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      Prologue


      At last, my era—the era of true divine rule by Rodney Hervas—had dawned. Reports had arrived that Pope Tithia, who’d been a thorn in my side for too long, had been dethroned, that many of her loyal Paladins were in custody, and that her right-hand man, Leroy, was gravely injured.


      Oh, how long and hard the road has been. 


      “World peace... Ha! What a farce.” What good had Goddess Flaudia done, for all the worship they offered her? A passive goddess did not help one survive this world. Only Goddess L’lyeh offered true protection—and money was the only thing in the world incapable of betrayal.


      Just as the priestess I’d commanded to help finished dressing me, a knock came from the door.


      A Templar, one of my loyal servants, poked his head in. “We are ready, Cardinal.”


      “Finally,” I breathed. My patience had been worn thin by their dawdling, but now all was well.


      “Please ride in the carriage which awaits you out front. It will take us to the entrance of Dark Cave. From there, we will travel to the Underworld Abbey on foot,” the Templar explained.


      “Very well,” I answered, reaching for the staff leaning against one wall. With Tithia gone, I was the ruler of Crystalline Cathedral. All I needed to do was to pledge my soul to the goddess L’lyeh in the Underworld Abbey. Then, I could freely use my powers and no one would dare stand in my way.


      I’m trembling with anticipation...! 


      ***


      “Move it, you slugs!” I bellowed.


      “I-I’m sorry, Cardinal!” one of the Templars answered.


      If only I’d known how useless they would be. A third of the one hundred Templars I had brought had taken serious wounds in the cave leading to the Abbey, rendering them incapacitated. I simply didn’t have enough mana to use Heal on all of them. I hesitated to imagine how we’d fare in the Abbey itself.


      We finally came face-to-face with the Abbey after trudging through the dank and murky cave. What must have once been a glorious display of L’lyeh’s power was now a crumbling ruin of broken pillars and cracked walls. Clearly, there was no upkeep whatsoever being performed. The Abbey seemed to wait silently for its collapse.


      And that could come any minute now, I guessed. I would have sent a handful of Templars to scout ahead, if I hadn’t seen how miserably they’d fought in the cave. The monsters in the Abbey were supposed to be much more formidable than those we’d encountered so far. The safest option would be to have the whole battalion protect me as we inched forward.


      “Keep attacking! Two ghosts ahead!”


      “Hounds rushing at us from the rear!”


      “Cardinal Rodney, we need your support...!” The Templars babbled.


      “Have you no shame?!” I shouted. How was it that I was the one carrying the expedition when it was their sworn duty to protect me? “Wide Heal! Now, I am going to concentrate on recuperating mana,” I ordered.


      “Thank you, Cardinal!” the Templars replied.


      My healing would not get them very far. There was no telling how long it would take to reach L’lyeh at this rate. Don’t they train at all? I wondered. Several of the Healers and Clerics had been taken out already, leaving only a few of them to support the Templars.


      You good-for-nothing sluggards! 


      Then, I heard a clash of metal behind me—a Templar had defended me from a monster. “Well done. Keep it up!” I commended the Templar in black armor, then urged the others, “Take it out already!” I would die of old age before we reached the Abbey, at this rate.


      Guide us to you, L’lyeh, I pray...! 

    

  

  
    
      Let’s Go Over Those Skills


      Yet again, an explosion rumbled through the woods. However, explosions erupted around us so often while we were hunting that I’d become perfectly accustomed to them. An Orc was blown sky-high by the latest Molotov impact, turning it into nothing more than a burst of light and a drop item.


      My party and I were in the middle of a hunt in Sunlit Grove. Despite a name that evoked tranquility, hunting here could be quite taxing, considering that you had to face Orcs as well as snake and spider monsters. Still, our hunt was going off without a hitch.


      Gone were the days of me adventuring alone. Now, I had my apprentice, the Cait-Sith Alchemist Tarte; we had recently been joined by Tithia the Pope and Leroy the Cleric, who was a bishop in the service of Tithia. They had been forced into exile when Cardinal Rodney Hervas had launched a coup and forcefully occupied the Crystalline Cathedral in the Sacred Land of Erenzi. Tarte and I had promised to help the Pope and bishop as best we could.


      “We did it!” Tithia cheered.


