is...accurate...Highly unfortunate...I did not consider this...Apologies." 
 
    "You can get rid of it to save on the mana...Or rather, you should I mean." 
 
    "Unnecessary. The cost to cast the incantation was extensive, however its cost to maintain is inconsequential. Additionally, it was cast prior to exiting the Serapeum, thus it would not--" 
 
    "Yeah, but if it's useless why even keep it up?" 
 
    "It is not entirely useless. It will once again become viable if you are not currently looking at me...Do not alter your actions based on this factor." 
 
    "Heh. Keep looking at you at all times?" 
 
    "Implausible. Obstructive. Pleasant. Fortunately you are being sarcastic." 
 
    "Accurate, pillow butt." 
 
    "???" 
 
    Deeply visible confusion. 
 
    " This way, we're going to the mall. It's...not an ungodly distance from here... " 
 
    "If distance is a concern, I could-" 
 
    "Save it. That acceleration thing seems good, but you used a ton just for what I consider sprinting distance. And you still can't refill, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. I have not yet ascertained how to renew my limitation. If possible, I would prefer if we found a means of contacting Shara Ventheim soon." 
 
    "I mean, feel free to look for her if you want. After we get you your own clothes, at least. But we have no idea where she is and...Let's say we don't have any good way of contacting her." 
 
    Getting a phone today. I'll get a disposable one if I have to...Maybe Libra could... 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    No, dammit...She can't copy things she doesn't understand...I should get two phones then...but... 
 
    Replacing my phone is natural. It's a necessity. It wasn't my fault...I mean...I'm going to lie and say it wasn't my fault...Not a difficult lie considering I lost that purse yesterday. Either way, you can't just go without a phone nowadays...Mom'll be cool with covering it... 
 
    Not like it's that much on HER salary...Plus if she doesn't get me a phone, she can't bitch at me or laugh at me. I have a fortune-betting hunch she thrives on tormenting me. 
 
    "You appear concerned. Can I alleviate the problem you are pondering?" 
 
    "Nothing you can really do." 
 
    "...Am I a burden? Apologies, I am eroding your time normally spent alone." 
 
    "Don't...Just...Urgh. You're fine. It's not you. Also, don't feel bad about my alone time. If I really wanted it, I wouldn't have let you live with me...still not comfortable admitting that...Don't make me bring this up too much!" 
 
    "Acknowledged. Gratitude. I will ensure your sacrificed alone time is compensated for. I will ensure you are made more elated through our time together." 
 
    You are disgustingly genuine. More so when I'm having to think about the lie I'm going to tell my own Mom...But I mean...It's not like I can just tell her 'Oh sorry. I was cursed with a hex that made me subconsciously lose my phone to purposefully make my life more miserable." 
 
    ...Shit, even the hex still makes it actually my fault. Is it? Does mind control count as being your fault? 
 
    And then there's Libra herself. In this day and age, she should have a phone too. I can't just drop half a grand on getting her a phone today though...I wonder how much it costs to actually buy a Burner Phone? Do they even sell those in malls anymore? 
 
    ...I'm about to just...Snap the Law in half. 
 
    I reach into my COMFORTABLE sling purse that is capable of the dark magic of...Fitting things no one thinks can fit in it. Why do you use that cheap looking black purse? It's more like a bad scarf than a purse! It doesn't even have a ton of pockets inside! It only has two zipper pouches! 
 
    I use this purse because MY purse can EAT your purse and still have room for more inferior purses for it to devour. 
 
    Libra looks at me with obvious curiosity while we keep walking and I keep digging around my purse, pulling out my wallet, and taking out a hundred dollar bill from it. 
 
    "Can you copy this. Like...Perfectly?" 
 
    We stop walking and I hand her the bill. 
 
    Her eyes glow in a very pretty gold...Come to think of it...That was the first thing I saw of her face. Her eyes were gold when she put her hand on...my...head... 
 
    Oh my god...PFFFT 
 
    "What is humorous?" 
 
    "You have a scanning mode! Pffffaaaaaah!" 
 
    "Accurate. Why is this humorous?" 
 
    "Oh...man...I can actually explain this one...whew...So some of those movies and cartoons have robots, they're like people made of nothing but technology...Not real obviously. Whenever they scan something, they normally have like...Glowing eyes or eye lasers that run over stuff to do it." 
 
    "...Does this infer that the glow of my eyes during the use of analysis of objects is humorous as it resembles a fictional cliché?" 
 
    I pat her on the head. 
 
    "Yup." 
 
    "I have again understood your humor! Fortunate! I am progressing in conversational skills!" 
 
    "So can you do it? Copy I mean." 
 
    "Accurate. The materials are simplistic bark. Although it has been treated in highly unique ways, it's structure and design are simplistic and I recognize all components used." 
 
    In one hand, she's holding the hundred dollar bill. 
 
    In the other hand, she's holding a small folding light that turns into a hundred dollar bill. 
 
    I pick up the two and stare at them. Holding them both up to the sun. 
 
    Looking for ANYTHING possibly wrong with the copy. 
 
    ...Absolutely nothing...The only way to be sure is to try it out though...this is sooooo violating the Law. Biiiiig time too. Morally, I should tear this up now and never ask her to do this again... 
 
    But a morally upstanding person wouldn't date a Witch, right? 
 
    I mean...The serial number is obviously identical...But...Is that actually a problem? I'm not convinced that even ATMs or any machine keeps a record of which bill is currently used where, right? Yeah that...would be actually insane. 
 
    ...I am definitely paranoid. 
 
    "To be clear...Never copy this without asking me first. Or anything similar to it." 
 
    "Is it forbidden? Is there Laws concerning this replication?" 
 
    "Well...sorta. Let's say yes. They don't expect magic, obviously, but technically yes." 
 
    ...Actually...The term isn't copying money, legally it's all about either fraud or forgery. And...this isn't...strange to think, but this isn't technically a forgery. This is literally a real bill. It's a magically perfect copy. Even if a machine somehow detected that a bill with this exact serial number was already in it, it wouldn't be able to tell which of the two was the real deal and which was the copy...So do you punish the person to use the copy, or the real one? And if that's the only proof that one of them is a forgery, what proof is there it wasn't a factory error or something that made two legitimate-- 
 
    ...I am thinking way too hard on this. 
 
    "How costly is this?" 
 
    "Insubstantially. Although exceptionally complex in design, this parchment and it's materials only equates to a cost in mana contiguously equivalent to this top I am now wearing." 
 
    That's neat. Because this was a thirty-dollar dress shirt. 
 
    "What percent of your...uh...Limit is that then?" 
 
    "Less than point one percent. I assume this suffices in approximation?" 
 
    "Fair enough...Can you make...Two more. Only two though." 
 
    I'm actually not okay with doing this. Paranoia aside, it just...feeeeels reeeeeally wrooooong. 
 
    Light glows in her left hand again as two more hundreds appear. 
 
    "Wait, you don't need to be holding the original?" 
 
    "Accurate. I have memorized its structure and material composition." 
 
    Getting real uncomfortable with how illegal this was just now. 
 
    "I realize this is a little hypocritical at the moment, but I want you to avoid doing this from now on. Don't replicate money if eeeeever possible. Got it?" 
 
    "Acknowledged. I will only do so with your expressed content each time." 
 
    "We'll figure out something so you can earn money legitimately...Hell, you can copy things or make them with magic and sell them if you want. Just...Just not directly money." 
 
    "You are concerned with an economic imbalance being created?" 
 
    "Well...I mean I doubt you or I would really use up enough to affect the whole economy...But let's say...Yes, on principle at least." 
 
    "Acknowledged. It would therefore be immoral to knowingly endanger the economy for personal convenience then? Is this the implication?" 
 
    "...Yeah, that's about right actually. I wasn't actually sure about it myself, but when you put it like that...Good job, Libra. You're smart." 
 
    "Pleasant. I enjoy being praised." 
 
    "...Oh, yeah?...well...I enjoy praising you. So there." 
 
    "Exceptional! Praise is a mutually beneficial action then!" 
 
    You're disgustingly adorable. Go away. 
 
    Still, an extra three hundred gives me five-fifty on hand to work with. Good, I'd like to spoil her at least a little on this trip. This three hundred is ONLY to be used on her...That's...at least a little less scumbaggy of me...Man, I've NEVER broken the Law before now! This stupid relationship crap better work out! 
 
    ...I mean aside from Jaywalking...But anyone who doesn't jaywalk is an idiot with too much time on their hands though so...I'm cool with that. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ...Oh I underestimated it. The Mall is like...six miles away. 
 
    Not only am I not walking six miles...But I don't want her to have to walk six miles either. 
 
    Hey, we've been walking for like an hour, ready to walk around a mall and then walk home for an hour? 
 
    Shoot me. 
 
    I stop walking and start figuring out what to do. No car. No phone. No magic broomstick...wait... 
 
    "I should not cut you off when you're talking. Libra, do you have a way to move us around quickly without using up a ton of your mana?" 
 
    "Accurate. I possess several." 
 
    "Can you teleport us?" 
 
    "What is the limitation on the percentile of my current mana limitation I may use up?" 
 
    She said that big pumpkin would have wrecked everything in three miles of us, so she understands what a mile is. 
 
    "Well let's put it this way. What's the least expensive spell that can get us six miles away from here in less than...say around ten minutes?" 
 
    "Fold Dislocation could achieve such in a single use, using seven percent of my limitation." 
 
    That doesn't sound too bad. I can always get a taxi there for us to come back, they have payphones and such. 
 
    "Addendum, Fold Dislocation requires line of sight for travel. In the direction we are currently headed, the maximum distance would be one point three miles at the top of that building. However, from that elevation my line of sight would vastly increase, likely exceeding six miles. Ergo the sum used would be roughly nine percent of my limitation." 
 
    Magic has continually proven to be more useful than I imagined and far less magical than I would hope. You can't just zap yourself to where you want to go, you have to do it using some degree of sense. 
 
    "That'll have to do. We'll take a cab back, so the return is on me...And it's a new experience for you." 
 
    "That will likely be enjoyable. Are cabs expensive? Do you not desire to take one there? The cost in mana of our trip is a highly insignificant concern." 
 
    Cabs are EXTREMELY expensive. Overpriced would be a better word. 
 
    Although delivery guys are even worse. What's that, it cost you like half a dollar in gas to drive it over to me? Yeah, that sounds worth about eight dollars to me! Definitely doesn't feel like a massive scam! 
 
    Definitely wouldn't rather I just drive myself to your work and pick it up for free. Why would I want that? 
 
    "Need a phone to call a cab. Lost mine the other day. And we don't know when you'll get a chance to talk to Shara, so you have to make your supply last." 
 
    "Unfortunate. Acknowledged. Shall I now use Fold Dislocation?" 
 
    "Yup. Go for---Wait...Barrier us first." 
 
    "Accurate, this would likely be noticeable by those in vehicles passing by us. I will enshroud us." 
 
    I actually see a...sort of...Shine in the air around us. Just for a brief moment, it was like the air itself shined like a bubble...But it's not a bubble and I can't even tell if we're in a barrier or not. 
 
    Wait wait! We're practically invisible right now! We're cloaked! This is a cloaking field! 
 
    Magic is awesome! 
 
    "I have opened a fold. This is a substantially less stable variant than you previously experienced, please hurry through it." 
 
    I start to take note of the watery portal. This IS the- 
 
    "Oh right, yeah." 
 
    I put my leg through and step out onto the other siiiiiiiiiide...Woah. 
 
    I fell on my butt as Libra stepped out next to me. 
 
    "Why did I like...Instantly lose my balance?" 
 
    "We have changed altitude, location, and range of perception. You were unprepared for this." 
 
    I grab her hand and she pulls me up to my feet rather...quickly given how small she is... 
 
    That's right, she's stronger than me. I forgot about that. There's no way that's JUST her little optimal body thing, that has to be some kind of magical boost. 
 
    "Not sure I actually understand. What do you mean?" 
 
    "In simpler terms; Your sense of balance comes from your ears. A instantaneous change in altitude and audible environment would likely disrupt this. Followed by a change in visible environment would not prompt you to stabilize accordingly. Ergo, a complete lack of balance occurred due to your closing your eyes when you stepped through." 
 
    Nevermind. Magic is stupidly normal. 
 
    Wait, what building are we standing on? 
 
    "...Hey...Libra...Did you make sure to put a barrier where we came out?" 
 
    "Accurate. As I stated, Fold Dislocation can only be used within line of sight. This limitation is equivalent to that of the Obfuscation Field I now possess." 
 
    "Good...Just...Just making sure you planned this out well." 
 
    Because I actually should have TOLD you to have put the barrier here, and I didn't, and that's my bad. 
 
    "So why was this portal less stable than last time? To save on mana?" 
 
    "Minorly accurate. However, the previous Fold was prepared in advance, affording it greater fortification and using a greater sum of verses for its incantation." 
 
    Verses...Strangely that hasn't been brought up yet. 
 
    "Verses aren't the same as incantations?" 
 
    "Accurate. An Incantation forms the principality, structure, and application of any given spell. Verses merely align the caster to the incantation being cast for a greater yield or more successful casting, compensating for personal inadequacies." 
 
    "So basically verses just make magic more powerful?" 
 
    "More effective may be a better description. Alignment with an incantation may function to increase the power of a spell, however it may also reduce the cost in mana, or increase the length of a spell's effect on a subject." 
 
    "I haven't...actually heard anyone chant any verses yet though." 
 
    "Accurate. Both I...and Shara Ventheim, as a Grand Witch, is likely above a level where verses provide any significant benefit to her incantations. I have surmised that she understands spellcraft on a fundamental level as I do, therefore even complex alignment verses would merely increase the time it requires to enact an incantation without worthwhile increases to its parameters." 
 
    As soon as Shara stomps her heel, things happen. There was that tremor that immediately wrecked two houses, and that crushing gravity bubble, and then there was...That girl's shoulder she...kicked through. 
 
    "Mmm, yeah. Doesn't matter if it's stronger if it takes so long that you're dead before you use it." 
 
    "Accurate. Additionally, the power is irrelevant if such time spent on verses would be better spent simply casting the spell multiple times." 
 
    ...That's a scarily good point. That means that verses might be MORE effective than she's letting on. Like the verse for a fireball might make it five times bigger...But that's only one fireball launched after a full sentence. If you don't need any verses, then it's practically at the speed of how quickly you can react to something. In that case, you could easily shoot ten or more fireballs in the time to just say that one verse. 
 
    "So does that mean that Cliché Witch was...I don't wanna say on either of your levels, sounds insulting really, but...Well?" 
 
    "I am not offended, you would not natively possess the knowledge. You have surmised the only conclusion plausible." 
 
    That's a nice way of saying I'm innocent by my ignorance. 
 
    "Claire Beddingfield does not understand spellcraft on a fundamental level, this is a fundamental fact about any Iconifer...Idolizer." 
 
    "You can say Iconifer. Idolizer is....associated in my head already." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Gratitude. Iconify is, in principle, a substitution for verse application. Likewise, Iconific incantations often do not contain effective verses but repetitive incoherency." 
 
    "...Explain. Like...Just...No, yeah, Explain." 
 
    "I will demonstrate." 
 
    I see the air around us shine and...move away slightly. She must have expanded the barrier. 
 
    Which makes me jump a little when I turn back and there's a floating see-through small pumpkin above her hand. It's...about the size of my palm. It's kind of cute. 
 
    "This is the spell Pumpkin Shot. Equivalently, it is capable of scorching skin by exploding on contact. This will serve as a base value. I have chosen this spell to demonstrate as its power output is represented by its size." 
 
    "Got it. So this would be the spell cast without...any verses or iconify?" 
 
    "Additional iconify would be more accurate. The spell itself contains iconific principles, therefore it is always bolstered." 
 
    She moves her hand and it floats gently to my right and just sits there hovering. 
 
    "Pumpkin Shot." 
 
    A new pumpkin appears in her hand, this one is...maybe...Not quite double, but more like fifty percent bigger? Maybe sixty? Could be forty. Either way, around a half more. 
 
    "This would be a single-verse variation of the spell. Using its name to establish itself. Although, this name itself is a form of iconify, therefore the spell is also minorly bolstered by iconify as well." 
 
    "Oh, the name of a spell counts as a verse?...That makes sense actually." 
 
    It floats away to hover next to the first bomb. Yeah definitely about fifty percent bigger.  
 
    "A greater number of verses would increase this further. A seven-verse incantation for this spell would likely be at least three times larger than the original. However, Iconific spells are strictly single-verse by their incantation structure." 
 
    "Iconify is relying on what people think of as a cliché, right? So how well-known a trait is for witches basically counts as extra verses, right?" 
 
    "To some degree, accurate. However, the primary benefit of iconify is simply the amplification of magical power exerted compared to the mana used for an incantation." 
 
    "So it wouldn't do anything to lower the cost or make it last longer, just more powerful, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. In Example..." 
 
    Her outfit changes to a replica of that absolute Halloween witch costume Claire was wearing. 
 
    "Pumpkin Shot." 
 
    The Pumpkin this time is WAY larger. Like two times as big as the last one. This thing is easily as big as my head...Maybe bigger actually. 
 
    "In this way, I have utilized the same iconific boost as Claire Beddingfield would have...Although I am not certain hair color is an iconific factor...I do not find it worth the alteration to discern." 
 
    "That's fine. You don't need to mess with your body for this...In fact, please don't." 
 
    Not only do I not want her to shape-shift into that whiney witch, but I'd rather she not shape-shift at all. Kinda creeps me out in concept alone. 
 
    "Acknowledged. Additionally...Iconify contains...what may be...inappropriately overestimated as pseudo-verses." 
 
    "They offend you, don't they?" 
 
    Libra sends the huge pumpkin to float with the other two. 
 
    "...Accurate. They are irrational and incoherent. I do not favor iconify." 
 
    "Will you show me? Or do you hate it too much?" 
 
    "I do not mind showing it. However, I equally do not want you to find any favor in it. Iconify is fundamentally a compensation for highly insubstantial capabilities." 
 
    "Oh, I get it. You're basically saying they're cheaters who aren't as good as you. Right?" 
 
    "Accurate! They are also substantially inferior despite their attempts to bypass the need to improve their own capabilities! I find their incantations offensive in principle, they do not seek to understand the fundamentals of any spell and are only interested in the enacted result. I believe this is called Disgust." 
 
    I smile. I haven't actually seen her show any kind of hate for anything...And it's also a proud kind of hate.
"You really love magic, don't you?" 
 
    "Accurate. I enjoy comprehending and expanding my knowledge. Spellcrafts reward this pursuit, as greater comprehension and a greater sum of knowledge can be utilized...I do not desire you to feel that I love magic more than I love you." 
 
    That flushes my face instantly. 
 
    Yup...There it is...Somehow without me even expecting it, despite being thrown in my face this whole time. She said she loves me. Outright.  
 
    It's not even that she didn't flinch when she said it. It's that it was SO already obviously known that she didn't even consider that I didn't know it. Like it was easier than being natural for her to say it. 
 
    "S-So...uh...So pseudo-verses...How do they-" 
 
    "Acknowledge my statement." 
 
    "...How am I...supposed to respond to that?" 
 
    "Acknowledge you are not concerned I love magic more than I love you. I am not attracted to magic. I am merely passionate about it...I am equally passionate about our relationship...I am more passionate about our rela--" 
 
    I put a hand over her mouth to stop her. 
 
    "I get it. Jeez...I know, okay?" 
 
    I take it off and am immediately hit by 
 
    "Is it embarrassing for me to express this verbally?" 
 
    "...Yeah...Yeah it is." 
 
    "Apologies...Minor Apologies...I desire to retract my apologies. I enjoy expressing such." 
 
    If she wasn't so awkward and adorable, it might actually be hard to deal with her just...unyielding determination at times like this. 
 
    "That's...That's fine...Just don't expect me to respond back." 
 
    "Acknowledged. You are not yet comfortable enough to do so. I look forward to this changing." 
 
    I've met salesmen and Jehovah's Witnesses who were less pushy than she is. Jeez. 
 
    "So...Yeah...Pseudo-Verses...Go on..." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Verses typically consist of verbalized connotations and statements." 
 
    A flame shoots out the tip of her right index finger like a lighter...Well maybe an lighter if it were cranked all the way up.  
 
    "Burn all to embers. Engulf in unending blaze." 
 
    That small flame immediately grows from the size of half finger to about a foot long. 
 
    "This would be a two verse incantation on a proper incantation." 
 
    The flame goes away as she says that.  
 
    "However, all Iconific incantations contain...merely iconify terms...Pumpkin Moon Witch Tall Pointy-Hat Black Cat Witch Witch Pumpkin Witch Moon Pumpkin Shot." 
 
    And...while I stand there in awe at how stupid what she said sounds...The magic pumpkin made this time is easily twice as big as the third one. It's about the size of my torso. 
 
    "That's so stupid." 
 
    "Accurate. It is pleasing you find this unfavorable." 
 
    ...God dammit...that's so dumb. That's SO stupid. It actually pisses me off how absolutely stupid that is. That's like angrily stupid, so stupid it makes me angrily...Wait, that doesn't even make sense. God dammit, that's so stupid it makes me think stupid bullshit. 
 
    "Iconify is garbage." 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "This is the most uncool magic I have ever heard of...Ever." 
 
    "Accurate. Highly uncool." 
 
    "Okay so...Please get rid of that dumb outfit and make these stupid pumpkins go away." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    All the pumpkins seem to poof into tiny steam clouds as Libra reverts back to her copy of my outfit. 
 
    "You know, pumpkins are cool. Pointy Hats? Kind of cool. I don't want you to think they're stupid by association. JUST this garbage iconify crap is stupid." 
 
    "Do not be concerned. I would not allow iconify to taint my appreciation for cultural mythos or any object associated with them." 
 
    "Good. Pumpkins are innocent." 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    I also remember that Libra said this magic wasn't as good as magic she had that does the same job without iconify, and that makes me happy. 
 
    "Evidently, speaking of stupid garbage...Time to go to the mall." 
 
    "Why is that relevant to stupid garbage?" 
 
    "Malls are inhabited frequently by the stupidest of people." 
 
    Who sometimes eat at restaurants not in malls. Who sometimes do terrible things to the dishes they order. Like sticking gum to them. Which the dishwashers have to clean. 
 
    And sometimes dishwashers break dishes and glasses which have gum stuck on them. It's definitely on accident. Don't ask how they accidentally dropped it several feet away from where they're standing or how it accidentally got smashed against the sink. 
 
     And nobody is enough of a monster to call them out on these accidents. Because nobody else would want to be stuck there for a few hours after closing doing dishes either. 
 
    "Inquiry, can you see our destination from here?" 
 
    Still wondering what building we're on top of...Mostly saw apartments and shops where we stopped walking, so probably one of them? 
 
    Oh hey, there's my apartment over there actually. Damn, this is kind of a nice view... 
 
    "Oh wait. That reminds me. Copy this real quick." 
 
    I hand her my house key. 
 
    "This is the key to your home. Are you certain I may copy this?" 
 
    "...Well I mean...Why...are you blushing?" 
 
    "You are asserting that I may maintain permanent access to your home. You are asserting that our relationship will progress such that we will never live apart...This is...substantially pleasing." 
 
    "...Gonna be honest here...I was hoping you wouldn't get that." 
 
    "Plausible. You likely suspected this notion was not present in my era's culture." 
 
    "Well, I mean...Locking your home isn't something your people did, right? Like you could only lock it from the inside." 
 
    "Accurate. Doors could be barricaded or barred. However, the concept of a lock is not unknown to me, as principles and concepts were present in the Serapeum's information. Your era's purely metal and mechanical locks are substantially more effective and less prone to degradation." 
 
    Ancient locks? I thought locks were an eighteenth-century thing? Wait...That can't be right, there were chests before the eighteenth-century.               Man, I do not know as much about history as I thought I did... 
 
    She's suddenly wrapped her arms around my waist and is hugging...With her face buried in my chest...Making me need to ASSUME she's not getting away with murder by doing this. 
 
    "I would...highly appreciate an affirmation of my statement...Is it accurately an assertion?" 
 
    "I...mmmrrrr....tch...fee....Maybe. Okay? Get off." 
 
    She lets go and stands there smiling at me. 
 
    "You are not denying it is plausible as an assertion. This will suffice!" 
 
    "You have a place to stay. That's all I'm saying." 
 
    Some degree of being an asshole is required to maintain my dignity. 
 
    "Accurate. I will assume your lack of denial to be an attempt to progress. Gratitude." 
 
    In order to MAINTAIN that small amount of dignity left, I walk past her and try to see the mall from where we are... 
 
    I think I can see it...No, but I can see buildings around it that I recognize. 
 
    Like those two deli shops that setup literally right across the street from each other. 
 
    How awkward was that for the owners? Having to literally stare at your competition all day every single day...Watching them get more successful than you every single day...This is how murder stories are written, I absolutely guarantee it. 
 
    I suddenly feel Libra's hand on my cheek, making me turn my head to look into her golden glowing eyes. 
 
    Actually...My eyes suddenly burn. 
 
    "Ah. What the hell." 
 
    "I have improved your vision, you should be able to discern greater detail as you desire from greater distances now." 
 
    I blink a few times. Still tingles a little. Ahh, man magic on your body doesn't go unnoticed at all... 
 
    ...Ewww I didn't want to see this well. First thing I saw trying to look back toward the two delis are two really ugly people making out. 
 
    This is weird, it's like my eyes...zoom into places I'm focusing at...wait 
 
    I move my finger right in front of my eye and it...doesn't get zoomed in. It looks perfectly normal. 
 
    But when I move it, it's like the zoomed in picture...distorts. 
 
    "What'd you do to my eyes exactly?" 
 
    "Visual projection. This will allow me to observe what you are looking at to pinpoint a location." 
 
    ... 
 
    It's not that my eyes were improved. It's that my VISION is improved. Those words were very specifically chosen. This is just a floating image of where I'm looking in the distance. It's in front of my face, attached like invisible glasses. 
 
    "Here. Can you warp us here next? We can walk to the mall from here." 
 
    "Accurate...However, I cannot create an obfuscation barrier at this distance.               Therefore, is it acceptable to create a Fold on the rooftop of this particular building and then enact a barrier?" 
 
    "Yeah, I'll hop through right away this time, hopefully nobody sees." 
 
    "...There may be an advantage to being seen. This may encourage Shara Ventheim to contact us immediately." 
 
    "Doooon't start trouble." 
 
    "It is more probably she will suspect I do not know her obfuscation barrier incantation and attempt to immediately instill the knowledge to me." 
 
    "...Let's only do that as a last resort if your supply gets too low. Also rather not play innocent with her. Got a feeling you have a terrible poker fa--...You'd be easy to tell if you're lying...Probably at least." 
 
    "If there are no additional battles, my limitation is only an irritation and unlikely to be expended soon." 
 
    Yeah, it must be killing her to worry about her magic. 
 
    ..Although she said before that she converts food into mana so...Eating should restore some, at least? So she probably won't run completely out...Getting real jealous real fast again. 
 
    "Fair point. Still, let's try and avoid causing problems for her? I'm sure she's still pissed about that garbage witch doing...Everything she did." 
 
    "Plausible. Do you consider Shara Ventheim as a Friend?" 
 
    "No no...It's more like...I guess the term would be Kindred Spirit? Like I think if I were in her boat, you know what I mean?" 
 
    "There are no distinct reasons to be in conflict with her and thus you empathize with her, is this accurate?" 
 
    "Sounds about right. Plus...I feel like we both need perspective on magical things. Like you and I are...equally far apart in that way. You know magic so much that you don't seem to have a clue what is or isn't impressive anymore, and I'm so clueless that even garbage magic like iconify is above me." 
 
    "You are substantially above any Iconifer. Do not disparage yourself. I will not permit this." 
 
    I laugh and pat her head. 
 
    "Alright, open it up. Make a barrier as soon as we're both out." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Hopped right through as soon as it was open...And got my shoes flooded because I was careless and touched the sides of the portal, which also made me roll forward and smash my face on the rooftop. 
 
    A certain painful smell fills my nose. The smell of blood in my nose.  
 
    I feel the tears immediately, and there's no tough tomboy act strong enough to stop them.  
 
    "You have been injured! I demand to undo the damage!...I am doing so!" 
 
    She didn't wait for my permission and instead immediately put her hands over my nose. A strong lime-green light flooded around my nose and I feel it...not hurting anymore. 
 
    "I have undone the damage. Is there any discomfort?" 
 
    "No...None at all...That's...That's really impressive." 
 
    Probably need to wipe the blood out of my nose though... 
 
    That's weird, I don't smell it anymore...There's no blood running on my lip anymore either. I put my finger to the rim of my nostril and...No blood? 
 
    "...I must again encourage that I am allowed to analysis your body for rejuvenation as soon as possible." 
 
    "It's fine. It's not a big deal. You fixed it, see?" 
 
    At least I didn't chip a tooth though...Although would it have mattered if I did? Even if she can't fix it right away, it sounded like it'd be fixed once I EVENTUALLY let her rejuvenate me. Maybe she can't fix bones or enamel and her magic only works on flesh without rejuvenation? That might explain part of her rush. 
 
    "...This was a fortunate injury. I have observed that you do not enjoy using up my supply of mana due to my current limitation. Accurate?" 
 
    Uh oh. I'm about to get scammed really hard. And I got a feeling there is no comeback for it. 
 
    "...Accurate..." 
 
    "This was a substantial sum of my limitation used to repair this damage. Equivalent to twenty-two percent of my limitation. However, rejuvenation would not have equated to even half of one percent of my current limitation." 
 
    "God damn, Libra. You didn't have to use that much. It was just a busted nose." 
 
    "It was highly concerning! You were in substantial pain! That is unacceptable!" 
 
    "It...It would have been fine...It probably wasn't even broken." 
 
    "The structure was significantly broken!" 
 
    "...I just need to be more careful. It's...It's fine..." 
 
    "You have not refuted my argument! If you suffer greater sums of damage, I will be required to use greater sums of my limitation to undo that damage, this is of concern to you as you have stated!" 
 
    "...There's no way I can refute your argument. You're right. I'm not arguing that..." 
 
    "...You do not seem prepared to allow me to analyze you in spite of that statement." 
 
    "...Sorry...You're completely right. I'm just...stubborn." 
 
    Libra sighs and stands back up. 
 
    "That will suffice. I merely desired to mount additional reasons to pursue rejuvenation onto you." 
 
    "...Thank you for...understanding then." 
 
    I grab her hand as she pulls me back up. 
 
    "I do not desire to make you uncomfortable. I merely desired to pursue the subject more intently." 
 
    "...Just to be clear, not that I think you did...But you didn't make me trip to do this, right?" 
 
    "I would not intentionally cause any discomfort to you if possible. Not without your expressed consent." 
 
    "You always pick your words so carefully...I didn't give any kind of consent for this, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. This was in no manner intentional, you merely stumbled without caution." 
 
    Kind of convenient that her healing magic cleaned up all the blood from it too. Probably reused the blood for the healing or something. 
 
    I notice the air around us shine for a second. 
 
    "Hey, wait! Did you forget to make the barrier til now?" 
 
    "Accurate. I was in a minor state of panic." 
 
    I SHOULD scold her for that. It was obviously just my nose, it wasn't life threatening or anything. Could have waited a few seconds while she setup the barrier. 
 
    "...Just try to make sure a barrier is up in the future. Okay?" 
 
    "Accurate. Apologies." 
 
    "How much of your limit is left now?...Shoot, how much did you use up with all those pumpkins?" 
 
    "Iconify's mana costs are substantially higher than would be efficient. However, all four Pumpkin Shots only consumed one percent of my current limitation." 
 
    Some part of me laughs deeply at that fact. 
 
    "As of this time, I have contiguously...That is...Roughly sixty percent." 
 
    She must have picked up me translating contiguously as roughly when she rescanned me. Yet another reason she should not rescan my vocabulary...Although maybe ONE scan isn't so bad, she's been easier to understand a little since last night. 
 
    "I know this is selfish but...How about a three strike system? If I hurt myself, and I mean significantly like this time, two more times...Then I'll let you analyze me however you want, even if I have to bury my face in a pillow while you do...that..." 
 
    I stopped myself from saying 'while you do it'. But I also had to double stop myself from saying the reality of 'while you stare my naked body laying down'...Yeah, that might actually be more awkward than just having sex. 
 
    "...I do not like this arrangement. It encourages me to want you to come into significant harm. I refuse this arrangement." 
 
    "...That is...very mature of you. Not much else I can say about it." 
 
    I peer over the edge of the roof. 
 
    "Shall we descend to street level to continue walking?" 
 
    "Ehhh...Mmm...I mean...I don't think we should just...poof appear at street level. When you remove the barrier, I mean...Is there an alley here?" 
 
    "Accurate. There is a such a crevice between buildings on the opposite of this side. Should I remove the barrier when we are there?" 
 
    "Yeah...How are we getting down anyways?" 
 
    I lean over the edge and then feel Libra's arm wrap around my waist as she jumps forward, down into the crevice. 
 
    We land...riiiight next to a dumpster... 
 
    "This is exceedingly hygenic." 
 
    "...Compared to...what exact?" 
 
    "Impoverished regions of my era." 
 
    Oh...Oh yeeeeah...That had...to be really gross...reeeeeally gross. 
 
    "Refuse was often discarded into lower status regions, here it is located in substantially large crates. You home location also appeared to contain a miniature variation of this." 
 
    "Trash can. The big ones in front of us that smell like a nostril endurance test are Dumpsters. Now let's move so they AREN'T in front of us." 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter IX : Obnoxious 
 
    "Would this not indicate magic is known to the public?" 
 
    Libra looks around at what anyone could assume would be the place the Cliché Witch bought everything she was wearing the other day: A Halloween store right at the entrance of the mall. 
 
    "No, THIS indicates that marketing is a cancer on society. There's still a few days left in July you Assholes..." 
 
    "...I am unclear. What is a July? Is it a religious celebratory period?" 
 
    Only the first four days of it. And the two after that where people decided that they missed the fourth, but are going to launch fireworks dangerously close to houses anyways. 
 
    Not that we've had anything catch fire, but it's hard to sleep when it sounds like someone is firing sniper rifle rounds through your walls and into your buttcheeks. 
 
    "July is a month...It's a sort of...way of telling how much time has passed each year." 
 
    "Accurate. My era also possessed a Calendar system. Which month is July?" 
 
    "July is the...Let's see...Seventh month." 
 
    "...This is an abnormality. I possess names of months from my era's calendar from your vocabulary, however...July was not associated with the name of the Seventh Month." 
 
    "What's the seventh month you got from me?" 
 
    "In your tongue, it is called September." 
 
    "...September is the ninth month." 
 
    "That would be November." 
 
    "...What's the twelfth month called?" 
 
    "There are only ten months on a Calendar." 
 
    December. Dec. Decade. Ten. 
 
    ...Oh no, we're all stupid. 
 
    "Libra...I know this sounds stupid but...Our calendars are more accurate now, there are twelve months and they make up three hundred and sixty five days...But also some of them may...use stupidly incorrect names now." 
 
    "...Highly curious. What are the names of the Calendar Months of your era?" 
 
    "In order from first to twelve, that'd be...January, February, March, April, May...June, July...August, September, October, November, December." 
 
    "...That is not coherent. The last four months possess names that would translate as the seventh, eighth, ninth, and tenth months respectively." 
 
    "I knooooow...Sorry...It's just dumb and we're too used to it to change it." 
 
    "...I assume I should heed these new names that possess no consistency?" 
 
    "It's just gonna confuse people if you don't, sadly." 
 
    "Minorly frustrating. I will attempt to disregard the logical meanings of these names and accept them instead as nonsensical names." 
 
    You're kind of a smartass, you know that? 
 
    "Still though, did they have to put the Halloween store right next to the entrance?" 
 
    "What is a Halloween?" 
 
    "...How can I put this...It's a festival where people dress up as famous characters from shows or cartoons or as clichés. They have parties and...that's pretty much it." 
 
    "That is a fascinating cultural event. Will we be participating in this when the time comes?" 
 
    "Yeah. Maybe we'll dress up as Witches. Wouldn't that be ironic?" 
 
    "That will allow me to dress in tandem to my interests while conforming to societal secrecy. That is an exceptionally clever exploitation of a culture. Humorous." 
 
    Although, to be fair, the actual costume would probably be described as 'Slutty Witch' by most people. Not going to give her a chance to say that ALSO aligns with her interests. Because she will. 
 
    "Will we browse this location for clothing?" 
 
    "Fortunately, by what I can only assume is some degree of human decency, they aren't actually open yet. See? Sign says opens August 1st...Also for perspective on how ridiculous this is, Halloween happens in October." 
 
    "This store has reserved a location for its sole use spanning three months? That is exceptionally impressive if it is not intent on profiting in that time." 
 
    "We're past the halfway point for July. So it's more like they need two weeks to be ready for August 1st." 
 
    "What location will we enter first? I am fascinated by the several stores within view." 
 
    Hmmm...Which indeed? 
 
    Clothes definitely first... 
 
    ...Yeah I guess everything else has to wait until... 
 
    "Alright, I'll be nice. We'll go looking at Lingerie for you. Find something comfier." 
 
    "That will be pleasant. That will alleviate a great discomfort hopefully." 
 
    ... 
 
    "Libra, I have to ask...Does your ass just...naturally have support or what?" 
 
    "...I do not understand your question." 
 
    "Like...It doesn't feel nice at all to have your butt lifted up more?" 
 
    "It greatly offsets my balance. I am not accustomed to this. Additionally it is...uncomfortably constraining, further debilitating my balance." 
 
    Because she...what? Expects her ass to...bounce?...Yeah, she does. Of course she does. 
 
    ...I'm standing here in pure anger. Part of me is angry with jealousy for her, possibly literally, perfect ass. But ANOTHER part of me is angry that I won't touch it, even though I'm allowed... 
 
    ...Well, that settles it. I am nothing without my rage. It's the one thing I feel most in this world. Rage to my very core. So if I can be gay with rage, then I have no choice but to accept I am gay to my core.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "This design seems the most practical." 
 
    I have shoe laces that would cover about as much of your ass as that does. 
 
    "There's nothing a bit more...Modest you wanna go for?" 
 
    Hahaha. Thirty dollars for that too? You are six flavors of kidding me. 
 
    "I have no concern for modesty." 
 
    "I noticed. On that note I'm surprised you're not going for...well that." 
 
    I point at what can only be described as a micro G-string. 
 
    As opposed to what she's holding up that she wants...Which can only be described as a typical g-string that has grown up and is trying to get its life back on track as upstanding underwear. It's like someone put a belt made of lingerie material on top of a G-string. 
 
    "Smaller waistbands would seem less comfortable. I prefer the style that you wear in this regard." 
 
    What I wear is Lingerie. Fancy. Sexy. Sometimes Frilly. Always more revealing than my bikini, giving me a valid reason to let someone see me in a bikini but never my underwear. Breathes easy. Very comfortable. Affords me the ability to not have to deal with the full weight of my own butt constantly. 
 
    What YOU want to wear is none of those...Well I guess a G-String DOES breathe easy...Because there's not enough fabric to even need breathing. 
 
    "This design fulfills all requirements of covering you specified." 
 
    Which is true...But there's is genuinely nothing covering your ass. There's just like..a ribbon that would be between your buttcheeks...That's going to just cut into your flesh after awhile. 
 
