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Life at Sea is Like That....
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Standing at the centre of the main deck gazing upward at her own impending doom, with Lepera tightening the grip on her arm by her side, Nana looks at the brightening light of the supposed God's magic spell that is growing in mass with the intent of destroying her.

In the end, this being is just a God in the word's of Lepera's fears however, but Nana has no way of confirming this.

If she were a normal human, it wouldn't even be something she'd have the time to think about. The spell would simply be cast and Nana would be hit in an instant.

But among the many powers she wields, Nana is currently able to accelerate her perception of the world to make it feel as if time is moving slower around her.

Stacked together with the power of advanced foresight, Nana knows exactly how long she has to scan the supposed God with her all-seeing eye to gauge just how powerful he is.

Which, in truth, is not an easy thing to ascertain when the mere vision of him is obstructed by the light from the spell he is casting.

The black-cloaked man is starting to prove to be a pain just by how tedious all of this is, and it isn't long before Nana has more than enough of it and attempts to telekinetically move the spell to the side so that she can get a clear look.

Seemingly similar to the moves of the patriarch, the supposed God is using a unique form of magic cancellation in his armour that is concealed beneath his cloak.

This is of no consequence however, as Nana is more than prepared to deal with this as she opts to take the easy way out of this scenario. By wrapping her arm tightly around Lepera and dragging her down with her to lie face-first on the main deck of the ship where there is an appropriate level of connectivity between both elements so that Nana can cast a mass teleportation spell.

Nana: Too slow, mother fucker!

Nana screams these words just as a magical bubble encases the entirety of the luxury cruise ship and relocates its position to several hundred feet away to a spot that is much further from the remains of Papinia.

Of course, getting away from the attacks of the supposed God is not so easy, as the moment Nana witnesses the light magic spell trigger (what almost looks like) a nuclear explosion in the distance, she and Lepera stand up on the deck once again to see the God breaking through the clouds in the sky to attack as he screams at them.

..."Give up, pathetic mortals! There is no escape!"...

Words that Nana takes particular offence to, as she doesn't consider herself to be some form of lowly gutter-wallowing mortal.

Allowing her rage to boil up to the surface, Nana casts a massive storm cloud spell far above the supposed God which drenches him in a form of liquid.

Said fluid is quickly revealed to be a form of sea mammal aphrodisiac that is so potent that a blue whale bursts out from beneath the water and swallows the God whole.

Within seconds however, the whale suddenly explodes before it can fall back into the ocean, as the God attacks it with more light magic to the point that its blood and guts paint himself and the seas around him red.

Which is just the outcome that Nana was looking for.

This is because she was hoping the being would be so foolish as to opt for a wrathful escape as opposed to taking a more well thought out approach.

Now that he is drenched in the sea creature's internal fluids, Nana can use her blood telekinesis to drag the blood instead of the God towards her as she jumps up to meet the being.

Breaking free from Lepera's grip in the process, the former priestess is forced to watch in shock and horror as Nana flies up into the air and meets the supposed God head on in what looks set to be an epic fight between ultimate powers.

Only...for Nana to flip over the God, allowing the being to fly face-first into the main deck of her indestructible luxury cruise ship, as there is nothing in this world that can destroy it's hull, even the most powerful of magic.

Nana teleported it before to serve as a ruse to trick the being into thinking she needed to protect it, just so she could pull this cheap matador trick now that has the God knocking itself unconscious on the main deck as its body slides and comes to a gradual stop just before Lepera's feet.

Lepera: What the hell just happened?

Lepera asks this, and it is understandably a good question. But it's also one she's not going to get a clear answer to as several of Nana's anthropomorphic tiger cyborgs arrive on deck to strip the God naked of its armour whilst Nana returns to stand and observe.

Lepera, knowing how much power and status this being wields, is quick to run up and join Nana's side upon seeing this in the hopes that she can reach some kind understanding in what she gains from degrading the being that she knows so many other people worship.

Lepera: Psst, Nana?

Nana: There's no need to whisper, you're my second in command. Speak your mind if you have something to say, Lepera.

Lepera: Uh...OK, well...I was just wondering why you're going to the trouble of stripping one of the 12 Gods of Augustalis?

Nana: Oh, that? The suit of armour he's wearing underneath the cloak is cancelling out the reading I'm getting with my all-seeing God's eye. Once it's off, we'll be able to get to the bottom of what he actually is.

Lepera: You don't think he's a God?

Nana: I doubt it. Powerful? Yes. God? No. If he was really a God, he wouldn't need any kind of special equipment to take me down. And since he's still clearly failed with the assistance of that? It's clear we're dealing with something much more benign.

Lepera: Like what, exactly?

Nana: I'm working with a theory, but I won't know for definite until my peons are done stripping him.