      “We got our paws on another Orc Rag!” Tarte joined in.
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      The two girls were getting into the rhythm of the hunt. Even Leroy, who’d been the least comfortable with our Molotov strategy, now played his role as a tank without breaking a sweat. To quote his own words on the matter, he’d stand in the middle of a thousand explosions to serve Tithia.


      I guess that’s what you call devotion, I thought.


      “We’re starting to lose light. Shall we call it a day?” Leroy suggested.


      “Yes, let’s,” I said, and we returned to our temporary base, Snowdia.


      Once we’d eaten together and taken our turns bathing, we had some spare time to do with as we pleased. Still, Leroy and Tithia were wanted by Rodney’s agents, so they rarely left the inn without Tarte and me. We made sure to pick up anything they needed on our way back from hunts, and Tarte and I could always run to the store if something came up. We also all shared a suite at the inn. I’d asked Leroy if he wanted his own room away from us girls, but his priority of protecting Tithia outweighed other concerns. Fortunately, our stay in Snowdia had been nothing but peaceful so far.


      While we all lounged in our suite, I was trying to map out a plan for our future. I wonder what kind of Skills Tithia has? I have a good idea of Leroy’s... I’d played as a Cleric in the game, so I was pretty familiar with the Skills available to him and could make a good guess as to which ones he’d acquired after observing him in combat. Tithia, though, was the Pope—a unique job only available to one person. That had been the case in the game too, so I hadn’t a clue as to what Skills came with the job.


      Can I ask Tithia outright, or would that seem too nosy? I wouldn’t have hesitated if she and I had been committed to keeping this party long-term, but she might’ve had secrets she wanted to keep from her temporary party mates just as I did.


      “What are you groaning over?” Leroy asked from behind me. I gasped and turned to find a half smile on his face.


      “Well, h-how should I put this...” I stammered.


      “Go on.”


      “I wanted to know more about your and Her Holiness’s Skills,” I finally said.


      “Oh, we haven’t discussed that, have we?” said Leroy. “I have Hammerfall, for starters, and—”


      “W-Wait a minute!” I said. “Are you sure you want to tell me? That could reveal to me any weaknesses you might have.”


      “I don’t mind that, Sharon. I trust you,” Leroy said without hesitation.


      I’d helped out Leroy in more than one way, but I was still surprised to learn how much trust he placed in me.


      “I’ll share my Skills too,” Tithia said, having overheard our conversation. “It might have benefited us during the hunt if I’d told you sooner... I’m sorry I didn’t think of that.”


      “Your Holiness... Thank you. Both of you,” I said. The Reas player base would have paid almost any price to gain information on the Pope’s Skills—not that I had any intention of selling Tithia out, obviously.


      With a promise to share my Skills with them as well, I asked them to list out their Skills and levels, starting with Leroy. He was a level 47 Cleric with the following Skills:




      Blessed Light


      Heal (Level 10)


      Strengthen (Level 10)


      Regeneration (Level 5)


      Hammerfall (Level 5)


      Goddess’s Protection (Level 5)


      Boost Holy Element (Level 5)


      Heavenly Feast (Level 2)




      I was kind of impressed that his Skill set wasn’t atrocious, despite him being forced to randomly acquire them like everyone else in the world. Strengthen and Heal would allow him to support the party at a basic level, and he had the option of protecting himself with Goddess’s Protection while attacking with Hammerfall. He was basically a jack-of-all-trades and a master of none, but that might not have been so bad since he’d have to travel with Tithia and protect her. Of course, there was some room for improvement.


      Tithia was the Pope and she’d brought her level up to 28 by slaughtering Orcs. She had the following Skills:




      Prayer of the Soul


      Goddess’s Sanctuary (Level 5)


      Divine Favor (Level 5)


      Compassion (Level 10)


      Judgment Day


      Miraculous Prayer (Level 2)




      Yep. I’ve never heard of those. They didn’t call it a unique job for nothing. I asked Tithia to walk me through each of her Skills’ effects. I learned that Prayer of the Soul was an inherent Skill of the Pope that allowed her to create an item called Heart of the Pope—a pearl-like jewel that Leroy had swallowed to lessen the impact of the curse on Tithia; Goddess’s Sanctuary purified her surroundings and set up a barrier; Divine Favor was a Passive Skill that buffed her own stats; Compassion healed everyone—both allies and foes—around her; Judgment Day had a fifty-fifty chance to either insta-kill or completely heal the target; and Miraculous Prayer triggered a random miracle to occur.