    "If that's what you want. Then go ahead." 
 
    Then again, maybe not. Maybe I'm just thinking of my own experiences, which are shaped by being a waitress. You can't run around constantly in a thong with slacks, you'll just rub the top of your crack raw...Tailbone? Is that the tailbone? No, the tailbone ends a little lower... 
 
    "Am I permitted to adjust it after purchase?" 
 
    "...Ehhh...In what way?" 
 
    "This is not appropriate to my measurements." 
 
    "That's...Fine, yeah...Just don't let anyone see you do it." 
 
    "That is highly unlikely. Acknowledged. Are we done in this store? This has been highly fortuitous." 
 
    "No, not quite." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I had the bra lady measure Libra and pick out what she thought would be the best fit. 
 
    "Inquiry, is this appealing?" 
 
    She wanted me to look as a final verdict. It's actually not that awkward, probably because of the setting? 
 
    "Don't worry about that. Do you like it? Is it comfortable?" 
 
    "It is minorly restrictive to movement, the additional pressure is also minorly uncomfortable. Does this suffice as an elaboration?" 
 
    "Think it could be...Adjusted better?" 
 
    "Plausible, however this will only minorly improve the relief of weight pressure. It will do little to alter the discomfort in any significant manner." 
 
    "Good enough. We'll take it." 
 
    I actually see her slightly frown as I say that. So I lean to her ear while Libra buttons up her shirt. 
 
    "You don't have to wear it now. We're just getting it in case something comes up that you need a bra for. That make you feel better?' 
 
    She looks at me with such a silly look of glee and hope in muted quantities. 
 
    I feel something in my hand after she finishes buttoning up her dress shirt. It's the bra. 
 
    "Accurate. This is a wise decision. This is the least of the unenjoyable options." 
 
    "...Put it back on til we're out of the store." 
 
    Did she just pout? I SWEAR her face is actually making a pouting motion. 
 
    Of course, the moment we're out of the store, I see the air shine around us as I turn around to her. 
 
    She blatantly shoves the bra into the bag with the underwear we got. 
 
    "Highly alleviating. Gratitude." 
 
    "You really couldn't stand to wear it a moment longer? You're ridiculous." 
 
    "...I was inferring gratitude for the bottom garment. It is exceptionally more comfortable after adjustments for my figure." 
 
    That makes me look into the bag...Where both the g-string and bra we just bought are sitting. 
 
    "...Did you...copy it just now?" 
 
    "Accurate. I already stated I would adjust it, there is no need to use the original for this purpose." 
 
    "Wait. Does something happen to a copy you make if the original is damaged?" 
 
    "No. Merely that creating a cloth at the correct measurements is equivalent to altering the original. I do not see any viable location to have changed into the original." 
 
    "...I'm not buying you clothes unless you specifically ask me to. If you can just copy whatever you scan, it's kind of just a waste of money." 
 
    "Plausible. Apologies." 
 
    "No, don't apologize or anything. I mean...I'd feel like an ass walking out of their without buying anything since you got fitted and all that. We'll just consider this...Backup in case you run out of mana." 
 
    "...That is indescribably improbable. The creation of such objections using mana equates to an vastly insubstantial amount of a percentage of my mana capacity." 
 
    The bubble goes away around us suddenly. Guess there's no need for it right now though. 
 
    "That's why it's called a backup. A what-if scenario. Plus, what if you lose the incantation for whatever the spell is? Like say...someone like Claire tricks you and takes it from you?" 
 
    "...I would merely lose the muscle memory of casting the spell. Knowledge is retained, I would merely need to regain the aligned muscle...In simple terms, I would merely need to practice to re-obtain my Mastery of a spell." 
 
    Oh. So kind of like losing EXP in a online game when you die. You don't lose your skills, you just lost what you were grinding. 
 
    On second thought, that analogy is pretty dumb. It's barely anything like that. 
 
    "Huh, so does that mean that Cliché Witch has her spells? She's just bad with them now?" 
 
    "Accurate. She may not be able to initially cast the spells due to a flawed understanding of the fundamentals of incantations." 
 
    "Oh. So it'd be like forgetting the story of a book, but you still have the book and can just read it again?" 
 
    "Accurate. That is a highly apt comparison." 
 
    My analogy also actually helped make it clear to me. That is interesting...and once again makes sense. 
 
    ...The only time magic is nonsensical or really mystical and paranormal...Is that iconify garbage. 
 
    I think...I could have been fine with it...Until Libra told me what the verses were like. 
 
    That's disgustingly dumb. Just remembering how du--- 
 
    The room gets...Washed over with gray. 
 
    "We have entered an Isolation Zone. We are currently in isolated space." 
 
    "Did...You do this?" 
 
    The mall is completely empty. Nobody is around. And everything besides us is all...monochrome. Nothing but blacks, whites, and grays. Except for the two of us. 
 
    "Inaccurate. This zone was placed here preemptively. However...I possess a degree of responsibility, as it reacted to my magical energy." 
 
    "Well, can you get us out of here? This seems like a huge trap." 
 
    Libra's hand seems to be...feeling around the air to her right. It's almost like someone in the dark trying to find a light switch. 
 
    "That may be plausible...However...We may consider speaking with the Witch who cast this incantation first." 
 
    We are smack dab in the dead center of this mall. Literally the middle of it. Yeah, if you're setting a trap in a mall then the middle is obviously the best spot... 
 
    Libra distracts me with her index finger pointing ahead of us as part of the floor starts rippling and waving like water. 
 
    And slowly, a woman rises out of it. Not a cliché wannabe witch. This woman is...mature and dignified. Long shadowy black hair and wearing a black long dress with tight sleeves to her wrists. No frills, no decorative designs, just a solid black form-fitted dress. 
 
    But what would have to catch my eye the most is that gold metal broom she's sitting side-saddle on as she rises out of the rippling floor. 
 
    "You know...Somehow...I feel good about this. Like at least this wasn't just bad luck. We stepped into a spot. Just cause and effect." 
 
    "This does not alter the situation. Does it confer comfort to you?" 
 
    The last bits of watery-floor drop off her broom as her feet come out and the floor seems to solidify once again, letting her to step off the broom and stand on in front of us. 
 
    "...Uh...Hey there...I don't suppose you would be...A nice Witch, would you?" 
 
    She gives me a toothy grin and shakes her head at me. Mockingly telling me she's not nice. 
 
    "Libra...I think we should go. Before a fight breaks out." 
 
    "I cannot quite have that. Do stay." 
 
    Her voice is striking. It's sharp and deep. It's a VERY womanly voice, makes me feel like a squeaky middle schooler in comparison. 
 
    "Do you promise we won't fight? I'm up for talking, IF you're willing to talk." 
 
    "I'm not sure if you're a Witch. But if you are, you're so pathetic you're beneath me." 
 
    "I'm not. She is." 
 
    Something about this woman belittling me is not actually offensive. Aside from that gold metal Broomstick she's floating on, she's not a cliché at all.  
 
    But her face is definitely...What I want to call Evil-looking. She just looks like she enjoys putting people in their place...Which is probably under her foot. 
 
    "I have located a fracture in the incantation to exploit. Should we leave or continue to converse?" 
 
    "We can hear her out, I think." 
 
    "Well, unfortunately, there's little you can hear me out on. I don't know who the Witch with you is, which is strange...but I don't really care either. You, smaller girl. Have you seen any other Witches in this area?" 
 
    "What is the parameter of the area you infer?" 
 
    "The mall you're in. Whichever one it is." 
 
    Whichever one. So this really was a Trap.  
 
    Libra seems preoccupied so I take up the task of answering. 
 
    "Are you hunting down a Witch?" 
 
    "Mmm...What are you doing, Little One?" 
 
    That makes Libra look away from the air she was staring at. 
 
    "You are referring to me, accurate? I am isolating, destabilizing, and analyzing the structure of your incantation." 
 
    That makes the woman make a...very odd face. She's so...Posh? 
 
    "Excuse me. The witch you're looking for...She wouldn't be an ico--idolizer, right?" 
 
    "She would actually. She put a lot of emphasis on Pumpkins. Care to be helpful and tell me you know of her? I would be very relieved to hear I didn't waste my time here. Very relieved indeed." 
 
    "You are referring to Claire Beddingfield. Is this accurate?" 
 
    That makes her lift up her broom and hold it like a regal staff with the golden bristle end resting on the floor, like she's about to call order in her court. 
 
    "I am. Tell me of her. Or don't. Rather. Tell me where I can find her." 
 
    "We do not possess that information. She was detained by Shara Ventheim." 
 
    "...So Little Shara has her then...Good...Good. You two were very good girls. I'll remember your mana code so this doesn't happen again." 
 
    "...So...we're cool? No fighting?" 
 
    "No fight from me. Not now. And not ever if you behave." 
 
    "Wait, are--" 
 
    Color floods back into the world in an instant. 
 
    "We have been expelled from the isolated zone. I no longer qualify as a detected trigger. Would you desire I force the zone to open to continue your question?" 
 
    "No way. I think she was one of the Walpurgis people. A pretty high-up one too if she's just casually talking down to Shara. Rather not get on her bad side, you know?" 
 
    "Acknowledged. What would your inquiry have been, there is a minor possibility I may be capable of answering it." 
 
    "No, nothing big. I was just going to confirm she's in that Walpurgis group...That and I was kind of wondering why we were even there exactly..." 
 
    "This was a reactive barrier that would isolate subjects caught if they matched conditions. From what I have discerned, using her terminology...The conditions revolve around one's Mana Code. In simple terms...You may consider this similar to footprints in clay or wet dirt." 
 
    "So...wait...Everywhere you walk, you leave a magical trail that you've been there?" 
 
    "No. Rather...This would apply to locations where I make use of prana. That is, when I convert mana into the energy used in incantations. It seems that the composition of prana is unique to the caster, I have previously speculated this to be a major factor in bloodline spellcrafts." 
 
    ...That almost sounds like...Magical DNA and magical Fingerprints... 
 
    "So...from now on, everyone will know you used magic right outside the store we were in?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. Remnants of Prana use do not last more than several minutes. Most likely, the zone detected the use of Prana near it's barrier and preemptively prepared to activate if I entered the activation region." 
 
    "Whew...Was worried we'd have to be more conscious of when and where we use it...That would have been a real pain...in...the ass...Is that her? Is that Claire?" 
 
    She waves at us, looking slightly pale-faced. Also, she's not missing an arm. 
 
    "Barrier up around us." 
 
    The air shines like a hallway leading to her and I walk over... 
 
    And quickly twist her arm behind her back and make her kneel down in protests.
"What cha doing here, Idol Bitch?" 
 
    Her shouts and cries of pain are annoying. 
 
    "I could dislocate your shoulder like this. Never actually done that to somebody before. Kind of want to." 
 
    "You appear highly irate." 
 
    "Yup. Accurate. Claire...What ARE you DOING here right NOOOOW?" 
 
    I pulled on her arm like a lever to emphasis my annoyance to her clearly. 
 
    Wouldn't want to be unclear, that might be rude of me. Would be terribly unladylike to be rude right now. 
 
    I let her go and she holders her shoulder with her other hand as she sits on the floor, the obviously wet eyes and tears building getting no sympathy from me. 
 
    "I didn't even do anything to you this time! Why are you torturing me!?" 
 
    This time. 
 
    THIS time. 
 
    "So you know nothing about a Witch with a Gold Broom looking for you?" 
 
    "Nothing at all! Never heard of her!" 
 
    I don't understand people who have terrible poker faces...but STILL try to lie. 
 
    "Her reaction is not consistent with her expression. Is this a lie?" 
 
    I pat Libra's head for being smart. 
 
    "Shouldn't you be in Witch Jail or something? We saw Shara drag you away." 
 
    Well, technically, Libra saw. I saw the back of my eyelids while I fainted. 
 
    "You...You really...don't know anything about Witches, do you?" 
 
    "No, but I know a dumbass when I see one." 
 
    "I'll let that slide fo----ARHHRHH!" 
 
    I slide behind her and lift my lever of emphasis back up. 
 
    "I can SERIOUSLY break your arm. Don't piss me off, you dumbass. What are you doing here? WHY are you following us? WHY is someone looking for you and WHY should we not find her to hand you over?" 
 
    "She'll kill me!" 
 
    "I kinda figured." 
 
    My lack of empathy actually makes her choke for a second in shock. 
 
    "What's wrong with you!? She'll really kill me!" 
 
    "That's not my problem." 
 
    "What do you want from me?" 
 
    "...Huh." 
 
    I let go of her arm and she falls down clutching her shoulder. 
 
    "I don't think I want anything from you really. I mean...You can't do anything for me." 
 
    "Accurate. Whatever she is capable of performing, I can do so equivalently or more effectively." 
 
    "Don't forget, you got saved yesterday. If that was a real fight...I'm not getting into this." 
 
    "Accurate. You would lose both the real fight and the argument if you did so." 
 
    Savage. Genuine, but so savage.  
 
    "Give me a reason not to turn you over to her. One that gets me something, I mean." 
 
    "...What do you want?" 
 
    "No clue. What cha got to offer?" 
 
    I actually don't know how to take advantage of this situation. Libra can stomp her magically, I can stomp her physically...So we have her completely at our mercy... 
 
    ...But there's no actual point to this. How do you get a good deal out of a situation where you have everything that benefits you? I guess I might as well let her go then. 
 
    She smiles widely and then skips back away from us by an easy ten feet. 
 
    "Moonlight Zone!" 
 
    The world around the three of us shifts and warps away into a...Garden area filled with pumpkins on vines, a midnight sky with a full moon, and gravestones in the distance... 
 
    "We have been pulled into another Isolation Zone. This is not identical to the first." 
 
    ON SECOND THOUGHT, maybe killing her is just a matter of natural selection! 
 
    And who am I to stand in the way of Nature's methods!? 
 
    "Hey, Dumbass! Are you really picking a fight again!? She already took your magic once, you know!" 
 
    That makes her face wince as she starts floating up on her broomstick. 
 
    "It's not the same this time, you idiots! Look around you! We're in a perfect Idolizer world!" 
 
    Hmmmm...Yup. We are. 
 
    She has a great point. And one that I really think won't matter. 
 
    Her best spell Libra can just pop over her head before it hits us. 
 
    "I do not enjoy her company. She is exceedingly irrational." 
 
    "Libra. Set her broom on fire." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    Her hand hurls out a fireball, which makes Claire hop off her broom in the air and slap the fireball back at us like a baseball bat. The flame explodes against a bubble around us and disperses down the sides. 
 
    "How do you hit a fireball with a broom? That seems like cheating." 
 
    "As if a Witch's Broom would break that easily!? You're so clueless this is practically a mercy kill!" 
 
    "Before this fight is over, I want you to snap her broom. Like right in half." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I do not understand why the Broom would be uniquely durable when held by a Witch, however. This seems inconsistent." 
 
    "Broomsticks are associated with Witches. Might be protected by iconify." 
 
    "Idolatry! Get it right dammit!" 
 
    "Iconify. Idolatry sounds stupid." 
 
    "You think you're clever!? That's not going to help you enough!" 
 
    That is such an oddly stupid thing to say. 
 
    Pumpkins starting floating up everywhere all around us and glowing. 
 
    "Libra, can you get us out of here?" 
 
    "I have not been able to identify the incantation's structure fully yet." 
 
    She starts shrieking...I mean laughing at us from up above. 
 
    "Just so you idiots know, I have the full advantage in this field. This is the ace up my sleeve. Moonlight Zone is my special field. My Magic is at its peak here. And I can cast more spells, it doesn't even drain me as much here!" 
 
    "I'm not impressed! Your magic sucks and so do you!" 
 
    Libra nodding vehemently next to me is making it difficult...I mean impossible to keep a straight face. 
 
     "Fine! Just Die then! I don't need you anyways!" 
 
    Pumpkins pelt the ground toward us, missing at first, but then pounding and exploding against what I have to assume is Libra's magical shield bubble. 
 
    Since the pumpkins are glowing orange and Libra's shield is a glowing gold...It kinda blends together. 
 
    "This is highly unfortunate." 
 
    "Don't tell me she's actually a threat." 
 
    "Highly Inaccurate. However, the sound of the continuous explosions is irritating even after I have reduced it." 
 
    Claire just keeps floating, keeps smiling, keeps informing me I should have broken her arm when I had the chance. 
 
    "You won't last forever! And I've got four hundred pumpkins left! Prepared BEFORE you were brought here. I still have my FULL supply of mana to finish you off with. And that's IF you survive." 
 
    "Can you shoot her in the face from here?" 
 
    "I cannot do so while maintaining the barrier. It is too effectual to allow one-way departure." 
 
    "Tch. So we're stuck til she stops? Is your mana gonna be okay?" 
 
    "Accurate. The damage to the barrier is insubstantial, merely minorly agitating. Despite one hundred and seventy six collisions, I have only lost two percent of my limitation." 
 
    "You're Lying! You've lost more than that!" 
 
    I'm guessing two percent of Libra's limit is a loooooot more than two percent of Claire's limit. 
 
    "Inquiry, why is she insisting I have lied?" 
 
    "Because she's an idiot. Ignore her." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Should I be concerned for her safety or may I dismiss the regenerative sources of these pumpkins?" 
 
    "Won't we get hit if you do that?" 
 
    "No. We will not sustain any damage." 
 
    "Well...Go for it then." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    And at those words, the bubble surrounding us expands outward like a shockwave. Upheaving the pumpkins and their vines out of the ground and chopping most of them up in the process. 
 
    "That...Was flashier than I expected. How much of your supply is left?" 
 
    I look around, noticing there aren't any more Pumpkins shooting after us. Looks like she really did knock them out at the source. Guess Claire was lying about there being only four hundred. Probably to make us just try and endure it, only to find out it wouldn't actually end. Not a bad plan, I'll admit that much. 
 
    "Contiguously; Forty Seven percent." 
 
    That makes Claire laugh wildly, enough to almost fall off her broom.  
 
    She doesn't realize that Libra was at Sixty percent just before we entered the mall...Come to think of it, I wonder if she used anything figuring out that other Witch's barrier thing. 
 
    "Well, I think it's clear who's won this fight. Now why don't you both give up and I'll be nice and not kill you? That sounds really nice of me, doesn't it?" 
 
    "I really want to snap your broom in half." 
 
    "...You just don't know when to quit, do you?" 
 
    "Accurate. She should not quit. I will allow her to break your broomstick. This will please her." 
 
    "Why not make your stupid Pumpkin Moon? I bet Libra can match its power with a single spell!" 
 
    Libra looks at me and...Nods...Wait, what? But she said she didn't get the spell...Oh, but that doesn't mean Libra couldn't analyze the spell and learn it herself like she did with Shara's barrier... 
 
    That...sounds actually pretty cool. Beating her with her own magic. 
 
    Although that's just giving her the advantage because of her garbage iconify outfit cheat. 
 
    "Hmph. Fine with me. I will! You're underestimating just how much stronger my magic is here! Full Storm!" 
 
    Black clouds fill the sky except for a small opening for the moon to shine down on her. 
 
    Lightning starts striking the ground all around us. 
 
    "Fascinating...This is a fully produced native storm..." 
 
    "Shouldn't you shie--" 
 
    Libra sticks out her hand as a bolt of lightning strikes right into it...And then pours itself into a small white glowing orb in her hand. 
 
    "Highly viable." 
 
    "Full Moon Pumpkin Moon!" 
 
    The clouds all cleared out instantly and this THING in the sky doesn't even look like a pumpkin to me anymore. This thing is the size of an entire state. This thing IS the state of Colorado floating above our heads, waiting to drop down. 
 
    "Libra, Detonate it now! Just like before!" 
 
    A red beam fires out of her hand and...I can't even tell if it hit the pumpkin or not. 
 
    "I told you! My Magic is at its peak! You won't pop it that easily! Goodbye losers! Descend!" 
 
    That thing starts falling. And I can't tell that it's falling, all I can hear is the air being pushed out of its way as it slowly descends toward us. 
 
    "Libra! Do something!" 
 
    "Acknowledged. I will escalate this." 
 
    I feel my hair start to stand up...No, it's...My hair is starting to float up. Is it being pulled by-- 
 
    I had to blink as lightning started pouring all around us. Bouncing from the ground into Libra's hand. 
 
    The ball of light from that first bolt starts swirling around in her hand into a blur of purple and white. 
 
    "Goodbye losers! I'm leaving you here to die!" 
 
    "No. You are not leaving." 
 
    The ball of light disappears and I see Claire getting trapped inside a cage made of purple and white lights encircling her and then pulling her right into the dirt next to us. 
 
    "Hey! Let me go! What are you doing! That'll kill us both!" 
 
    "Inaccurate. Your Full Moon Pumpkin Moon is not a substantial threat." 
 
    "...Libra?" 
 
    "Apologies. I desired to ensure she did not escape amidst the conflict." 
 
    Her hand raises and--- 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I covered my ears out of reflex, but the shockwave knocked me hard against the inner lining of our shield. It felt like I was cushioned somehow, but it still knocked me flat onto the ground. 
 
    What came out of her hand this time was another red ray of light like before. But this one was easily as wide as a car. The explosion of the pumpkin detonating in the sky pulled the ground up around the three of us like it was nothing. 
 
    Where once there was a garden filled with graves, vines, pumpkins, and metal fences in the distance...Now there was nothing but an absolutely obliterated dirt field with the sky seeming to flicker and tear slightly. 
 
    "Your spell has destabilized your Isolation Field. I advise an immediate dispersal of the field." 
 
    Claire says nothing. She just sits there with a ghostly pale face of absolute shock and horror. 
 
    She's been made coldly aware of the gap between herself and Libra. 
 
    "Disperse. Immediately." 
 
    I start to hear this horrible scratching and wailing sound in the clouds. Black streaks start crawling along clouds and even far in the distance. Something about it is...unsettling to my very core. 
 
    "Son of a bitch! That was eighty percent of my mana! How could you break it!? With all the idolatry going on, that was enough to wipe out the town! How can you have that much mana to destabilize it!?" 
 
    "...You are irrational. I will dispel the field then." 
 
    "Barrier as soon as--" 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Her hand waves and...Sure enough, we're back in the mall... 
 
     And as we do, I see the air shine. Glad I mentioned it in time. 
 
    "What the hell!? You can't just dispel someone else's field like that! Who the hell are you!?" 
 
    "My name is Libra. I possess no need for greater clarification to you. Your value is minimal and you are highly aggressive and irrational...Inquiry, should she be eliminated as a form of self-defense?" 
 
    "Hmmm...I'm definitely thinking about it..." 
 
    This time she's actually beaten. Helpless before us and not deluded into thinking she stood a chance to begin with. Her face makes that pretty clear... 
 
    Frankly, it would probably be smart to kill her...But then again...That other Witch was looking for her. 
 
    That alone is good enough reason to keep her alive... 
 
    Plus I don't think I'm fully up to seeing people die in front of me...That was...pretty disturbing yesterday. 
 
    And that was just her arm! 
 
    "WHICH reminds me actually. How'd you get your arm back?" 
 
    "...I...grew it back..." 
 
    That is NOT a confused 'how can you be so oblivious' pause. That is a 'hope you don't call my bluff' pause. The kind of pause you use when you're a really bad liar. 
 
    Well, that's fine. If she thinks we fell for her lie, it makes it easier to use her later if we need to. 
 
    "You know what, I do know what we want. But first...Did Shara let you go, or did you escape?" 
 
    "She let me go. Haven't you read the guidelines?" 
 
    Come to think of it, are they coming in the regular mail or is some kind of magical mail? 
 
    "Alright then. Where is Shara?" 
 
    "...I didn't escape her." 
 
    "Yeah, but WE'RE looking for her. Where's her...office or something. Grand Witches have an office, right?" 
 
    "...You...How are you both so...clueless?" 
 
    We're also really nice. Because I should kick you in the shin for saying something that rude. 
 
    "Plausible. I have not--" 
 
    I put my hand over Libra's mouth as soon as she started to respond. Because I got a hunch she was going to blurt out something that would indicate her age. 
 
    "We keep that tidbit to ourselves. It's our advantage." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I will not speak on the subject without your advisement." 
 
    "So. Shara...Ventheim, I think? Where is she? Where can we go to find her? Without you." 
 
    "Don't trust me to lead the way or something?" 
 
    "No. I don't." 
 
    "Accurate. I do not either." 
 
    I want to high five you. I was being mean on purpose, you weren't. 
 
    "Fine...guess I deserve that after what I pulled...Shara lives in the office about...Three or four miles from here to the north." 
 
    She's about Ten miles from my apartment then. Although...Mall isn't directly north of me...So more like eight miles. Damn, was hoping she'd live closer. 
 
    "It's the solid black one with really dark windows. It's next to an old red brick building, you can't miss them together." 
 
    Wait...Old Red Brick building about eight miles north of my apartment? Isn't that...Yeah, that's the public library. I've actually seen the black building with tinted windows she's talking about. 
 
    That's...kind of interesting, so Shara's office overlooks the Library I visit every other month? Neat. 
 
    Maybe if I didn't renew online all the time, I'd have bumped into her on the street before now. 
 
    "One more thing...Give me your hat." 
 
    "What!? Why!?" 
 
    "I want a souvenir. A memorial to the first witch I saw get her ass kicked." 
 
    "I'm not giving you my hat for that!" 
 
    "Do you desire I take the hat by force?" 
 
    Down, Robot. Do not set lasers to kill. 
 
    "I'm kidding. Besides...Your hat looks like crap. I liked the other lady's hat...Yeah, what's her name?" 
 
    "...Ubiquitous..." 
 
    "Oh that is SUCH a better name for a Witch than Claire." 
 
    "It's not her real name, you know. Like Libra is a good name?" 
 
    "Threat. Libra is an excellent name. You will not question the quality of my name." 
 
    She actually started a threat with the word Threat. By itself. Also she threatened Claire over her name. 
 
    That is so many flavors of ridiculous...Come to think of it, I'm hungry. 
 
    As I think that, I see something blur in front of me as a wooden broom is held before me by Libra. 
 
    "I have obtained her broom. You may break it if you desire." 
 
    "Put it down! Don't break someone's broom!" 
 
    I grab it and it makes her look...Genuinely hopeless for a minute. 
 
    Iconifers rely on common knowledge...So in that case...This might not just be a broomstick she can ride. This might actually be more like a wand that lets her even USE magic. 
 
    I toss it back and it smacks against her forehead before she catches it. 
 
    As soon as she's holding it again, she breathes out a pretty huge sigh. She didn't dare tell us we couldn't break it this time. She knew better. She couldn't risk us even trying to. 
 
    Even I'm not that much of a monster to take away her magic and I get the feeling it'd do just that. 
 
    "Claire. Give me your phone number." 
 
    "...Fine..." 
 
    She stands back up and holds out her hand. 
 
    "...Well? Give me your phone." 
 
    I'm tempted to kick her square in the knee for that. Fully aware she can't know I lost my phone, it still angers me to be reminded of it. 
 
    "Just say it. Libra's gonna memorize it." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I will retain the information." 
 
    "...Seven two zero six five oh four four nine three." 
 
    Who the hell says 'zero' and 'oh' in the same number sequence? 
 
    Oh wait...Seven two zero...She's local? 
 
    URGH, SHE'S LOCAL!? 
 
    THIS GARBAGE CAME OUT OF MY TOWN!? 
 
    Wait...wait...Could be a burner phone. 
 
    "Cool. Now go away. Like...Far away." 
 
    "...You know...If you talk that way to other Witches, they'll kill you for it. We don't stand...non-witches talking down to us." 
 
    "I don't talk down to Witches. I talk down to idiots." 
 
    "...I'm leaving." 
 
    She storms off past us. 
 
    "That was slightly enjoyable. Although I would not consider it pleasant, disparaging Claire Beddingfield is amusing and minorly enjoyable." 
 
    Uh oh. 
 
    I accidentally infected my robot with a sadism virus. 
 
    "So I wasn't going to ask her, because she would have just lied...Why didn't she set off Ubiquitous' barrier like we did?" 
 
    "Her mana code has been altered. I am not certain how this is possible, but this means tracking based on this principle will not work." 
 
    It's always interesting to see gaps in Libra's knowledge about magic. Must be something Witches thought up after her era. I can see why though; The world is more densely populated than back then. There are far more Witches now than ever before by just sheer statistical probability, I'm sure. So you'd naturally get situations like this of some Witches wanting to hunt down and kill other certain witches. Like a sort of...evolution of magic. Hunters like Ubiquitous evolved to track mana code and prey like Claire evolved to change their mana code. 
 
    Whereas, as Libra said before, Witches in her era preferred to avoid confrontation. 
 
     "But it worked on you because she didn't recognize your Code, right? So wouldn't it have snagged her?" 
 
    "Plausible. Therefore, it must be assumed that Claire Beddingfield has somehow managed to alter her mana code to match that of another Witch that Ubiquitous is familiar with." 
 
    "Hmm...Can you do that?" 
 
    "Unfortunately, I cannot. I possess a means of analyzing Mana Code, but I do not possess any methods to alter it to match another Witch's specific code. Of note is that one's Mana Code will natively change over the course of time based on variations in the body's structure. I am a rare exception to this, as my structure cycles every two years due to rejuvenation." 
 
    "So...Could it have happened when she got her arm fixed somehow?" 
 
    "Exceptionally implausible. The loss or alteration of limbs would alter the mana code, but it would be radically similar to its previous state. Alterations of Mana Code to match another Witch would need to be intentional biological alterations primarily to one's brain, heart, lungs, and intestines." 
 
    So basically it'd be like changing your DNA...Actually it might LITERALLY be that. 
 
    "Alternatively, she may be using an incantation to directly lace her mana with some form of obfuscation." 
 
    Sounds like some sort of a spy movie where they take a drug to change their DNA to get past a locked vault. Absolutely absurd to the point of not being believable. 
 
    "Well whatever. We got a spot to find Shara and we got Claire's phone...Speaking of which." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I did not expect them to be cheap. I thought this would be like half a real phone. But both of them are under a hundred together. 
 
    "Exceptional! I can hear your voice from the Mechanism!" 
 
    I just got hit by cute in stereo as she replies to me while standing two feet away from me. 
 
    I hang up before she gets insuffera-- 
 
    "Are you calling me back?" 
 
    "Inaccurate..." 
 
    As soon as I hung up, she rapidly started dialing and 
 
    "Claire Beddingfield?" 
 
    She called Claire? Why? 
 
    "Your magic is exceptionally weak and I do not value what I have taken from you." 
 
    And she hangs up with that ABSOLUTELY BEYOND RUDE phone call. 
 
    Don't...Dooooon't look at me innocently like that. I'm trying not to hit the floor dying from what you just did. Do not even remotely act like you were anything less than a complete douchebag just then. 
 
    "But why though?" 
 
    "I was not certain. I have ascertained there is amusement between us when we degrade Claire Beddingfield. Is this accurate? I desire to make you smile with joy often." 
 
    I pat her head. I'm also amazed at how quickly she understands new things. Maybe it's from studying magic instead of just practicing it? At her core, she's scientific I guess. More interested in the how and why something works than the fact that it works at all...Well, I'm not any different to be fair. 
 
    "Do we now head to the location described?" 
 
    "No way. We came here to shop, that's what we're gonna do. Let's get you something to wear...Like...Something more your style." 
 
    "What is that garment considered?" 
 
    I look where and at whom she's pointing. It's a woman clearly on a date...with a guy who is clearly not dressed for a date. 
 
    "That's a Sundress." 
 
    And what they're eating is called onion rings. They're one of the only signs of magic left in the world. 
 
    ...Now I'm hungry and I come to a great revelation on life; Cereal is a snack, not a food. CERTAINLY not a meal...Urrghhh...bear with it. 
 
    "Is that acceptable? It is exceptionally revealing. Would that form also fluster you?" 
 
    "Huh? It's not that...Do you think it's lewd because it shows leg?" 
 
     "It also exposes arms, shoulders, and the top of her breasts. The straps are also exceptionally thin, and the fabric is partially see through despite it's dark color. Is that amount of skin exposure lewd?" 
 
    "Not to me, which I'm sure is the important thing you want to know." 
 
    "Accurate. That is pleasing. Pants are highly restrictive on thighs and hips." 
 
    "Just be glad you're not wearing skinny jeans then." 
 
    "What are Skinny Jeans?" 
 
    I point at the guy sitting at the table with her. 
 
    "Those appear exceptionally uncomfortable. What career requires such garments?" 
 
    "None of them almost. They're like...a public sign that you have no taste in clothes." 
 
    "...Why would one display such notions? Does it create pity they can manipulate for gain?" 
 
    It should. 
 
    "I just don't like them. That's all. It's really just preference." 
 
    "Acknowledged. May I replicate her clothing?" 
 
    "No, but we can go looking at sundresses for you. Her dress is...Kinda ugly." 
 
    Also yeah it does look like...Partially see through...But not really? Maybe it's just the light? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Reeeeally?" 
 
    I didn't realize it when she pulled it off the rack but...That's just outright a black party dress. 
 
    Like the kind of dress you go clubbing in...I would...assume... 
 
    Mrrrmm...Not okay with having to admit that to myself. 
 
    "Accurate. This is exceptionally more comfortable...Have you determined it is lewd now that you have seen me in the attire?" 
 
    "It's not...lewd...I mean, it looks good on you..." 
 
    But it's a party dress. It's not casual. I...feel underdressed in comparison. 
 
    I mean at least I look nice. Slacks and a dress shirt is an easy look to pull off. 
 
    "The colors also match your attire, I find this pleasing in some manner." 
 
    That's just corny and she doesn't even know it. 
 
    "Is this not acceptable?" 
 
    "It's acceptable...The top part is an improvement." 
 
    "Unfortunately, it is a thicker material. Should I alter it to continue sexually enticing you?" 
 
    That's because it's a halter, so it's meant to be worn without a bra. 
 
    "...Are you comfortable with it?" 
 
    "Accurate. The pressure on my chest is insubstantial and not offsetting my balance in a substa-...Very much." 
 
    "Don't try and simplify how you speak. Speak how you like. If I don't understand, I'll say so." 
 
    "...I have noticed in this location that...my speech is highly abnormal...Exceedingly direct...Are you certain this is acceptable?" 
 
    "I kinda like it. It's not like you're an idiot who doesn't understand how people talk. You're just...Like you said. Exceedingly Direct." 
 
    "Acknowledged...That is...endearing and pleasant." 
 
    "So, is this the one?" 
 
    "Accurate. I have also memorized several variants of it. The color and materials can be altered as well." 
 
    I shake the bottom of her skirt with my hand. It's very wavy. 
 
    "You're cool with this on your legs though? It doesn't tickle or anything?"  
 
    "Accurate. This amount of contact is something I am accustomed to from my prior garments." 
 
    "...So one rule about skirts...If any wind or anything blows the skirt up, you put your hands down in front of you to keep it down. Got it?" 
 
    "Acknowledged. Assumption, this is a form of decency?"
"Yup." 
 
    "Must this rule be maintained in combative scenarios?" 
 
    "Eh. No, just everyday scenarios." 
 
    "Acknowledged. This is reasonable." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I bought her one set of underwear, one dress...All of which she is wearing while I'm carrying a bag with the originals in them... 
 
    Man, that's a little weird. Then again, she's not wearing the bra. So it's not a COMPLETE double thing going on. 
 
    Meanwhile what she ACTUALLY got out of this is essentially an infinite number of dresses and underwear that she can instantly change at will whenever she wants. 
 
    "...This is dumb." 
 
    I stop walking and set the bag down on a bench and then make us keep walking. 
 
    "You are leaving behind the purchased objects." 
 
    "I don't want to lug a bag around filled with stuff neither of us is ever going to use." 
 
    "Was not your plan to maintain contingency clothing?" 
 
    "I'm sticking with that plan. I'll just have you MAKE those contingency clothes and stick them in a drawer when we get home. Same result, cept I don't have to carry it. You don't mind, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. The purchase was made to suffice your whim that such be done, there is no need to maintain the originals and they are inferior to the variations I have created." 
 
    "Huh? Your dress looks exactly the same though. Did you really change anything?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    I look down at her chest, expecting...No, looks about the same. Can't see anything. 
 
    "...What'd you...change? I don't see anything." 
 
    "I have altered the fabric to the silk variety." 
 
    I pinch the bottom of her skirt. 
 
    ...Oooooh that's...reeeeeally nice. 
 
    "Remind me to get you to make me silk clothes later...This feels better than the last time you did silk." 
 
    "Accurate. I have improved the quality based on materials in the under garment store and refined further after that state." 
 
    So it's like...Super silk. 
 
    Her use of magic is so mundane yet awesome at the same time. 
 
    "Wait...The phone was in your pants. What happened to it when you changed clothing?" 
 
    She reaches into the side of the bottom of her skirt and pulls out the phone. 
 
    "As stated. I altered the design of the dress to be superior." 
 
    "Word to the wise...Silk pockets are a bad idea. It rips easy and you can lose stuff if it falls out without you noticing." 
 
    "...Acknowledged. I will bear this in mind. Gratitude." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I set the burgers down at the table. 
 
    "This is a hamburger. Cheeseburger specifically." 
 
    "It is an exceptionally tall food. With what utensils is it consumed?" 
 
    "...Fine, I'll do something cute for you." 
 
    I grab her burger with my hands and hold it out for her. She looks confused, but clues in and leans forward to take a bite. 
 
    "There. Happy?" 
 
    She nods her head gleefully. I figured she'd love being hand-fed for even a moment. 
 
    I set it back down in the wrapper. 
 
    "It a very robust warm food. However, it is vastly different in taste and texture than Pizza." 
 
    "Do you like it?" 
 
    "Accurate. It is very enjoyable. The flavor is merely surprisingly different from a food containing what I have ascertained as similar ingredients. Such as this yellow substance." 
 
    "That's cheese." 
 
    "This is cheese...Acknowledged. This substance is made from Milk?" 
 
    "...How...How do you know that? Like...Genuinely how?" 
 
    "The word is associated by descent with Dairy, which is associated by ascent with Milk. Your reaction indicates I am correct?" 
 
    "Yeah, you're right. It's just interesting the way you figured it out." 
 
    "Accurate. This is also exceedingly valuable information, as all foods I have eaten contained Dairy. Therefore I have a functional understanding of the flavor of dairy now. I desire to try foods that do not contain dairy soon." 
 
    I take a bite of mine and realize that...Mall burgers are...Not great actually. Not bad. But not great. 
 
    "Your cheeseburger is substantially larger than mine, why is this?" 
 
    Don't ask me a question right AS I take a bite, you Bitch. 
 
    I quickly swallow and try to keep my composure. 
 
    "Mine's a double. I figured your stomach isn't used to eating anymore, so I got you a single." 
 
    "Plausible. You consumed a greater portion of Pizza than I did and stated you were not satisfied." 
 
    "Yeah, I have a pretty high metabolism. Work keeps me on my feet, so I'm usually grabbing easy stuff to keep up." 
 
    There's like...A dedicated shelf in one of our fridges at work that I keep pizza stocked in. 
 
    "I do not understand this term. What is metabolism." 
 
    "I couldn't explain it perfectly. But like...Basically I digest food quicker and better than most people. Which also means I'm hungry more often though." 
 
    "That is...minorly inconsistent. If you digest food better, would you not be hungry less often than other people? Would your system not suffice with smaller portions?" 
 