In short order, the towering ​anthropomorphic tiger cyborgs complete their task of systematically stripping away the last remnants of armour plating from this worthless fallen enemy, hurting the man a great deal as their clawed hands make quick work of the dismantling process in the most bloody manner possible.

From here, Nana strides back to their position on deck, and as she closes the distance toward the trembling figure who had, mere moments ago, been proclaiming himself a divine being, said God tries everything to flee, but cannot escape the clutches of the anthropomorphic tiger cyborgs holding him down.

Without hesitation, the very second she is close enough Nana's fingers snap shut around the so called God's throat in a vice-like grip. His struggles are pathetic, though, as is clear by the fact that his eyes bulge as he claws uselessly at her wrist, while his face turns purple under her unrelenting pressure.

In seconds, it's over.

His body convulses once before disintegrating into fine ash between her fingers, the remnants of his existence sprinkling away in the artificial wind of the ship's ventilation system.

As the particles settle, a surge of energy courses through Nana's veins as his stolen power merges with her own and his memories of the last twenty-four hours flood her mind, replaying like a damaged videotape.

The truth is laughably mundane.

This man is no god, and by extension there is no divinity at play.

He's just another pretender, one of the so-called "Gifted Children" who had stumbled upon an impressive but ultimately superficial parlour trick following his summoning, mistaking it for omnipotence.

With a contemptuous dusting of her hands, Nana brushes the lingering ash from her fingers, watching as the powdery residue drifts to the ground.

One of the tiger cyborgs, Unit-7, judging by the crimson insignia on its shoulder plate, moves forward without prompting, its massive frame bending slightly as it begins sweeping the remnants into a disposal chute.

Nana herself doesn't linger.

She steps past Lepera, who is still standing at attention despite the confusion that is ever-present in her eyes.

Nana: Call all key members of our faith to the VIP room, would you? We're having a meeting.

Lepera hesitates for moment, but just as soon answers.

Lepera: Oh, eh, alright...Understood, but uh... who are our key members again?

Nana doesn't break her stride and merely answer over her shoulder.

Nana: Basically you, Pelias, and Marcia. Tell them to get there ASAP, because I'm not one for fucking around.

Lepera doesn't really need to say anything more herself. Of course, she could ask where the VIP room is since she isn't as consciously aware of how many changes Nana has made to the luxury cruise ship. But that's neither here nor there.

Placing their faith entirely in Pelias, the group confidently navigates the maze of the luxury cruise ship. Pelias expertly guides both Lepera and Marcia toward the exclusive, coveted VIP lounge area, and they locate the entrance in virtually no time at all.
The initial steps into the lounge solidify its “elite status” aesthetic that Nana was shooting for.

Yet still, they move past the unwelcoming/overpowering luxuriousness and within moments, the trio, Lepera, Pelias, and Marcia, settles comfortably at a choice table situated near the central bar.

Across from them, dominating the head of the table Nana is embodying the role of pure, unrelenting nonchalance, casually drawing on a cigarette.

The column of rising smoke from said cigarette seems to underline her entire demeanour, creating an aura that suggests she is utterly unconcerned, projecting the distinct impression that she gives absolutely zero fucks in regards to the pressures or opinions of the world around her.
And who can blame her for acting this way when Nana can make things like that, which surrounds them here and now.

An environment within this “VIP lounge” area which is one of unbridled extravagance.

The visual centre of the room is undoubtedly the bar itself. For its expansive counter appears to be crafted from a flawless sheet of deep, glossy black acrylic, reflecting the ambient light like a still pool.

Behind it, a fascinating piece of technology is in operation, a sophisticated, drink-mixing machine that is currently being operated by a perpetually grinning skeleton bartender.

This undead mixologist only uses the finest glassware, each piece sparkling under the focused lights, emphasising the bar's commitment to luxury.
The bar back serves as a dazzling display too, however. The sleek shelves are illuminated by a continuous back-light, showcasing premium bottles and esoteric ingredients.

Suspended directly above this display are a row of vibrant neon signs that glow brightly now, adding a splash of electric colour to the high-end establishment.

The walls defining the space are saturated with deep, atmospheric hues to boot, rich purples and striking pinks, creating a decadent, almost club-like ambiance that embraces those inside.
Adding an element of security and exotic flair, imposing anthropomorphic tiger cyborgs are positioned as vigilant sentries. They stand rigid and alert, guarding all of the lounge's numerous entrances and exits while their metallic forms reflect the neon glow.
Yet, beyond mere security, Nana employs the cyborgs to cultivate a specific, almost surreal atmosphere.

For the sake of this unique mood alone, Nana has issued a specific directive to a pair of the anthropomorphic tiger cyborgs, who are currently engaged in a tense, silent game of snooker on one of the ornate tables situated prominently in the background.

The sight of these massive, feline machines manoeuvring cues and circling the billiard table adds a fascinating, performative layer to the backdrop.
A similar, equally unusual command was given to another contingent.
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