      Now those are Skills I’d love to test out in the field...! A fifty percent chance to insta-kill was no joke. There might be some limitations to it, like the insta-kill failing on monsters of a much higher level than her own, but this was the Skill to use if she wanted to knock out monsters that offered oodles of EXP. I wonder how much mana it costs? I mused then realized that all she needed to do was chug some Potions to make the mana cost irrelevant.


      “You should use Judgment Day to hunt monsters!” I urged her.


      “Y-Yes, I suppose you’re right. That Skill always scared me, but I should learn to use it if I want to become stronger,” Tithia said.


      “Oh...” I’d let my greed cloud my judgment. Of course Tithia wouldn’t want to use a Skill like that... My penance was short-lived, though, as I remembered how the little pope had been gleefully chucking Molotovs at Orcs earlier in the day. “We’ll make sure to explore your Skills, Your Holiness. You’ll never know how to use them well if you never try them out.”


      “Yes, I’ll try my best!” Tithia said. “What are your Skills, Sharon?”


      “Supporting Skills, mostly.” I walked her through each of my Skills, and Tithia listened intently.


      Leroy, though, had gone pale by the time I was finished. “How did you get Skills like that...?” he muttered.


      Thanks to the Adventure Bracelet, I can choose my own Skills! I didn’t say. Naturally, I had a pretty big leg up on both of them. Instead of spilling my secret, I just smiled.




      Overview:


      Name: Sharon (Charlotte Cocoriara)


      Level: 30


      Job: Healer (Expert in healing magic. Supports allies with buffs and barriers.)




      Titles:


      Fiancée No More: +5% Resistance to attacks from Male enemies.


      Flaudia’s Blessing: Healing Skills are 10% more effective. / Reduce mana cost of healing Skills by 50%.




      Skills:


      Blessed Light: Turns clean water into Holy Water. / Item Required: Potion Bottle


      Heal (Level 5): Heals the target.


      Wide Heal (Level 3): Heals all targets within a 7-meter radius of the user.


      Regeneration (Level 2): Recovers HP every 10 seconds.


      Mana Rations (Level 5): Recovers mana every 30 seconds.


      Strengthen (Level 7): Buffs physical strength (Attack, Defense, Dexterity).


      Goddess’s Smite: Doubles the damage of the next attack used.


      Goddess’s Protection (Level 5): Creates a barrier around the target.


      Cure: Heals status conditions.




      Equipment:


      Head: Hairpin of Compassion (+5% Healing / +3% Physical Defense / +3% Resistance to all elements)


      Body: Robe of Compassion (+5% Healing / +3% Magical Defense)


      Right Hand: Staff of Bloom (+3% Healing / +10% Holy element)


      Left Hand: —


      Accessory: Adventure Bracelet (Enables the Menu)


      Accessory: —


      Feet: Boots of Compassion (+5% Healing / +3% Physical Defense)


      Bonus: Compassion Set 3/3 (+15% Healing / +5% Physical Defense / +5% Magical Defense / -10% Mana cost for Skills)




      “Meowster is amazing,” Tarte said as she brought us tea.


      “Amazing is putting it lightly...” Leroy said. “Thank you.” He took the tea and sipped from it. “There’s no sense trying to figure it out,” he added, as if I were some freak of nature who lacked a scientific explanation.


      How dare he? I grumbled inwardly.


      ***


      After hunting Orcs for a few days in a row, we took a day off to rest—but mostly to craft more Molotovs and healing items. Since Tithia seemed perfectly happy to play assistant to Tarte—and Leroy content to babysit them—I decided to go to the Guild alone to see if they’d gotten any additional stock of the materials we needed.


      Even as I walked down the street, my brain’s cogs were turning at full speed. Since Tithia had been steadily grinding levels, I wanted to start looking at more challenging hunting grounds—as soon as we had a healthy stock of Molotovs. Without that in place, it was hard to dismiss the added benefit of picking up Orc Rags that came with hunting in Sunlit Grove. Our lack of a frontline fighter was another factor holding me back from changing locations—I couldn’t expect Leroy to keep playing tank if we were to take on monsters much more challenging than Orcs. I couldn’t help but think of Kent and Cocoa. The Swordsman and Sorcerer duo would be a perfect fit for our party and make our hunts much more efficient.