    I stop taking a bite at those words. 
 
    "...Libra, like I said...I can't explain it perfectly. How about we look it up when we get home? Okay?" 
 
    "Acknowledged. I look forward to more computer time, it is highly fascinating. Exceptionally useful." 
 
    And filled to the brim with the garbage of mankind. 
 
    If the people of her era saw a computer, they'd call us witches and burn us at the stake. 
 
    But if they saw what people post on those computers...They'd call us demons and run for their lives. 
 
    "Yeah...well...So are you." 
 
    I immediately look down after seeing her face from me saying that. 
 
    Stupid big grinned robot. Doesn't know how to regulate her emotional supply. Defective robot! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Shall we now head to Shara Ventheim's location?" 
 
    "Hmmm...Yeah sure let's...go...there..." 
 
    He saw me. He's running over. Danny is jogging toward me. 
 
    "Barrier. Now. Immediately." 
 
    He stops his walk, blinks a bit, and stands there absolutely confused. 
 
    He slowly walks toward the table as I grab Libra by her arm and pull her slightly away from it while he examines the table. 
 
    I was wondering about how it looks from the outside, but he seems to be certain he saw us for a second. 
 
    "I am altering the barrier, we must step further away." 
 
    We do and I see the light shine around us, staying about the same size around us while we move away from the table. 
 
    As we do, Danny actually squats down to look under the table as he gets closer. 
 
    "So if he stepped into the barrier, he'd see us?" 
 
    "Accurate. Although the barrier acts as subconscious dissuasion, the effect is ineffectual if one has already determined to walk a course prior to the erection of the barrier." 
 
    "I see..." 
 
    "Inquiry, why are we avoiding this man?" 
 
    "I don't like him. He's annoying." 
 
    "He is similar to Claire Beddingfield?" 
 
    "She's just a brat and an idiot. Danny is...a special kind of annoying. I both pity and am annoyed by him." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Why do you pity this man?" 
 
    Oh, I know EXACTLY how to end this conversation. 
 
    "He wants to be my Lover." 
 
    At those precise words, Libra's head turns to him, her arm raises up, and her hand starts to glow gold until I grab her arm. 
 
    "Woah woah. Don't kill him." 
 
    "...Apologies...I may have overreacted...I despise this man and desire him no longer to exist." 
 
    I have to breathe out from hearing her say that. 
 
    "Wheeew....Damn. You don't need to kill him. He's been hitting on me...Err that is...He's been trying to...seduce...me..." 
 
    Urgh. Those words. About him. Nyerghh. 
 
    "For over a year now. He has like...Absolutely zero chance of succeeding. Most people have no chance, he has even less than they do." 
 
    "...That is...Pleasing...Minorly...I still desire his elimination." 
 
    Everyone thinks killer robots will be in the future, they don't realize killer robots actually come from the past. Roman Robots. 
 
    ...That would make SUCH an awesome cartoon show. 
 
    "You don't just kill people because they're annoying. That's not civilized." 
 
    "Acknowledged...It is my hope that he accidentally is killed by his own actions." 
 
    "And here I was thinking I was the only one with jealousy problems." 
 
    "...I am Jealous? This does not align with my knowledge of the word. I am merely desiring to assert dominance over rival subjects for your affection. Regardless of your intention regarding said inferior subjects." 
 
    That's wrong. You can't say "regarding said x" if you're not quoting precisely what you said. And you did not call them inferior rival subjects the first time. You added that in intentionally the second time. 
 
    "My assessment would assert that I am merely overly protective of our relationship." 
 
    "So if I said Shara was hot, would you try and kill her too?" 
 
    "Minorly inaccurate. You have already stated that you respect, but are not attracted to, Shara Ventheim. Additionally, she has sworn she is not interested in sexual relationships regarding women. There would be no plausible need for elimination." 
 
    I snicker at the fact that she had to say it was only 'minorly' inaccurate. Meanwhile Danny gives up and walks past us deeper into the mall away from the Food Court. 
 
    "I was actually going to have us do some more fun shopping. Maybe take you to a jewelry store or something. But I don't want Danny to spot us again, so we'll come back after we visit Shara. Okay?" 
 
    "...I deeply desire his elimination." 
 
    "Give me a few days, I have a hunch he's about to not be a problem anymore." 
 
    "I do not understand, why--" 
 
    "Hush. Not telling you yet." 
 
    Because I have a hunch, with the way things are going, a few days is the absolute limit I can endure before Libra and I are genuinely a couple. 
 
    Upside is that one of the first things we get to do as a couple is watch the sun set...behind Danny's crying face. 
 
    "Seriously though. Don't do that." 
 
    "Unfortunate. Acknowledged." 
 
    I mean I'm a terrible person by a mile...But even I'm not awful enough to just let her kill someone purely because they're annoying. 
 
    ...I mean... 
 
    Uh oh. Maybe I am. 
 
    Maybe not?...Four percent incompatible... 
 
    How much does it bother me that she wanted to? It really didn't bother me THAT much. 
 
    Oh nooo...I might be just as much a Psychopath as she is... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter X : Ubiquitous 
 
    "Such size is a standardization for modern Libraries?" 
 
    Libra looks up at the red brick building. I brought us here since I knew where it was, vaguely at least. Nothing much happened on the way except for... 
 
      
 
    "I desire us to walk in that manner." 
 
    "I am not grabbing your ass as we walk." 
 
    "That seems pleasant, despite the destabilized balance it would bring." 
 
    "Absolutely not." 
 
    "Unfortunate! I will return to this subject at another time." 
 
      
 
    And by a later time she meant 'every few minutes when we see someone else walking like that'. I actually tried to bring up that all the people she pointed out were guys having their hand on a girl's ass...And then to spite me, a pair of girls turned the corner with BOTH of them grabbing the other's ass... 
 
    I feel like I didn't need a bad luck hex on me, I seem to have naturally bad luck. 
 
    At least I was smart enough to have her warp us the other three miles of the way. 
 
    "Do you not desire to answer my inquiry?" 
 
    "Sorry, zoned out...Was trying to see where that black building is..." 
 
    Her hand raises up and points with her index finger over her shoulder to the gigantic black windowed black building of black magic blackness that is painfully obviously catching me in my lie. 
 
    "...I might have been thinking of other things as well..." 
 
    "Should I repeat my inquiry?" 
 
    "Uh no...Size, right? This one is more...Let's call it compact. There's no artwork or anything inside like the one downtown, it's really plain. I use it because it's less busy...You can transfer stuff from other libraries to it." 
 
    "They willingly release such materials to one another? That is an exceptional bond of trust." 
 
    "Well no, it's more like...How can I put it...It's all one business, just different locations." 
 
    "...How can a Library be a business? Is there a fee to enter it?" 
 
    "You just need a library card which is...Free...Normally at least." 
 
    "If access is granted freely, how can one sustain a financial gain?" 
 
    "By scamming people with things called late fees. I'm guessing you couldn't take stuff from libraries in your era, right? Well, here we can take stuff home, but we have to return it or we get fined." 
 
    "That is an impressive and plausible penalty system...But it does not seem a viable means of sustainable monetary gain. Logically, one would merely ensure items are returned before fees are enacted." 
 
    "...Yeah, but...Most people are idiots. Idiots are not logical." 
 
    "Exceptional! This is a system to displace wealth from the dregs of a society? That is an exceptionally clever reallocation of funds for the progression of knowledge!" 
 
    Damn. That's cold. 
 
    "You are laughing exceptionally. Why is this humorous? Is this similar to the mockery of Claire Beddingfield? Does the statement of one's lower value amuse you?" 
 
    I want to see how genuine her face is, but I'm laughing internally too hard to open my eyes. She is absolutely right and that makes me an absolutely terrible person. 
 
    Choking back a laugh desperately trying to escape, I pat her on the head. 
 
    "You're kind of Elitist, you know that?" 
 
    "Plausible...So long as one's status as the Elite refers to one's capabilities and actions rather than birthrate or geographical fortune." 
 
    "Well, let's go say hello. It's common courtesy for Witches, right?" 
 
    "It has been stated as such." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As we step through the door, I don't even get to see the inside of the building and the people in it before everything shifts and waves around. 
 
    "Wait, the building itself is magic?" 
 
    "Accurate. The exterior is enchanted with illusionary incantations." 
 
    The blonde girl at the reception desk cocks her head at us. I just kind of...wave. 
 
    "Is uh...Is Shara...Ventheim here?" 
 
    She looks up at me, looks over to Libra, looks over to her monitor. Looking very very confused. 
 
    "Name?" 
 
    "...The Redhead with the whitehead...She'll uh...Know who we are." 
 
    She looks at us with such a helpless 'why though?' before telling us to wait here and walking through a door behind her. 
 
    "Why did you not inform her of our given names?" 
 
    I've been trying to figure that out since I said it. 
 
    "When you act how people won't expect, you have the advantage over them." 
 
    "Plausible...However, your expression seemed to indicate you also did not expect your action." 
 
    "Hushshsh. I panicked." 
 
    "Panic appears exceptionally inconvenient." 
 
    I just nod to those words while we stand here. 
 
    "She'll see you. Elevator on your right. Take it to the top floor." 
 
    I give a mechanical nod to the receptionist as she points us to the elevator. 
 
    This building is really nice. Black marble titles...Black marble walls...Why is everything black? 
 
    "Oh hey, everything's marble here. Maybe marble still works for iconify like you thought?" 
 
    "This is improper material for iconific marble. The composition is too different." 
 
    I hit the top floor button and we just sort of...stand around in the elevator. 
 
    "We are currently ascending upwards. Do not be alarmed." 
 
    "...Why would I be...This isn't magical." 
 
    Her face pops with surprise as she looks up to me quickly. 
 
    "Are you certain?" 
 
    "Technology." 
 
    "...Accurate. There is a cable system we are connected to...Highly impressive...But the weight remains substantial, are you certain no magical force is in aid here?" 
 
    "There were elevators at the mall too, didn't you see them?" 
 
    "Accurate. However, they only ascended two levels. I did not analyze their weights or functionality." 
 
    Dammit, we took the stairs to the first floor. Should have walked around to find an escalator. Really want to see her react to that. 
 
    Do it on the way home I guess. 
 
    "That...reminds me...How much of your limit is left?" 
 
    "Eighteen percent of my limitation remains available for use. Fortunately, this may soon be renewed." 
 
    "Yeah...Let's hope so." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We step out of the elevator and step through an empty room into...A very organized business office...If not for the drawers left open in places and papers scattered on them. Like it WAS organized recently, but the person it was organized FOR doesn't understand the concept of keeping up with it. 
 
    "Mmmm. Here we are again." 
 
    Ubiquitous is the first person we see though. Shara isn't even in the office. Ubiquitous is in Shara's chair. 
 
    Her long black hair actually shines kind of purple in the daylight breaking through the tinted windows.  
 
    "Hey...Is...Shara here?" 
 
    "She will be. Shortly. She's grabbing something for me. Shall we wait together, little ones?" 
 
    Libra looks up at me and I just nod while we sit down in the empty small couch next to the door...Urgh, it's a loveseat. Maybe I should have had us sit in the two chairs across from the desk... 
 
    But then it'd feel like I was at my bank-- 
 
    Sneaky little robot is sitting with her head leaning against my shoulder. Jeez, I've met books that are harder to read than she is. 
 
    "My, are you both new to town? You seem very interested in her little office. As though you've never seen it before." 
 
    Which is in stark contrast to the other Witch in front of us, whom I can't get a bead on. 
 
    "Something...like that...Yeah." 
 
    It's more like I'm underwhelmed by how...Just typical her office is.  
 
    `There actually IS magical information on the papers. My eyes scanning around do catch a bunch of words like "expected mana" and "immediate spectral destabilization" and plenty of other things that seem nonsensical to me. But they're all on completely normal forms...It's so mundane...But that kind of makes it more interesting to me. 
 
    "Hmmm...You don't seem scared of me...Now that's interesting." 
 
    "Don't have much reason to be. Not like you're attacking us or anything." 
 
    "True. Very true. But, given that I can't even sense your mana...It must be so low that you're very new to magic entirely. It makes me feel like you don't know who I am." 
 
    At those words, her hair glows more and more purple and the room seems to get darker by the second. 
 
    "We're both really new to this...Sorry if we're offendi--" 
 
    "Do not aggress. You will be eliminated." 
 
    As Libra says that, the light suddenly comes back to the room in an instant in a VERY unnatural way. In a way that reminded me of glass shattering. 
 
    In a way that made Ubiquitous stand up out of Shara's chair. 
 
    "THAT is a VERY interesting stunt, Little One." 
 
    "Accurate. It is a warning. You were exhibiting an erosion field to contaminate our mana supply." 
 
    "A warning? You're warning me? Really now?" 
 
    I don't know what to say. I should try to de-escalate this...But Libra said it was intent on contaminating us. Our mana supply though? Do non-witches make mana too? Then do animals as well? Really can't think about this right now. 
 
    "Accurate. I would advise you do not aggress further. I will not tolerate the endangerment of either of our beings. Comply." 
 
    As Ubiquitous breathes out, I'm reminded of the fact that Libra has less than twenty percent of her mana left. There's really no way twenty percent is enough to take on someone on the Walpurgis Committee, right? 
 
    "Well...Not as if you were going to get very far with that kind of mouth." 
 
    Her hair goes completely purple at once and then it seems like the air around her gets darker until- 
 
    "Ubiq, knock it off." 
 
    Until that purple hair returns to a solid black as Shara steps into the room...Oh hey, her hair wasn't black at all. It's dark brown. Chocolately brown. 
 
    Let the Chocolate Witch melt this tension away please. 
 
    "...Perhaps I overreacted. Do you have my ring?" 
 
    A small gold ring is tossed from Shara to Ubiquitous, and she starts to leave the room. 
 
    "Ubiq, just to be clear...You don't start fights in my office. You make a mess here, you're handling every piece of paperwork I get til I feel repaid." 
 
    "How terrifying. But do teach that brat some manners. I disdain having to spank children...Speaking of which, did you find her?" 
 
    "I didn't look for her. Not my problem." 
 
    Ubiquitous rolls her eyes and then strolls past her into the elevator, and then pleasantly gone from earshot as my ears hear the elevator heading down. 
 
    "And you. Libra, right? If YOU start any shit either, you're doing paperwork." 
 
    "...Is that undesirable?" 
 
    "Trust me, it is." 
 
    She strolls by to sit in her seat. 
 
    "I was aggressed. I do not tolerate attempts to contaminate our bodies." 
 
    "...Sasha, you two didn't do anything to offend her, right?" 
 
    "Not that I can think of...Wanna read my mind and tell me?" 
 
    "Mmm...Sure, why not." 
 
    She sticks out her hand for a handshake and I take it until she lets go. 
 
    "Urgh...Think I get the jist of it. Libra, I'll say this for your sake but...Avoid an actual fight with Ubiquitous at all costs. She's not actually going to hold a grudge over this, and if she brings it up to me I'll probably just tell her the truth about you." 
 
    "I will not tolerate attempts-" 
 
    "I'm just saying don't go offensive. Defense is fine, but threatening her can be bad." 
 
    I can't help but ask what I should have asked Claire in the first place. 
 
    "Is she on the Walpurgis Committee?" 
 
    "Yeah. And she's one of the worst to deal with. She's also insecure though. So people not knowing who she is really gets under her skin. Fact is, she wouldn't typically start a fight with anyone even close to her. She's completely freaked out by dying without being remembered." 
 
    "So...just knowing who she is...she won't pick a fight anymore?" 
 
    "Shouldn't, yeah. But Libra, I need this to be clear...You might not be able to beat her." 
 
    "Highly improbable. If she will not combat you, this infers you are no less than half her measure, of which you have attested I am greater than." 
 
    Shara sits back down and leans back in her chair. 
 
    "That was just talking about mana capacity. Ubiquitous' capacity isn't actually that high. I have about four times as much as she does. The problem is she can use A.D.L." 
 
    A moment passes in silence, until Shara's eyebrows raise and she remembers how clueless we are. 
 
    "Oh, yeah. Right. A.D.L. stands for Accelerated Divine Language. Basically, she can talk really fast in a language that isn't actually coherent. It lets her cast verses at unreal speeds and...Do you...know what verses are?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "She explained it to me." 
 
    "Oh, thank God. Did not want to have to go over that. To be clear, it's not actually a divine language. It's gibberish. Complete nonsense. Like instead of saying Flame, you'd just add an 'ef' sound to what you're saying. Most A.D.L users can pretty much cast the full eight verses of any spell in the time it'd take you or I to cast just two verses." 
 
    "...That...sounds like cheating." 
 
    "It is. And it speaks volumes about what's wrong with her head. A sane person wouldn't be able to incorporate that kind of language as a real language they can cast spells with. A.D.L. is very rare, and you rarely get to see it on any Witch worth her broom." 
 
    That makes it sound like broomsticks are still a major part of being a witch. It's weird that brooms are apparently still relevant outside iconify...Like...Why? 
 
    "Ubiquitous is actually scarier in this way though. It's a double amplified language. She took whatever the original language she memorized was and reversed it. So she's also getting the idolatry story of speaking backwards for spells as part of a base to her magic. And then there's the Accelerated part of the term, meaning she literally uses acceleration on the muscles of her mouth to literally speak faster. So she can easily say the full eight verses of any spell before you can finish a single verse...AND it's boosted a little by Idolatry." 
 
    "So in other words...Libra could beat her, but only if she wasn't using this cheat language?" 
 
    "Probably so, yeah. It's actually a huge threat that's kept her in-line with the rest of the council, she used to be a lot more uncontrollable until...let's call her our number one Witch, numbed her tongue from a distance and then creamed her." 
 
    "I desire to meet this Number One Witch. I would desire to know what the most powerful Witch of this era is like in both personality and capability." 
 
    "...She's...Unquestionably above you. Juviel is over four thousand years old. The gap between her and any given witch...Is probably the same as the gap between You and Sasha there." 
 
    "That is highly exciting. Can I meet this woman? Is she more agreeable than Ubiquitous?" 
 
    Shara's face makes a...very interesting expression. I'd almost say she was infected by Libra's childlike wonder and love for magic. 
 
    "Maybe you could someday. I've never met her personally, but she's pretty nice overall. Nice enough that the Walpurgis Committee runs as a democracy, even though she could take over without anyone being able to stop her." 
 
    "Is she lazy like you?" 
 
    Shara looks right at me. Half offended, half dead caught in her personality flaws. 
 
    "First of all, that's really rude, Red. Like...Damn, cut me some mercy here." 
 
    "Bitchiness is my magic." 
 
    "Yeah, kinda noticed. Also panic seems to be your other magic." 
 
    "...On second thought, cutting you some mercy sounds fine to me." 
 
    "Ya huh, see? Secondly, I wouldn't know. She's more the silent guardian of Walpurgis as I hear it. She doesn't normally do anything other than vote or take part in meetings and debates...And hearings...If anything has to judged by Walpurgis, she's the Judge." 
 
    Libra perks up at those words. 
 
    "That is highly pleasing. That entails that the magical community maintains a figurehead of competence and emotional distance." 
 
    "So how'd Ubiquitous get in a fight with her?" 
 
    "Killed a committee member...Specifically for insulting her. Said outright she was above even the Walpurgis Committee's Witches...So she got publicly humiliated by Juviel and got locked in a cell for a year." 
 
    "So there IS a Witch Jail." 
 
    "Uh...Trust me, Red. Jails are happy places in comparison. There is absolutely no humanity or civility about the Walpurgis Tower of Torment. The name speaks for itself. It's...really not uncommon for someone to commit suicide after being released." 
 
    "After?...Can they...Not commit suicide in there?" 
 
    "They reeeeally can't from what i hear. I don't know which stories to believe, the Tower doesn't really get used that often since the nineteenth-century ended. The fear of it alone tends to keep everyone in line." 
 
    A prison that makes you kill yourself after you get out of it. Yeah that...Sounds pretty scary. 
 
    "Trust me. We're civilized, but we're rarely civil about things." 
 
    "Inquiry. Is the current topic at a conclusion? May I incite my desired inquiry now?" 
 
    I kinda just shrug. 
 
    "So long as you get why we follow the rules, sure. We can call this topic concluded." 
 
    "Until we get the Guidelines at least." 
 
    "...I'm sure that will...you know...Happen soon...er or later..." 
 
    "You can't just like...Print out a copy here?" 
 
    "...I mean...If I knew where my copy was, yeah." 
 
    "...Well...I guess a Lazy Police Chief is better than a psycho one...Or an idiot." 
 
    "Oooh. Compliments. I like it. So, what's your question, Lib?" 
 
    "...My name is Libra. It is not Lib." 
 
    "How come you didn't react when I called you whitehead?" 
 
    "That was a description, not an incorrect variation of my name. There was no need for correction." 
 
    "You have a strangely innocent view of the world, you know that?" 
 
    "That is so accurate it's painful." 
 
    She looks at me as I affirm her guilt for her. 
 
    "Do not be influenced. My name is Libra, do not allow her failure to alter my name." 
 
    I pat her head. 
 
    "It's a short version of your name. She's just really lazy." 
 
    "Red, I'mma have to start taking offense to that at some point." 
 
    "Yeah, but that would take effort. So it's a long ways away." 
 
    "...You have like...The least innocent view of the world. How are you two a thing?" 
 
    "Equal parts fortune and misfortune, as it turns out." 
 
    "Accurate. Fortunately, the misfortune does not deter our relationship." 
 
    I'm actually a little upset Shara hasn't commented on Libra's change of clothes. 
 
    Like...It deserves at least SOME mention. It's at least interesting to see what she-- 
 
    Wait...Does this seem like I picked out her outfit? 
 
    Was THAT what the 'least innocent' comment was really about!? 
 
    "May I state my inquiry now?" 
 
    "Yeah, go for it...Lib." 
 
    "...I will allow your lazy variation of my name." 
 
    That makes Shara wince, feeling fully guilty for it because of how genuinely Libra said it. 
 
    "Inquiry...When will my mana limitation be renewed? What task must be done to renew it?" 
 
    "Huh? What...What're you talking about?" 
 
    "Her mana is running low. She's down to almost about a fifth by now." 
 
    "Accurate. This limitation is highly constraining." 
 
    That makes Shara pause and look at us. And then stand up from her desk and lean over it to look at Libra more closely. 
 
    "What the hell are you talking about?" 
 
    "Isn't there a way for Witches to get back mana?" 
 
    "Well...Yeah, of course. There's tons of ways. How the hell do you not know of any of them?" 
 
    "That is not my inquiry. I am fully capable of the restoration of my mana, however I do not possess knowledge on how to renew my mana limitation that has been imposed." 
 
    Shara looks at me as we both realize we have absolutely no clue what she's talking about. 
 
    Fortunately, she takes the lead in asking the questions I can't be expected to. 
 
    "You're not talking about...Your capacity, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. I am referring to my mana limitation." 
 
    "...What...Limitation then?" 
 
    "...The limitation you imposed upon me." 
 
    Shara falls back into her chair, a dumbstruck smile spread all across her face. 
 
    I sit there in absolute catastrophic shock. 
 
    "Libra...What was...The EXACT limitation Shara put on you?" 
 
    "I was not to exceed the mana used by her Gravos Field incantation." 
 
    She's been holding back this whole time. 
 
    That's...That's massively holding back. 
 
    "Libra...I could have told you myself...She didn't mean in TOTAL use. She meant in like...ONE spell." 
 
    Her face pops in surprise as she looks at me and then to Shara. Who nods with a face caught between hysterical laugh, absolutely shock, and terrifying confusion. 
 
    "Lemme get this straight, Lib. You've been going around since yesterday, using ALL the magic I've seen you doing like...Opening god damn portals, maintaining illusion barriers, busting Claire Beddingfield's Idolatry boosted-out-the-ass magic, and as I JUST saw...Shattering Ubiq's Dominance Field...Using LESS than twenty five percent of my mana capacity? No no, better, still about a quarter left. So less than TWENTY percent of my capacity? Is that right? Am I hearing that right?" 
 
    "Minorly accurate. I have also performed substantially more numerous tasks than listed as well." 
 
    "We also got caught in Claire's dreamworld thing filled with pumpkins and...more pumpkins." 
 
    "Oh no, I knew that. I saw that. I was actually meeting her at the mall because I had a hunch she stole someone's arm. That's why I said boosted-out-the-ass." 
 
    "That explains how she has altered her mana code to evade Ubiquitous' detection method. Gratitude." 
 
    Shara leans back and puts her bare feet up on the table. 
 
    "Now that...That's hilarious. Twenty percent. Damn, I doubt I could pull all that off using a full hundred percent without refilling at some point." 
 
    "Gratitude. You are stating my incantations are more efficient than Witches of your caliber." 
 
    "Yeah, I sure am. Hot damn, now that's wild." 
 
    "...I guess it makes sense. She did nothing but study magic while she was trapped apparently." 
 
    "Sure. I thought that when I first caught the story. But to have something...with perspective like this...It's pretty wild, Red." 
 
    "How do you think I feel!? I've been stressing about making her use it up and the stupid fights we got in! Jeez...Can't believe she didn't figure out what you meant...I figured out what you meant!" 
 
    "Apologies...The terms were...Unclear." 
 
    I wrap my arm around her and pull down to make her rest her head on my lap. 
 
    "Don't feel bad. It's fine. Just...Dammit, I should have asked why you were saying limitation so specifically and awkward..." 
 
    "Yeah. Just don't use a bigger spell than that, that's all I was saying. Which evidently I was pretty wrong on because I underestimated you. I could not open up portals like that using only twenty-five percent. Probably more like thirty or forty..." 
 
    "Does this mean the usage of said incantations is no longer permitted?" 
 
    "Fortunately, Sasha here is smart enough to clue you into using Illusion...err...How'd you put it...Obfuscation barriers everywhere. I would definitely keep the use of those portals down though if you can help it." 
 
    "Urgh...But it's like...an eight mile walk back to my house." 
 
    "Don't you have a car or anything?" 
 
    "I had a reeeeeally bad week before I met Libra. Like...Literally cursed week." 
 
    That makes her pull open one of the drawers of her big desk and start looking through it. 
 
    She slides over a small notepad and a pen. 
 
    "I can get your car repaired for you. Where's it at?" 
 
    "You...want me to write down the repair shop's address?" 
 
    "Yeah. Why not? As long as there's something left, I can get it fixed by tomorrow." 
 
    "It was...suuuper smooshed. They said they'd have to replace like...half of it." 
 
    "...Sasha, I'd be using magic to fix it. Do you know how many times as a Grand Witch my car has gotten thoroughly boned beyond measure? One time literally with a giant bone." 
 
    "Apologies. If I had proper knowledge of vehicle structure, I could repair it as well." 
 
    I pat Libra's head.  
 
    "Don't suppose this is free, is it?" 
 
    "...Yeah, that's gonna be a no. Charity gets a Witch killed. Let's see..." 
 
    "...Just so you know...I'm not exactly great on cash at the moment..." 
 
    Well, I mean...Unless I count Libra.
Which I don't want to. 
 
    Because that seems danger- 
 
    "Are you certain? I can produce a great sum of currency." 
 
    My face goes pale as Shara's eyebrows lift up to the sky. 
 
    "You can what!?" 
 
    Her shouting made her fall out of her chair backwards, hitting herself against the window. 
 
    "Gah...Son of a bitch...Lib. Libra. You can MAKE Currency? Like Gold?" 
 
    "Oh no. It wasn't gold...It was...a hundred dollar bill." 
 
    "The fuck?...The Fuck...The Fuck!?" 
 
    "...She won't do it anymore...It was just an experiment, I promise." 
 
    "No. I mean...Shit, I don't care if she does...She can just...Fuck...I'm so confused. Do these bills work in machines?" 
 
    "Uh...Yeah...I sorta...deposited it into an ATM...Well..Just one of them at least." 
 
    Still unclear how traceable it would be if several bills were deposited to my account that all had the same serial number. Seemed really unwise. Didn't feel comfortable carrying a set of three hundreds on me at the moment though while walking over here. 
 
    "Show me one. You still have one, right?" 
 
    "Inquiry, may I produce one for example purposes?" 
 
    "...Just one though." 
 
    Libra nods and a flicker of light makes Shara reach over and grab the hundred from her hand as soon as it's done appearing. 
 
    "...How the hell...Can you do this?" 
 
    I can't help myself. 
 
    "It's magic!" 
 
    "Don't you smartass me." 
 
    I can't help but smile, successful in being an ass. 
 
    "Do you still have the original bill she copied?" 
 
    I reach into my purse and pull it out. 
 
    "Cast View." 
 
    She says those words and there's a blue glow around her eyes. It's not...as clean as when Libra does her analyzing trick. That is purely on Libra's pupils directly. It literally just makes her eye color change from hazel to brilliant gold. 
 
    "Holy shit. This is...This is a perfect copy...Aside from what I'm assuming is wear and tear since you made it...What the hell..." 
 
    "It's not smart to do this a lot, right? I'm assuming it's just...begging to be caught for fraud or something?" 
 
    "Oh yeah, definitely...I mean...Damn, I really don't know. Hang on." 
 
    She reaches into her shirt pocket and pulls out a very veeeery nice black leather wallet and then hands me a hundred. 
 
    "I'm keeping the original and the copy. I legitimately need to check this out more. All the security measures on money now makes it nearly impossible to copy without using conceptual arts and...Well, let's say those aren't practical. Takes a metric ton of mana at a very minimum." 
 
    "So it'd be easier to...say...Make something to sell rather than make a few hundred dollar bills?" 
 
    "You're pretty sharp. Yes, it would. And yes, that's completely fine. That's how a lot of Witches make money. Self-included before I took up being a Grand Witch." 
 
    "What do you get paid to do now?" 
 
    She unfolds her hand to reveal the grand prize of...the paper work strewn about her office. 
 
    "Contemplate why life was better for barbarians." 
 
    "Since we're here already...Is there...anything we should know before we get the guidelines? Seems like...NOT getting into a fight is the only thing Libra CAN'T do." 
 
    "...Minorly...accurate..." 
 
    "Yeah, you two seem to run into a lot of assholes...Self-included. Without having the guidelines on hand, the basics Are really simple to remember and...I mean you pretty much got them down." 
 
    "Don't get caught, don't pick a fight with committee members, and I take it keep the property damage to a minimum?...And don't do anything that gives Shara more paperwork." 
 
    "I like you, Red. Also...Do me a solid and figure out what iconify and Astralization are. I'd really like--" 
 
    "I am currently capable of elaboration on either subject if you desire." 
 
    Shara sits back down in her chair...And opens up a thin laptop I hadn't really noticed til now. 
 
    "Neat. Go for it." 
 
    Is she...going to take notes or something? 
 
    "The term iconify was merely not transitioned correctly between languages. In this era, Witches refer to it as Idolatry, and Iconifers are considered Idolizers now." 
 
    "Oh...Huh...That's actually really useful to know." 
 
    "Less exciting than you thought, I'm sure." 
 
    "Actually this might be more interesting. I figured iconify was a small set of spells that we now consider as just part of general incantations or something else. A loss of specificity basically. This, on the other hand...You should both try and make sure you memorize the word as Iconify instead of Idolatry." 
 
    "We kinda already have, more or less...Idolatry sounds really stupid...to me at least." 
 
    Shara leans back in her chair, no longer intent on taking notes after all. 
 
    "Yeah, not a fan myself. Unfortunately, I'm too used to the term. But just by refusing to acknowledge it as Idolatry, and referring to it as iconify instead...You're actually weakening their magic used against you." 
 
    "Wait...Really!? But..." 
 
    "That is highly ineffectual for the spell. For what purpose is this weakness instilled?" 
 
    "...That's just how Idolatry works. It's also why it's so rare for Idolizers to advance their spells, because the more well-known a spell is by Witches around the world...The better it becomes. Honestly, most idolatry magic is pretty weak at its core. Definitely way too costly for what it would do without the boost of idolatry." 
 
    Libra's brow actually...Kinda furled at those words. 
 
    "They are willing promoting the stagnation of spellcrafts! This is deplorable! They should be expunged for the sake of progression!" 
 
    That makes Shara give a wild smirk and look over to me. 
 
    "Hey, Red. Explain to White-Hair supremacist over here that we don't Gas the Idolizers." 
 
    She is not going to understand that joke...Also that's a messed up joke. 
 
    Libra looks to me, actually expecting me to explain. 
 
    "It's a joke...A very...let's call it convoluted one." 
 
    "That does not seem effective for humorous purposes." 
 
    "She says your joke sucks. Throw a new one in the cauldron." 
 
    "That is a reference to common myths regarding Witches! Exceptional! I have understood your humor!" 
 
    "It's kinda weird how well you two get along already. Like...If I hadn't actually scanned you, I'd swear you were charmed. " 
 
    "Accurate. I have worked extensively to charm her." 
 
    "That's not what she meant!" 
 
    Can't go two seconds without you embarrassing me, can I? 
 
    "Well, whatever. So, before you go...Libra...Describe Astralization for me?" 
 
    "I have not yet discerned what the term for this era would be." 
 
    "No no. I mean describe what it does. What's the purpose. What separate it from...Spellcrafts?" 
 
    I can almost see Shara's internal struggle to use Libra's word choices. 
 
    She wants to use them, but there's already that instinct to use the words she's familiar with. 
 
    "The Manipulation, Materialization, Allocation, or Evaporation of any aspect on the Astral Plane." 
 
    Shara's mouth drops open wide. And I don't have a clue about any of it. 
 
    "Is it...that big a deal?" 
 
    "Red, trust me on this...It's a huge deal. I...How can I even put this...We don't have Astralization as a practiced craft anymore. For good damn reason too. What I CAN relate to what she described that we DO have? It's Forbidden. Like you will ABSOLUTELY be sent to the Tower for it." 
 
    "So don't do it. Got it." 
 
    "That is inconvenient. I desire to maintain the option." 
 
    "Lib...What you know about Astralization might NOT actually be forbidden. That's the scary thing. You're talking about it like an entire branch of magic like Idolatry or Summons or Familiar Building. We absolutely do not have a branch of Astralization anymore. I'm pretty sure most of what you know is lost magic to us." 
 
    "...Does this entail I am forbidden from using it or permitted?" 
 
    "Let me put it this way. The only things I know about Astralization is what the Guidelines directly forbids. So just absolutely avoid using Astralization until you get the Guidelines...And even then don't use it, like...Shit. Call me before you use it." 
 
    "That is highly inconvenient. The regulation of magic seems to stifle my personal progression. However, I will comply for the time being...Addendum, I will comply unless the use is unquestionably imperative." 
 
    I stand up from the couch and pull Libra up and then try to comfort Shara. Who seems completely not aloof over this one particular matter. 
 
    "I don't think it'll come to that. Libra...I mean, maybe I'm just ignorant, but...Libra seems so powerful that she shouldn't need to use something that powerful even in a fight." 
 
    "Plausible. Astralization is not an effectual combative measure in most regards." 
 
    "I god damn bet it's not...Wheew...I need a drink...I was not ready for today. Any other bombshells you'd like to detonate before you go?" 
 
    "Not really. I think that about covers all the important things. Right, Libra?" 
 
    "Accurate. It is highly convenient to have removed my limitation to this extent." 
 
    "Like I said. Just keep it down to about eighty-...Err...The mana used on the Gravos Field." 
 
    "Accurate. I will do so. No individual spell shall exceed that amount." 
 
    "...That wording kinda scares the hell outta me knowing what you can vaguely do. Sasha, keep an eye on her for me. I'll...see about getting you those guidelines." 
 
    "Accurate. Maintain eye contact with me whenever possible." 
 
    I glare down at her. I'd smack you if you weren't so incorrigible. 
 
    "Yeah yeah. Go be lovey-dovey elsewhere though. This is a no-love zone." 
 
    "Is that sarcasm? The tone of your voice is inconsistent." 
 
    "...I can't tell if you're really smart or completely oblivious." 
 
    "She's leaving is what she is. Come on, Libra." 
 
    She follows behind me quickly as we head back into the elevator. 
 
    "Yo, Red. Catch." 
 
    I don't catch. Instead a small index card smacks me square in the forehead and THEN I catch. 
 
    It didn't hurt. But also it hurt my feelings. 
 
    "Anything comes up. Call me. And get that girl a phone if you can." 
 
    I notice the number on the index card when I turn it around. 
 
    "Cool. I'll be sure to call asking where the guidelines are tomorrow." 
 
    "Just don't screw up and you can sass me all you want, Sass-sha." 
 
    The doors closes immediately...Magically even. 
 
    I didn't even get enough time to decide if her pun was clever or dumb. 
 
    Urgh. Bitch Mom has used that pun. The pun was dumb and she should feel bad for using it. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The elevator doors close and starts descending. 
 
    "Inquiry. What should be done of Ubiquitous and her intimidation?" 
 
    "Shara said it's fine for now." 
 
    "Inaccurate. She is currently located outside the building and is monitoring its entrance." 
 
    "...How can you tell?" 
 
    Her hand lifts up in front of me and a small tiny circle of blue floats up, before quickly moving back to sit barely above her hand, showing an image of Ubiquitous sitting on a building ledge staring down at the entrance to the building. 
 
    "Can she see us?" 
 
    "No. The building's barrier prevents all forms of vision inward." 
 
    Elevator keeps going down. We'll be at the bottom pretty soon I'm sure. 
 
    "You don't mind using up some mana right?" 
 
    "Accurate. So long as it is for a practical purpose." 
 
    "The portals from before, how much of a percent are they of your real mana...capacity?" 
 
    "Less than one percent. Do you desire I open one to avoid conflict?" 
 
    Shara said Libra has at least twice her capacity when they fought. Probably a little more. All those portals seemed to take up around five percent on average. So it's probably more like half a percent of her real capacity. 
 
    "Do you think we should avoid her? Or should we talk to her?" 
 
    "Talking has proven ineffectual previously. This would include Shara Ventheim to a lesser extent." 
 
    Hmmm...That's a tough one for sure. 
 
    "If we warp away and she waits around all day for us...She'd probably be super pissed...To be fair, that's probably what set Claire off." 
 
    "However, if she aggresses, I may be forced to eliminate her. She is substantially more powerful than Claire Beddingfield as a Witch." 
 
    "We'll walk out normally. If she attacks...Let's just run away. I don't feel like dealing with it...Plus I feel like Shara might step in if we're not...provoking her, let's say." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As we step out of the Elevator, the receptionist leaves her seat and starts walking us to the door silently. Gesturing to follow her, but not saying anything. Until we get to the door that is. 
 
    "Libra, right? Are you really in the thousands?" 
 
    Libra looks up at me. Her voice is light...but also kind of slicey. Not painfully, but subtly slicing. 
 
    "She is. Sorry, never...asked your name." 
 
    "Hydra. Well, Hydrangea, but call me Hydra." 
 
    I say absolutely nothing. Out of every person to be named after a flower, that is easily the coolest name to get stuck with. 
 
    "Inquiry. Why are you blockading our exit?" 
 
    "Boss' orders. Just wait two seconds." 
 
    We stand there for a solid five seconds in painful silence before I hear a small bell ring in Hydra's pants pocket. 
 
    She reaches into her pocket and steps out the front door... 
 
    Immediately pulling out a completely white handgun and shooting at the ledges where Ubiquitous is sitting. I see one of them hit her in the chest and knock her across the roof and out of sight. 
 
