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      Preface

      Tabletop Role-Playing Game (TRPG)

      An analog version of the RPG format utilizing paper rulebooks and dice.

      A form of performance art where the GM (Game Master) and players carve out the details of a story from an initial outline.

      The PCs (Player Characters) are born from the details on their character sheets. Each player lives through their PC as they overcome the GM’s trials to reach the final ending.

      Nowadays, there are countless types of TRPGs, spanning genres that include fantasy, sci-fi, horror, modern chuanqi, shooters, postapocalyptic, and even niche settings such as those based on idols or maids.

      

      The scene opened on a magus’s workshop. Each of these bastions of knowledge varied wildly depending on their occupant. There were all sorts, but the unorthodox ones, like Agrippina’s garden-like atelier—which seemed designed to make the average visitor wonder if she had any desire to research at all—and the bureaucratic office-like space of Lady Leizniz’s were best not taken as standard, as these two were cracked geniuses who could complete complex formulae inside their own heads.

      “Oh my... We’ve lost another signal.”

      “By the way it vanished, she died immediately. I suppose someone came along to slice off the head after they realized she was a mere fake.”

      This workshop had a number of magia inside and, by the look of it, calling it an evil lair wouldn’t be too far from the truth. The walls and floor were cold and lifeless metal of esoteric provenance; the dim purple light, which might have been installed to make the place a sort of darkroom for catalysts, created an unsettling atmosphere; the shelves were lined with specimens too awful to describe, and the workspace itself was strewn with human limbs and organs like some perverse abattoir, yet the air was suffused solely with the acrid stink of disinfectant.

      The magus and his assistant were examining some kind of control panel.

      “That leaves only one Tin-Silver Jungfrau in commission, correct?” the magus said.

      “The unit does appear to be stable, sir. She has been deployed elsewhere, of course, but she appears to have already infiltrated the local lords’ territory,” his assistant replied.

      A row of glass cylinders stood in front of them, incomprehensible to anyone who wasn’t familiar with the machinery; the magia seemed to divine their subject’s condition from the strength, color, and speed of the light inside as it flickered. Of the six cylinders, only one was still lit.

      “I am quite surprised Subject Fifteen is still in working condition. She had performed so poorly during testing that I’d hoped to deploy her as a decoy,” the magus said.

      “Subject Fifteen... Funfzehnstia, yes... The witch eye manifested in both eyes, but she was so difficult to control she was almost sent to scrap.”

      “An unfortunate girl, she was. Still—both eyes. None of the others manifested both.”

      The high-ranking-seeming magus made a thoughtful sound as he stroked the round mask that covered his face. Most magia’s tastes favored a sort of thoughtfully baroque ornamentation; his choice to wear something so starkly unadorned, without even holes to see through, was exceedingly strange. It yielded nothing, a hole opening onto a deeper void at the bottom of a lightless abyss. It hid even what race he was, reflecting the light back as he stroked the final remaining cylinder.

      “What an ordeal Project Ember has been...” the magus went on.

      “It has been a huge digression from your master plan, sir. To think that even now we must focus on the replication of witch eyes... I curse your predecessor.”

      “No, no, it has been quite the invigorating process. However, I will say that before we came along, it had only ever been leveraged to woefully dull ends.”

      “Controlling people’s minds is dull...?” the assistant muttered.

      The masked professor nodded. “One’s mind is but one part of the world that the gods designed. In other words, there are methods to use the Conqueror’s Eye on targets other than humans. The original owner of the eye lacked the imagination to exploit the true breadth of his gift.”

      “I take it you have some notion of what these other applications might be, then, sir?”
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