      But... They were good kids. Kent acted reckless at times, but he thought through every battle, and it seemed like he was working hard to broaden his horizons. Cocoa paid great attention to detail and had a lot of domestic knowledge that had been of great use while camping. They were only on their Introductory Jobs and at a lower level, but the same could be said about me. I wouldn’t mind grinding levels together with them.


      But I can’t rope them into this, I kept thinking. Because I was privy to game knowledge unavailable to others in this world, I knew I navigated it differently. I was an outlier whose actions were fueled by an insatiable lust to explore every view I could find in this world that I’d enjoyed playing in so much.


      Kent and Cocoa still worked close to home—close to their parents. I’d feel incredibly selfish dragging them around for personal reasons, especially now that the threat of Rodney loomed around every corner. Their parents would also worry. When I’d stopped in the Farming Village, I’d met both of their mothers, who’d seemed terribly nervous about their children. How could I possibly ask them to put their lives at risk? Then I asked myself, What about Tarte? She was different, though, because she had thought she was going to die before she could explore the world. Now that she was able to pursue that dream, I felt confident in tutoring her as an Alchemist while we traveled together.


      “There’s no sense thinking about this again...” I sighed as I pushed open the door to the Guild branch, hoping to find the ingredients needed to craft Molotovs. As soon as I walked up to the counter, Sara the receptionist began stacking bag after bag in front of me. Apparently, I’d become something of a regular, if she was bringing out Orc Rags and other ingredients before I could even ask for them.


      “Hi, Sharon! I thought you’d stop by!”


      “Good morning, Sara. Thanks for these,” I said, surveying the mountain of materials on the counter.


      Through my repeated visits to the Guild to stock up on Molotov ingredients, I’d befriended Sara, the Guild receptionist with honey-colored, natural curls and a beauty mark under one of her green eyes. She was cutesy but had a hint of sexiness to her.


      “More adventurers are hunting Orcs now that you’ve listed a request for Orc Rags at a higher payout rate. In turn, that has raised the average level of the adventurers in Snowdia,” Sara explained.


      “Wow,” I said. “And all thanks to Orcs.” Who’d have guessed they’d strengthen the Snowdia adventurer community at large, especially when Snowdia had already had a strong pool of adventurers to take on the more formidable monsters in the area?


      “We haven’t seen many Fire Shrooms, though, with the weather up here and everything,” Sara said. “You may have better luck at Zille’s Guild branch.”


      “I thought so... I’ll check with them when I get a chance,” I said.


      “Good luck.”


      I took 153 Orc Rags and 10 Fire Shrooms for Molotovs, as well as 3 Silence of the Flowers for additional Delay Potions to mitigate the curse upon Tithia and Leroy.


      “Thank you!” I paid Sara, and pretended to stow the ingredients in my Magic Bag while actually putting them into my bracelet’s Storage.


      Next stop, Zille, I decided. Using the Transportation Gates, I traveled to the Holy Capital of Zille. All it would take would be for people of this world to use these Gates once and their lives would never be the same again.


      Luckily, my purchase request at the Zille Guild branch had come in clutch, netting me extra Orc Rags and Fire Shrooms. “Now I just need to bring these home and have Tarte whip up some Molotovs.” I felt my lips curl into a smile. Let the hunt continue!


      ***


      We’d returned yet again to Sunlit Grove to hunt more Orcs when I asked Tithia to give her Skills a try—she’d never used them before.


      “Miraculous Prayer.” Tithia’s voice rang like a bell, and angelic feathers materialized around her, swirling on a phantom wind. Awestruck, I could only gawk at the divine display. The effect of this Skill was random, though, which brought a slew of questions to my mind: What kinds of effects were available? From a pool of how many effects were they randomized? Were any of the effects negative?


      “How was it, Your Holiness?” I asked.


      “It looks like...my Attack is tripled for three minutes,” Tithia said.


      “Bishop Leroy, bring us some Orcs. Now!” I said.