    "There you go. You're free to go." 
 
    "...I feel...less safe than before..." 
 
    "Tranquilizers. Boss said if a fought broke out between you two, you both might wipe out an entire block just in the crossfire." 
 
    "Tranquilizers...work on Witches?" 
 
    "Most of the time. Short of inhuman restructures like me...I'm not explaining that." 
 
    "...I can respect that...Don't ask...Don't tell..." 
 
    "If you do get into a fight with her, call the Boss immediately. Trust me, you don't want to kill a committee member out of the blue even if you can. A lot can go wrong in the aftermath." 
 
    "We'll...keep that in mind...I forgot to ask, but what about people like Claire?" 
 
    "Who?" 
 
    "Idolizer. Pumpkins. Claire Beddingfield...A walking advertisement for Halloween." 
 
    "Not ringing a bell. Either way, as long as she's not on the committee you're free to kill any Witch generally. Just be ready to explain why you did to the Boss afterwards. Just try to have a good reason for doing it and you'll be fine." 
 
    "Inquiry. Does self-defense suffice as a reason?" 
 
    "Being annoying works as a reason too...Right, I should explain since you don't have your copy yet. Absolutely, under no circumstances, lie to your city's Grand Witch. You can lie to Walpurgis people all day, just don't lie to your specific Grand Witch no matter what." 
 
    My look of confusion at that specification is obvious to her. 
 
    The confusion, of all things, lying being the most absolute worst thing to do to a Grand Witch. 
 
    The confusion that you are free to lie to the people above Grand Witches, just not Grand Witches. 
 
    And specifically YOUR city's Grand Witch. So it's fine to lie to other cities' Grand Witches? 
 
    That is so baffling. 
 
    "You'll get it when you get your copy of the guidelines. Just keep it in mind for now. Do not lie to the Boss under any circumstances. Literally any." 
 
    "That is agreeable. I do not possess any reason to distrust Shara Ventheim."
"I mean...I agree with that...It's just...weird." 
 
    "Like I said, you'll get it later. You should get going. That Tranq isn't going to last forever." 
 
    "Will she start a fight when she wakes up?" 
 
    "She's not going to fight near a Grand Witch's door. Shara would be able to kill her here." 
 
    But only here? So there must be something special about this building that makes Grand Witches, or at least that city's Grand Witch, more powerful? 
 
    "We just don't want her tailing you to your house and starting a fight there. 
 
    Guess that helps reinforce their authority though. 
 
    "Thanks, Hydra. See you around." 
 
    She gives a small wave as we leave. 
 
    Now I feel really bad about how awkwardly we met. 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter XI : Respite 
 
    "Alright, so we should probably not stick around here. We'll have to check out the library some other day." 
 
    "That is highly unpleasant. For what purpose?" 
 
    "We don't want Ubiquitous waking up before we're outta here...I'm not doubting you can take her." 
 
    Libra's face pops as I read her mind. 
 
    "Are you certain? Then why do you insist that we avoid combat?" 
 
    "I think Hydra said it best. You and Claire ruined a perfectly good restaurant. Not your fault, I mean. But you get what I'm saying. Fighting Witches really blows apart the city." 
 
    "...Plausible...We neglected to ask how Claire Beddingfield was punished. That seems valuable information to have acquired in advance." 
 
    "Probably. Whatever. So, let's do them a solid. Barrier and warp us outta here. Back to the mall maybe." 
 
    "There remains the possibility the one to be avoided is still present there." 
 
    "..." 
 
    Gotta think fast on this. Running into Danny Boy would be a real pain...Evading him would be even more of a pain though...Kinda stressful...Might have less fun... 
 
    Not really a Mall girl myself though. I mean...What even would I do? Taking her to a bookstore is just going to leave her gawking at...Literally anything in there...And the library would be such a better first time reaction. 
 
    We could try on clothes, I guess...But...I mean there's the places for teens...Candy stores...Hey, yeah. Candy store...Wait... 
 
    I don't want her to get so much sugary garbage so early on. Might ruin her opinion of actual food...Though, kinda shot myself in the foot on that one with the pudding... 
 
    Urgh...What time is it...Dammit, that's right. I lost my...Oh, right I got a new phone. 
 
    It's almost noon on the dot... 
 
    Somehow I'm trying to kill time, and that's...Strange. 
 
    "Libra, what do you want to do?" 
 
    "That is especially difficult to answer. I am assuming you are inferring an activity. However, I know of too few activity choices to present a valid reply." 
 
    "We could go see a movie...or...Uhhh..." 
 
    Shit. What do decent human beings who have friends do with those friends!? 
 
    ...Thank you stomach. 
 
    "You know what. It's about lunch time. So let's have lunch. Warp us back to the mall. But not like...in it." 
 
    "I require line of sight, it is impossible to use the incantation to enter any area." 
 
    I shake my hand in a wave, trying to get across a notion...and clearly failing it. 
 
    "You know what I mean. Just get us as close as you can." 
 
    "Accurate. May I elevate us to reduce the uses?" 
 
    I nod and she grabs me by my waist and then just jumps onto a building's roof near us. 
 
    She's also shorter than me though, so lifting me up like that makes my feet dangle below her feet...Which leads to me feeling the massive blast of wind from underneath us she used to jump this high. 
 
    "Hragh..." 
 
    As I'm set down on the ground, I reel as my stomach is released from the vice grip. 
 
    "For the record...Next time carry me...Bridal style...Like when Claire bombed the Pizza place." 
 
    "Apologies. I was uncertain if such was appropriate. At that time, I did not possess the freedom to inquire before needing to act." 
 
    "Alright, open up the portal." 
 
    She nods, opens up the water-lined tube tunnel as we both quickly step in. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Urgh..." 
 
    I stepped out carefully this time. But there's still some small amount of nausea from this. 
 
    "Any way...I can...Not feel a little off after this?" 
 
    "Accurate. Merely breath out as you exit the conduit. 
 
    "...Wh...Why?" 
 
    "This will alter the airflow of the environment you step into, allowing your ears to adjust to the new environment gradually." 
 
    I almost want to scratch my head to show how little I understand that, but instead I'll just remember to do that next time. Not that hard. Just breathe out when you step out. 
 
    "Alright, take us down." 
 
    She picks me up 'correctly' this time and we hop down into what looks to be a tube of shining air. It's the same barrier as always, but I guess I hadn't seen her use it like a cylinder before...Kinda neat. 
 
    Of course, by 'correctly' what I meant was one hand is correctly behind my shoulders and the other hand is 'correctly' supporting me by my butt. 
 
    "You can put me down now, unless you want to keep feeling me up." 
 
    "I may continue to hold you in this manner if I desire then?" 
 
    "...Put me down." 
 
    Reluctantly, she puts me down.  
 
    "It's weird that I actually let you get away with that." 
 
    "Perhaps you desired I do so?" 
 
    I stare down at her. She's smart, but she's far from subtle...But is THAT smart in itself? I'm not a fan of subtlety. If Danny Boy didn't work at the same job as I do, he'd be the first one to find that out. 
 
    I have us keep walking while we talk. 
 
    "Hey, Libra. Any clue what we're incompatible on?" 
 
    "There appear to be a great number of differences between our views and personalities. However, I have yet to locate a disparity in our preferences." 
 
    "...Really? Come on. None?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "Are you being coy or are you genuinely clueless about this?" 
 
    "Unfortunately, I appear to be clueless. Please inform me." 
 
    "You're kind of way more sexually aggressive than I am. Like you push it at every chance." 
 
    She stops walking and for a moment there I panicked, thinking I upset her. 
 
    She seems fine though. 
 
    "Why have you stated that this is a disparity between our personalities?" 
 
    "...I mean...I'm really...just not like that is what I'm saying. Like, not really that interested in it." 
 
    "That is highly inaccurate. Why are you stating such?" 
 
    It's really rude to say someone's feelings about themselves are incorrect. 
 
    Really REALLY rude. It's downright insulting. 
 
    "...Because it's true. Look, I let you do it because it's clearly who you are. I'm not such an ass that I'd ask you to stop being...you. But--" 
 
    "I do not appreciate being lied to. Please cease immediately." 
 
    "...Libra..." 
 
    "I do not understand. Why do you deny this? It is highly evident you are incorrect." 
 
    I can actually see the two Delis from here. Hadn't actually decided which to go to... 
 
    "Okay first of all...Either I'm incorrect or I'm lying. Pick one." 
 
    "Apologies. You are not lying, however you are substantially incorrect." 
 
    Hey. You escalated it that time. I wasn't substantially incorrect last time, just regular incorrect. 
 
    "Addendum, it is implausible that you do not possess awareness of your sexual aggression toward me, therefore I surmised that it was a lie. Apologies. Please clarify how I was mistaken." 
 
    "...Okay. Name once where I've been sexually aggressive like you constantly are." 
 
    "...I am uncertain what is the optimal example to reference." 
 
    That is THE most smartass comeback anyone could POSSIBLY say, and it's completely genuine. 
 
    "Just pick one at random. Like the most recent one." 
 
    "The incident occurring with the pudding may qualify for this. Alternatively, your allowance of more revealing attire in the morning should also suffice." 
 
    "Wel-..mmm...The first one wasn't on purpose, so you can't count it as aggression." 
 
    You can deeply question why I wouldn't just get a paper towel to wipe it off. But don't do that. 
 
    "And the second one is more me indulging you than being aggressive." 
 
    "Plausible. My preferred example is one of consistency however. You continually allow me even at this time to go without wearing chest underwear." 
 
    Which is finally NOT distracting thanks to your new dress...Uh oh. Play defense. Don't admit anything. 
 
    "Again. That's just indulging you." 
 
    "Inaccurate. You have conceded that being able to visually see my nipples is distracting and therefore arousing to you. By explicitly allowing this, you share some degree of sexual aggression." 
 
    Why am I doing this? This just seems like a trap. 
 
    "That's a stretch. Is that the best example you can think of?" 
 
    "Highly Inaccurate." 
 
    Highly? Uh oh. 
 
    "Inquiry, why have you continually touched my breasts and posterior on several occasions?" 
 
    Oooooh noooo. 
 
    I underestimate her. She actually set me up for a trap. She baited me out with weak examples to get me confident and then destroy me with an actually indefensible one. 
 
    "...I got a...inquiry of my own...Did you inteeentionally setup me up here?" 
 
    "Plausible. I merely moved in a manner of escalation of examples. I desired to know what escalation would be required for you to admit to this. Do you concede that you are sexually aggressive?" 
 
    "Fine. But just to clarify, it's ONLY towards you. I don't want you thinking I'm...aggressive towards everyone. And like...Half of it is your fault...Like I wouldn't...Never mind." 
 
    I wouldn't have been remotely as aggressive if you didn't have a literally 'optimal' body. 
 
    These are not words you use when put on the defense. It's like taking your shield and snapping it in half and then stabbing yourself with the two halves instead of waiting to be attacked again. 
 
    "Gratitude. I have already observed this. Your statement of disconcern for human beings other than myself is minorly comforting in that it has been observed to be accurate." 
 
    Disconcern...is not a word, right? It's so obvious what it means...But I feel like it's not a word. 
 
    And it makes me feel like she understands English better than I do. 
 
    "Well...Before I die of embarrassment...Let's get lunch..." 
 
    "Is that possible? That is unfortunate! I greatly enjoy embarrassing you! How much will cause death?" 
 
    Don't worry. Normally you make me internally implode more often than embarrass me. 
 
    "That...was a joke." 
 
    "...Unfortunate! I did not understand your humor this time! Apologies, I will attempt to be more aware of sarcasm in the future." 
 
    I roll my eyes as a solidified coping mechanism for her ridiculousness. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Exceptional! The flavor! It is paralyzing!" 
 
    Her puckered face from a sub overloaded with pickles is precious. 
 
    I've never seen someone blush from tasting something sour before. It's really cute...Makes me kind of jealous of her virgin taste buds. 
 
    I wonder how she'd react to something really spicy?...Probably shouldn't take her to my level of spice right off the bat...Spices are the only time I actually cry, aren't they?...There might be some things wrong with my personality. 
 
    Well then again...I've never lost anyone THAT close to me before. 
 
    ...If Libra disappeared right now...If I woke up tomorrow and this was all just a weird dream...Would I cry? Would I be so sad to have lost her that I'd cry? Or sad that she never really existed? 
 
    "This is highly delightful! The food of your era has such substantial variety and flavor!" 
 
    "Libra, lean forward." 
 
    She leans across the table and I kiss her cheek. 
 
    She actually blushed some more. 
 
    "Just so you know...I'm actually terrified of you. Not your magic or anything. Just the idea of caring about a person so much." 
 
    She put her sandwich down to put a hand on her cheek. Her cheeks are completely flushed and she looks mixed between shocked, confused, and happy. 
 
    "I'm not like...Ready for anything. But...I want you to know I am thinking about it. Maybe next time, it won't be your cheek. Okay?" 
 
    "Acknowledged! I....do not have any sufficient response! This was highly unanticipated!" 
 
    "That's kind of why I did it. I think...I was a little more outgoing before Claire showed up. And I don't think that was actually good...Not by itself I mean. I think I was so swept off my feet by everything that I decided to just...sorta dive in without thinking it through." 
 
    "...Does this entail you do not prefer to be outgoing regarding me?" 
 
    "No, I actually do. I'd like to get to...well...The point where you and I...Let's say do some...Extreeeemly outgoing things together. But I want to GET to that point...Do you...Know what I mean?" 
 
    "Accurate! You are suggesting that progression must occur. Your conclusion is entirely logical. We have not yet progressed far enough. I have sufficed with that revelation already. It is pleasant to know you had not yet grasped that, however." 
 
    ...Damn you. I know the moment you realized it, it was in the shower. And somehow I didn't realize it FROM you saying it? Am I an idiot!? 
 
    "Why is that pleasant? That means I've been dragging us down, doesn't it?" 
 
    "Accurate. And that is what I have taken comfort in. Our progression thus far has been debilitated due to your lack of understanding of this notion. However, in spite of that debilitation...We have progressed significantly well in that time. This entails we will progress faster than previously, ergo this is a highly positive scenario." 
 
    ...There's something really sweet about that. Can't quite put my finger on it though. 
 
    "I don't know if it'll progress faster...But I do think it'll progress more. I kind of...I don't know..." 
 
    Talking about my feelings. Not what I'm best at. 
 
    On the other hand...Writing Papers and keeping good grades to keep my Bitch Mom off my ass...Something I'm really good at that I failed this week by no fault of my own...But also entirely my fault. Sort of...I have guilt over being brain-washed. I just realized it, and I'm not cool with it. 
 
    "Let's say that it'll progress better. How's that?" 
 
    "Accurate. Speed is valuable, however it should not be pursued over efficiency." 
 
    I see her head tilt as she looks down at my barbecue pork sub. 
 
    "Something up?" 
 
    "I had not yet realized that our subs appear substantially different. Does your sub contain raw meat?" 
 
    I try to figure out what she's...Oh. 
 
    "No, that's not blood. That's Barbecue sauce. Here." 
 
    I swipe some off the side with my finger and...Immediately regret how little I think my actions through as her mouth wraps around it to suck off the sauce. 
 
    Suddenly, she's turning...bright red. Her eyes are actually...watery? What? 
 
    "Inquiry. Does this material not cause you pain?" 
 
    "It's...I uh...I like it...Does it...hurt you or something?" 
 
    She blinks and shakes her head up and down. 
 
    "...Is...Is this...too hot for you?" 
 
    "No, the temperature is not the complication I am facing. Rather..." 
 
    "I meant. Spice. Do you know what spice is?" 
 
    "That is considered spice? It is not pleasant. It is minorly painful." 
 
    "I mean...I wouldn't consider this spicy but...I guess it might be to you...Huh." 
 
    She rubs her eyes with her index to clear out the semi-tears. 
 
    "Is this really too much for you? I was...actually just thinking you wouldn't be able to handle the kind of spice I like but...Even this is too much?" 
 
    "Is this not considering exceptionally spicy in your era?" 
 
    "...I mean...I guess it might be...Barely? Spicy Barbecue is like..." 
 
    "You appear baffled. Were you not aware of the item's degree of spice before now? Has your era acclimated to spice in such a manner that this is no longer considered exceptionally spiced?" 
 
    "I...Baffled is about right. I guess...It's spicy? I don't..." 
 
    I shake my head and try to clear out my confusion to no avail. 
 
    "Okay, it's more like...I'm used to spice. I'm SO used to spice that I always get spicy barbecue just because I think it has more flavor. I literally can't think of it as spicy because of how much spicier foods I eat than this." 
 
    "Acknowledged. This is understandable. This entails that your knowledge and expertise in spice is equivalent to my expertise of incantations. Accurate?" 
 
    "Yeah! Yeah, that's exactly it! You probably wouldn't know where to start beginning to explain incantations about me, because it's so...fundamental to you at this point. So you have no idea what a weak or strong spell in our era is, because you have your own fundamentals to judge by instead of the fundamentals of today." 
 
    "Plausible...The flavor was pleasant however. I was merely not prepared for the minor burning sensation contained with it." 
 
    "Yeah, now I'm really glad I decided to not start you out with anything actually spicy. That would have been painful probably." 
 
    "Most likely Highly Accurate." 
 
    Somewhere inside of me, there is an ass of a person who wants to tease her. 
 
    "But you know...If you don't get used to spices, you won't be able to kiss me in the future." 
 
    Oh no. The ass escaped again. 
 
    "I will acclimate promptly. Do not restrain on such account. I will endure such discomfort!" 
 
    There you go, Cynical Ass within me...Sink back down into the bottom of my heart and die. 
 
    "I'm just teasing you, you know." 
 
    "Inaccurate. Despite your intentions, your statement is accurate. This would limit the occurrences available if I do not acclimate to your degree of spice endurance." 
 
    I choke on a giggle that tried to escape me. Everything seems to be trying to leave my body at the moment to get away from her...Cept my stomach...Don't start anything, Stomach. I will end you. 
 
    "You are amused at my displayed insufferability. Accurate?" 
 
    "Oh, sooo very accurate." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Stepping out of the deli, I'm slapped in the face with the Sun being an ass. 
 
    Urgh. Great. If we're walking around in this, I'm definitely going to get sunburned...Wait...Wait, that's right, the barrier thingy. 
 
    "Hey Libra. The whole...Sun barrier thing...It's working on me still, right?" 
 
    "Accurate. It would require several more hours to dissipate." 
 
    This thing lasts for hours? That's really nice...I'm surprised it's that effective just from her casting it once. 
 
    I start walking us back toward the mall. 
 
    "Huh...This could make me...really like waterparks more." 
 
    "What is a waterpark?" 
 
    ...It's the thing that made me own the bikini you copied. Sure as hell wouldn't be a beach that could cause that. Beaches are for Bitches. 
 
    "It's uh...a Generally fun place...If you're not a redhead like me." 
 
    "Are you discriminated due to your hair color?...Is your bloodline not native to this region?" 
 
    "It's not the people. It's the sun. I burn pretty easily. And...Well, let's say I don't tan very well." 
 
    Specifically, let's not mention that me getting a tan is actually me getting a Halloween costume as a red crayon person. 
 
    "Does this entail that our relationship will allow you to enjoy places that you were previously incapable of? That is highly gratifying. This should entice you further." 
 
    "Not really. I mean I still go to waterparks...occasionally...Sometimes..." 
 
    Once a year. Maybe like...A few times in a single month...And then I once again learn that being sunburned sucks way more than I remember...Repeatedly for a month. 
 
    In hindsight, I either love waterparks or I hate myself so much I like being sunburned. 
 
    "So it's not like being with you opens up more places...It's more like I could be in those places for longer without...Going to work in pain the next day." 
 
    Plus her thing of opening new worlds to me...That was already kind of true with the entire world of witches being opened up to me. 
 
    Actually, maybe I shouldn't phrase it like that. There might actually BE an alternate world of witches. Like a parallel Earth that they hop back and forth from or something. 
 
    ...Why do I feel ridiculous thinking that? It's magic! It can do what it wants! Nothing should be impossible with magic... 
 
    Well...Actually, that doesn't seem to be true. Magic seems to work on rules. Or maybe...Magic makes like more like a video game? If you program the right codes, you can fly through the air or shoot fire, but you have to program the right codes first. And if you program the wrong codes, it either won't work or something...glitchy can happen? 
 
    ...What does it look like when a spell glitches? 
 
    "Hey, Libra. What happens if you like...Mess up the incantations of a spell? Like...One of those pumpkin spells for example?" 
 
    "Variances. What precisely occurs is dependent on which section of incantation is cast incorrectly or misaligned. " 
 
    "Give me an example. Like something I could understand." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Pertaining to the Verses of a spell, an incorrect word choice could greatly diminish the efficiency or potency of any given spell. Equivalently, a single misaligned word in a verse can effectively dampen a spell's potency by a factor of two." 
 
    "So...Like...Half as strong from messing up just one word of just one verse?" 
 
    "Accurate. However, it should be noted that Verses are a matter of self-alignment to incantations. Therefore, the greater concern is failing to state a word rather than stating an incorrect word. As an incorrect word would likely still be similar to the intended word, dampening the potency by a substantially smaller amount than an opposing term." 
 
    "So like if I said something like...A burning icecube instead of burning flame as a verse...That would make the flame half as strong. But if I said a burning ember, it'd be more like...Ninety percent or something?" 
 
    "Contiguously accurate. I assume approximation of the percentile is irrelevant at this time?" 
 
    Self-alignment. I think I'm starting to get it. 
 
    "Yeah. So...If instead of flame I said...like..." 
 
    Vocabulary stop failing me. What's hotter than a flame? 
 
    "If you instead stated a word of greater magnitude, the spell would be aligned with greater potency. In your example, a burning flame would not be as potent as a burning holocaust." 
 
    I inflate like a pufferfish and look around as she said that. Looking around to see if anyone heard her say that. Looking around to see if anyone is staring at us walking down the street. 
 
    Fortunately, they aren't.  
 
    "Libra...I...uh...I'm sure that's...an accurate word to use for what you had in mind...But uh...Don't...Don't use the word Holocaust so...lightly let's say. In fact, try to avoid using it." 
 
    "Is the word forbidden by society? Have I misinterpreted it's connotations from your mind?" 
 
    No. You haven't. You have not in the slightest. Because it is absolutely positively true that the word Holocaust is associated with burning and heat greater than just a 'flame'. 
 
    "You uh...You got it right. But let's say that...nowadays...That word refers to a very veeeery bad event that people are veeery sensitive about." 
 
    Also is THAT why it's called the Holocaust? I had NEVER thought about it til now. I just thought holocaust referred to something like an apocalypse. I need to like...Look that up. Is it REALLY because the word is associated with fire?               That is...that's pretty messed up. 
 
    Man that is REALLY messed up. It might as well have been called "The Great Gassing" by that logic. 
 
    Who came up with that name? I need to know this. Because if that's the name the Nazis chose, why did we stick with it? And if that's NOT a name chosen by Nazis, then what kind of psychopath thought that was okay to call it that!? 
 
    "But that's just the verses. What about like...Sticking with the fireball example. What if you messed up the...how'd you put it...Structure of...incantations?" 
 
    "Failing to build a properly functioning structure of the incantations used for any given spell could, as stated, produce a large variation in the result. This may vary from the dissipation of the spell entirely, to the corruption of prana output resulting in a combustion effect of the spell within the caster's conduits, or plausibly even the damage of prana inscribers within the Caster directly." 
 
    ...I'm upset how much of that flew over my head. 
 
    "What's a prana inscriber?" 
 
    "Similar to a Heart or a Lung. It is the means by which one converts mana into prana for spellcrafts." 
 
    ...So Witches have an entire extra Organ? That's...That's...really really weird. That makes them sound like actual aliens... 
 
    I wonder what happens to a Witch's body then? Like...Well really only two things can happen. Either the body never makes it to the public, maybe the Walpurgis Witches make sure to burn every dead body...or maybe Witches' bodies like combust when they die... 
 
    The other is...a little scarier. Probably means that Witches have pretty heavy influence in our society, so every time a dead Witch pops up...Oh...Yeah. 
 
    Whenever a dead Witch pops up, the Grand Witch would show up to probably alter the memory of whoever operated on the body. THAT'S probably why it's so important not to lie to your Grand Witch, because her job is keeping Witches concealed from the public. 
 
    That's smart. Scary as hell, since it means there are probably Witches in the government just to cover up the existence of other witches. Scary as hell, since it ALSO means some witches can just alter your memory or at least wipe out parts of your memory. But smart, nonetheless. 
 
    "You are really one lucky little girl, you know that? Like...Imagine if you hadn't gotten stuck in the Serapeum and if you weren't a Witch." 
 
    "I was not initially a Witch. I merely became one to ensure my survival." 
 
    I sigh at her technicality. 
 
    "Let's just say if it was me, my bones would be all that was left in there by now." 
 
    I mean...Assuming bones last two thousand years in that environment...The scrolls certainly didn't last that long so what are the odds bones would? 
 
    "...That would be unfortunate. Are you attesting that my will to survive is greater than your own?" 
 
    "Well, more like you're just luckier than I am." 
 
    "...I do not understand. Why do you insist I am more fortunate...Plausible. The odds of our meeting were substantially improbable, further so if our meeting was only a result of your misfortune. I may be more fortunate than you." 
 
    I start calling a cab with my new, and very clunky flip-phone. This is kind of...retro. I kinda like it actually. 
 
    Arghhhh I just lost my game library on my phone. I'll have to redownload everything when I get a new one...Feeling pretty spoiled right about now... 
 
    Music too...Actually I guess that doesn't matter. Not like I'll be walking around alone much anymore probably, so there'd rarely be a chance to jam to it... 
 
    ...That's a little horrifying to realize just how rarely I will be alone. I won't even WANT to be alone either, and that's the scarier part of it. 
 
    "And now we wait. Should be here in ten to twenty minutes soooo..." 
 
    Come to think of it, how am I going to play online with Libra now? That's...That would be so god damn awkward it's infuriating just to imagine her watching me as I play...And specifically as I die over and over. 
 
    Olympus have mercy, what if she starts backseat coaching me? Logically your enemy is likely around the corner, why do you persist in not preparing your aiming reticule where their skull will be? Because bite me! And don't dare say you can do it better because you probably can! 
 
    ...What if I play...with her? 
 
    Urgh...I hate that kind of garbage though. Couples online sticking together really makes me want to strangle both of the useless twits. 
 
    "You appear to be contemplating a serious dilemma. May I constitute any aid?" 
 
    But I sure as hell can't just give up games. I'll go insane. I need SOME physical activity I enjoy. A book is fun, but EVENTUALLY my arms need to move before I start punching people at work. What's that? You changed your mind on your order and are going to pretend you didn't order this while having a look on your face that shows how completely full of shit you are or that you can't afford it after all? Punch. Kick. Stomp. Set on fire. Get fired from job. In that order. 
 
    ...Although I guess there would be...At least one physical activity I'd have access to that I didn't before... 
 
    "I'm fine. Reeeeally. Just...contemplating my future." 
 
    "Does it involve me? I desire to be contemplated as part of your future." 
 
    You're disgusting. Go away. I can't deal with you right now. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    And the first to hear me try to pretend Libra is a third world Foreigner is the Taxi driver. While she marvels at every single god damn thing going on around her. She even called it a 'highly advanced chariot' at one point. 
 
    Driver called me out on it. He actually thought we were trying to prank him and record it. He even waved back at us and said her acting needs work. 
 
    She's too excited, he said. 
 
    I am a being of pure shame as I pay and leave the cab. What happened to Taxis having privacy windows you could put up? Or is that only Limos?  
 
    "You appear embarrassed. What has caused this? Why did you not permit me to correct the driver?" 
 
    I start walking off as the driver goes back to the pits of Hell he clearly came from. If my embarrassment is not proof he's a demon, the ironically named 'fare' would be. Though to be fair...Not like I know taxi prices that well...I sure as hell know I can drive eight miles myself for less than forty dollars in gas though. Soooo much less than forty...Probably has something to do with the fact that we're hitting noon traffic. Probably had more to do with the fact that the meter doesn't stop when the car does.  
 
    "Let's just leave it as-is. It's fine. Everything's fine." 
 
    "Are you certain? You appear mildly irate." 
 
    "Everything is FINE." 
 
    I throw up my arms as we start the short walk to my apartment door. 
 
    As I step in, I feel an awful chill run straight down my spine and I turn around to see...Libra not doing anything. What was that? That was absolutely creepy. Why? 
 
    "You appear distressed. What is of concern?" 
 
    "Nothing. Come on." 
 
    Libra steps in and I close the door. Part of me felt like I was panicking while locking all the deadbolts. 
 
    Urghhh. That was really really creepy...Too creepy. 
 
    I check the patio door. Locked. And I make my way through every room in the house, slowly without making a sound. Hitting each light before I step into any room. 
 
    I've never had someone break into my apartment before. But something just felt REALLY REALLY wrong as soon as I stepped inside. 
 
    "Your actions are mildly concerning. What are you doing?" 
 
    I close the bedroom door, the last door to close. 
 
    "Just being paranoid. Felt...A little wrong when we came in here. Kinda...spooked over nothing." 
 
    "...You were most likely offset by my presence." 
 
    "Huh? No, I don't--" 
 
    Stop cutting her off. 
 
    "Why do you think that, Libra?" 
 
    "You have previously stated that you disdain the company of others. Accurate? This entails that no relationship has progressed to the point you would welcome anyone into your home as you have now done with me." 
 
    "Yeah but...I'd have been creeped out yesterday then." 
 
    "Inaccurate. I was not immediately behind you yesterday, I was observing the locking mechanism next to your side." 
 
    "I don't feel like you're right on this. Like...I can see where you're coming from. Sure. it's weird for someone to be right behind me as I open the door. But I've let people in before. This was...Really different." 
 
    "If I am not the cause, I am not certain what would cause such." 
 
    I step out of the hallway so that my voice doesn't bounce back into my ears as I talk. 
 
    "Can you like...Hmmm...Maybe sense anything weird in here? Oh! Can you check and see if there's any kind of magic around here? Maybe Claire or Ubiquitous put a trap or maybe Shara put some kind of magical camer---Some way of watching us I mean." 
 
    "There is no trace of any magical efforts within the vicinity. However, there is a Witch nearby. I do not recognize her." 
 
    "So it's...Not any of the three we know? Err...Four I mean." 
 
    Forgot about Hydra for a second. Mostly because...Wait, is she actually a Witch? She said something about inhuman restructure so maybe she's actually some kind of monster instead? Not like I saw her use any magic, just a tranquilizer gun...Which is actually impressive in its own way. 
 
    "Accurate. Is this new Witch of concern to you?" 
 
    "Where is she?" 
 
    "Directly above us. She does not appear aware of our presence." 
 
    ...wait what. 
 
    "Like...literally right above us? Like on top of the building?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. She appears to be located two sections above us within the building." 
 
    I stand there baffled for a minute, coming to terms with what she just said. 
 
    "Is there like...Any way you can...make a bubble showing me what she looks like?" 
 
    "Unfortunately inaccurate. Her location is enshrouded in a protective barrier to prevent such incantations from functioning." 
 
    "...Don't suppose this particular barrier would be...something a Witch would set up around her home?" 
 
    "Highly Plausible. It is substantially fortified and it is highly unlikely any Witch would be able to quickly set any such fortification in a single use." 
 
    "...Was uh...Was this barrier there last night?" 
 
    "Plausible. In a dormant state, I would not be able to detect it." 
 
    ...There's a Witch living above me in the third floor. Just two floors above me, there was a Witch this whole time. 
 
    "She has left her home. I can now present a visual display." 
 
    A bubble floats up from Libra's hand, showing me the Pony-tailed Brunette I saw moving in a few months ago walking down...No, FAST walking down the stairs. 
 
    "...Don't suppose she can sense you. Can she?" 
 
    "Plausible. I have no means of obfuscation from other witches at this time." 
 
    I see her reach my door and immediately hear her knock. I don't even have to look through the peephole to see her, Libra is my peephole. And that bubble is showing that she looks strangely excited. 
 
    I open the door partly and look out at here. 
 
    "Hi. You're Sasha, Right? Is uh...Is there...another lady here?" 
 
    She sounds really normal. Good. Someone who isn't a Whiney brat or obnoxiously more womanly than me. Just a genuine regular person...Wait, why does she know my name? 
 
    "...Are you gonna start a fight?" 
 
    That takes the smile off her face and replaces it with a look of mild confusion. 
 
    "...No...Why would I start a fight?" 
 
    I push the door closed. 
 
    "Libra. If she starts anything...Like...JUST absolutely smash her to the ground. Like just completely dominate her IMMEDIATELY. I don't want to see ANY of my stuff wrecked because of this WEIRD ASS thing modern Witches have of starting every fight they can." 
 
    I said that louder than I intended...I think at least. I'm sure part of me WANTED her to hear that. 
 
    "Acknowledged. I will assume ill intentions from this Witch." 
 
    I look at the bubble in her hand and wave for Libra to make it go away. 
 
    I do like that the Witch in the bubble looked confused and was clearly trying to decide if she should knock again or not. 
 
    I open the door and let her in. 
 
    "I have been instructed to dominate you if you attempt any violence." 
 
    The absolute perfect greeting by my tiny Witch. Awkward, but hopefully effective. 
 
    Brunette instead looks...Smiley. Kinda...Goofy a little. 
 
    "You're adorable! How old are you, little Lady?" 
 
    Libra looks to me immediately. 
 
    "I am not certain how I should answer her inquiry." 
 
    "She's twenty-three." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I am twenty-three, as that is the age of my physical condition." 
 
    Immediately the Brunette looks to me with a look of two hundred percent disbelief. 
 
    "Yes, really. Believe me, that's what she looks like at Twenty-Three." 
 
    "I wasn't this cute when I was sixteen...Then again I didn't dress like that either." 
 
    Stop looking at me. Don't you judge me. That wasn't my decision! 
 
    "So how do you know my name?" 
 
    "Oh, that's easy. I'm one of your customers sometimes." 
 
    That makes Libra perk up. 
 
    "I was not aware you were a Merchant." 
 
    I put a finger to her lips to shush her. I think she actually took it as a sign that she misunderstood. That's...actually convenient. Don't have to explain why it's wrong this time. 
 
    "I didn't realize you were one of us though. You're really good at hiding your magic! Who's your friend?" 
 
    Can't hide what I don't have. 
 
    "Inquiry, what is your purpose in this encounter?" 
 
    "Hmm? I don't really...have a purpose. I just didn't realize another Witch lived here til now. Are you...On the Committee? I don't...recognize you...But you're obviously above my Class." 
 
    ...That takes me a moment to process... 
 
    "Sorry, I'm not a Witch. What do you mean by Class?" 
 
    "Oh...Oooh no...But...But you know about Witches? Right? Right!?" 
 
    Seeing the panic on her face is awesome. I'm tempted to- 
 
    "Accurate. She is aware of many forms of Witchcraft." 
 
    I mean I was tempted to be an ass, but I juuuust didn't get the chance before Libra stole it away. 
 
    "But yeah, what do you mean about Class. Libra...Doesn't know either." 
 
    "How can she...Not know what Classes are?" 
 
    "Let's say...She just hasn't learned yet." 
 
    "You're at least a Class Eight...And you don't know what Classes are?...You must be...Like...Three hundred years old then. Maybe four hundred...So...Before the Committee was founded?" 
 
    Libra looks at me. As if I have any clue how to respond to that. 
 
    But also what I do have a clue on is that her date is messed up. She said four hundred, but Shara said Walpurgis was...around eight hundred. Right? Or is my memory messed up? 
 
    ...Or is Shara's memory messed up? 
 
    "I had heard that some Witches were still in hiding from back then, so it makes sense they missed the Walpurgis Committee's origin...But I never thought I'd...actually meet one...How old are you? Like your real age." 
 
    "I am twenty-three years old." 
 
    "...I mean like your actual age...Also, wow is that really what you looked like at twenty-three?" 
 
    "Let's say her real age doesn't matter...Also yes, that is really what she looked like." 
 
    "It is also how I currently look. Why is this not relevant?" 
 
    She looks up in protest at the two of us. 
 
    "Classes are...How can I put this...It's a sort of way of ranking Witches. Classes go from One, being the lowest, all the way to Twenty as the highest. Sasha, you're what we would consider a Zero...No offense." 
 
    That would be because I'm not a Witch. Urgh...Are regular people really just called Zeros though? Because that's downright insulting. Like that's just mean. 
 
    "None taken. How's the ranking decided though?" 
 
    "More or less...Either your maximum mana capacity or your maximum prana output. So basically...To put it in normal terms...Either how much energy you can store, or how big an explosion you can make." 
 
    "I'm not stupid. I didn't need you to dumb it down that far." 
 
    Zero makes sense for me then. I have zero mana and can pump out zero prana, thus my class is Zero. 
 
    "There are exceptions, of course. Some Witches have their class raised or lowered as a way of showing how strong they are. Committee Member Tabetha, for example, should be only a Class Four like me. But she's considered a Class Twelve so people don't pick a fight they won't stand a chance in." 
 
    "So in other words, she has a lower capacity than she should and she's so efficient with her spells that they're stronger than you'd expect. That about right?" 
 
    "Yeah, you're pretty smart...I'd really like to talk some more sometime. I've got to go though. When's your next day off? I'm rarely home after two...Actually I'm rarely home in general." 
 
    Wait, it's two already!? Where the hell did all my time go!? 
 
    Also my next day off is tomorrow...And you don't get to have it. 
 
    "Sunday. Unless you have Witch Church to go to." 
 
    "...That's a joke, right? You're not referring to Covenants as Churches, are you?" 
 
    So many questions, absolutely no time as she starts leaving through the door. 
 
    "It was great meeting you, Sasha. You too, Libra. I'm glad I got to meet you both!" 
 
    The door closes behind her at those words. 
 
    "Inquiry. She did not attack us in any manner. Does it alter how I should proceed in future encounters?" 
 
    "...With her, maybe...But also she seems kinda..." 
 
    "She is less intelligent than you are." 
 
    She's also less of an absolute douchebag than you are, Libra. 
 
    "You appear mildly amused. Is my observation amusing?" 
 
    "More like the way you're so blunt about it. But yeah, she seemed a little bit more of an airhead...But at least she's not an arrogant airhead like Claire." 
 
    That makes Libra perk up, reach into her skirt pocket and pull out her phone. 
 
    Which makes me grab her arm to stop her. 
 
    "Don't call her just to insult her. There's...There has to be a limit on how much you can be an ass to someone. Okay? Just...Show some mercy on the girl." 
 
    "...Acknowledged. I merely desired to amuse you further by insulting her." 
 
    Maybe...Maybe it was my bad to expect some human decency from a Witch. 
 
    Maybe that one is on me. 
 
    "So Claire's an idiot. Shara's lazy but cool. Ubiquitous is a psychopath...And...and...God dammit, she didn't tell us her name!" 
 
    "You appear mildly frustrated. Is this concerning?" 
 
    I stomp on the floor in 'mild' frustration. 
 
    "Correction. You appear substantially frustrated. Should I collect the lower Class Witch to gain her identity for you?" 
 
    "...Did you have to refer to her as a lower class Witch? Like...You couldn't think of another way?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. I could have referred to her as the less intelligent Witch. Was this not merciful?" 
 
    ...Barbarian Witch. No time for mercy. Just plunder magic and gain all the power. No time for pleasant words or politeness. Smash enemies. Charm redhead with magical muscles. 
 
    ...ewww Magical Muscles... 
 
    Wait, no there actually IS a magical muscle! Well...It's an organ apparently. Whatever! 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter XII : Stipulation 
 
    Visibly embarrassed. I'm pretty sure every inch of my skin is blushing at this point. 
 
    "Are you certain? My hands will have to make contact with your skin to ascertain the necessary degree of detailed information for optimum results." 
 
    I am laying naked face-down on my bed with her next to me still wearing that dress. And the fact that she is dressed is literally the ONLY comfort I have in this moment. 
 
    "Just do it. It's not even--It's not even sexual or anything! I'd be...really stupid...not to...let you do this..." 
 
    There's a Witch living above me. Ubiquitous seems fully intent on starting a fight...And I'm not worried about Libra, but pretending that my frail human body is going to endure a fight that Hydra and Shara blatantly said could ruin nearby buildings...I can't be stupid enough to think--- 
 
    Think nothing anymore as her hands touch the bottom of my toes. 
 
    "That's cold!" 
 
    "Apologies. The sensation is beyond my control." 
 
    "I meant your hands. I can feel your magic, it's just...Kinda...vibrating my feet." 
 
    Vibrating my feet. My entire foot is slightly vibrating from her hands touching my toes...No wait, they're touching the soles of my feet. just felt it start in my toes I guess. 
 
    "...I am not certain I can alter my body temperature at this time. Is this unacceptable?" 
 
    Unacceptable would be the fact that I know she's been staring at my ass since I laid down. 
 
    "It's...It's fine...I've gotten...kinda used to it." 
 
    That vibration is going to go higher. 
 
    I mean...Yeah that vibration is now on top of my feet as her hands move... 
 
    "Hey uh...Libra...You don't have to like...Touch...EVERY inch of my body. Right?" 
 
    "Accurate. I have lengthened the scan radius. This will allow me to scan every inch of your body externally and internally without needing to make substantial sexual contact." 
 
    "...So I don't even have to flip over? Like...At any point?" 
 
    "Unfortunately inaccurate. Due to the size of your breasts and the pressure applied when you are laying with your chest on the bed, I will require direct contact with them. Your posterior also would suffer a similar requirement if you were laying in the opposite manner." 
 
    So...Definitely going to be putting her vibrator hands on my tits. Greeeeeeat. That's...That's not going to have any effect on me at all. Noooope. 
 
    "...This...Vibration..." 
 
    Which just moved up to my ankles. 
 
    "Uh...Don't...Don't suppose...I'll feel this...vibration everywhere?" 
 
    "Plausible." 
 
    Screaming internally out of unyielding embarrassment as I feel the vibration hit my calves. 
 
    "Would that include my head? That seems...like it could be bad." 
 
    "This is not a physical vibration. Rather, your nerves are reacting to being scanned." 
 
    "...And that--Heeeeee!" 
 
    Lower thighs. I don't know what's going to happen if it goes any higher. Really freaking out. 
 
    This is SO many leagues beyond sexual it's actually terrifying. 
 
    "And that's not going to mess with my brain at all?" 
 
    "Although there may be a sensation of vertigo, no damage will occur." 
 
    I am ABSOLUTELY positive I would JUST rather have sex with her than let this continue... 
 
    Wait...That'd be dumb...Not a good plan...Breeeeeath. 
 
    Her hands stop moving. 
 
    "...Inquiry...Would you prefer I lower the sensation?" 
 
    "...Say what?" 
 
    "Apologies. I did not clarify. I assumed that you prefer I see you completely naked as little as possible. Therefore I escalated the process to be over more quickly. Was this in error?" 
 
    "...That was..." 
 
    I catch my breath a little. 
 
    "Yes...Please...Lower the sensation...Go slower. It's...It's okay. It's cool. I...I uh...I would prefer if you went slower..." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Gratitude. I will enjoy possessing a greater length of time with you naked." 
 
    ...You couldn't resist, could you?...Well then again, she's about to be pressing her hands into my butt so...Bit of a moot point to get embarrassed about her seeing me naked. 
 
    The vibration just...Completely drops out. 
 
    "Is the sensation alleviated now?" 
 
    Her hands move up to my upper thighs right below my butt. 
 
    Just feels like she's feeling me up now. 
 
    "Yeah, that's a loooot more bearable." 
 
    "Accurate. You are completely bare at this time." 
 
    "...Was that a joke?" 
 
    "Are you amused? I have made an alteration of your intended word meaning." 
 
    "...Mildly...Thanks actually." 
 
    Her cringey pun actually...helped calm me down a bit more. 
 
    Aaaaaand there it is. Her hands directly squeezing my butt. 
 
    "...Don't suppose that's...Required, is it?" 
 
    "Accurate. However, it is also substantially pleasant." 
 
    "...Is it compleeeetely required to squeeze my butt? Or are you taking advantage of the situation?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "...Which one is accurate?" 
 
    "Both are accurate. It is required and I am taking advantage of that requirement." 
 
    Absolutely unforgivably insufferable. 
 
    "Explain to me why you need to squeeze my butt rather than just touch it then." 
 
    "I have lowered the scan yield. Due to the size of your posterior, I must therefore press deeply in order to scan the front section of your groin. This is exceptionally fortunate to my desires." 
 
    My ass isn't THAT big...I think. 
 
    "I assume this is preferab--" 
 
    "Absolutely. Yes. Way more tolerable than the vibration." 
 
    I mean I still KIND of feel a vibration on my body. But it's more like...Someone swimming near you when your head is underwater. It's so muffled it's not a big deeeeeeee---!!!? 
 
    "Hagh...Why? That hurts!!" 
 
    She moved her hands off my butt and onto my back and I IMMEDIATELY felt the vibration on my lower spine in full force. 
 
    "LIbra, stop! It Hurts!" 
 
    "Apologies. Your spine has suffered previous trauma. I have lowered the yield. Is this acceptable?" 
 
    "...Yeah that's...better..." 
 
    Trauma on my spine though? When did that... 
 
    Sweetie? Baby, look at me. You're gonna be okay. You're okay. Just breathe. 
 
    That's...That's right. I had really forgotten about that. We were in a car accident when I was like twelve. Something happened with my back...I think...Was it... 
 
    "Hey, Libra. Can you tell what happened? To that part of my back I mean." 
 
    "I am unclear. The region has mutated over time. It is unclear what the original trauma was or which parts were caused by subsequent trauma incidents." 
 
    I've hurt my back a few times, but nothing really major...But...Maybe it was more major than I thought? If that part of my spine never fully recovered, maybe every time I slammed my back against something it damaged it again a little? What happened to my back the first time? 
 
    Might need to ask my Bitch Mom about it. 
 
    "Are you...Do you think you can rejuvenate it later?" 
 
    She moves off that part of my back and I'm made aware of that because I feel the vibrations become noticeable again. Don't even wanna think how painful it would have been if it was those initial vibrations. That sounds like it'd have been traumatic just now. 
 
    "Highly plausible. I merely require time after analysis to formulate an optimal structure to your body. However, I can immediately rejuvenate this section of your spine after the analysis. Although not optimal, it should suffice as a superior state than its current condition." 
 
    Wonder if that'll make a difference...That would probably help with the back pain from sitting up all night playing games...But I mean it was never that bad...I think. 
 
    There's a real question. How much have I gotten used to the constant pain my body is in without realizing it? How much is my body screaming in pain constantly and I've just gotten used to that fact? If all that pain goes away at once, just how good will it feel to...be alive? 
 
    Her hands move to the center of my body. 
 
    "You should probably take it slow on my shoulders too. The scar is from a pretty bad accident, so I'm sure it would hurt like my spine did." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    Suddenly I become aware again that I'm naked. That thought had slipped out of my mind for a little bit. 
 
    I stripped with the door closed and laid down before saying she could come in...But she has to flip me over to scan...my boobs. She is literally going to have me flip over JUST to scan my boobs. 
 
    There is no amount of 'medical purposes' that can make that any less juvenile than it sounds. 
 
    Wait... 
 
    "So since you lowered the vibration...Are you going to have to feel up my entire front too?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. Only your abdomen, breasts, and face would require contact." 
 
    Hey. Why abdomen. Why? That's sounds really insinuating. Emphasis on Sin. 
 
    "Wait, why my face?" 
 
    "The size prevents effective scanning from the back. Similar to breasts and posterior." 
 
    I know she has a point, but it just makes it sound like I have a big head. 
 
    "And...Abdomen for the same reason?" 
 
    "I am attempting to be accommodating to your preference to avoid sexual contact. Contact with your posterior and abdomen will eliminate the need for direct contac--" 
 
    "Alright alright! I get it...Don't say it..." 
 
    "...Acknowledged. Is my elaboration excessive at times?" 
 
    "...No. Just...Don't question it. You're fine." 
 
    It's always me that's the problem. And I'm really sick of it. 
 
    But at least it's not holding THIS back. 
 
    I'd break down crying if I thought she was gone. It has to be the same for her, right? 
 
    It has to be a god damn nightmare to know the person you care about is so fragile and that you can't heal them like you can yourself if something happens. 
 
    "Inquiry, what compensation should I offer for this allowance?" 
 
    "...Libra, I already said. You should talk however you like. It's part of who you are. I wouldn't want you to change it. That's just wrong." 
 
    "Accurate. Gratitude. However, I was referring to my being allowed to analyze your body completely." 
 
    "Oh." 
 
    Her hands move down my shoulders onto my upper arms...I mean, I guess that's my...Yup, that's my biceps. Her slightly squeezing them makes this awkward. Also makes me jokingly want to flex.  
 
    "I mean...It's not really a big deal. Well...It is a big deal...Look, it's just the smart thing to do. If you and Ubiquitous fight, I could end up dead in the crossfire. And if the brunette we just met tries to attack me when you're not around, I'm helpless against her magic. Or if Claire tries to get revenge or...Anything else really." 
 
    "Highly accurate. However, I previously stated your safety was already at risk and this was not sufficient before. Why has this changed? Do you fear Ubiquitous?" 
 
    Ahhhgg...God. Why is it so awkward on my elbow? Like that is SO awkward. 
 
    I can't even think. It's like someone is licking, biting, and vibrating the skin on my elbow. It's infuriating! 
 
    It's REALLY REALLY INFURIA---She moved onto my forearm. 
 
    "Well, I definitely think she's more dangerous than anyone else. Even if there were a stronger Witch we met, I'd still call Ubiquitous more dangerous. She's so insecure it makes her psychotic." 
 
    Although to be fair...I got a feeling her insecurity is pretty unfounded. She does seem genuinely stronger than most Witches with the way she acts. If the Number One Witch stepped in to put her in her place, then that means Ubiquitous, cheating or not, is probably a threat to most Committee Members. Who, themselves, should be at the top of all Witches I'd think. 
 
    I don't know if Number One stepping in means Ubiquitous should be considered the number two, it probably just means she was insulted by Ubiquitous' arrogance. But it SHOULD mean that most Committee Members aren't that powerful. 
 
    "But rather---Huh..." 
 
    She's got her hands overlaying my hands. This is...Kind of precious actually. She's straddling my legs with her hands running over my hands. 
 
    "But rather than me being afraid of getting hurt...It's more like...This is just the smart thing to do. Even if it's not her, there are plenty of other ways and plenty of other Witches who would probably be willing to hurt me. And even if it's not magical, I could still get in a car accident or anything else." 
 
    "Accurate...But you were already aware of this previously." 
 
    She moves her hands to my neck. 
 
    "Yeah I know...So part of it...Is kinda..." 
 
    I stay quiet. She moves her hands to the back of my head. 
 
    "I'll tell you in a second. Tell me when to flip over." 
 
    I can feel her hair slide on my back as she nods. Silly Libra, I can't see you nod when I'm face-down. 
 
    I feel her get off me, so I slowly start to roll-- 
 
    A cover falls over me, covering up to my belly button. 
 
    "Is this preferable? I am attempting to accommodate you as possible." 
 
    Wasn't I laying on the---Yeah I am. This is a copy of the cover I'm laying on. Made at this very moment by her just for this small 'accommodation'. 
 
    "You didn't have to you know..." 
 
    "Accurate...However...I suspected a sensation of endearment or affection from the words you have yet to say. Therefore I desired to preemptively accommodate for them." 
 
    I pull the cover off me and lean forward to quickly pull her down. 
 
    "Stop trying to be nice and analysis my tits." 
 
    "Are you certain? You are substantially blushing." 
 
    I grab her hands and---Well I was going to say placed them on my chest, but they moved out from under my hands to squeeze before I let go. She absolutely did not waste the opportunity for one second. 
 
    "What I was going to say is that I'm letting you scan me not just because it keeps me safe...But because I realized that I'm probably just stressing you out by not letting you do it. Since you're probably worried of something happening to me." 
 
    "...Highly...Accurate..." 
 
    Watery-eyed instantly. 
 
    Never mind, can't see her eyes anymore. She collapsed on top of me with her head laying next to mine. 
 
    "Apologies...My emotions are difficult to control." 
 
    She moves her hand off my chest and moves them to around my belly button. Forgot about that. 
 
    "I am highly elated. This is a highly cherished moment to me. I do not possess sufficient means of compensation. I apologize for this insufficiency." 
 
    "...Don't apologize you...Silly Witch." 
 
    Hands move off my stomach and onto my face, covering my eyes from seeing her sit back up. 
 
    "I do not desire to appear not to be gracious. However, I also desire to express that I am substantially looking forward to the escalation of our relationship. Apologies." 
 
    "Don't apologize unless you do something wrong. Saying what you think is...never something you should apologize for." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I will not apologize for this again. I am excited...I hope we escalate more quickly." 
 
    She takes her hands off. 
 
    "Alright, you done scanning?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "Then get off!" 
 
    I slide out from her legs straddling mine, making her fall onto the bed as I do. Giving me the chance to grab my clothes, close the door behind me, and get dressed in the living room without her seeing. 
 
      
 
      
 
    "You redress yourself with exceptional speed." 
 
    I finish pulling down my shirt as I notice her emerge out of the hallway to say that. 
 
    "I had motivation to hurry up." 
 
    "It is my hope that motivation is devalued soon." 
 
    ... 
 
    "You appear surprised by my remark." 
 
    "No, I just...Didn't expect you to understand what I was implying actually...A little impressed." 
 
    "Your posterior is equally impressive." 
 
    ...oww my face. 
 
    "Why have you struck yourself!? Disapproval!" 
 
    "Just...Overloaded with insufferability." 
 
    "Apologies. Have I caused you to harm yourself?" 
 
    I walk over and pick her up and carry her to the couch. 
 
    Having her in my arms is...Kind of precious. Her stupid little face is too expressive for a robot. 
 
    I lean back into the couch next to her. 
 
    I. Am Not. Giving Up. Video Games. 
 
    But also...I don't want to just abandon her while I have fun. I'm not a complete scumbag. 
 
    "Will we now watch more cartoons or movies? That will be pleasant." 
 
    "Hmm...Actually..." 
 
    I sit forward on the couch... 
 
    "So I'm trying to not like...Bombard you with too much new stuff at once, but--" 
 
    "Do not do so. I have already been substantially impressed by your era's technological and cultural innovations such as the Tele." 
 
    Forgot I told her to call it a Tele. That is absolutely adorable when she says it. 
 
    "Yeah, I know, but like...I don't want you overloaded with stuff right off the...Lemme try that another way. I don't want you to not enjoy something just because I showed you something slightly better." 
 
    "Your conclusion is logical. Is this why I have not received a greater portion of Pudding yet? Because it would substantially lessen my enjoyment of other meals by comparison?" 
 
    Also because I ate that cup of pudding aside from like...Two bites...And a third that she stole. 
 
    "More or less. You wouldn't want a burger if you knew you could have more pudding instead, right?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. Although some foods have proven more enjoyable than others, I desire to ascertain the value of all things presented to me. I will not refuse to taste a new food, even if is stated initially to be inferior to other varieties." 
 
    "Okay yeah...But like...Lemme put it this way. I don't want to raise your expectations too high for everything. Like imagine if the first thing you had was Pudding, you'd keep being disappointed with everything after that at least a little, right? Because you initially thought all modern food would be as good as pudding?" 
 
    "Accurate. However...Your logic is contradictory." 
 
    She looks confused while saying that. I feel a small percentage of insult running through my veins. 
 
    "...How so if it's accurate?" 
 
    "The first meal you provided was Pizza. I have yet to indulge in a meal of equivalent enjoyment." 
 
    You're god damn right you haven't...Oh yeah, now I see her point. 
 
    "Alright. My bad. But there are things better than Pizza. And sometimes you won't be in the mood for it...Sorta..." 
 
    Riding the very border of almost lying by saying that. I felt my whole body calling me out on it. 
 
    "Equally exceptional information. What is an example of a greater food than pizza?" 
 
    ...Well there's...A great steak would be better...Baby back ribs...Hot wings are god damn amazing... 
 
    "Somehow...All the food I like more than pizza is like...more simple like your era. It's just well cooked meat that's drowning in sauce." 
 
    "And spice?" 
 
    "AND SPICE!" 
 
    This conversation is proving she is one my true love...Eventually...I mean...Right now, but I'm in denial. 
 
    Does it count as being in denial if you know you're in denial? 
 
    ...No, seriously...Does it? Can you consciously be in denial? 
 
    "Although it's also...waaaay more expensive than Pizza." 
 
    "Plausible. If it holds to a higher nutritional value or flavor, it is logically bound to ask a greater sum for its trade value." 
 
    Trade Value. We say Price. I'm not sure if I like Trade Value...or if I love Trade Value...Or if it's stupid. 
 
    "Maybe we'll go out sometime for something...Maybe...Hmmm..." 
 
    "Possibly as a celebration of our relationship reaching the state of Lovers?" 
 
    ... 
 
    "You appear in mild discomfort. Is something occurring?" 
 
    Just imploding mentally at how relentless you are. 
 
    "I was going to say as a celebration for something...But I stopped myself because I thought you MIGHT go straight to us dating...And then you went there anyways." 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    I will slap the smug out of you. I swear to Olympus. 
 
    I get off the couch and kneel down in front of the TV and dig my hands through the game collection. Gotta have something here that's two player... 
 
    ...I have a lot of games...On my computer...Less so on my consoles. 
 
    PC Master race is not helpful when you need to play two-player with someone not online. 
 
    PC Master race is Loneliness Slave race. I have seen the light and I do not repent for my sins. 
 
    Wait, that's right. I have a Wii U I never use...Because there aren't a lot of fun single player games on it...Well, I mean...It'll still impress the hell out of her... 
 
    Ha. I could 'Smash' her...Not the kind of puns I should be making to myself. 
 
    "Hey Lib--nyah!?" 
 
    I did not notice her crawl right next to me to observe what I'm doing like some kind of cat! 
 
    "Do not be influenced by Shara Ventheim. My name is Libra, it is not Libnya." 
 
    "...Say that one more time. The last word." 
 
    "Libnya?" 
 
    I fall on my side trying not to laugh. I said she was watching me like a cat, and then...Lib-nya. 
 
    With that confused innocent look on her face too! That's disgustingly adorable! 
 
    "Ya spooked me. I didn't screw up your name." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Gratitude." 
 
    I cough and try to regain my composure...But while sitting up I also notice that her black dress being made of silk has a unique effect of...The skirt folding smoothly against her ass when she's on her knees like I am...That's kind of hot...I think. 
 
    I keep calling her a robot, but I'm the one here who doesn't seem to comprehend emotions. 
 
    "Ahem...Libra do you wanna...Play a game?" 
 
    "Plausible. A game is an activity for pleasure, accurate?" 
 
    Don't. Just...Don't call Sex a game. 
 
    "For fun. Not pleasure. Fun." 
 
    "Is fun not pleasurable?" 
 
    An absolutely solid argument that I was not quite prepared for. 
 
    "...Let's put it this way. You should only use pleasure when you're talking about...Like...Physical things or...No, let's say...Only for things that are VERY enjoyable." 
 
    "Such as being fondled?" 
 
    "...Yes...Such as that." 
 
    "Is the word exclusively sexual?" 
 
    "Well...No...But just...Only use it in extremes I guess. Like...Watching you beat down Claire, extremely enjoyable even though it wasn't sexual. So it was pleasurable. I took great pleasure in seeing it." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Then would it be appropriate to use the word to say that I took great pleasure in--" 
 
    "Are you gonna say squeezing my tits?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. However, that is also true." 
 
    ...Bah. She got me. I fell for that on my own. 
 
    "Fine. What's your example?" 
 
    "Squeezing your posterior." 
 
    Son of a bitch... 
 
    "I suspected you would anticipate my suggesting your breasts, therefore I pursued an alternative pleasure experienced instead." 
 
    SON OF A BITCH. 
 
    SMUG LITTLE SHIT. 
 
    I smack her protruding ass and she falls over with her face fully blushing. 
 
    "Exceptional. Have I been rewarded for my statement?" 
 
    I just...did something lewd out of spite. 
 
    Not only is that an absolutely terrible, possibly the WORST plan to use against her... 
 
    But ALSO that's really saying something about my personality. Like...That's messed up for me. 
 
    On the other hand...Specifically the hand I used...I liked it. 
 
    "Alright, before you get any more insufferable. We're gonna play a game." 
 
    And it's going to be on the console that I have the least amount of games for, because it's the only one I incidentally have two controllers for...Kinda. 
 
    Well...One controller and one abomination that probably made people less willing to buy the console. 
 
    ...I'll take the abomination I guess. Don't want her distracted by the second screen anyways. 
 
    "They had like...Chariot races in your time right?" 
 
    "Accurate. However, I had not witnessed any. Merely, I have read of them in the Serapeum." 
 
    "Well this is...kind of like that. Except nobody gets hurt ever." 
 
    "That sounds appealing." 
 
    She marvels while I load it up and... 
 
    Probably should turn off item boxes, right? Then again, they're not really complicated ideas or... 
 
    Has your era acclimated to spice in such a manner that this is no longer considered exceptionally spiced? 
 
    Right, she's never even played a video game before or even understands what one is. Should really keep it as simple as possible and work her up from there...Hell, she's never been in an RACE before or seen one. DEFINITELY should keep it simple. 
 
    Probably best to turn off CPUs and just play with the two of us for a bit. 
 
    "Here, hold it like this. Left thumb here, right thumb here..." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I don't think I've played a kart racer for two straight hours since I BOUGHT the console. 
 
    She's not bad. Her hands definitely aren't used to being used like that, but she managed to come in second consistently against CPUs by the end of it even once we turned items back on. 
 
    EXCEPT THAT TIME SHE WON AND I LOST FIRST BECAUSE OF TWO BLUE SHELLS IN A ROW. 
 
    THAT WAS FAIR. 
 
    ...Maybe I really am naturally unlucky. I don't put much stock in luck, but MAYBE I should. 
 
    "This was pleasurable. I greatly enjoy games." 
 
    "You seem to enjoy almost everything." 
 
    "Minorly Accurate. So long as a subject is not incoherent or irrational." 
 
    "Oh? Are you saying you're completely rational and logical?" 
 
    "I am not suggesting such. However, is there a manner in which I am irrational or illogical?" 
 
    If it wasn't so genuine, that'd be SO smartass it would legally require me to laugh. 
 
    "I don't think love is exactly logical, now is it?" 
 
    That makes her shift her entire body in confusion slightly. 
 
    "Did it not occur to you til now?" 
 
    "Inaccurate...I do not find any accuracy within your statement. How is my love for you illogical? We are excessively compatible compared to most couples." 
 
    "...First of all...Do you really have the perspective to compare us to others?' 
 
    "Accurate. I have been observing other couples such as us throughout the day. There is a severe dissonance between them. Especially so when discussing their sexual activities with one another." 
 
    ...At the risk of feeling inferior to the god damn ninja that was clearly doing ninja work without my noticing it all day. 
 
    "Were...Were you like...Listening to people's conversations in the mall that we walked by?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "Holy Shit, Libra. How?" 
 
    "...I do not understand your inquiry. I merely listened. There was no spellcraft involved." 
 
    "I mean...I could MAYBE do that, but it sure as hell wouldn't just be something I did that casually! You can just...do that?" 
 
    "...Accurate. This is likely a detriment of your era. To maintain focus and progression in your personal life, you may choose to subconsciously filter irrelevant conversations around you. I have avoided such." 
 
    I mean...Hrmm...Never really thought about it. 
 
    "Probably true. But I didn't mean us specifically. Yes, logically if you have to love someone then going for someone you're insanely compatible with is the best option." 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "HOWEVER, love isn't logical. It's an emotion. It has nothing to do with logic." 
 
    "...I cannot discern how that is accurate." 
 
    "Really? Love makes you...do irrational things and feel irrational things. Like putting someone's life above yours. Or their wants and needs before yours." 
 
    "You have narrowed the definition to the point of attrition. Love is merely a chemical reaction to maintain companionship. Logically, the pursuit of Love, if successful, yields substantial elation and maintains psychological progression. An effective partner provides additional insight into circumstances, additional capabilities to planning efforts, and additional resources to maintain the status of both parties. Logically, this entails that one desires to ensure the happiness of their partner as this will equally ensure their own happiness." 
 
    "...And the whole...Sacrificing yourself for the other person?" 
 
    "In some circumstances this can be logical. If one possess a way to return their partner to life, then that partner should logically be willing to expend their life to ensure their partner's life. Allowing their own revival at a later date." 
 
     "Assume both people don't have magic." 
 
    "There remains several logical benefits. If one assess their partner more capable of ensuring the survival of their children, this becomes a logical choice as one's bloodline is of higher value than one's individual lifespan if one is without magic." 
 
    "Assume there are no kids yet. And none on the way. In fact...Assume it's two women." 
 
    I will FIND a way to make her admit it's irrational. 
 
    "Then one may find that the loss of one's Lover may too excessively traumatic in such circumstances. Ergo to live on in spite of the loss of this partner may be irrelevant as one can no longer ascertain any value in life as the primary sustenance of psychological stability and elation have been removed." 
 
    That's...actually kind of beautiful. Sad, but beautiful. 
 
    "Can someone just...move on? Logically speaking." 
 
    "This assumes one possesses the awareness to do so willingly. However, as one has already opted not to reproduce in this scenario, there is little purpose to be found in continuing their life in such misery." 
 
    Thaaaaaat's saaaaad. 
 
    "Overcoming this would require fortunate circumstances and likely at least one decade. If one does not possess such time remaining in their lifespan, it is implausible. This, however, asserts that one has already placed the value of one's partner to be greater than one's own life." 
 
    "Well I mean. Love typically means you do." 
 
    "Inaccurate. I do not place the value of any life above my own. I would sustain extensive damage, possibly to an extent that cannot fully be repaired, to ensure your life. However, I cannot rationally place the value of your life above mine regardless of affection." 
 
    "..." 
 
    I don't know how to respond to that. I mean I feel the same way, but to actually hear someone say that...It kind of hurts a little. 
 
    "...I do not desire to upset you. Apologies. That is why, as you have noted, I was deeply concerned for your safety in not allowing me to scan your body." 
 
    "No, I mean. I get it. I can't say I think any differently. It's just...a little rough to hear is all." 
 
    "I will not allow you to perish. I will ensure your survival in spite of any cost. I do not desire to be forced to find a new partner. The odds are...The odds have worsened since my exit of the Serapeum." 
 
    "Wait, what? What do you mean the odds have worsened?" 
 
    "Although brief, I have already substantially been altered by your influence and the information you have presented me. Logically, one must assume that my ignorance of this era's culture, technology, and other facets were a factor in our compatibility." 
 
    "...Does that mean...We're gonna get less compatible?" 
 
    "Highly inaccurate. It merely means that, in example, if the Libra you met for the first time in the Serapeum was the me that currently exists...We would have been less compatible. Likewise, the ways you have altered since meeting me would alter your compatibility with the Libra you initially met. We are, in effect, vastly different people than when we first met two days ago." 
 
    Something about that is deeply terrifying. The idea of having changed...Not just that, but the idea of having changed from just two days ago. 
 
    Like I'm not even the me I've always thought I was anymore. That's a little unnerving, even though it's obviously happening constantly to everyone. It's not like two-days-ago-me was the same me as ten years ago. Hell, she's not even the same me as the me from before Danny started working with us at the start of the year. 
 
    "I get what you're saying. So it's not just that you'd have to find another person just like me...You'd have to find someone entirely different than me." 
 
    "Accurate. Although I cannot verify with exceptional precision, it stands to reason that our introduction of concepts and information to one another has bonded us in a way that cannot be replicated again. Even if I met another person unaware of magic as you were, it would not enlighten me to elaborate on it as it has when I have done so for you. The knowledge and revelations have already occurred, they cannot occur again." 
 
    "And if you meet someone who already knows about magic...It would be completely different anyways." 
 
    "Accurate. I have not stated it, but I prefer your ignorance of magical forms. It is highly effective in providing me with perspective. Your interest in incantations, however, is even more elating as it provides me at last with a means of sharing my dearest interests with another being maintaining purpose towards them in unison. Clarification, I suspect you feel the same way about Magic as I do." 
 
    "It's not supernatural. That's about what I got so far. It's something you can study and learn. It has rules and what you can do with it is only limited by how well you understand the rules. That about right?" 
 
    She beams with so much joy in her eyes that they actually look kind of glowy. 
 
    "Highly accurate! It is exceedingly pleasurable that you understand this notion! I have been minorly disappointed that other Witches do not appear to share this interest in magic as deeply as I do. Although Shara Ventheim is competent and interested, she appears to have surrendered to complacency. That she believes little more can be advanced, I deeply disagree with this notion." 
 
    She dives into me to hug me as she says that. Her joy is obnoxious. 
 
    "I get it. I get it. Get off." 
 
    I sit her back up, her face brimming with a smile. 
 
    "All I have to do is be your pretty redhead and not die, right?" 
 
    "That will suffice for now. Accurate...Addendum, I must clarify I cannot revive you if you are killed. Do not risk such under any circumstances. " 
 
    "Where's the line on that? Like...How much can you rejuvenate me at once?" 
 
    "Substantially. However...In simplest terms...You must maintain your brain at all costs. Rejuvenation does not restore lost material, it replaces it. Therefore any damage to your brain will be rejuvenated, but whatever information was maintained in the damaged section will be lost." 
 
    "...So I could...Lose my memories?" 
 
    "Plausible. However, further concerning would be functionality. Although, in such cases I may be able to duplicate functionality from my brain to your own to restore such. I am not certain. And most concerning is if a substantial section is lost at once, as this could substantially alter your personality and intellectual capabilities." 
 
    "Got it. So no brain damage and I should be good? Well...I'm guessing beheading would be bad too? What about my heart?" 
 
    "The loss of your heart is nearly irrelevant. Death in this manner can be quickly undone with no long-term detriment, provided I am able to perform such immediately. As seconds pass, your brain may begin to lose lesser maintained information. However, this would result first in muscle control, which I am certain I can restore by duplication." 
 
    "...Oh...That's...Does that apply to beheadings too?" 
 
    "Accurate. However, that scenario is far more concerning and the available time span to reattach your head to your body is substantially less than replacing your heart." 
 
    "I'd say I'll be careful...But that makes it sound like I wasn't already trying to make sure not to get my head cut off." 
 
    "Amusing. There are no other constraints on rejuvenation, however. So long as you are still living, ergo that your brain has yet to cease functioning, I am capable of fully rejuvenating lost limbs or lesser organs. However...You must also maintain awareness not to suffer what I believe your vocabulary states as shock. The loss of a large portion of your body may overwhelm your senses, you must endure this and maintain consciousness to avoid death or substantial damage to your brain." 
 
    "...I'll...Keep that in mind. No falling asleep just because my arm gets...Kicked off." 
 
    "Clarification; I am not certain if this shock phenomena is of legitimate concern. However, I merely desire you exercise caution in making use of it to evade pain. Pain is inconsequential." 
 
    "...I'll try. That's about all I can say. Also...If my brain got half-blown up...And you rejuvenated it...Wouldn't it just reset my brain and knowledge to the point you last scanned me?" 
 
    "...Unfortunately inaccurate. Creating a pattern copy of your brain would be a...substantially enormous undertaking. Even if I desired to do so, I cannot until I have optimized your body's structure." 
 
    "But it IS something you can do? Just as a last resort, I mean." 
 
    She kind of...frowns. Concern maybe? Or just discomfort? 
 
    "That is...minorly plausible. However...I cannot even reasonably do so to my own brain without extensive preparation. It is...Enormously taxing. My last success required two years to perform." 
 
    "...To...Perform? Like...Like you feeling up my body for the scan...But two years?" 
 
    "Accurate. I performed it contiguous to four hundred years ago to begin mastering the most difficult spellcrafts available to me. I have not used it thus far, I am uncertain if it is truly functional." 
 
    "Would you even remember if you had?" 
 
    "Accurate. I had set it to activate in a protected portion of the Serapeum I had made nearly invulnerable to all forms of magic, triggered automatically if I did not make contact with the region for ten consecutive days." 
 
    "That makes it sound...less like it'd revive you and more like it'd create a clone of you." 
 
    "Entirely Accurate. Although the transition of consciousness would not make this apparent." 
 
    Creepy. 
 
    ...Wait 
 
    "Wait, Libra. Is that spell still active? Do you still need to--" 
 
    "I deactivated the incantation entirely before taking the Serapeum out of isolated space. I was uncertain if time would be allotted to return to make contact frequently." 
 
    "Okay...Good..." 
 
    Jeez...This got so much more morbid than I expected. 
 
    "Let's uh...Let's do something to...Take our minds off that...Awful topic. Just...Just awful topic." 
 
    "What do you desire to do?" 
 
    "I genuinely want to distract myself with something. Anything. Something that won't let me think about stuff for a bit..." 
 
    "Such an occurrence tends to stem from sexual excitement. Is this helpful information?" 
 
    I roll my eyes and...And then realize that's really a good point. 
 
    "Actually...Yeah it is. Change both of our clothes. Back to the bikini." 
 
    She nods and I feel winds fondling my ass and chest as my clothes seem to glow and then shapeshift to the bikini. 
 
    I...did not know it would feel like that. 
 
    "So...What happened to the clothes I was just wearing? Was actually wondering since those were real clothes not made from magic." 
 
    "You are wearing them." 
 
    "...Uh..." 
 
    I look down at my cleavage and nearly naked body in a bikini. 
 
    "No. I don't think I am. Wait, this isn't some kind of...Illusion, is it?" 
 
    "I have altered the materials into the specified form. Eliminating, adding, or altering as needed. The remaining has been dispersed." 
 
    Oh so they're actually just...Gone. 
 
    That's...Huh...I mean...I guess I might've figured that already, but...Magic is cool. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Highly comfortable!" 
 
    He head reclines into my boobs as I sit behind her again. 
 
    I can tell she's smiling without even seeing her face. 
 
    "Yeah, I bet." 
 
    "Your voice appears sarcastic. Do you not believe your breasts are comfortable to rest against?" 
 
    You know, sometimes I can't tell if you're a total pervert or so innocent that you're not actually perverted at all. And that's REALLY confusing. 
 
    "Oh, I believe you alright. Look forward." 
 
    I start rubbing the shampoo into her hair. Getting several...Noises from her in the process. 
 
    Several noises that are...Pleasant.  
 
    A little bit enticing even. 
 
    "This is...highly...pleasant..." 
 
    I'm actually giving her a scalp massage in the process. 
 
    "Keep your head up. You can't just slump into my boobs." 
 
    "Apologies. It is...highly delightful...Exceedingly...relaxing..." 
 
    "Head in boobs." 
 
    "Apologies!" 
 
    I feel like...If I didn't say anything...She'd actually fall asleep from this. 
 
    I fold up her hair on top of her head. 
 
    "Fine. Relax into my boobs." 
 
    "Exceptional gratitude. I enjoy resting against your Bazongas." 
 
    I ACTUALLY choked on a laugh that time. 
 
    "Where did you learn that word?" 
 
    With her white hair, it's actually a little funny to see all the foam from the shampoo bubbling on top of it. Kinda makes it hard to tell, but mostly just looks a little funny. 
 
    "The word is associated with breasts in your vocabulary. Such as the word Tits, Boobs, Knockers, Melons, Titties, and Honkers." 
 
    Melons. I take exception to that. Because I like Melons. 
 
    Wait...Waaaaaaait...If I take exception to her saying I associate Melons with boobs...Why am I internally laughing at saying I like Melons? 
 
    It would seem I do indeed associate the two. Logically, I cannot deny this. Logically. 
 
    "Okay. Let's be clear. Boobs. Breasts. Tits. That's it. Don't use any of the others...You can say Bazongas if you want to be funny." 
 
    Especially because when I think of a few other words for breasts, almost all of them range from just silly or downright unappealing. 
 
    "Breasts is sophisticated, tits is crass, and boobs is casual. That's all you need." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I enjoy resting against your breasts." 
 
    I go back to working the shampoo into her hair as she reclines into my cleavage. 
 
    It's actually at least a little awkward for my hands like this...But on the other hand... 
 
    "Okay, time to rinse." 
 
    On the other hand she looks so comfy, that it's hard to get upset. 
 
    "Inquiry, are you certain it is wise to apply such chemical compounds to one's hair?" 
 
    "My hair looks better than yours, doesn't that tell you something?" 
 
    "Plausible. This is also a pleasant experience." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Minutes pass while I work the conditioner into her hair. Minutes without talking. Minutes of her just comfortably reclined into my boobs while I rub her head. 
 
    Minutes pass without me realizing...She is completely out cold on my chest. 
 
    "Hey...It's about time to rinse...You awake?" 
 
    Absolute silence. I lean down to peer at her face. She look so unbelievably comfy. 
 
    I shake her a bit. She just falls back into my cleavage, unchanged. Had trouble waking her up this morning too. She really is a heavy sleeper...Or maybe it's...Maybe it's an emotional thing? It's not just that she's physically comfortable, it's that she's emotionally safe asleep on me? 
 
    "Well, I won't be a total monster. How about this to wake you up?" 
 
    I squeeze her chest and I...Don't get much of a reaction. I peer down and see her actually look a bit more smiley, but that's it. 
 
    "You're seriously that asleep? Really?" 
 
    I position her forward and hold her with my arms to rinse out her hair. 
 
    And...She still just reclines back into my chest after that. It's like she almost woke up for a minute, and then failed to do so. 
 
    I wonder if she's been stressed out more than she shows?...Come to think of it, what was her sleep schedule in that Serapeum? If you're talking about efficiency, then sleep tends to get in the way of that pretty hard...So maybe...Maybe she almost never slept before now? 
 
    I...I'd actually go insane in that situation. All she had all day was practicing magic and reading scrolls. Scrolls that eventually deteriorated away. 
 
    "Alright, I'll spoil you a little more." 
 
    I reach up with my foot and set the tub stopper and turn the shower off and the faucet on. 
 
    Even when it fills to waist height and I turn off the water, she doesn't wake up. 
 
    So I just sit here with her in the tub full of warm water. 
 
    ... 
 
    ...... 
 
    ......... 
 
    I'm hungry. I'm like really hungry. I think I got more hungry out of boredom. 
 
    "Come on, Libra. Wake up." 
 
    I put my hands on her chest and start shaking them to get her attention. 
 