      “On it!”


      While Leroy went to lure additional Orcs, I started throwing rocks at an Orc nearby—we couldn’t miss out on this god-tier buff!


      “Start throwing!” I shouted at Tithia. I could barely spare the time to double her Attack with Goddess’s Smite. I’d try my best to keep up with Tithia’s chucking, though!


      With an adorable grunt, Tithia lobbed a Molotov at the Orc I’d baited with my rock throwing. The explosive bottle formed a beautiful arc and smashed against the Orc, erupting into an overwhelming gout of flame. Tithia, Tarte, and I all yelped in surprise. Triple Attack was no joke!


      As I stood there staring at the impressive inferno, Leroy returned, bringing two more Orcs with him. “Incoming!” It was a good thing he was keeping up a constant barrier with Goddess’s Protection. Two minutes had already passed since Tithia had used her Skill, so we’d need to stop after taking out the Orcs Leroy had lured to us.


      “Your Holiness!” Leroy called.


      “Here goes!” Tithia threw the next Molotov, which turned into even more of an inferno on impact, thanks to the extra buff from my Goddess’s Smite.


      The Pope job is OP, I marveled. I scooped up the Orc drop items and turned to Tithia. “That’s quite the skill...” I managed to say.


      “Ameowzing...” Tarte muttered.


      “I’m shocked myself,” Tithia said, holding a hand against her heart, which must have been beating very fast.


      Once she’d calmed down, I asked her to try the Skill again—only to have her announce, “Three percent buff to Dexterity...” That might have been a decent buff for physical fighters, but it didn’t help Tithia in any way. It seemed like miracles didn’t always cause a desired effect.


      She tried it several more times, and it seemed that Miraculous Prayer most often triggered buffs to Physical Attack and Defense, set up a barrier, or healed her. The Triple Attack buff must have been a pretty rare one.


      Tithia could experiment further with Miraculous Prayer when time allowed. I wanted to move on to checking out her other skills, but I was still debating whether or not I should have her cast Judgment Day. I was jaded enough already, but despite her Molotov rampage, Tithia was just an innocent—and real—girl. Was I really about to make her use such a terrifying Skill? Again, if I’d had it, I would have used it left and right without a second thought!


      While I kept my brows knitted in indecision, Tithia tugged on my sleeve. “Please don’t be nervous, Sharon. I can do it.” She smiled, trying to reassure me.


      “Your Holiness...” I muttered.


      “And I will always support her,” Leroy said from behind her.


      Oh no... I made Tithia worry for me! “So I’m the only one dragging my feet... Okay! Let’s do it!” I slapped myself on the cheek to whip myself into shape.


      “Okay!” Tithia replied.


      Now, we’ll see what this Skill is all about.


      Thus, Leroy the human tank sprang into action once more. When he had the Orc pinned, I had Tarte use Potion Throw to weaken it—a little bit of a contingency in case something went awry.


      “You’re up, Your Holiness,” I said.


      “Okay.” Tithia took deep breaths and focused her attention on the Orc trying to club Leroy. Her eyes shone with the gravity of her power—a look becoming of the Pope. “Judgment Day!” Her voice echoed across the wood.


      At the same moment, I felt so much pressure in the air that it was hard to breathe. Forcing myself to draw breath, I kept my gaze glued to the Orc. Above its head, a winged angel with smaller wings for ears appeared, looking like a bona fide messenger of the Goddess. They raised a sword that looked unnaturally large for them and cast it down onto the Orc’s head. At the moment of impact, angelic wings sprouted out of the sword, completely healing the monster—and Tithia fainted, collapsing to the ground.


      “Your Holiness!” Leroy shouted. He bolted toward Tithia, apparently having forgotten about the Orc that was now on his tail.


      “Wait— Goddess’s Smite!” I cast my Skill on Tarte.


      “Potion Throw! Meow!” Tarte immediately used her own Skill.


      Great job, Tarte! Despite the unexpected turn of events, Tarte had known what she had to do. Fortunately, Leroy had only brought one Orc this time, so Tarte’s Molotov immolated it without any issue.


      There was no time to rest, though. Tarte and I ran over to Tithia. Leroy held her in his arms, calling her name over and over again, but the young Pope stayed unconscious.
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