    "Get uuuuup." 
 
    Moving my shoulders to rock her back and forth, I notice her making sounds. Stumbling sounds, the sounds of someone coming back to the world of the living. 
 
    I peer down at her face while her eyes start to open. 
 
    "Hi. You awake now? Time to get up." 
 
    "There is...a substantial...amount of water now." 
 
    Her yawn is cute. 
 
    She looks down at her chest to see my hands still on them. 
 
    Wait, something feels...Her boobs feel softer suddenly...I stop looking at her head and realize that her top just vanished and I'm squeezing her bare tits...I immediately let go and start standing up. 
 
    "Alright you little pervert, you're clearly awake. Up and out." 
 
    I step out of the tub and she slumps against the wall and floats there. Topless, and half-awake. 
 
    "...Are you okay?" 
 
    "Accurate. Why did you remove your hands? It was exceptionally pleasurable." 
 
    "I was just trying to wake you up. Come on." 
 
    She sits up in the tub and I reach in to pull out the tub stopper. 
 
    "That is...implausible...Contact with my breasts...would not be required for such..." 
 
    "You really were pretty hard asleep." 
 
    She blinks a bit more and looks up at me. And I'm having a reeeeeally hard time keeping eye contact. 
 
    "Accurate. It was an unexpected exceptional comforting sensation." 
 
    She stands up and puts both of her hands around my wrists. 
 
    Instinctively, I tense my arms to keep them at my sides where they belong. 
 
    "Put your top back on." 
 
    "Why are you refusing my gesture to pull at your arms?" 
 
    "Cause you're gonna put them on your tits, aren't you?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    Her blunt answer with that sleepy face made me laugh which made me un-tense my arms and let her put them on her chest. 
 
    "Fine. There. They're on your tits. Happy?" 
 
    I can't help but enjoy the feeling. They're so unbelievably soft. 
 
    "...Why does this not bother you?" 
 
    "...Huh? It...What?" 
 
    "Previously you would lash out for such occurrence. Yet now you have done so without provocation of your own volition, in a state where I could only subconsciously enjoy the sensation. Why?" 
 
    She's not...really holding my hands to her chest. They're on my wrists, but it's not like I'm being forced. It's...really gentle. 
 
    "Additionally, you are not lashing out for the occurrence right now. I...am vastly uncertain of the connotations. I desire clarification. Why are you not bothered at this time?" 
 
    I slowly pull my hands off her chest as she says that. She didn't really stop me from pulling away either now. My face probably told her how shocked I was by what she said. 
 
    "I really...I'm not sure..." 
 
    I put my hands back on her boobs and...It feels nice. I squeeze a little and it feels nice...But it's not just...Not just the sensation in my hands. It's something in my head too... 
 
    "I mean...So...I was actually planning on letting you sleep topless tonight...Because otherwise it'll itch my arm...But I don't...know why I'm cool with this..." 
 
    "While exceptionally pleasurable, it is concerning. The connotations are exceedingly pleasant, but they remain unknown in some factors." 
 
    "...I'll let you think about it...I really...don't have a clue. I did want this, but...I don't know why it happened already. I was expecting it to still be awkward tonight..." 
 
    I take my hands off and start brushing through my hair in the mirror. 
 
    Never mind. I can see my face. Don't want to see my stupid red face right now. 
 
    "Here. Dry off. I'm gonna go get dressed." 
 
    "Am I not permitted to be around you when you are getting dressed still? Has this altered as well?" 
 
    "That definitely has not...altered. But...But I mean...DO think about this. Because it's actually...pretty weird. It's not a bad thing, don't get me wrong. It's just..." 
 
    "It is merely that neither of us foresaw this development could occur this soon. Accurate?" 
 
    "Yeah. Accurate." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I open the door back as I finish securing my bra in place and forgot she was topless. 
 
    "Libra. Top." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    If I wasn't so hungry...I'd actually be jealous about her nipples. 
 
    Man, I do NOT want to think about her boobs while I'm hungry. That just... 
 
    Wait...That's not it right!? This didn't all just happen because I was hungry, did it!? 
 
    "You appear distressed suddenly. Does the topic concern you excessively?" 
 
    Please tell me that my hunger doesn't make me want to...Wait...Oh...Uh oh... 
 
    "...Pudding Tits?" 
 
    "!?!?!?" 
 
    I look up to see a look of unending confusing on her face as I realize I said those words out loud. 
 
    "Sorry, I was...Libra, do I act weird right before we eat?" 
 
    "...Plausible. You appear to relinquish inhibitions as your desire for food escalates." 
 
    "THAT...Yeah...That...makes more sense than what I was thinking." 
 
    "You do not appear to possess cannibalistic intent toward me." 
 
    "...Dammit, I was hoping you wouldn't clue in." 
 
    I leave the bathroom and she follows out. I'm actually being nice and walking around without a shirt and just a bra...Stomach...three pounds...Never mind, shirt goes on after all. 
 
    "Does the elaboration I provided suffice for your concern? Does it seem accurate?" 
 
    Let's see...I flipped off Claire and started a fight. I wiped pudding off Libra's chest. I said screw it to carrying around the bags because Libra can just MAKE them whenever we need them. For that matter, I was kind of hungry when we got to the mall, so letting her get away with that parody of lingerie might count too...Admitted I was a pervert right before we had lunch...Also kissed her cheek at the deli. 
 
    Those are all just...Things I wanted to do. Like...My hunger basically makes me more honest with myself? 
 
    "God dammit. Yes, you're right. You're absolutely right. My god damn stomach distracts me from my own bullshit and makes me actually say what's on my mind!" 
 
    I kick the couch and actually have to move it back an inch afterwards.               Didn't think it'd actually budge. 
 
    I grab her by her waist and push her onto the couch and climb on top of her to stare at her face. 
 
    "So while I'm still hungry, let me say the thing I'm the most unable to say normally. I really like you. A lot. You are literally my favorite thing in the world right now. I am going to fall in love with you. I think you're smart, I think you're pretty, and secretly I can't wait to show you off to everyone I know as my girlfriend. Secretly, I can't wait for me to get over myself, drop my guard, and actually kiss you. You got all that?" 
 
    Shut the fuck up with your stupid fucking overly happy smile. 
 
    "Do. You. Got. All. That? I want those words engraved in your soul." 
 
    "Accurate! I will not forget these words at any time!" 
 
    I stand back up. 
 
    "Good. Don't forget it. Ever. Now...Let's eat something before I do something else embarrassing." 
 
    "Accurate! I enjoy having meals with you. I also enjoy your embarrassment however." 
 
    "That reminds me. Dress. Not Bikini." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Highly unusual. And this is not a form of cereal?" 
 
    "It's Stir fry. It's...Meat and rice with veggies and seasonings." 
 
    Oh hey this is actually better than I usually make it... 
 
    I wonder if there's a particular reason for that? 
 
    I look over across the couch to see Libra's face pop wide. 
 
    "It is interesting! This is also a spiced food, however it is far more tolerable to me!" 
 
    "Shouldn't...be any spice in here though...What." 
 
    I dig through it with my spoon. Did a jalapeno slip in? How would that have even happened? 
 
    "This is the source of spice by my estimation." 
 
    She lifts a tiny yellow-green piece out of the bowl. 
 
    "...That's banana pepper! Are you kidding me!?" 
 
    "I am not. It is a tolerable amount of spice. Substantially beneath your standards I suspect." 
 
    "By a mile. I actually consider that to be sweet, not spicy." 
 
    "...Pudding is sweet. This is spicy." 
 
    "No, Pudding is super sweet. That's regular sweet." 
 
    "You are incorrect." 
 
    "I might be, yes. But to me, it's sweet." 
 
    "Accurate, but it is factually spicy." 
 
    Technically point zero one percent is indeed not zero percent. She is technically correct. 
 
    What are they on the Scoville scale? Like 400? 
 
    "Seriously, we have got to get you used to more spice. That is just sad." 
 
    "Accurate. This is an enjoyable amount of spice, A nearby amount may be the next progression step." 
 
    "The only thing I can think of that's a step above a banana pepper is like...I don't know, some really weak Jalapeno? Hell, an onion is probably spicier." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I desire to try each soon. Are these subjects also sweet to you?" 
 
    "Ehhh...Varies. Come to think of it, I think they actually sell sweet jalapenos...Might get that for you." 
 
    "This entails they are such a reduced state of their normal spice amount that pursuers of spice such as yourself consider them sweet? This may be wise." 
 
    I grab the controller off the coffee table. 
 
    "What shall we watch this time? It does not seem plausible to play and eat at the same time." 
 
    Those are among the most incorrect words you have ever said. 
 
    "Let's find something...I don't know...Show you what cartoons were like in the 80s." 
 
    When they were still hand-drawn for every single frame...God I cannot imagine the nightmare that must have been back then. 
 
    "What is that series?" 
 
    Oh. Transformers. Neat, didn't know they had the original series on here...Oh, this is actually the movie. I forgot there was a cartoon movie. Well, I'm sure she'll love it since it's nothing but a bunch of giant robots saving the environment. 
 
    ...As opposed to the new Transformers right next to this. Which features a small amount of giant robots who seem entirely intent on destroying every single piece of the environment in view...and way too many humans who make it really boring. Oh yes, please show us more of Average Joe's life when the story is surrounded with gigantic robots that should be punching Godzilla. 
 
    DEFINITELY what we wanted to see in this movie; Sitcom humor. 
 
    "Well, I've never seen it either. So let's watch." 
 
    Really not sure why it's recommended. I haven't watched any giant robot stuff in like a year. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I am filled with shame and embarrassment. I can't believe that stupid movie about giant robots punching other robots was good. I can't believe I actually gave a crap about anything going on. I CANNOT believe that some awkward 80s movie about a bunch of toys they wanted to sell actually had the balls to spend its first half of the movie just absolutely killing off most characters. And LEAVING them dead too!? Nobody even comes back at the end when the day is saved. You get a hole blasted through you, you're dead. Permanently. We'll even show your corpse on screen with the hole in it. 
 
    This was a KID'S movie? 1980s, you need therapy, man. You were really messed up. No wonder the late 90s was filled with psychopaths as film directors, the 80s made them that way. 
 
    "That was exceedingly exciting." 
 
    Shut up Robot. You just liked it because it had other robots in it. 
 
    And I just liked it because...God could the soundtrack have been any more 80s? I'm surprised every character didn't have hair the size of their torso! 
 
    And worse...Could it have been any less catchy? 
 
    "I was so not prepared for that to actually be good." 
 
    "This was enjoyable for you as well? Exceptional..." 
 
    She seems to just fall over into my shoulder. 
 
    "You seem really tired. You okay?" 
 
    "Accurate. Today has been...exceptionally taxing emotionally...As was yesterday...I am not accustomed to such cognitive or physical stimulation...Additionally..." 
 
    She stops her speech to yawn, unable to stop herself. Also seemingly unable to stop herself from sliding more into my shoulder. 
 
    "I have engaged in multiple minor battles with other Witches, emotional complications between us, and experienced unprecedented relief in many forms." 
 
    "Like getting to scan me?" 
 
    "Accurate...Additionally...the...elab...oration...of your...incon...sis...tan...cies..." 
 
    "Alright alright. That's enough. Let's go to bed. I'm tired too." 
 
    I carry her in my arms to the bedroom and set her on the right side of the bed. 
 
    "Strip down. Underwear only in bed." 
 
    A glow and a whirl and there it is. Guess she's not too tired to use a spell or two. 
 
    I lay next to her, in the middle of the bed, predictably making her slide into me. 
 
    "Before you pass out. Take your Bra off. It scratches." 
 
    "Acknowledged...That is...pleasant..." 
 
    "Yeah...well...So are you." 
 
    "Additionally...pleasant..." 
 
    I feel her obnoxiously soft chest slide into my arm as she passes out. 
 
    Man, I want the bed to feel like this. I don't just want one comfortable arm when I sleep. 
 
    ...Wonder if she can actually do something like that? I mean...If I show her the right materials? Maybe there's a way she could make some kind of jelly bed. That could be awesome...Or it could be worse than a waterbed... 
 
    ...But I also kind of like that I sink into the middle of my bed now. I kind of like that it makes her naturally roll into me like that. 
 
    "Goodnight, Libra." 
 
    Every day with you just keeps...being better than the last... 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter XIII : Etiquette 
 
    Every time I'd go to bed, I'd assume a nightmare was coming. If I was stressed out, I'd assume I was going to get a really bad nightmare and not getting to sleep well. Tonight though, I both did and did not sleep well. We went to bed really early at like six. But I woke up once. Once was one too many times.  
 
    An awful dream where she was gone. Or rather, a dream that everything til now was just a dream. I decided to wrap my arm around her and go back to sleep, and for once...I didn't have any kind of nightmare. Not only did I not have the same nightmare, not only did I fail to have a really bad nightmare... 
 
     I didn't have any nightmares at all. 
 
    "Ahem." 
 
    But on the other hand, it's really god damn cold today. Why. Did I turn on the air before I went to bed? Actually it's more like... 
 
    Cover is gone? 
 
    "Saaaaaashaaaaaa." 
 
    I open my eyes MUCH more quickly. 
 
    And then I close them. I quickly escape the nightmare I have started by being aware that it's a nightmare. I cease my lucid dreaming immediately and wake myself up. 
 
    "Waaaake uuuuup." 
 
    I slowly. 
 
    Painfully. 
 
    Agonizingly. 
 
    Open my eyes to see my Mother standing at the foot of the bed. Waving at me. 
 
    Smiling. Like an even more evil and satanic version of a Cheshire cat. 
 
    Smiling at the basically naked girl wrapped around me, whom I have an arm wrapped around...Whom is topless...Whereas I am in my underwear. 
 
    I am no longer cold. I believe I am overheating actually. 
 
    I think I'd like to slip out of the overly warm things I'm wearing. 
 
    Like my flesh. 
 
    She can't laugh at me if I'm a skeleton who can't show embarrassment on my face. 
 
    "Hiiiii, Hooooney." 
 
    Go back to your home, Satan. I renounce thee. 
 
    "Hey. How about you kill me and get it over with?" 
 
    At those words, Libra's head raises up. Still clearly half-asleep and looks straight towards my Mother. 
 
    Whom waves at the clueless Witch. 
 
    "Do not do so. I will eliminate any those who attempt to inflict damage." 
 
    "Oh, you're cute. But I'm sure Sasha is already dying inside." 
 
    At THOSE poorly chosen words, Libra's hand raises up and immediately starts glowing brightly gold before I grab her arm and pull it back down. 
 
    "Libra, no. She's not serious." 
 
    Almost lost my Mom because of her mouth...Yeah, that's about par for the course. 
 
    "Are you certain? She appears to possess malicious intent." 
 
    Statements like that affirm for me just how smart you are. 
 
    "Mom, can you like...Give us a minute? Just...Just go wait in the front room or something!" 
 
    "Her...hand glowededed..." 
 
    "JUST GET OUT! I'LL EXPLAIN IN A SECOND!" 
 
    "...what-" 
 
    "Libra, float her out of the room! And close the door behind her!" 
 
    Her hand raises back up and my Mother freaks out as her feet leave the ground, taking her out of the room as the door closes in front of her face. 
 
    "Seal it or something. Don't let her open it!" 
 
    "I am unclear on the context of this situation. What is transpiring?" 
 
    "Is she an Alien? How did you find an Alien!?" 
 
    One door is not enough to prevent her from needing to be murdered by my hands. 
 
    "GO! WAIT! COUCH! SHOO!" 
 
    "Should I be concerned? Are you okay?" 
 
    "GOD DAMMIT JUST GO! I'M FINE!" 
 
    I hear a pause and then her heels tapping away towards the living room. 
 
    There were a lot of ways I wondering how today would start. Maybe it'd be the same as yesterday. Maybe my hand would have grabbed onto her butt while I was asleep instead of being wrapped around her shoulders. Maybe her hand would have mysteriously ended up on my chest. 
 
    No, it couldn't be ANYTHING like that. It has to be the absolutely most aggravating possible turn of events. I would have RATHER it be Shara standing over the bed. Hell, I'd take Claire! Even Ubiquitous starting a fight right here and now would have been better! 
 
    "I am now properly alert. Good morning." 
 
    "...Yeah...Good Morning, Libra." 
 
    She leans over and kisses me on the cheek. 
 
    "...What are you getting away with?" 
 
    "I have assumed that as you committed this action yesterday, I would be permitted to do so today." 
 
    "I'mma let that one slide...Don't do it again for now." 
 
    "Acknowledged. Fortunate." 
 
    Part of me feels like she actually knew I wouldn't be totally cool with it. Part of me feels like I just got scammed. I'll give her the benefit of the doubt for now... 
 
    Plus...I absolutely do not have the mental fortitude to deal with two people made entirety of insufferability...In complete opposite ways. 
 
    I take a deep breath. Or rather, I took one. Didn't realize it until halfway through exhaling it. 
 
    Dealing with Libra actually...helped me calm down. 
 
    "Right...So...Get dressed. You uh...You get to meet my Mom...I guess...Unfortunately." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I am not sure if this will be pleasant based on the initial interaction." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We emerge out of the hallway as she's sitting on the couch. 
 
    She is looking...Slightly less smug than she was when I woke up. 
 
    As soon as she sees us, she looks at me with a...curious look. 
 
    "So I was going to have a go laughing at you. I was standing there a good two minutes just thinking of all the ways to rile you up...Do you want to maybe tell me something first?" 
 
    No, I absolutely do not. But...I guess I have to. 
 
    "Mom, this is Libra. She's..." 
 
    I look down at her as she looks up me. 
 
    Which one do I introduce her as? 
 
    ...Slept too long. 
 
    Screw it, Both. 
 
    "She's my...girlfriend...And she's...a Witch." 
 
    Stop smiling you smug little brat. 
 
    "That sounds about right." 
 
    "What the hell do you mean that sounds about right!? Aren't you...Don't you...Have questions or something!? Like...HOW she's a Witch or..." 
 
    "Sweetie...There's no way you would end up with someone normal." 
 
    Actually insulted. Genuinely offensive. 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "Don't you start!" 
 
    "Her conclusion is accurate though. You detest the citizenry of your era." 
 
    "Oh, so she's a time traveler too?" 
 
    "The really really hard way. She's around sixteen hundred years old...Technically." 
 
    That earns a whistle and an eyeing up and down. 
 
    "Well, at least I can stop worrying about her being jailbait." 
 
    "So rude...Also WHY are you so calm about this?" 
 
    "Because I think we both know I almost died. Don't we, Miss Libra?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. I only intended to paralyze temporarily. I have been informed to avoid fatalities." 
 
    So was I dense because of the hex when we met? Or was I just too skeptical to accept it? 
 
    Or is it different because I'm the one introducing her to my Bitch Mom? 
 
    "Besides...I'm just happy you found someone. I do worry about you being alone so much, you know." 
 
    "...I'm fine on my own. Other people just waste my time." 
 
    "Accurate. She does not need any person other than myself." 
 
    You're so god damn relentless. 
 
    "She's cute. Are you really that old, Miss Libra?" 
 
    "That's why I said technically. She was kind of...I guess the easiest way to put it is that she was sealed away her entire life til...three days ago." 
 
    No. Go die. Take your smarmy smile and go die with it. 
 
    "Three days, huh? So would that mean you've only--" 
 
    "Yes. Three days. I've known her for three days. That's all I needed. There. Happy? Bite me." 
 
    "...Sweetie are you hungry?" 
 
    "..." 
 
    "Did you not eat enough before you went to bed?" 
 
    "...Why are you...asking about my hunger?" 
 
    "Because you're being honest with me. And that only happens if you're really hungry." 
 
    I hate you so much for never telling me that before in my life. 
 
    I really needed to know that before now. 
 
    "...Yeah, I'm...kinda hungry..." 
 
    "Well good. We'll just make this Mother/Daughter day into a Mother/Daughter/Daughter day." 
 
    "...The hell are you talking about?" 
 
    "...I texted you on Monday so we could have a day out today...You realize it's already Thursday, Right?" 
 
    "Oh...Right...Didn't get to...tell you yet...I kinda lost my phone." 
 
    "Inaccurate. We purchased--" 
 
    I shush her with a finger. 
 
    "I guess I should do the sum-up...I got cursed...Or hexed...Not sure if there's a difference...Whatever. Bad luck magnet...Also got my car totaled...Among...other stuff..." 
 
    "And let me guess. Happy Miss Libra just happened to notice while she was walking around and was nice enough to lift this curse?" 
 
    "...I am uncertain if my actions should be considered nice. I did not allow her to refuse. I could not determine if the hex would be responsible for her refusal." 
 
    Dangerously close to spilling the beans that the hex just made me make bad stuff happen to myself there. Don't do that. Absolutely do not give her an inch. 
 
    "So funny thing is...The hex kinda led me to her...Because it would have killed most people." 
 
    "...That's a bit more than bad luck." 
 
    "It's...complicated." 
 
    "Minorly inaccurate. It is more likely that you subconscious observed another be eliminated by the defenses and moved to replicate that fate, unaware that you could survive." 
 
    Your awkward wording is saving my ass right now. 
 
    "Well I really only care about one question...How are you feeling? Are you both happy?" 
 
    "Accurate! I am substantially pleased with our relationship!" 
 
    I hate you so much right now. You're putting me in the middle of six hundred spotlights. 
 
    "It's...Can we talk about something else?" 
 
    "Sweetie...I don't think it's wise to play with people's hearts. Especially certain kinds of people." 
 
    "Dammit, I'm not! Back off. I'm just...not used to this kind of crap. I was fine alone before, alright?" 
 
    "She is more elated now, however." 
 
    "...My insufferable Witch is right..." 
 
    My mom picks up her purse and stands up. 
 
    "Well, that's good enough for me then. Pleased to meet you, Miss Libra." 
 
    "You appear to care for Sasha's emotional and psychological well-being. Therefore, you are an acceptable person. I am also pleased to meet you, Bitch Hayes." 
 
    An apple won't fall far from a tree that's shocked from white lightning. 
 
    "Saaaasha. Sweeeetie. Hoooooneeeey...How come she looks like she thinks that's actually my name?" 
 
    I look away quickly, my face as white as the hair flowing next to my arm...Whom has no clue what's going on in the slightest bit. 
 
    "Inquiry, did the vocabulary not transition correctly?" 
 
    "Transition? Sasha? What's she talking about? You wouldn't happen to know, would you?" 
 
    "Inquiry, why do you appear to have taken offense to a term that is synonymous with Mother? Are you not the Mother of Sasha Hayes?" 
 
    "...Oh, I'm her Mother alright. Her Bitch Mother, apparently." 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    You are so not helping! 
 
    You are the OPPOSITE of helping right now! 
 
    "I uh...I can explain. It's...It's all a misunderstanding...Libra didn't speak English originally! So she...Scanned my brain to...Got my language and...Some words didn't translate correctly!" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "I can believe that. Sure. Makes sense. An English Speaker from sixteen hundred years ago, that'd be pretty strange. Why, it'd almost be as strange as the fact that, in your brain, the words Mother and Bitch as considered synonyms. Isn't that strange, Sweetie?" 
 
    "...I've seen stranger things this week...to be honest..." 
 
    "Really? Because this, to me, is veeeery strange." 
 
    "I saw a Pumpkin the size of a skyscraper!" 
 
    "Now that IS strange...Why is Mother a synonym for Bitch?" 
 
    Because of this moment right now? 
 
    "Inquiry, is the title Bitch Mom offensive to you? Should I instead remain formal in not using the nickname and instead referring to you as Anna Hayes?" 
 
    I didn't realize she even understood what a nickname was. 
 
    "Yes, Libra. I think that might be best. You're a very good girl...Sasha...Why might--" 
 
    "Alright, look! It has NOT been great for me the last three years, okay? You pushed me out on my own, to live on my own. But I have to keep up with the bills, with a job, with school, and I don't even have a clue what I want to do with my life! It sucks! I'm pissed! And I might have taken it out on you! Okay? I'm sorry, but...It's hard to not feel screwed over." 
 
    Libra looks a little concerned, but what's concerning me is that my Mom is...kinda smiling. 
 
    "You really are hungry, aren't you? Are you not feeding yourself enough?" 
 
    "...I'm fine on food. I'm not starving or anything..." 
 
    "I didn't abandon you, you know." 
 
    "...It kinda feels like it sometimes..." 
 
    "Sasha, Sweetie. I'm your Mother. I would never leave you completely on your own." 
 
    "...I know...You got me a car and everything...And apparently a great apartment, or so I'm told." 
 
    "...Maybe I shouldn't have hidden this from you. Sweetie, the reason I always have you send me money for your bills is...You're not really paying most of your bills, I am." 
 
    "...Huh?" 
 
    "Thirty percent. I always have you send me thirty percent of what the real bill is, and I cover the rest." 
 
    Can't speak. 
 
    Half pissed. 
 
    Half embarrassed. 
 
    Half wanting to cry. 
 
    One human body can't contain a three halves of a whole emotion.               Mathematically impossible. 
 
    "I wanted you to feel the weight of bills, but I never was going to let it cripple you or take over your life. As long as you have that pressure, you'll want to do more. You'll have to keep a job, and hopefully make some friends. Not like you can afford to get into fights with people at work if you need to keep your job. Some stress is good for a person, it helps you grow up." 
 
    I picked wrong. I accidentally dropped the pissed off half of me, so I'm just stuck standing here embarrassed and wanting to cry. 
 
    "You appear distressed. This is an emotional complication. Physical contact may validate relief." 
 
    "H-hu-h?" 
 
    I can't protest though, Libra pushed me forward and I fall into my Mom. 
 
    As soon as I felt her arms on my back, it got harder and harder not to cry. 
 
    "It really sucked." 
 
    "I know, Sweetie. But every Mother wants her little girl to be able to stand on her own two feet. And sometimes, you have to let them pick themselves up when they stumble." 
 
    "It really really sucked." 
 
    "I think you turned out okay though. I'm sure Miss Libra thinks so too." 
 
    "Accurate. Any deviated history...would not have caused our high compatibility." 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter XIV : Librarians 
 
    Having to cry my eyes out on my Mom brought back a lot of memories. Some of which I'd rather forget, some of which reminded me that she does care. 
 
    Drying my eyes and giving my Mom our phone numbers, we open the door and start heading out to lunch...Only to find my blue convertible driving up to the front of the apartment. With Shara in it. With sunglasses and a cigar. 
 
    "I thought you said your car was totaled." 
 
    "A few days ago. Hang on...Here, stay here with Libra." 
 
    "Inquiry, Anna Hayes. How can I better seduce your daughter?" 
 
    I IMMEDIATELY regret that decision. 
 
    She parks in front of me and I walk over to the driver-side door. 
 
    "Did you like...Clean it too? It looks nicer." 
 
    "Yeah, kinda. So is that your Mom or Sister?" 
 
    "Mom and...Okay don't be mad, but we had to tell her like...half of everything." 
 
    She takes off her sunglasses JUST to be dramatic, I know it in the depths of my bones. 
 
    "...That's not gonna be an issue though, right?" 
 
    "It's not going to be a pattern, if that's what you're asking." 
 
    "It wasn't. Glad you said that though. Long as this doesn't come bite me, I'm cool with it." 
 
    She opens the door and slides out of the car. 
 
    "By the way, you haven't seen a small really fluffy kitten around you, have you?" 
 
    Saw a pretty big one a couple days ago. 
 
    "Nothing comes to mind, why?" 
 
    "No reason. Thought I saw someone on the way here, was making sure they weren't bugging you." 
 
    "...Can they turn into an oversized housecat or something?" 
 
    "She can. Normally she turns into a kitten though...And bites my god damn ankle when I get tricked." 
 
    She notices my cheeks inflate from trying not to laugh. 
 
    "Trust me. There's a reason I started wearing combat boots." 
 
    "I will be weary of furious kitten Witches." 
 
    "Ah...You're mocking me, aren't you Red?" 
 
    "I will actually keep an eye out though. Is she dangerous?" 
 
    She takes her cigar out of her mouth, and at that very moment I notice the air shine around us. 
 
    And then the cigar glows pink and then turns into dust, fluttering all to the ground abnormally fast. 
 
    "Not generally...I mean she loves to start shit though, but not the kind you're used to." 
 
    Really wondering about that cigar you just magisploded right next to my abnormally polished and newly fixed car. 
 
    "So...A prankster, basically?" 
 
    "More or less." 
 
    "...So that cigar." 
 
    "Yeah yeah. It's a ward. Ubiq is being uppity and I'm not sure what she's gonna do. At the very least though, she won't be able to show up near this apartment now though." 
 
    Mom and Libra look like they're hitting it off too well...I do not want my Witch influenced in bad ways. 
 
    "...I mean we know who she is now, so should she really be a problem?" 
 
    "That's the thing. I actually told her about Libra and that seemed to piss her off...Well, I guess Libra already pissed her off by breaking her Dominance Field..." 
 
    I have no idea what that is, and I'm too hungry to care. 
 
    "Red, I'mma level with you here. I don't know what she's going to do. I've known her for about ten years, and she is not exactly stable. But what I can tell you for sure is that...It won't be a sneak attack." 
 
    "Because she has to show how superior she is or something, right?" 
 
    "Safe to say. Anyways, I gotta get back. If she shows up here, so will I. That's what the ward is for." 
 
    "...Sounds more like a telepo-" 
 
    And ON those EXACT words, she smiles, snaps her fingers, and vanishes in a flash of pink light as the air stops shinning around us. 
 
    Witches are bitches. 
 
    "You two all done? Was she a...Youknowwhat too?" 
 
    "What is a youknowwhat?" 
 
    I stare down at my 'youknowwhat' who looks confused. 
 
    "Okay, Mom...That's awkward. Yes, she's a Witch. Just don't go shouting it." 
 
    "Well obviously I'm not going to do that. I'm not stupid." 
 
    "...Why is Witch synonymous with youknowwhat? I do not understand this term." 
 
    The weird thing is that you can recognize it as a term instead of the three words it really is. 
 
    "That reminds me, Miss Libra. What IS your original language? Or should I say tongue?" 
 
    "Logically, it would be an antiquated form of Egyptian, as I am such." 
 
    "Well, kinda sorta. I think Macedonia had its own language." 
 
    That makes my Mom pause before she starts answering. 
 
    "If she's Macedonian, but she's not over two thousand, then it was probably Koine Greek." 
 
    "...Didn't know you cared about history." 
 
    "Where do you think you got it from?" 
 
    "Plausible. However, this is minorly irrelevant by this point in time. I no longer possess any alternate language other than the English I have acquired from Sasha." 
 
    "...Wait what? Why? But...What?" 
 
    "I adapted your language to provide masterful degrees of communication. It was imperative to adopt it as my native vocal language. I am capable of the re-acquisition of prior vocal languages, but it is of lesser concern." 
 
    "That's so sweet." 
 
    "Shut up. Libra, can you still read your old Language though?" 
 
    "Accurate. there was no need to eliminate written languages for transitional purposes. I maintain full understanding I obtained of all written languages contained within the Serapeum." 
 
    "Awww...My little Librarian found a Librarian of her own." 
 
    "...I hate you so much." 
 
    "I know. It's cute when you cry tears of hate." 
 
    "Soooo much. So...Whose car do we take or--" 
 
    "My car." 
 
    Yeah I figured. 
 
    My car actually looks...Way less beatup than normal. It actually looks nice for once. 
 
    Really gotta thank Shara... 
 
    I should get her something...Like...Good Cigars... 
 
    Wait...No, those are probably a nightmare of expensiveness. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Don't look at me like that. I know exactly what you would have gotten." 
 
    I stare around at this...garbage home style breakfast place. Denied the chance to try something I remotely wanted to on the menu. 
 
    "I have a Daughter who fortunately likes to read books...But whom can't read any articles I've sent her about why eating Pizza is going to ruin her body." 
 
    "First of all, I do not have the money to eat healthy food all the time." 
 
    "And secondly, you don't want to." 
 
    I look down at the small witch attached to my shoulder, with her arms wrapped around my waist as we sit in the booth together. I suspect someone has contaminated my Witch. 
 
    "...Libra, back me up on this. Everything I've fed you as tasted good." 
 
    "Highly Accurate. I exceptionally enjoy pudding...That may be for more reasons than mere flavor." 
 
    Shshshshshhh! 
 
    ...wait... 
 
    Oh yeah. Mom thinks we already banged. 
 
    In fact, there is absolutely nothing I could possibly say that would convince her we haven't. 
 
    ...Greeeeeeeat...So I'm screwed no matter what I say. 
 
    As I think about that, a plate of miniature pancakes slides in front of me. 
 
    "...Really, Mom? Really?" 
 
    "Try them. Bitch after. If you don't like it, well then I guess it's normal a Bitch Mom wouldn't know what you like, now isn't it?" 
 
    "...I really am sorry..." 
 
    "And I'm really not mad. But I do enjoy torturing you. Because I'm a Bitch Mom." 
 
    "I cannot discern if your tone contains sarcasm. I request clarification." 
 
    "My tone contains Motherly wisdom. Follow it, and you'll do a lot more than cuddle next time." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    "Hey...That's my Witch. Don't corrupt her." 
 
    "...Sweetie, I can see what she's wearing. I think you're doing that all on your own." 
 
    That is the THIRD, possibly fourth if Ubiquitous cared, person to misunderstand who picked out that dress. 
 
    "I did NOT pick it out! That is HER preference." 
 
    "Accurate. It is highly comfortable. Additionally, it is effective as a means of minor seduction." 
 
    My face goes blank. I take all power from my engines and put them into the forward shields that are my face. No witch torpedoes will break my defenses. 
 
    ...Ah dammit, now I'm staring down AT her torpedoes...wait...Wait she's actually LEANING in a way to MAKE me stare at her cleavage. 
 
    "I actually haven't given her much advice. Almost everything I tried to tell her, she already knew. You really are a perfect fit together." 
 
    "Accurate. I am already sufficiently enticing." 
 
    Captain, the shields are failing. We can't take any more direct hits. All power to primary weapons! 
 
    I grab the raspberry pancake syrup and pour it over her stack of mini-pancakes. 
 
    "You have altered my meal...Is this an improvement?" 
 
    I grab the blueberry syrup and pour that on too. 
 
    "Sweetie...As your Mother...Stop that. I'm feeling sick just watching you." 
 
    You're subtly saying this'll make me fat. Jokes on you, once Libra rejuvenates me I won't even have to worry about getting fat. Ever. 
 
    In fact, the next time you see me...I'll be hotter than I'll have ever been. 
 
    "If you don't like it, we'll swap plates. Try...Here." 
 
    I hold out a bite covered in both syrups and let Libra chomp it off my fork. 
 
    "Exceptional! Highly sweet! Substantial improvement!" 
 
    "...Maybe you're both too well matched." 
 
    I cover mine in the syrups as well, seeing that Libra is clearly content with the improvements I made. 
 
    "In an effort to preserve my dignity as a Mother...Because I have clearly failed to teach you how to...eat like a human being." 
 
    "Hey now, just because you don't like it doesn't mean I'm the monster here. It's not like I'm shoveling it in with my bare hands. I'm a civilized abomination." 
 
    "That is the only relief I take here, yes. Getting onto my point though...I'm assuming school and work are fine by the way." 
 
    "...More or less..." 
 
    "Please tell me school is going fine." 
 
    "Work is going fine." 
 
    "...Sasha." 
 
    "I was heeeeexed. School is fine...Mostly..." 
 
    "How exactly can bad luck make school worse? Hmmm?" 
 
    "It was just one paper. And I...didn't turn in the citations...Which got me an F...Somehow." 
 
    Her face is beautiful. 
 
    Mom's face is also amusing at the moment. 
 
    "Oh good, so you know how stupid it is that got me an F as well." 
 
    "No no no. All that was wrong was a lack of citations?" 
 
    "Like two typos as well. Make you feel any better?" 
 
    "Mmm. That makes me feel WONDERFUL. Which Teacher is this?" 
 
    "...Mom." 
 
    "I didn't know you were in Mom's class. Now is that her first or last name?" 
 
    "Mooooom...I'm in college. You can't just go talk to the school about me getting a bad grade." 
 
    "I'm sorry, what's stopping me? An F...And I'm assuming on a big paper if it was enough to say you aren't doing perfectly well anymore...Oh I think I can talk to someone about giving a student an F over just lacking citations." 
 
    "Well...yeah, technically you could...But don't." 
 
    "I was already planning on dropping you off at school to end out our day. So I'd be right there, you know. Could just...Pop in...Tear off some heads...Pop right back out." 
 
    "Your Mother is an effective combatant?" 
 
    Based on my middle school and high school days? Yes. 
 
    "Look. It's fine. What was your question...Like...Assuming school and work are fine...Go ooon?" 
 
    "...Fine. Assuming, or perhaps pretending, both of those are fine...How does Libra change your plans? I'm assuming you intend to stay with her. I'm assuming this because you can't stand to be around anyone, but you two seem inseparable despite that." 
 
    "...It's...It's more like I'm not stupid enough to screw it up is the thing. Like...It's too obvious to me that we're...That she's a good thing for me. So even though I wouldn't say...Some things yet. I know that I wouldn't want a future without her in it. That's all. That's as far as I can think this out right now." 
 
    ...I ruffle Libra's hair so I can stop seeing her fucking glow with a smile.  
 
    Her joy is going nuclear. 
 
    "I really am happy for you both. I'm not going to be a hypocrite and say you should be careful about rushing into a relationship so fast. I think it's wonderful how close you both have gotten so quickly. But I'm also your Mother...I want to know if you've thought out a future for yourself. A career, specifically." 
 
    "...No, not really. In fact, Libra has...Kinda made that way worse now..." 
 
    "Because you don't want to be apart?" 
 
    "No, I just...Would rather spend more time with her." 
 
    "...So...don't want to be apart. Exactly." 
 
    I THOUGHT I had a better response than that. 
 
    "I...urgh. I guess so..." 
 
    "Highly pleasant." 
 
    Mom relaxes back on her side of the booth. 
 
    "Just find something you enjoy doing, Sasha. That's all. It's not as hard as people make it sound." 
 
    "No, it kind of is harder than they make it sound. It's ONE thing that you do for the REST of your life. Every day until you die. That's...Not easy to think about." 
 
    "That just means you understand it better than most people. But somehow, you figuring that out has left you clueless instead of making it more obvious. That's why it's important to do what you love to do. That way it's not THAT you have to do it for the rest of your life, it's that you would RATHER do it for the rest of your life." 
 
    It's not like I have a good argument against what she's saying. It's just that I want to not be so painfully beaten down in an argument like this. 
 
    "...Mom, there's...There's nothing like that for me. I...really don't care that much about...anything really. I'm not lost, because...I'm not looking for anything..." 
 
    "You play all those online games. What about YouTube? Some people do that as a job." 
 
    "No no no. Those people don't just play the game, they have an audience. They entertain people. They talk to people. They're less just Gamers and more like...Like standup comedians...Or talk show hosts." 
 
    "There's nothing you can think of you like doing? Nothing at all?" 
 
    "There's plenty of things I like doing. There's nothing I love doing though, that's the problem. The closest thing is...reading. Learning things that are interesting to me. I love reading Science Journal and stuff, even though I don't understand all of it. But...I'm not a Scientist. I'm not doing anything with that. I can't do anything with that. I just read about it. I'm like a Librarian without a Library." 
 
    ...She has a...Very...Very strange look on her face. 
 
    Like she's realizing something and making sure not to show it completely. 
 
    "Yes...Yes, you are...Well...I think we can put this discussion off for some other day." 
 
    "...What are you--" 
 
    "There's no rush, Sasha. You'll find what you love when you're ready. Don't go looking for it." 
 
    That's...unsettling me. 
 
    She's...too calm right now. Like she just got relief from something big. 
 
    Even her voice is too calm. I don't...I can't remember seeing my Mom be this calm before. 
 
    "So...Let's talk about work. Or specifically...Let's talk about people at your work." 
 
    "...Mom, what are" 
 
    "Does Danny still work there?" 
 
    I painfully take the hint. I'm still unsettled by it...But I get she's not going to talk anymore it. 
 
    What the hell did she realize? That sounds REALLY helpful to me to know! 
 
    "Yeah. I avoid him when I can now. He's gotten...annoying...More annoying rather." 
 
    "Let me know after he finds out about you." 
 
    "...Why the hell...Why?" 
 
    "So I can take him home. He's cute." 
 
    "...He's...like...eighteen." 
 
    "And I'm like...Also legal myself." 
 
    "Mom...The hell. Gross." 
 
    "...You know, I don't recall you calling it gross when I said I wanted to take Johnny home." 
 
    "Johnny is super alpha male though. Like...Like I wouldn't have ever dated him, but I'm not gonna say he isn't hot...His chest is bigger than mine." 
 
    Johnny could probably block a Witch's pumpkin blasts by flexing his biceps. 
 
    "But Danny is...Ecgh. Scrawny. Naive...Puppy dog...He's like an anti-alpha male. Like...Less than beta." 
 
    "Well now..." 
 
    She points to Libra, who stops talking a bite of more syrupy pancakes as she's pointed at. 
 
    "Call me shocked that we don't have the same taste in partners." 
 
    She looks up at me. 
 
    "Accurate. I am substantially more appealing than any male. Muscular or otherwise." 
 
    And goes right back to eating. 
 
    Forces both of us to contain a giggle at her ridiculousness. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    She drops us off at the apartment and we hop into my car to head to the school. 
 
    Sun...Stop...That. Rerrghghhhh. 
 
    I CAN'T SEE, YOU ASS! GET OUT OF MY FACE! 
 
    I look over to make sure Libra is in the clear and hit the button. 
 
    She looks to the backseat to watch the top of my car slowly enclose over us. 
 
    "...Right so...My car is called a Convertible...It can do that." 
 
    "Highly fascinating. However...This material is impractical for structural integrity." 
 
    "...Yeah, but that's so you can go without a top to your car sometimes. Feel the wind and stuff..." 
 
    Which...I never do...Unless the A/C is broken...Which it rarely is. 
 
    I even have really dark tinted windows so nobody can see into the car when it's parked. 
 
    ...Dammit, I literally have no reason to own a convertible, do I? 
 
    "If the caravan should tumble, the riders are likely to suffer physical trauma...Plausibly death." 
 
    "...Granted, but that's why we try not to have accidents, isn't it?" 
 
    "Plausible. What is the benefit of this caravan's convertibility?" 
 
    "Makes it easier to hop in and out of. I can see better...Other...stuff..." 
 
    "Plausible. Why do more people not use this design?" 
 
    "Uh...Style...Reasons...Price?" 
 
    Running out of bluff. 
 
    "You appear uncertain. Had you never given substantial consideration to this topic prior?" 
 
    Damn. Caught. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "So I gotta go in there...Can you do it from out here?" 
 
    I try to speak low so the other students waiting to be let in don't catch on. 
 
    "Plausible. There should be no complications...I can also perform the action from within the room." 
 
    "...Like...with a barrier?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    Thaaaaat seems like an obvious choice. 
 
    "Yeah. Do that...I'm guessing you-" 
 
    "I desire to witness a modern lecture. It is highly exciting to contemplate." 
 
    Wonder if I should bother talking to that other Teacher today. 
 
    ...I could like...Ask to do a makeup paper... 
 
    Man...Screw it. I don't care. It's only gonna drop me down to like a B maybe...Maybe C? Hell if I care! I doubt a B in Literature is going to screw me over in life... 
 
    "This...Class has less people than I remember." 
 
    There's like...Only a dozen of us standing by the door by the time Mister Peterson walks by. 
 
    "Miss Hayes. Good to see you're still with us. Heard from one of my younger students you were sick." 
 
    ...Huh. So Danny has Peterson as well? Well at least we don't share that class... 
 
    Come to think of it, that's creepy. I only have two on-campus classes this year and he conveniently shares both of them with me? Danny, were you...stalking me to try and get us in the same class? 
 
    That's really god damn creepy. Feel like I better have Libra with me when I get the chance to break his heart. Feel like it wouldn't be safe to be alone with him. 
 
    I see the air shine slightly as the door closes. I point to the wall next to her and mouth the words 'stay'. 
 
    "Looks like Bethany is absent today...Anyone seen her?" 
 
    I take a look around the room...Looks like someone beat up everyone in here except me. Everyone, to some extent, looks like they've been through hell lately. 
 
    Mister Peterson's face has a pretty bad burn mark near his chin, makes a noticeable gap in his stubble. 
 
    Like he set his chin on fire for a second trying to light a cigarette. 
 
    "James. You're friends with Bethany, aren't you?" 
 
    "I don't know, Mister Peterson. She hasn't texted me since Tuesday." 
 
    Tuesday. The same day I met Libra. 
 
    Bethany isn't coming back to class ever again. 
 
    "Well, I hope she's alright. Might just be sick." 
 
    Silence strangles the air as Mister Peterson keeps going down the list and looking up to see if one more of us is here. 
 
    A small girl's voice breaks the silence as he's checking through the list of his students who actually bothered to show up. Or whom actually were capable of showing up. 
 
    "Hey...Sir?...Mark and Emilio won't be coming today. They got in an accident...They're both in the hospital right now..." 
 
    "Christ almighty. Send them my regards. Seems like everyone's been having hell lately..." 
 
    I just mouth the words 'help them now' to Libra. 
 
    Peterson looks up at me which oddly makes me feel caught. 
 
    "Miss Hayes, you're sure you're not sick, right? You're free to go home if you're not feeling well, you might have caught it from Sam on Tuesday." 
 
    "No, Sir. I'm fine. Really." 
 
    Sitting at the back of the class gives me the biggest view of the rest of the class. But it also apparently made me more noticeable to him. 
 
    "Alright. Good to hear. Thought I saw you having trouble breathing." 
 
    Ironically, that was true the last time you saw me, but not this time. 
 
    ...Well, no actually. It is a little hard to breathe in here. Being aware of what's really happened to everyone...This class had almost thirty people in it just two weeks ago. 
 
    All at once, everyone else seems to shudder. That was probably Libra lifting the hex off them. 
 
    "They got the Air turned down low in here? Whew." 
 
    A few people cough and breath. Some of the others adjust in their seats. 
 
    Everyone was affected by it in a different way, the least convenient way for them probably. 
 
    Peterson immediately starts coughing into his hand. Really hard too. 
 
    Someone asks if he's okay, but he just stumbles back and raises his hand. Trying to assure us, while also freaking us out a bit more. 
 
    It would have been fine, but he's looking down at his hand in an odd way. And breathing in an odder way. Deeply breathing. He's confused? 
 
    "Alright guys, there might be a gas leak. Everyone out of the class now. Come on." 
 
    We all pick up our things and start shuffling quickly to the exit. 
 
    "An entire room of people doesn't just shiver at the same time like that and start messing with their breath. Everybody out. I'll talk to someone to see if anything's okay. First I'm gonna see if I can't find a leak. So everybody move quick now." 
 
    As most of the class starts moving out of the classroom, I see him raise his hand up slightly at me. It makes me notice his next gesture of 'come here' even more clearly. 
 
    The class finishes exiting the room and he closes the door behind them, leaving him and I alone in here...And the invisible Witch he doesn't know about. 
 
    "Miss Hayes. Do you know why I stopped you?" 
 
    "...No, Sir. Isn't it dangerous in here, Sir?" 
 
    "Gas leaks don't make people shiver, Miss Hayes. Unfortunately, my students either didn't think that out or just wanted out of class. Now, I want you to tell me openly...Do you know anything about curses?" 
 
    "Why...Why do you ask?" 
 
    "Perhaps I should be more direct. Miss Hayes, are you a medium?" 
 
    ...Shiver...Oh, like that rumor about ghosts making the air cold! 
 
    I giggle a little as I respond. 
 
    "No, Sir. No ghosts around me." 
 
    "Miss Hayes...Why were you talking to the wall over there?" 
 
    "...I wasn't...talking to a wall..." 
 
    "Well to me it sure looked like it. It looked to me like you told a wall to...Help them now." 
 
    ...Shit... 
 
    "Now, I'm not one for mysticism...Normally. But let me tell you, I have had bit of a time lately. Most of my students have as well. I believe you told me the other day that your car was crushed by a Semi, and that's why you were late." 
 
    "...Yes...It was..." 
 
    "And I believe you. But I also believe that you said three very interesting words, and then suddenly...I can breathe better than I have been in the last few years. If I didn't know any better, I'd say that the next time I go for a checkup, they're going to tell me that I miraculously don't have lung cancer anymore." 
 
    "That's...Great news...Sir..." 
 
    What emotion would I normally feel towards that kind of statement? Surprise? 
 
    No. Dammit. I'd be apathetic. Ahhh hell, I'm blowing this hard. 
 
    "Miss Hayes, don't play me. You're the only one who didn't shiver, who was talking to a wall, who said some very curious words right before everyone else started adjusting themselves and breathing out. Now as I said, I'm not one for mysticism. But I'm even more not one for coincidences." 
 
    "Sir I...Gotta go..." 
 
    "Miss Hayes. Since your car is clearly fixed as I saw on the way in...I'd like to offer you a valuable extra credit opportunity." 
 
    He reaches out from under the desk and grabs a stack of papers. 
 
    "I want you to print out...Let's see now...Seventeen copies of these papers. And I'm gonna give you a list of the addresses of every student who wasn't here today. And I'd like you to deliver these homework assignments to those students." 
 
    "...Uh...Mister Peterson, sir?" 
 
    "You do that for me, you can consider yourself for a hundred in my class for this semester. That sound like a worthwhile amount of extra credit, Miss Hayes?" 
 
    "...Yes, sir..." 
 
    He hands me the papers and sends me on my way out the door. 
 
    As soon as the door closes, Libra appears out of thin air next to me. 
 
    "He is substantially intelligent." 
 
    I hear a shift inside the classroom right after she says that. 
 
    You just absolutely destroyed any chance he thought he was wrong. 
 
    "You couldn't have waited like ten feet further from the closed door to say that?" 
 
    "...Apologies. I have acted in error." 
 
    "Ehh...It's fine...Guess I know what I'm doing today." 
 
    Urghhh. 
 
    Part of me is freaking out about being caught by a Teacher like that. Part of me is worrying Shara is going to be justifiably pissed about this...But then again...Part of me is kind of glad. I wouldn't want to leave those people left out just because their luck had already gotten so bad they couldn't make it to class today...Plus it does sound nice to have a perfect hundred for the semester in Psychology. 
 
    Never get hundreds. Always nineties. Always one or two tiny things I miss. 
 
    "It is unfortunate that I could not witness a modern lecture. However, you seem pleased with this result. Is this accurate?" 
 
    "Eh. Kinda sorta. I don't know. I'm like..." 
 
    Not entirely sociopathic. 
 
    "I don't care about other people generally...But it doesn't mean I'm cool with just standing by and watching them suffer, you know?" 
 
    "Acknowledged. Shall we now leave the campus?" 
 
    I still need to print copies of this...Pretty damn sure I don't need seventeen though. 
 
    But I have no idea how many of them are dead...Probably best to just print out seventeen and act like I don't know Bethany is already definitely dead. 
 
    Urgh. This means that wannabe Goth really WAS the one to hex us. That's annoying. 
 
    "Sasha?" 
 
    That makes me perk up as I look down at Libra. 
 
    "You don't normally...Call my name." 
 
    "Accurate. You seemed lost in thought and were ignoring my inquiry." 
 
    "...I kinda...Like when you say my name." 
 
    "Acknowledged, I will address you more personally when possible, Sasha." 
 
    It's...Kind of cute when she says it. 
 
    Never really cared about my name before. Guess I kept hearing it from the wrong people. 
 
    "Shall we now leave the campus?" 
 
    "Hmmm....No. I have one more place to show my Little Witch. Let me show you why people at work call me a Librarian." 
 
    I open the doors to the College's library and immediately her face beams with a childlike wonder I cannot imagine. 
 
    "There are volumes in all directions! Including vertically!" 
 
    "Happy?" 
 
    "Exceedingly so! This is a modern Library?" 
 
    "This is just the school's Library. Honestly, not great. But there's still plenty of stuff here." 
 
    "Your culture has advanced to the point that this structure and the volumes contained are not impressive to you...Substantially wondrous!" 
 
    I lean down to kiss her forehead. 
 
    She looks at me with blissful confusion. 
 
    "Follow me. You can look up things while I print some copies." 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter XV : Frailty 
 
    Every time she wondered off, she quickly ran back over to me. Too excited to contain herself with all the books around her, but also too concerned with leaving my side. If she was just a little shorter, I'm sure someone would have mistaken her for being my baby sister or something...Whom for some reason I let dye her hair white...Why do I LIKE her white hair though? 
 
    "You appear contemplative. What is concerning you?" 
 
    I turn the corner as we keep driving to Bethany's house...Oh man...I hope nobody answers. 
 
    "No, just realizing I like your hair color." 
 
    "You have stated this before. However...Gratitude. It is pleasing to hear again." 
 
    "Wait, when did I say it?" 
 
    "You initially mentioned it during our first meeting." 
 
    "...Well...Yeah, but that was more like...You were worried I was...how'd you put it..." 
 
    "Disgusted by the color of my hair strands. Fortunately, I was incorrect." 
 
    "...Yeah." 
 
    Kind of don't want to finish what I was going to say now. Just sounds...a little insulting. 
 
    "Please continue. I desire to know why you are making a distinction between the prior and current instances of complimenting my hair color." 
 
    I sigh. 
 
    "I don't want you to feel bad about it or anything. But I was just...I was more saying your hair is fine. Acceptable. Like...That there wasn't anything wrong with it...Like...Objectively." 
 
    "...Understood. You are suggesting that the color was not your preference, but you could understand that it was in no manner disgusting to you? That I had perceived a greater compliment than present." 
 
    "But I do like it now! So...Don't be sad about it." 
 
    She's...Smiling a little. 
 
    "I would not be displeased by this revelation. I had already noticed a discrepancy between your stated preferences and your actions." 
 
    "Eh? How so?" 
 
    "Although you initially stated that you find my hair color to be pretty, you have not made an effort to touch it at any given opportunity. In contrast, You have a particular obsession with touching my breasts in several instances without provocation." 
 
    "...Well...I mean..." 
 
    Damn. I'm caught so hard I don't even feel guilty about it. 
 
    Go ahead. Shoot me. I've already sold the activation codes to your enemies, Mister Bond. 
 
    "I think your boobs are provocative enough just by existing." 
 
    Wait. That was out loud! Ah...I'm...Glad? 
 
    "Which reminds me actually...So I get that your boobs are optimized." 
 
    Which I actually don't get, because I'd figure optimized boobs would be flat to not get in the way of studying stuff...Or not like...require more nutrients. 
 
    "Actually I take it back. WHY are your boobs as big as they are? Is that REALLY optimal?" 
 
    "Accurate. Should I elaborate?" 
 
    "...In simple terms." 
 
    She looks down at the dashboard for a moment. 
 
    "This is the most attractive form they can be in." 
 
    "...Wait, is that all!?" 
 
    "That is the most valuable reason for their size at this time. Any larger would compromise the balance and maintenance of my frame. I would need to re-alter them after rejuvenation to reduce their size." 
 
    "For...Balance purposes? Really?" 
 
    "Accurate. If my breasts were substantially smaller, my balance would become destabilized due to the size and shape of my posterior. Reduction of both is impractical and would become uncomfortable to sit down with." 
 
    "That is...So silly...I mean, it makes sense. But it just sounds so...silly." 
 
    "Plausible. However, this may also be your own bias in effect. The furnishings of your era are substantially more comfortable than those I could create using information from the Serapeum." 
 
    "That makes it sound like you have a pillow butt." 
 
    "Effectively, that is accurate...I now understand why you referred to me as Pillow Butt previously. Amusing in multiple degrees." 
 
    Shouldn't snicker so hard while driving. Seems dangerous. 
 
    "So why isn't your hair optimized then?" 
 
    "...I was unclear on what would be a more optimal state. In the manner it currently exists it has no damage, causes no complications, and is an effective conduit." 
 
    "...Wait...Conduit? For...For magic?" 
 
    "Minorly accurate. It is applicable as a means of drawing in airborne mana surpluses." 
 
    Gawking at your passenger is even MORE dangerous while driving though. 
 
    Gotta keep my eyes on the road... 
 
    "...That's...Can you cast magic with your hair?" 
 
    "There are exceedingly few spells that can be done so. Additionally, as I have not connected my hair strands with my blood supply, thus many of them are incompatible with me." 
 
    "...That's like...Literally Medusa." 
 
    "Plausible. Gorgons are innately magical entities. They may have originated from human beings by your inferred conclusion." 
 
    I shake my head. It's always the tiny nuances of how magic works that always trips me out. 
 
    So Medusa may have just been a witch that linked her hair to her blood. So the whole 'hair of snakes' thing is probably completely wrong, it just moved like tentacles. Hell, maybe they WERE tentacles if they had blood running through them. I wonder how thick they were? Like would Medusa look like she had an octopus on her head, or is it just that her hair strands are like...three times thicker than mine? 
 
    "But...uh...whew...So your hair is optimized to...draw in more mana?" 
 
    "Inaccurate. It's form and length have been majorly dictated according to what I believed would be appealing for my partner. Prior to awaiting to leave the Serapeum, I maintained my hair at a length to which it did not fall lower than my neckline." 
 
    "But you thought long hair would be...More attractive?" 
 
    "Is my conclusion inaccurate?" 
 
    "Not really. I like it." 
 
    "Fortunate. I also have enjoyed its appearance in your mirrors." 
 
    Huh. I didn't notice her reacting to the bathroom mirror though. Guess she was already familiar with the concept or...Urgh. Duh, of course she was.               She's not a caveman. They probably had mirrors back then, right? It's not exactly a new concept...I think? 
 
    "Addendum, I have enjoyed its appearance substantially more today than previously. The glossed texture and soft volume is exceptionally more comfortable on my frame." 
 
    "Oh! Maybe that's what happened. Today's the first day after your hair was washed. So maybe like...Subconsciously I couldn't like your hair, because the idea of unwashed hair is...Dirty to me? Like even though it's obviously clean?" 
 
    "Plausible. The connotations alone could deter you. However, the luster acquired from the process should not be dismissed entirely. I also now greatly value the appearance more than prior." 
 
    "Well, glad at least one thing on our bodies has advanced since your day." 
 
    "Accurate. Addendum, the health of your citizenry is also substantially greater." 
 
    "...No disease running rampant I guess..." 
 
    Come to think of it, I've been comparing our era not so much to her era...But just to her. That's probably giving her era way more credit than it deserves...Maybe we are better off now after all. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Knocking on Bethany's apartment door gets no response and neither does the doorbell. 
 
    "There is no one within this home. Perhaps she is located elsewhere at this time?" 
 
    "...Barrier us real quick." 
 
    The air shines as I assume we disappear from anyone else's view. 
 
    "So...Bethany is probably the girl who...How do I put this...She was the girl who tried to meet you right before me, I think." 
 
    "This would stand to reason she was eliminated. Is this accurate?" 
 
    "...Saaaafe to say." 
 
    "How will her portion of papers be delivered? Do we simply leave them here, in that we could not logically know her fate if we were not responsible for it?" 
 
    ...I was not expecting her to clue into the subtext of this situation like that. 
 
    "Hmm...Libra can you like...Make it so we don't leave footprints or fingerprints?" 
 
    "...There is no sand in this region. Why is this necessary?" 
 
    "Let's say we have technology that picks it up from just touching stuff. For quite awhile too." 
 
    "...This is not magic? You are certain?" 
 
    Even Magic isn't magic to me anymore, so I'm not one to ask on that. 
 
    "Basically you leave traces of dirt or dust or you smear the dust that's already on something whenever you touch it. So it's like a footprint in sand, but in a suuuuuper minor way people can't see." 
 
    "Highly fascinating...I desire to research this phenomena immediately. I may be able to replicate it's applications with spellcrafts." 
 
    Magic emulating Technology. Now THAT is wildly backwards. 
 
    "So can you do it? Like...How about...A barrier around our hands so...Like invisible gloves or something?" 
 
    "Difficult. I do not possess such a incantation at this time. I would require some degree of time to create such an incantation." 
 
    That makes me snap my fingers. 
 
    "Right. Right! So...Libra, this is something that only applies to you. Try not to let other Witches know you can create incantations. I got a feeling most Witches just follow spells they've been taught and don't actually understand how to make a new one." 
 
    "...That is minorly insulting...Not your request, but rather that such should be true." 
 
    "Yeah. The way I see it is that...You're not so much a Witch actually. More like...A Magicaeologist. You study magic the same way a biologist studies the organs of an animal. Or a doctor studies patients." 
 
    "That is an accurate description...It is substantially frustrating that you are suggesting I am the only Witch who could be described as such...Does this rule apply to Shara Ventheim?" 
 
    "Obviously not. Not just the no-lying rule about Grand Witches. But I think Shara is similar." 
 
    "Fortunate. It is alleviating to discern we are not the only ones with this viewpoint." 
 
    Not sure my viewpoint matters since I'm not a witch, but I guess I see where she's coming from. 
 
    ...No, it's even more important I have that viewpoint than any witch. She's going to spend her life with me, that'd be hell emotionally for her if I didn't have this viewpoint. 
 
    ...Aghhhh I can't believe I just said that in my head... 
 
    "You are blushing once again. For what purpose?" 
 
    "Nothing. Don't ask." 
 
    I almost want to smack myself as the obvious answer hits me. 
 
    "Gloves. Just...Just make us gloves. Like thick...ish gloves. Silk would probably be best." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    And just like that, her hands cover over the top of my hands and black silky gloves start unraveling around my hands and fingers. 
 
    That's...Actually strangely tight. I don't think I can actually take these gloves off without tearing them. Whatever. 
 
    "Alright. Can you unlock the door? Or like...Open it in a way that won't leave traces once we leave?" 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    Her gloved hand raises and then...Most of the door falls inward into the apartment. There's...There's a gigantic hole in the door easily large enough for me to step through without trouble. 
 
    "Libra. How the hell...Are you going to fix that?" 
 
    "I can replace the removed section back into the door without any discrepancy appearing after." 
 
    I sigh and step in. Breaking the law with Libra around is something I need to really try not to make into a habit...even though I'm clearly making it into a habit. 
 
    "Keep a barrier up around us. I don't want anyone like...Seeing us inside here. Okay?" 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Yup. It was Bethany I saw. 
 
    There's a very uncomfortable picture near the window of Bethany and that James guy hanging out...Ah no wonder he sounded like he was about to cry. Well, sucks to be him. 
 
    Well...Hell. This sucks. I literally broke into someone's home just to confirm they're dead and gone. 
 
    At least I'm not such a scumbag that I'd steal anything. 
 
    ...I mean...She IS dead, but it can go to like...Her family? Friends?...James maybe? 
 
    Urgh, what if she doesn't have anyone? 
 
    If I was just a little bit more of a scumbag, I would totally do it. Just a liiiiittle bit more. 
 
    ...Then again, suppose there's nothing wrong with taking a drink from her fridge. Could really use an energy drink right about now... 
 
    And it's not like she's going to play her games anymore...I could really use another controller for my playstation. 
 
    "Libra, we gotta leave...Like...Immediately." 
 
    Before I do anything remotely immoral. Because I really see no reason not to go into the deep end if I stick my foot in the shallow part of the pool. 
 
    "Acknowledged. I am surprised you detected her presence before I could inform you." 
 
    That makes me bolt out through the hole in the door and urge her through quickly. 
 
    "Whose presence? Precisely." 
 
    I see Libra glance down at the Monster in my hand...It's just a drink... 
 
    Don't look at me like that. I'm really really thirsty. 
 
    And she's dead. Nobody's Will-in-Testament ever reads 'and all the monster in my fridge will go to my nephew, for it is my prized drink collection'. 
 
    ...God dammit, stop staring at it! 
 
    "...Did you not detect the presence of the Witch currently ascending the stairs below us?" 
 
    Hrrrrrrghhhhhhhh 
 
    "Fix the door. Quickly." 
 
    There are too many god damn Witches in this town! Every direction I go there's a new Witch! 
 
    There was even one living two floors above my head for months and I didn't even know it til yesterday! Why are there so many!? 
 
    "It is fixed. Do you desire to avoid this Witch? We may not have another opportunity to become acquainted with--" 
 
    My hand goes up as I see her turn around the stairs. 
 
    It's that god damn wannabe Goth that hexed me. What was her stupid name...Angelica! 
 
    And she's carrying a small main coon kitten. 
 
    I grab Libra and pull us back away from the door into the hallway leading to the apartments facing away from the street. 
 
    She doesn't seem to notice us. She's just petting the little kitten in her arms. 
 
    And that kitten...Perfectly locks eyes with me as she walks toward the door we just got away from. 
 
    "What cha looking at, little kitty?" 
 
    I don't like her voice. It's bratty. Not whiney like Claire, but just insufferable nonetheless. 
 
    "There's nothing there silly. See a widdle bug?" 
 
    The Kitten looks up at her and then back at us. 
 
    She can. Normally she turns into a kitten though...And bites my god damn ankle when I get tricked. 
 
    ...Shit. 
 
    "Let's get you something to eat. I bet you're huuungry." 
 
    Her hand glows purple as she touches the handle, making it seem to just fall apart as the door swings open...Are you...just going into the home of one of your victims? 
 
    That's...That's worse than being a scumbag... 
 
     The kitten looks at the blatant use of magic without a barrier around. And then looks back up at her. 
 
    As if this prankster Kitten-Witch is trying to communicate to this dumbass wannabe Goth how stupid that was to do. 
 
    "...Why does it feel like...Another one was in this house?" 
 
    How common is the ability to track mana code? 
 
    Got a feeling it's a lot more rare than I've been led to believe. Hoping it is. 
 
    "...Are you...Really a kitten? What were you doing around here?" 
 
    The kitten rolls in her arm, raising up its paws to her. Being cute and pretending to be a kitten. 
 
    "...No, it can't be you...I'd feel a Witch this close." 
 
    Between the librarian next to me and the kitten in your arm; You're failing twice over. 
 
    Just like you failed psychology. 
 
    I'm half tempted to have Libra jump her for hexing me. Pour this monster over her head. 
 
    ...Danny Boy couldn't hear us at the Mall... 
 
    "Hey, Libra...If we kill her, will the hex vanish from everyone?" 
 
    Why drive around helping everyone if I can do it all in one go? 
 
    "Inaccurate. The hex is not maintained remotely...Are you inferring she is the source of your prior hex?" 
 
    Damn. That would have definitely sealed her fate if it worked...Her head turns to where we are. 
 
    "...There's...Witchcraft...here..." 
 
    She takes a step closer to us. I try to keep still. 
 
    "...Mom, is that you?" 
 
    Two more steps. 
 
    That makes us have to take a step back. 
 
    The kitten jumps out of her hands, through the barrier, and lands right behind us. 
 
    Son of a bitch. 
 
    Not generally...I mean she loves to start shit though, but not the kind you're used to. 
 
    "Who are you!?" 
 
    Her hand glows bright purple and immediately... 
 
    Libra's body swings forward out of the barrier, bashing the side of her arm into Angelica's chest and knocking her against the stair rails. 
 
    "Do not attack. We have not provoked you." 
 
    "...You!? You're a Witch!?" 
 
    "Accurate. Hostility will result in submission." 
 
    She's staring right at me, but she's also swinging herself over the steps and starts climbing to the fourth floor of the apartment complex. 
 
    SON OF A BITCH! MY ANKLE! 
 
    I turn around to see the kitten gone from sight as the bite made me drop my drink. 
 
    ...Which I'm partly glad about, because I blatantly stole it from a dead girl's home.  
 
    I lift up my foot and look at the bite mark...It's already bleeding. God dammit, that hurt! 
 
    Now I see what Shara meant about wearing boots because of a tiny kitten. 
 
    "She has fled. Should we pursue?" 
 
    "She'll probably hex us if we--" 
 
    The building starts shaking wildly. 
 
    "She is destabilizing the structure." 
 
    "She's fucking what!?" 
 
    Libra reaches out and pulls me over to her as part of the ceiling drops where I was standing. 
 
    "Libra. Stop her! Now!" 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    She jumps up the stairs in a single motion, winds strong enough to be visible carry her up while I start running up the stairs. 
 
    That Goth is jumping further and further away from Libra every time she gets closer. The building is still trembling bad. 
 
    Libra's hand plants down on the floor and I see this nearly invisible gold shockwave move out from her hand across the walls and the floor around us... 
 
    It...Feels like the stairs are moving away from the building. 
 
    "Libra! Help!" 
 
    She turns to see me and... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I feel myself fall onto my back. But it's a feeling of solid ground. 
 
    I open my eyes after recoiling from the shock of hitting the ground. 
 
    "Where...The hell...Am I now?" 
 
    I'm not anywhere near the apartment we were just at. This is...Where is this? 
 
    I'm inside a room. It's all gray, and completely barren of anything else in it. 
 
    "Just the bait I was looking for." 
 
    The last voice I wanted to hear rings out behind me. 
 
    I turn and see Ubiquitous sitting side-saddle on her golden broom. 
 
    "I get the feeling I shouldn't thank you for saving me." 
 
    "You can if you like. It won't really matter much." 
 
    I start adjusting to the room and take it in more. It's a gray marble tiled room. No doors though. 
 
    "Shara is so protective of you two. Isn't it unfortunate she's so terrible at it?" 
 
    "I don't get it. Why are you trying to fight us?" 
 
    "Us? No no no. You're nothing without her. I want your Owner." 
 
    "There's no Owner thing going on." 
 
    "...Disgusting. But good, this will work even better." 
 
    Great. A Witch Supremacist. 
 
    "She doesn't want to fight you. Why do you want to fight her?" 
 
    "Because I want to kill her. And now that's going to be very easy." 
 
    ...Wait... 
 
    "Wait, do you think she can't fight without me around?" 
 
    "Do I look stupid to you? I said you're nothing."
"Then why kidnap me?" 
 
    She laughs and the floor around her starts wavering like water. 
 
    She's also insecure though. So people not knowing who she is really gets under her skin. Fact is, she wouldn't typically start a fight with anyone even close to her. She's completely freaked out by dying without being remembered. 
 
    "Oh. I get it. It's because you're weaker than Libra." 
 
    The floor re-solidifies around her immediately. 
 
    "...What was that?" 
 
    "Does it scare you? Knowing there's yet another Witch better than you?" 
 
    She blurs across the room faster than I can keep tra-- 
 
    She's got her hand right on my face. Holding my face in her hand with her thumb and index finger pressing against both of my cheekbones. 
 
    "There are no Witches better than me." 
 
    My courage is starting to fail me quickly.  
 
    But the upside to dealing with a psychopath is that they stick to their rules so much it makes them predictable. Their obsessions are behind everything they do. 
 
    "Then why take a hostage?" 
 
    "Oh, you WILL find out. Later. Tonight." 
 
    It makes them easy to manipulate...But it also makes it scary if you miss just one step. 
 
    "So what if I do? If you win, we'll both be dead. No one will even care. No one will have even heard about us. It'll be like you haven't done anything at all." 
 
    She lets go of my face. 
 
    A sense of pain knocks all other senses out of me as I hold my throat. 
 
    She kicked my throat. Hard. 
 
    It's not...easy to breathe...It hurts... 
 
    "I am not stupid, you brat! I'm over two hundred years old! I have seen more people try to pull at my strings than you have even MET in your worthless life!" 
 
    I want to stop crying. But it just hurts too much. It's too hard to breathe. 
 
    "I have nothing else to say to a piece of garbage like you. Any questions?" 
 
    She walks away. I don't see her walk away, because my eyes are closed. But I hear her footsteps walk away. I hear it over the pain my throat is in. Her heels are slightly louder than my pain. Barely. 
 
    "Tonight is the big show. We're having a little midnight party. But if I hear you in here, calling or screaming for help...I'll break your throat next time. Behave and I might let you live once that Antique is dead. Go back to that worthless dull life you had before." 
 
    By the time the pain recedes enough for me to open my eyes, I'm alone in this room. 
 
    I reach into my pocket and grab my phone. 
 
    Can't talk. Still hurts too much to even try. Can't risk it. 
 
    I turn the sound completely off, just in case someone calls. 
 
    Still only one fifteen P.M., so I've only lost maybe a minute or two from the incident with that other girl. 
 
    I start texting Libra so she can stop panicking. 
 
    [Ubiquitous captured me. I'm okay for now. 
 
    I am in a gray tiled marble room. 
 
    Go talk to Shara. Ubiquitous said something happens at midnight.] 
 
    [Acknowledged. I will find you.] 
 
    Well, that was fast. Barely even pressed send.  
 
    [She said she plans on killing you. Be careful.] 
 
    [Inquiry. I desire to eliminate her. May I do so once you are secured?] 
 
    [Please respond immediately.] 
 
    [I am greatly concerned.] 
 
    [Are you unable to respond?] 
 
    [Has my insistence on her elimination  
 
    caused moral complications?] 
 
    Holy hell. That was some rapid fire texting. Shouldn't she be slower than this? 
 
    I mean I know she's amazing, but she JUST got a phone yesterday! 
 
    [Relax] 
 
    [ I am responding as soon as I can.] 
 
    [Don't even hesitate. Wipe her out.] 
 
    [Severe Gratitude. We will be reunited.] 
 
    [Call Claire too. She might be able to help.] 
 
    [Acknowledged. She will comply.] 
 
    [I will physically torture her if she does not comply.]  
 
    [She'll want to. She wants Ubiquitous gone too.] 
 
    [Acknowledged. This is a mutual goal.] 
 
    [She will comply.]  
 
    [I will torture her if she does not comply.] 
 
    Behave and you'll let me live? Someone as scared as you could never understand.  
 
    My life til now wasn't worth living. It sure as hell isn't worth going back to. So you're right, my dull life before was worthless. My life now is amazing and I wouldn't trade it for anything. 
 
    And for threatening that, your life is even more worthless than my old one. 
 
    Aghhh...My ankle? 
 
    I look down and the blood running into my sock has stopped by now. 
 
    But what has started instead is that the two fang holes are glowing red. It's not blood. It's a red light. 
 
    Come to think of it...Where is the light in this room even coming...A skylight...With...moonlight shining through? How is it already nighttime? My phone says it's still only around one! What the hell is-- 
 
    ...Hey there, Kitty Kat. 
 
    You're a lot bigger this time. Too hard to jump across roofs in your tiny kitten body? 
 
    You're as big as that night I met you out in the rain before I met Libra. 
 
    I type out the words 'Go find Shara' on my phone and hold it up to the skylight. 
 
    And with that, the main coon the size of a small German-Sheppard disappears out of my sight. 
 
    Are you my Fairy Godkitty? 
 
    Come to grant me one wish before the stroke of midnight? 
 
    Then I wish I may, I wish I might. 
 
    Watch a Witch die to my Librarian tonight. 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter XVI : The Witch & The Librarian 
 
    Right as I thought I was going to sleep, the sound of dripping water wakes me wide awake. 
 
    "I'm surprised at you. I was hoping you'd trying calling her." 
 
    It's only been maybe twenty or thirty minutes since she left me alone though... 
 
    Why is she already back? 
 
    I look up to see her finish materializing from the dripping metal. 
 
    "See? This is how people should act. They should learn their place and then behave." 
 
    I stand myself up. I don't know what she's planning, but I know that there's nothing I can do about it inside this building. And if something happens to me in here, there's no way anyone can save me in time. 
 
    "Not that it would have worked even if you had tried. I can't have you calling Shara or anyone else you know. That would be such a bother." 
 
    "Why wouldn't it have worked?" 
 
    "We're in a Chrono Field. Time flows differently. I've slowed this area down so I don't have to wait so long for midnight. If you had been stupid enough to call someone...Well...Imagine trying to have a conversation when you're speaking twenty times slower for them and they're speaking twenty times faster for you. It's the perfect solution, don't you think?" 
 
    Yeah that sounds like a bitch. Guess that explains why Libra kept replying so fast. The few seconds I take to read her text and think of what to say back was several minutes to her. 
 
    "Now get up. In a few minutes, I'm going to make the field known to that Antique of yours. She'll come flocking to this spot in a few minutes once it locates her by her mana code and unveils itself." 
 
    The ceiling immediately breaks and crumbles away as I put my arms up to try and shield myself. 
 
    Instead it all dissipates around us as I fall on my rear and the floor starts rising up. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We're on top of a skyscraper in the dead of night. 
 
    Down below is the uptown part of the city I almost never go to. But it's all black, white, and gray. All the color is gone from this world for miles around. 
 
    "Like the view? This is my Absolute Domination Zone. It's practically like my very own world." 
 
    "Is it...Identical to the real world?" 
 
    "If I throw you off that edge, you'll find out just how identical it is." 
 
    "Why not just fight in the real world?" 
 
    "Witless girl. Witches of my grade can't simply fight in the real world. Your town wouldn't survive. And that drags Grand Witches into the battle." 
 
    "All this to avoid Shara? I don't get it...Why?" 
 
    "I don't like Shara, but killing a Grand Witch isn't something you do lightly. Not that you'd know anything about that." 
 
    "Not for lack of trying. Never even got to read the Committee Guidelines." 
 
    "Good. Then you're not losing anything when this--" 
 
    Ubiquitous is interrupted as the earth shakes under our feet slightly and a massive near-black sphere shimmers around the entire skyscraper we're on.               No...It also covers the buildings directly around us too. 
 
    "She's in here!? How!? I haven't even made the zone known yet!" 
 
    I peer over the edge of the rooftop. Nothing that I can make out from this high up. 
 
    Streets are loaded with shadows. Representations of where people were in the real world when she activated this field, if I had to guess. 
 
    Lot of uncomfortable gothic buildings in this area though. I do not remember this in uptown. I don't think even Denver has buildings this Gotham-esque. 
 
    Massive watery waves of gold light the size of fighter jets fling out from behind buildings, slicing straight through them into the barrier. 
 
    "Oh, I will certainly applaud THAT, Little One. Well done indeed on finding me! But you will not manage to put even a dent in my barrier!" 
 
    Her voice has a strange echo to it. Like it's also coming really loudly from far away as well as right next to me. Maybe she's projecting it out into the city past the barrier somehow? 
 
    And in response to that, at least a dozen more golden tidal waves smash against the barrier. 
 
    The smoke from the buildings sliced through starts floating below one building behind them. 
 
    A building with Libra standing on it. A building that is at least half a mile away from us. 
 
    "Looking for someone, Little One?" 
 
    Ubiquitous' arm is suddenly around my neck, pulling me next to her as a bubble appears in front of us. 
 
    A bubble showing nothing but Libra's upper body. Her absolutely shimmering golden eyes. They are well beyond the point of glowing now, they are literally lighting up her face like a pair of spotlights. 
 
    Can you feel it, Ubiquitous? She's analyzing you right now. And she's going to exploit every single weakness she finds mercilessly. 
 
    Everything is revealed by those eyes. Every single flaw you have is on display. 
 
    With my eyes, I've seen a lot of flaws in you. How many hundreds do you think she can see? 
 
    "Well, if you want her, then my Barrier is going to have to be brought down." 
 
    I see Libra's arm raise at the portal, and a blinding light surges, making me blink and making me miss the exact moment a ray crashed against the barrier. 
 
    "Destabilizing won't work. It's a perfectly adaptive barrier. You can't reshuffle the incantation structure, Little One. No matter what antiquated spell you use. But do go ahead, keep wasting your mana." 
 
    The sound of rain smashes into the top of the barrier above us. 
 
    No, not rain. 
 
    Massive sharpened chunks of ice splatter against the barrier. 
 
    All of them shattering on impact and then slide their broken shards down the side of the barrier. 
 
    She's not repeating any method. This is deliberate. She's looking for the one way through the barrier. 
 
    I like this new face on her. It's so cold and calculating. But more than that. 
 
    She's filled to the brim with hate. A level of hate she absolutely is not accustomed to. 
 
    "Oh, do not be in such a rush, Little One. Let me---WHAT!?" 
 
    Before she can finish her sentence, Libra's arms swing out as the building to her right uplifts itself and starts charging like a bull, smashing into the barrier with enough force to actually shake the ground beneath this building slightly, making me fall out of Ubiquitous' grip and onto my rear. 
 
    She just pushed an entire god damn skyscraper off its foundation with her magic. 
 
    Ubiquitous and I can't help but watch as the building continues suicidally crushing itself against the barrier until there's nothing but rolling stones falling to the ground far below. 
 
    "...Antiquated relic! You have no appreciation for finesse!" 
 
    What's the matter, Witch? Feeling how outclassed you are right now? Feeling jealous you can't do that? 
 
    "Fine, I'll tell you just how to break this barrier!" 
 
    And at those words, something fires out from several floors through us, and Libra shoots right at it. 
 
    Ubiquitous pushes me over and jumps out of the way as a massive shard of metal lands right where she was standing. 
 
    "Mannerless little brat!" 
 
    Libra didn't shoot at the thing that was launched towards her. A thing that has now landed right next to her, covered in too much smoke to see. 
 
    What she actually did was know that that Barrier would have to have a gap big enough for whatever was shot out of it to pass through. She intentionally missed the thing just as it passed through the barrier, so that what she shot would get through and impale Ubiquitous. 
 
    In this moment, I have to admit Ubiquitous isn't an amateur. She reacted perfectly. She reacted to something my brain couldn't even recognize before it landed next to me. 
 
    "Sorry, haven't had time to teach her about Posturing." 
 
    "Mmm...Do not get comfortable. This fight is already mine." 
 
    I'll let that slide, because she's a Witch. 
 
    Libra isn't a Witch though. Calling her a Witch wouldn't give her enough credit. 
 
    "Little One, do you see my little Silver Golem? Do be careful not to harm it." 
 
    "You have synchronized the life of this golem to Sasha Hayes...You will be tortured prior to elimination." 
 
    Ubiquitous laughs at what must be one of the most calmly and coldly stated morbid threats. 
 
    "Yes! Yes! That's right! Absolutely right, Little One! Any little...SCRATCH!" 
 
    Her nail slices down my cheek so hard it makes me bend my whole body from it before I even feel the sting of the skin being sliced. 
 
    "Is shared between both of them! And best of all...My barrier is tied to that Golem. So please. Be my guest. Kill that Golem. Kill her if you want to hold Little Sasha's corpse in your hands!" 
 
    Libra reaches out to the golem. 
 
    "Inquiry. Does this harm you?" 
 
    And at those words, I flinch and grab at my arm as it feels like something slapped my shoulder hard. 
 
    "No. It does not harm her at all. Do it again, Little One." 
 
    "Beneficial. Your golem is more durable than would be practical." 
 
    "Oh well. Yes. Yes it is. Assault Start." 
 
    The silver mannequin punched Libra in the face and knocks her to the ground. 
 
    "I should mention for you! I amplified the pain on it. The smallest flick will feel like your Lover is having her arms ripped from their sockets!" 
 
    Shoulder still hurts. 
 
    But there's something else that's remained here. 
 
    I look over to see the bubble is actually showing a view from right above the Mannequin's head. A view that shows Libra jumping and flying from rooftop to rooftop, desperately avoiding the thing's attacks while trying not to hit back. 
 
    It's strange...That thing isn't fully linked to me. It's like I only feel what it feels when it's hit. I don't feel it punch through the roof or when it moves or anything like that. Good. 
 
    "That's right. Keep running! Keep using up all your mana! Unless you want your precious lover to die by your own hands! Keep running, Little One!" 
 
    Because if it was linked to me, I'd be in too much pain to move. 
 
    I stop holding onto my shoulder. It still hurts, it's just that I need to use it right now. 
 
    Because just like the pain in my shoulder, something else hasn't gone away. 
 
    "And when you're all out! When you haven't a drop to spare! You'll die to a pathetic Golem! All for your sentimental garbage about some worthless weakling!" 
 
    I throw my entire body into Ubiquitous, pushing her down and pushing her back all at once. 
 
    She slides down the side of the metal blade Libra shot through the barrier. Cutting across her back and her left shoulder and even chopping into the side of her ribcabe.. Not killing her. 
 
    But earning me a kick to the sternum as I try to jump on her to finish the job. 
 
    My back smashes across the ground. Can't breathe at all. 
 
    Nothing broken I think. But all the wind got knocked out of me at once. 
 
    Back stings. Scrapped probably. 
 
    "Worthless brat!" 
 
    Her hand raises up and as I get back to my feet, I'm pulled down by black chains around my neck and arms, pinning me down onto my knees. 
 
    "Oh the hell with it. No point pretending I was going to let you live. We both knew I wasn't." 
 
    "Didn't...give a fuck...if you were..." 
 
    "Well then, don't worry. I'm not. As soon as she's dead, you're right behind her." 
 
    "Cowards...First..." 
 
    "..." 
 
    Her heel knocks into my stomach hard enough to make me vomit if I didn't brace for it. 
 
    "Oh, I'm no Coward. I'm a genius. A prodigy." 
 
    "Libra's better." 
 
    Another kick. Same spot. Couldn't have braced well enough if it's still sore. 
 
    "And you know it too." 
 
    A third hits my ribs. Positive it broke my bottom left rib. It's at least fractured. 
 
    Hard to tell when you're screaming in pain for a few seconds. 
 
    "She's Old. You hear that, you Antique Witch!? You're too old! We don't need any more Antiques walking around! You're unneeded and unwanted! You've had too long! And none of us should have to compare to you!" 
 
    I struggle to find the right words to piss her off more. 
 
    "...Juviel...Beat you..." 
 
    I'm picked off the ground by my throat, the chains barely loosened enough. So now it feels like they're slowly trying to pull my arms off. It hurts, but I'm calm enough to know that won't happen. 
 
    "Can't you tell when to shut up, you fucking brat!?" 
 
    "Not so...elegant after all...When you're pissed." 
 
    Her nose twitches when she gets pissed enough. I'm going to make it spasm on her face. 
 
    "I could break your jaw. Maybe I should. Would that get you to shut up?" 
 
    "Not really...You'd have to kill me...And you won't. Because then she'll slaughter you like the weak little piggy you are." 
 
    As if in response to my words, a blaze of fire smashes against the barrier. A massive stream of fire in front of us. A deliberate flame spelling out a specific message: 
 
    A C C U R A T E 
 
    "Oh no. I want you to talk. You've just given me an extra goal. I'm going to enjoy watching your hope die with her. Going to love every second of you crying over her dead body before I kill you. Maybe, I won't even kill you. I'll just trap you in a delusion cycle. Watching her die every day. Over and OVER until you starve to death!" 
 
    "I'd be scared if we both didn't know how much weaker you are." 
 
    "Yes. That's right. Go ahead. Taunt me. But from here on out--" 
 
    I can't here the next few words she said as I scream in her face from pain. 
 
    All I can hear is the sound of my left pinkie finger being crushed and broken in her hand at every single point in the entire finger. 
 
    "-- Every time. Got that?" 
 
    I nod and I'm dropped back to the ground. The chains shatter. I could stand back up if I wanted. 
 
    Didn't hear what she said. But it was obvious enough. Every time, she'll crush another finger. 
 
    Part of me hates that I nodded so easily. I should have more backbone than that. 
 
    No. No part of me hates that. Not one individual part of me hates that. 
 
    All of them do. 
 
    Every part of me hates it. There isn't a single part not in agreement that it hates that. 
 
    I wipe my face on my shoulder to get rid of some of the tears. 
 
    I try to breath in synch with the waves of pain in my hand. 
 
    The cut on her back is...Gone? Was I mistaken? No, her dress is still torn there, there's just no wound. 
 
    Dress is still stained by her blood around it. 
 
    It wasn't serious enough. She must have rejuvenated it somehow... 
 
    It'll have to be a killing blow to put her down for good. Cut off her head probably. 
 
    "Hmph. The drainer function must be broken. It should be absorbing her mana just from being close to her...She can't possibly have that mu--" 
 
    I throw my phone into her face and she screams as it hit across her eye. 
 
    And that recoil lets me throw my entire body into--- 
 
    I stop as I notice everything suddenly get incredibly dark. Like someone just blocked out the moon or somethi-- 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I fall down from the shockwave of something massive shaking the entire building. 
 
    I can't see anything but a roaring orange explosion and clouds of smoke surrounding every inch of the barrier in all directions. 
 
    Ubiquitous looks straight up. 
 
    "YOU!" 
 
    I don't bother seeing who she's pissed at. 
 
    Instead I get ready to knock her back to that metal-- 
 
    Ankle burns wildly as I notice a red light off in the distance. In the building right next to ours, I see a pair of glowing red eyes. 
 
    "You just made your LAST mistake, Idolizer!" 
 
    I breath with the pain. And I run. 
 
    I run straight to the edge of the roof and I jump off towards those glowing lights. 
 
    "Are you insane!?" 
 
    As I jump, I feel another shockwave push me down slightly. Distorting the way I was falling. It was like I was shoved down by the impact, and then stayed perfectly still in the air for a full second after it. 
 
    This time I saw it though. 
 
    It was Claire's Pumpkin Moon smashing against the barrier. 
 
    The power it has is massive. But just as massive is the effect of gravity it must have being that large. 
 
    It's not as large as the one she used in her Halloween dream-world. But it's big enough to have distracted Ubiquitous. Big enough to push shockwaves through that barrier slightly. 
 
    A blur moves and I'm caught by something. The shift in air making my crushed finger even more painful as we bounce off the side of the building I just jumped off of away onto the roof of a nearby building. 
 
    We slide along the roof, a trail of dust marking our path. I'm held by a small tanned girl with shoulder-length brown hair and some kind of big coat.               She is definitely young though. Maybe twelve? 
 
    "Got ya, Chickie-chick! Get ready for flap your wings!" 
 
    Ubiquitous lands right behind us as we seem to keep sliding forward until we reach the edge of the roof, and then her legs seem to tilt us before launching across towards the next building. 
 
    In the middle of the air, I'm tossed away with a spin by the small kitten-witch. Leaving me helpless to do anything as I watch her leg get caught by Ubiquitous and torn off mid-flight. 
 
    I roll. I can feel the very moment I dislocated my shoulder and it blinds me from the rest of the pain from tumbling. But then I stop. 
 
    "Got ya, Red." 
 
    Shara scoops me up and then tosses me aside as I land not against more roof, but a ball of air. 
 
    Tossed out of the way so Shara can jump and avoid being hit by Ubiquitous' Golden broom covered in dripping silvery metal. 
 
    "You're in the wrong place to pick a fight, Ventheim!" 
 
    I can see the edge of the barrier from here. I can't jump that far though. Right shoulder is dislocated, hurts like hell. Left pinkie is pulverized, hurts like hell. 
 
    "And you picked the wrong fight to have in my place." 
 
    Her hand reaches out and the sound of screeching metal fills the air in a second as a person-sized blood-red portal appears behind Shara's right arm. 
 
    "You're gonna learn where the name Iron Executioner Shara comes from the hard way." 
 
    A massive white and silver pole is being drawn more and more out. 
 
    But at the end of that pole is not a broom or the metal staff I thought based on the pole thus far. What has been drawn can only be described as plates of white metal and blades of silver sticking out in all directions from it. 
 
    Like a massive steampunk metal lollipop with a medieval royal crown made of blades. 
 
    "Mercury Painter Ubiquitous, you're in violation of Grand Witch Authority." 
 
    Shara's hair goes completely red as she says that. As do her eyes. As does the very air around her. 
 
    "The Penalty is Death." 
 
    At those words, Shara bolts across the roof holding her massive oversized weapon like an lumber axe as she smashes it down where Ubiquitous was standing, the roof giving out instantly from where the weapon hits. 
 
    And the ground doesn't stop her, she pulls the massive weapon through the ground and over her shoulder to smash it into Ubiquitous' broom held up to block it. Shooting her into the air. 
 
    Shara flips the weapon onto its side and holds it like a rifle pointed at the descending Ubiquitous. 
 
    "Death's Maw!" 
 
    At her words, the blades around the end of the weapon start spinning. Faster and faster with every rotation. A red glow brimming from within the weapon's top half. 
 
    What Ubiquitous said, I couldn't begin to understand. But what she did with those words was wave her broom in front of her as a purple wave of dim light. 
 
    Only for it to be sucked into the massive white and silver spinning weapon in Shara's hands. 
 
    "Devour!" 
 
    The weapon comes to a halt instantly, a red backlash whirls out all around us like a shockwave. 
 
    And Ubiquitous drops straight out of the sky and lands hard into the ground, breaking the roof and dropping us all down a floor as it collapses under us. The walls falling right behind, collapsing and falling to the street below. 
 
    The cloud of air that was supporting me above the roof gave out in the fall, and I push myself up against...Oh, there are no walls left here.               Damn...That's...unfortunate... 
 
    "You wanna give up now? Or should I finish it?" 
 
    Ubiquitous pulls herself up back to her feet. 
 
    Kill her. Kill her now. Don't give her a chance to-- 
 
    Smoke pours out of the top of Shara's weapon. Son of a bitch! 
 
    "Ventheim, I told you. You picked the wrong place to start a fight with me." 
 
    She stands up smiling. Shara looks at her weapon that is smoking like crazy with mild irritation. 
 
    "No, no. Go on. Explain your master plan. Give me a second to kick-start this damn thing..." 
 
    "You won't get it started anytime soon. I know all about your broom." 
 
    "THAT thing is a broom!?" 
 
    Shara looks right at me and smiles widely while nodding. Proudly. Psychotically. 
 
    "You can't shoot my spells back at me. And you're not going to match me with my Divine Language." 
 
    "Ah. Well. That'd be a good point. Spell for spell, I'm not going to match you. That's true." 
 
    She kicks one of the blades and it spins loosely. Clearly broken. 
 
    "But I wasn't reflecting jack. I was using its other function. The Devour function. I stole your Guards and Immortalities. All of them." 
 
    That brings a look of panic across Ubiquitous' face as she looks down at her hands. 
 
    "Yeah, you heard me. It's all gone. So I don't have to worry about matching your spells." 
 
    She lifts up her 'broom' over her shoulder with one arm. 
 
    "I smash you with my broom once. You're gone for good. No barriers. No regeneration. Dead in one hit. Wanna roll this gamble? I do have a terrible throw, you know." 
 
    "I'll...I'll get them back! This won't last long!" 
 
    "Ah, yeah. No, that's sorta the thing. I devoured your incantation memory for them. That's where the name Iron Executioner comes from. I don't have to overwhelm or drain out your mana. I can just kill you outright now...Hence the War-Mace Broom." 
 
    Flames pelt the barrier behind us, making Ubiquitous turn her head to see a very deliberate message: 
 
    I N F E R I O R 
 
    You took the time out from avoiding hitting the thing trying to kill you...just to be an ass.  
 
    I'm so god damn proud of you. 
 
    "...How dare..." 
 
    Ubiquitous' broom starts seeming to boil at its bristles with that silvery dripping metal. 
 
    "That Djinn Mercury is gonna kill you if it touches you now. Careful bout that." 
 
    She flies straight at Shara as I start to stand up. 
 
    Her broom smashing against Shara's, the mercury splattering from it onto both of them. 
 
    Shara flinches and Ubiquitous thrusts the end of her broom into Shara's stomach. I see her shirt start to instantly melt away where she's hit, before an explosion of purple thrusts Shara off the building and into the next one over from us. 
 
    "You really do have a bad throw, Ventheim. This isn't just Djinn Mercury. My blood is mixed into it to control it! Even without my guards to control it anymore, it's not going to touch it's master." 
 
    Still melts holes in her clothes though. Gotta be careful of that. 
 
    "Retract!" 
 
    The barrier starts shrinking in all directions in just a few seconds. Barely encircling the building at all. 
 
    Locking out Shara from getting back into this fight. 
 
    Good, that makes it even easier. 
 
    "And don't forget! None of you can leave my Zone without my permission! So you're all going to stay here and die one by one!" 
 
    I look up at Claire sitting on her wooden broom above the barrier. 
 
    I raise up one finger at her while mouthing the words 'one more' slowly and clearly. Knowing that Ubiquitous isn't paying me any attention. 
 
    I saw it while we were jumping. If I walk over to the left a little more, it'll line up perfectly. 
 
    I just better hope I don't screw this up. 
 
    Libra is fighting just outside the barrier. Dodging and flying about. Waiting for any small chance to slip through the barrier. 
 
    The power she's put on display from the start has been massive. Far beyond what she's shown. I have little doubt that she's still holding back too.               Every single spell has been less than twenty five percent of Shara's capacity. But I'm sure at least a few of them were barely one percent off from that limit. 
 
    Or who knows. Maybe she isn't even following the limitation anymore. Maybe she doesn't care about any rules since I'm in danger. 
 
    So the moment I can get her in range of Ubiquitous, I know this'll end in less than a second. 
 
    "And until you do, here! You can deal with my golems! All of them! There's hundreds just waiting for their turn! Go ahead and break them all! I'll just keep making more!" 
 
    More silvery golems rise in the surrounding environment around the buildings. Hard to tell what's going on out there. 
 
    They're not the same as the one keeping Libra at bay.  
 
    They're more blue, and they aren't tied to me at all. 
 
    I hear the wind shift slightly and look up to see the gigantic pumpkin descend and as it's about to hit the barrier...I run. 
 
    I stop breathing entirely and I run. I don't breath with the pain, I don't breath at all. 
 
    The pain doesn't matter right now. 
 
    "I'll kill you personally when they're all dea--" 
 
    She's interrupted by me tackling her. 
 
    Off the edge of the building. 
 
    She doesn't have any time to process what's go--- 
 
    It tears apart my stomach and shatters through my ribs. I don't know how it hit her. 
 
    I can't know how it hit her. I can't know anything right now. 
 
    All I can know is this feeling of my intestines being pulled out behind me as this spiked gothic rooftop decoration rips through and impales Ubiquitous and myself. 
 
    There's no pain. There's no anything. Just a sensation. Like someone is running their hands gently on my skin. But instead it's my organs flying out behind me. 
 
    There's a fear that takes up all my thoughts. 
 
    An unending fear as we fall together, the metal spike breaking off from us crushing into it and falling with us. 
 
    I feel something next to my ear and then against my fac--- 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Affirm. What is your status?" 
 
    I'm not falling anymore. I'm stuck on something. 
 
    "Affirm! Insistence! Please affirm your status!" 
 
    Feels like there's blood all over my face. How far did I fall? 
 
    "Sasha! Please affirm! Are you incapable of speech!?" 
 
    It's raining now. Hard to open my eyes with the rain hitting my face like this. 
 
    Guess my plan worked. Barrier must be gone. Libra's voice is...nice. 
 
    "Please affirm! Exceptional concern!" 
 
    "I'm here." 
 
    I open my eyes a bit. Strangely hard to do that. 
 
    "Exceptional! Unabatedly exceptional!" 
 
    Something warm pressed against my cheek. 
 
    Rain stopped suddenly. 
 
    ...My head starts to clear a little... 
 
    I open my eyes and notice the warmth is Libra's forehead pressed against my cheek. 
 
    I don't see any clouds, so I clue in to wipe the 'blood' and 'rain' off my face. 
 
    I know she'll just put more once she lifts her head up. But I wouldn't want her to stop this 'rain' either. This is a good kind of 'rain'. 
 
    "Affirm. Does any portion of your frame feel discomfort? I will alleviate it if so!" 
 
    The whole area is filled with color again. No more monochrome world. 
 
    Actually it looks...Amazing out here. 
 
    There's so much more color tonight. Everything looks...so beautiful. 
 
    "Heya, Red. Welcome back" 
 
    I look over to see Shara sitting on a rock sticking out of the dirt and mud around us. Her midriff completely destroyed and her six-pack stomach on display. 
 
    Next to her is that small tanned girl. Except now, her pants are missing a left leg, revealing the perfectly fine leg underneath. Good, I'm glad she didn't lose it for my sake. 
 
    "Chickie still looks sleepy." 
 
    "Shit, I'd be pretty sleepy too after that." 
 
    I look around. Can't see Claire anywhere. 
 
    What I do see is what's surrounding us. We're in a dirt crater with mud all around us. A crater surrounded with buildings...Except for another blackened crater to my right. 
 
    "I feel...really weird." 
 
    "Yeah, I bet you do." 
 
    "...So where's...Ubiquitous." 
 
    That makes Shara giggle in a stifled psychopath way. 
 
    "How would Lib put it...Exceptionally Dead." 
 
    "Accurate. I was unable to induce physical torture. Unfortunate." 
 
    I sit up and feel... 
 
    Very Very different. 
 
    I look down and realize I'm laying here almost naked. I've got like...a small portion of my pants left. Everything below the right knee is gone, and the left has everything below the middle of my thigh gone. 
 
    And there is absolutely nothing above my waist left. 
 
    "What the hell...happened to me exactly?" 
 
    "Trust me. You do not want a description." 
 
    "It was super gross, Chickie." 
 
    Libra clings to my left arm tightly. Fully intent on not letting go for any reason. 
 
    I use my right arm to poke my own boobs. 
 
    Which are way perkier than they were. And way more jiggly...And way more sensitive. 
 
    Actually my pants feel loose... 
 
    My stomach is super toned! I mean it's no six-pack like Shara's, but still! 
 
    What... 
 
    "Oh...So...Gross me out here...How much of me was LEFT after what I did?" 
 
    Both Shara and the Kitten-witch flinch at that question. Shara is the only one who has the guts to spill how much of my guts were on display. 
 
    "Let's see...Most of your face...On the left side at least. Left arm...Part of your legs...I mean you can pretty much see what was left of the bottom of you by looking at where there's fabric left...Which honestly, you're lucky to be wearing that much. Your lower half was connected by like...A couple inches of muscle on your side...I think you had some of your chest left...Most of it is over there with your heart." 
 
    She nods with her head over towards part of an absolutely broken apart statue with...A leg near it...Wearing my shoe... 
 
    "Ya look way different Chickie. You should see a mirror!" 
 
    "Yeah, I bet. I'm hot as hell now, I'm sure." 
 
    Damn my chest feels bigger now. Is this gonna cause back problems?               Does optimization account for that? It better...Wait... 
 
    Actually... 
 
    I...feel fantastic overall. 
 
    "No really, Red. You look way different now. It's a little...strange actually." 
 
    "This is just my body being...Optimized. It's still me though." 
 
    "Accurate. Does this form please you?" 
 
    "I'm sure it does...I mean, it does, Yes. It's...actually easier to move and stuff...And breathe." 
 
    Oooooh 
 
    "Also my eyes can like...See way better than before. Everything looks so much more...Vibrant and colorful. And...I think I can see farther." 
 
    "Real question though. Did it improve your brain at all?" 
 
    "That just sounds kinda rude." 
 
    "I'm serious, Red. You pulled some smart stunts through this all. If any of the four of us hadn't shown up, this would have ended badly for all of us. Sending Cami to me instead of having her try to find Lib got her to us just in time. Sending Lib to me let me get my broom ready and having her drag Claire to us told us how to get into the zone without Cami's blood gift." 
 
    "Huh...One step off from death. Sounds about normal for me. Everything was just sort of obvious though. I figured you'd be the only one who might know how to find me, Claire wanted her gone, and...Cami? Just sort of showed up after I texted Libra." 
 
    "Camillia, Chickie-chick." 
 
    She swings her feet. Getting another look at her makes me realize she has the most 'witch' outfit among us all here. Her pants look like long brown sleeping bags, or at least they would if one of them wasn't missing. And she's got this big green jacket on with black and gray fur around the collar and sleeves. 
 
    But she also looks like she's twelve... 
 
    "So...What's a blood gift?" 
 
    "That's whyyyy you're a chickie-chick." 
 
    Shara smacks Camillia's head. 
 
    "It's basically genetic magic, except it's always up. In Camillia's case, she's undetectable and can pass through any barriers." 
 
    "Most of 'em." 
 
    "That's how she got near enough to catch you. I had to have Libra slip me in with a catalyst disloca--That metal spear thing she shot at you." 
 
    Got a feeling that spear didn't need to be THAT sharp to do that. 
 
    "So why didn't you pop up where it was?" 
 
    "I dropped out of it as soon as it passed the barrier, couldn't teleport if the barrier closed up first. Plus, I can't move far from my where I start the devour process on my Broom or it...let's say it messes up." 
 
    "Guessing it's something only you can do?" 
 
    "To be honest? I could have taught Libra how to do it too, but I had a feeling her reflexes would be better than mine." 
 
    "Accurate. I was experiencing an exceptional rush of adrenaline bolstering my reaction time." 
 
    Speaking of reaction time, I've been letting something go on a bit too long. 
 
    "Libra. Shirt please?" 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    A whirl and I'm back to a functional top. Forgot to tell her bra. Screw it, don't care...Kind of...want to show off a little? Never mind, this shirt is silky on my skin and I am VERY sensitive right now. 
 
    "Actually, full outfit...Cept my feet. Feet feel weird." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    Feeling my normal outfit come back sends shivers across my skin. I stand and 
 
    aaaaahhhhhhhhhhh 
 
    WHAT IS THIS 
 
    "You appear discomforted. What is concerning you?" 
 
    "Gha...What's...Wrong with...My feet!?" 
 
    "...Apologies...I can do nothing to alleviate your discomfort...I will do nothing to alleviate your discomfort. You must acclimate to having functional sensations in your extremities." 
 
    ...Agh 
 
    Ghae... 
 
    HGha...Egh...eGH...hegh... 
 
    "So...Shara...Agheh...Anything...Else to...Cover?" 
 
    Walking around. 
 
    Something I now feel like I have never done before. 
 
    Urghhhh I cannot get used to this. Apparently I toughened the bottom of my feet so much over my life that they literally did not feel things anymore. 
 
    "Hmmm...Lib. The spell you used to kill Ubiquitous...Don't do that again if you can help it." 
 
    "Acknowledged. I have broken your requisite limitation of mana. Apologies...I over reacted." 
 
    "Yeah. You also killed like fifty people in the process. I'm letting it slide, but you didn't need that much to finish her off." 
 
    "Accurate...Apologies...I was emotionally strained after discovering Sasha's condition..." 
 
    "Like I said, I get it. Just...you know...Try not to nuke bystanders next time." 
 
    "Hey...Shara...Can your broom be fixed?" 
 
    "Hell yeah it can...Well...I mean...Temporarily..." 
 
    "Shari-shar breaks it a lot." 
 
    "How the hell would you know? You've only been alive to see me break it like thrice!" 
 
    "See? Shari-shar breaks it a lot." 
 
    "Wait...How old is Camillia?" 
 
    "I dunno...Seventeen maybe?" 
 
    "I'm nineteen!" 
 
    "...Do Witches just...age slower or something?" 
 
    "Ha. Not at all. Witches like Cami are rare, she's stuck like that." 
 
    "Yupper-yup, Chickie-Chick. I'm cursed not to age. I'll be thirteen forever!" 
 
    Eternal puberty. No amount of magic could make that worthwhile. 
 
    Camillia stands up. 
 
    "Anyways, I got a date tomorrow! Gotta get home and get to bed! He's taking me out for cheesecake!" 
 
    She bounces off the rock, up a building, and then out of sight. 
 
    All in the time it takes me to cope with the fact that someone who literally looks thirteen has a boyfriend...There's no way that's okay. 
 
    If he's older than her...Then she's basically dating a pedophile...I mean it's...legal I guess...She is legally over eighteen...Still really...weird. 
 
    ...But what if he's not older than her? Then that would make HER the pedophile for dating someone who looks...the same age she physically is? 
 
    I do not know where I stand on this. 
 
    ...I look down at my less-than-age-appropriate-bodied partner and realize I'm a hypocrit. 
 
    But she at least looks sixteen! She looks like...legal in Europe at least!...But I'm not in Europe... 
 
    "Her Mom is looking for a cure, or at least a way to boost her age by a few years. Which unfortunately means she hasn't been around much for the last four years or so." 
 
    No matter who you are, witch or human, Mommy always loves you. 
 
    "Insistence. I desire to teach you defensive incantations to prevent this occurrence in the future."
"Huh? Don't worry, I'll be careful." 
 
    "Insufficient. Protecting you is ineffectual compared to providing you the means of self-protection." 
 
    I lean over to look into her very serious face that's still wet from crying.               She's not crying anymore, but I can tell just how scared she was. 
 
    "Libra...I'm not a Witch." 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "...So you can't teach me any incantations." 
 
    "...Highly Inaccurate." 
 
    "...Libra...I don't have a Prana Inscriber. I'm not a witch." 
 
    "Highly Inaccurate!" 
 
    "Uh Red...What are you talking about?" 
 
    Shara looks a little lost in this conversation. 
 
    "I'm sure the word didn't translate correctly, but Prana Inscriber is Libra's word for the organ witches use to cast spells." 
 
    "...Red...Witches are human." 
 
    "...Huh?" 
 
    "It translated well enough. The modern word would be Cast Channels. But you DEFINITELY have them. Almost every human being does. It's part of your brain." 
 
    "Accurate." 
 
    "...Wait...What?" 
 
    "Red, Witches are just humans. We don't have an...Extra organ or anything like that." 
 
    "...That...That doesn't make sense. Then wouldn't magic be...way more common?" 
 
    Shara scratches her head. Which I just noticed isn't red like it was when she was fighting. Ubiquitous' hair turned purple too. I wonder what that's about... 
 
    "Red, magic is like chemistry. You just have to know what to do and how much of each thing to do it." 
 
    "Accurate. Nearly every woman who has not become a Witch can do so." 
 
    "Yeah. You'd have to have something physically wrong with your brain to be incapable of magic. Like a tumor or something. You're a Witch same as us, Red. You're just...not taught." 
 
    I have a lot of flashbacks all at once of things Libra has said. 
 
    Things I misunderstood from the start. 
 
    Moments where she was trying to get across that I could be a Witch too. It's not something you're born with, it's just a profession. 
 
    ...The sunblock thing...Ahhhhh she said it was from her exuded mana...I asked her to cast the exact same spell on me...I'm such a dumbass, that's why Ubiquitous couldn't tell if I was a witch or not when we met; Because I was partially covered in my own exuded mana. 
 
    That's also probably WHY it stayed effective so long, it probably only stopped when my tiny untrained supply of mana ran out. 
 
    That's whyyyy you're a chickie-chick. 
 
    That's fine. At least now I'm finally aware that I even hatched from my egg. Time to learn to fly. 
 
    "Inquiry. As your comprehension has now been corrected, may I instill defensive incantations to you?" 
 
    "...Yeah I...Guess you..." 
 
    I clear my throat and try to stop stumbling over myself. Try to cope with this news. 
 
    Fail to stay calm, get excited instead. 
 
    "Yes. Please do, Libra." 
 
    "Exceptional! Highly fortunate!" 
 
    "Hmmm...Libra, do you know how to copy base memory?" 
 
    "I am unclear on what that pertains to." 
 
    Shara stands up and walks over to us. 
 
    "Sasha. This is the big thing. Figuring out magic from the ground up is a feat very few can do. Most Witches learn magic from a Master because of this. Think of it like...Actually yeah, think of it like an organ you've never used before. Your body has to be taught how to operate it." 
 
    "Accurate. I will teach her." 
 
    "And that's why we copy base memory. Incantation Memory is basically...how do you put it...Like your body's memory of casting a spell. Like the motions and processes." 
 
    "You mean Muscle Memory." 
 
    She snaps her fingers. 
 
    "Yeah! Yeah, that's it! Muscle memory. Right, you saw Claire's bargain potion in action. Forgot about that. Well Base Memory is the same thing, except for handling mana as a whole." 
 
    Similar to a Heart or a Lung. It is the means by which one converts mana into prana for spellcrafts. 
 
    Aghhhh...She didn't mean it was like an ORGAN. She meant it was like a PROCESS. Like BREATHING. 
 
    "...So like...The lungs of being a Witch?" 
 
    "Heheh, yeah. Exactly like that. Draw in the air, breath out the magic. So when you want to make a new Witch, you'll normally skips the decades of training she'd need to grasp it quick enough and just copy your Base Memory over to her." 
 
    "...Unfortunate. I do not know how to do such. It was not described in the Serapeum." 
 
    "YOU on the other hand are a freak of nature, Lib. Anyways, hold still Sasha." 
 
    "Wait wait. If we're copying stuff to me...And I'm not trying to be rude but--" 
 
    "Wouldn't matter who as long as the Witch is above a certain degree of mastery. And you and me are closer in shape than you and Libra, so it'll be easier to adapt to your body." 
 
    I nod and she puts her index finger on my forehead. 
 
    It burns right where she's touching...And then a wave of heat moves out from her finger across my face. 
 
    Down to my toes and then keeps going outward from my body for at least half a foot. 
 
    "There ya go. Looks like you're feeling it already too." 
 
    I move my hands around in front of me. 
 
    "This is...so weird. It's like...I'm surrounded by an invisible...really thick fog." 
 
    "Oh yeah. Come to think of it, this is the perfect place to start you out. You're feeling what is commonly known as Prana Smoke. Massive spells like Libra was using tends to have some prana linger in the air. Or when a Witch dies without using up all her mana first. In this case...That missing building over there she caused is leaving essentially a fucking fog around us of her and Ubiq's mana." 
 
    I keep waving my arms around. It all looks the same, but there's this feeling of thick air all around me as I move them. Like being in a fog machine at Halloween. 
 
    "Just to be clear on this, Red. You know I'm lazy, but don't mistake that for being apathetic. I'm officially your Master, so if you need to know anything about magic then hit me up right away." 
 
    "Don't suppose...That Master title..." 
 
    "Comes with a perk for me, yeah. Your mana code will be similar to mine for awhile, so it'll be really easy to track down places you cast a spell at. And anyone that knows my code can tell I'm your Master. But really, I like having the title over you. In case you impress anyone later on, reflects well on me." 
 
    "...Does that also mean if I get in trouble--" 
 
    "Then someone will bitch at me and get laughed out of my office for thinking I care." 
 
    "Gratitude, Shara Ventheim, you are substantially cool." 
 
    She smiles and pats Libra on the head. 
 
    "Red, lemme level with you here...I like Magic. Not just the power it gives me or anything. I like magic the same way I like mechanical stuff. And Libra here? I think she feels about the same way. You? You seem smart too. I want more Witches in the world like us. Witches who don't just use magic, but who like magic altogether." 
 
    Shara turns her head, realizing her coolness is plummeting in her moment of honesty. 
 
    "Well, Lib...Sasha...I've got...a metric shitton of paperwork thanks to this..." 
 
    "Sorry about that." 
 
    "Oh no no. It's cool. You don't know how much of a pain in the ass Ubiq was for Grand Witches. Like...Houston's Grand Witch in particular is probably literally going to invite us to a party. Houston is normally where Ubiq lives...Houston is in Texas by the way." 
 
    It's the god damn capital. And NASA...Who doesn't know where Houston is? 
 
    "You really don't know how much paperwork Ubiq caused every year. " 
 
    Shara starts walking off before stopping. 
 
    "Oh and if you see Beddingfield...Tell her I own her arm officially. And that said Arm is going to come over to help handle the paperwork from this." 
 
    "Aye aye, Master Shara!" 
 
    "You're a good kid, Red. Swing by sometime. We'll have a drink." 
 
    "Soon as I have the guidelines on what drinks are allowed." 
 
    "Ah. Nevermind. You're a bad kid, Red. No booze for you." 
 
    She jumps up and her body vanishes in a flash of red light. 
 
    "Inquiry. What shall we--" 
 
    "Take us home. Warp speed." 
 
    "Acknowledged." 
 
    The portal opens and we step through. 
 
    Then through another. 
 
    A third. 
 
    A fourth outside my door. 
 
    And as I unlock the door to let us in, I breath out to feel how great my body feels. 
 
    Never realized how much it hurt to live til now. Never realized how little I could feel with my body, and yet supposedly my skin is more sensitive than most people's because I'm a redhead? 
 
    My sense of touch is about twice as sensitive as it used to be...Maybe sensitive isn't the right word, it's not like it hurts now. In fact, it kind of hurt before. 
 
    Libra closes the front door behind her while I stand around gawking at feeling my new body. 
 
    "Are you displeased with the alterations of your body?" 
 
    "Not even remotely. Never felt this good before." 
 
    "Exceptional. It is past midnight, what shall we--" 
 
    I hold her against the wall with a deep kiss. 
 
    The feeling of touching her tongue is completely wild.  
 
    The small moans escaping her lips are the best thing I've ever heard. 
 
    I pull away to see her face. 
 
    I've heard people talking about stealing someone's gum with a kiss. Looks like Libra stole my blush. 
 
    Her face is nothing but crimson and joy. 
 
    "I love you. I just...wanted to get that out..." 
 
    "...Wondrous...Excessively Wondrous...I...am not able to accurately describe this sensation." 
 
    "Do you love me back?" 
 
    "Accurate...I substantially wondrously love you...I...request a repetition..." 
 
    And I deliver her 'repetition'. But as I pull away again... 
 
    "I request...additional repetitions..." 
 
    Holding her face in my hands tells me-- 
 
    "Please...additional repetitions..." 
 
    Tells me that there couldn't be anything I want more than this. More than her.  
 
    More than this sensation on my lips. More than this sensation in my heart. 
 
    Nothing could be more than this. 
 
  
 
  





 
 
    Communication 
 
    "The Witch & The Librarian" is a story about communication and the value of listening to what people say. Even if you disagree with someone, it's important to make sure you understand why you disagree with them. Cutting someone off even a little early can make you lose out on a few small details that would change everything. 
 
    If you've enjoyed the story, then consider reading it just one more time. Knowing who each person is and what they care about may give you insight on what they were saying before you cared about who they were or what they wanted.  
 
    If I've done my job as an Author well, then a second read should be a second experience. If I've done my job very well, then I hope you look forward to another book in this series. 
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