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This series has a bit of nightmare fuel, as many of these scenes are fueled by my nightmares. I have many subconscious fears and concerns, and placing these nightmares into fiction seems to be a successful outlet. My nightmares are quite vivid, however, so please take care of yourself if you are uncomfortable with disturbing imagery, including body horror. This has been toned down compared to earlier drafts, but care should still be taken when reading.

As mentioned before, this series has an emphasis on spiders, including descriptions of spider body parts. Those with arachnophobia will likely want to avoid this series.

One of the main characters suffered from depression in the past. This includes brief stints of suicide ideation. While these moments are quickly argued against in preference towards being alive, these moments can still be triggering for those who struggle with these same thoughts. If you yourself wrestle against thoughts of death, please, please choose to keep on living. It is always worth it.

Another one of the main characters is a victim of emotional abuse, which is heavily explored. I even struggled writing certain scenes because they reminded me so much of the abuse that I myself had suffered from. The use of electricity was also involved in the abuse and discussed.

There are recurring characters who are parents who lost their children and children who lost their parents.

The Salavites are trying to resist a genocide, which is shown by not being free to live in their cultural home, their resources being restricted, and suffer acts of intimidation by their oppressors.

If you continue on, please keep these factors in mind.
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Revival: Extra Note
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The Salavites are a species of sapient reptiles. Like spiders, reptiles are often villainized in stories, which is quite saddening. Every time I see a fantasy story where the Lizardfolk are always evil, I'm disappointed. Reptiles are so incredibly cool, but are merely written as literal cold-blooded monsters. Did you know that the Aspidoscelis uniparens reproduce asexually? Not only that, but thanks to chromosome tripling, the resulting offspring are genetically diverse from their parents instead of being direct clones. This is so unique! How has a story not been written about this yet?

Reptiles should have a chance to be the heroes of a story and I wanted to explore what a society based on Aspidoscelis uniparens would be like. And since I needed to explain where magic comes from in this universe, I got an idea: a society of magic asexual lizards.

The Macbeths, in the meantime, represent old money. They are a long line of privileged people who keep all the best resources (in this case, magic) to themselves. They stepped on the Salavites just because they could. We as people like to think that these villains of history are artistic, wise, or well-spoken, but they are just bullies. There is nothing special about them, nothing to admire. They're cowards who hide under a veneer of jewels.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
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"...Revi."

Revi squeaked in excitement. "Thank you so much! I promise you won't regret this. We're gonna have so many good times together!"

Life nodded to Revi. "Congratulations." They disappeared.

Death patted Revi on the head. "Good luck, lil sib! Let us know if you need help with anything." They disappeared as well.

Darcy asked, "So you guys are pretty close, huh?"

"Yup! And once you're officially installed, I can tell you all about them!"

Darcy tilted their head to the side. "Installed?"

"Sorry, that's the best word I can think of for it. Initiated? Employed? Accepted? Part of the system?" They tapped their claws against their head. "There's a very specific vibe that English doesn't have a word for."

"Fair enough. How does the initiation go?"

"Well, first, I turn the contract into pizzazz. Poof!" They tapped on the contract and it transmuted into a cloud of blue sparkles. "Then I put it into an object so it can safely be absorbed into your body."

"Wait, why does your pizzazz have to go into something? Why not just...?"

Darcy reached for the pizzazz. Revi pushed them away.

"DON'T TOUCH THAT!"

They left the pizzazz floating in the air. They checked Darcy's hand.

"Did it get you? Are you disintegrating?"

"What? No. I couldn't even get close."

"Phew!" Revi wiped away nonexistent sweat. "That was close!"

"What's going on?"

"Well, the thing about pizzazz is that it absorbs anything that touches it. So when it's freestanding like this, it's really dangerous. It's gotta go into something so its power can be directed. I need a non-living object to use as a conduit."

"Well, I've seen you turn pizzazz into objects before. Can't you do the same now? Just make it into apple juice again."

"Are you okay with apple juice?"

"Yeah, I'm up for it."

"Okie dokie, then!"

Revi conjured another cup and turned the freestanding pizzazz into apple juice. Before they gave it to Darcy, they said,

"Remember: once you accept this pizzazz into your body, there's no goin' back. You'll be a warlock. If you quit or get fired, you'll lose your pizzazz and all the memories associated with it. If you change your mind years later, you'll lose a lot of time."

"I understand."

Darcy drank the apple juice. It tasted just as good as before, but now had a powerful, energetic zip to it. It was like drinking the juice of a freshly-squeezed granny smith apple.

"Wow, this is some good stuff."

"Thank you! And check it out!"

Revi pointed at Darcy's torso. It had changed from its gray coloration to that of a nice blue tone, the same blue that Revi had. 

"Congrats!" Said Revi. "You have pizzazz now!"

"Sweet!"

"And now that you're officially a warlock, you get one of these!" 

Revi conjured the blue box from before. Darcy immediately placed it on the table. 

"Oh my god, thank you so much! I'm gonna make all kinds of food with this!"

"Like what?"

"Like... like..." They paused. "I don't know. I've never had this much freedom with food before."

"What if you made something that you never got to eat? Like a fancy meal?"

"Hm..." Darcy shrugged. "Well, I always did wanna try pizza bagels."

"Ooo, yeah! Pizza bagels!"

Darcy wrote "12 pizza bagels" down onto the whiteboard and opened the box. Lo and behold, twelve pizza bagels sat inside. They were hot and perfectly toasted, as if they had been pulled fresh from the oven.

"Yum!" Said Revi.

Darcy sat down and took slow bites. As much as they wanted to shovel them into their mouth, they also wanted to savor the sensation of actually eating something.

"Want some?" They offered.

Revi shook their head. "Oh, Patrons don't need to eat."

"Why not?"

"We don't have bodies like you do. No organs or anything."

"Huh. Wild." They ate another pizza bagel. "Hey, can I ask you something?"

"Sure!"

"How old are you guys? I don't mean kid or adult, but like... how long have you existed?"

"Oh, a very, very long time! I'm as old as human civilization and I'm the baby of the family!"

Darcy's eyes widened. "Oh. Oh, wow. Holy shit. How have you guys stayed hidden this whole time?"

"By working really, really hard. We gotta be super careful on who we associate with."

"Yeah, why is that? If you're all about helping people, then why not work out in the open? Like, I know that not everyone likes spiders, but with good enough marketing and PR..."

"There's a bunch of reasons. Some people would see us as a threat. Others would find ways to control us or drain our pizzazz. I personally like taking care of my warlocks. If we got exposed, they would be vulnerable, too. And even if there wasn't a danger, being public knowledge would make it harder for us to hire more people."

"Why's that?"

"Well, remember the test we use to determine if someone would make a good warlock? Let's say that someone knows about the test beforehand. They'll know to help the spider and get the result they want. And if they do that, then that person's character isn't actually being tested."

Darcy nodded. "I see. If a cruel person knows that they have to do an act of kindness to get power, then they're just gonna pretend to be kind until they have what they want."

"Exactly. And then there's... the reason why you can't tell your friends or family. Why you can't recommend people that you know."

"Why's that?"

Revi held their hands behind their back. They rocked back and forth on their feet as they explained.

"In 1900, Life hired a warlock. The warlock really wanted to tell their family about the Patrons so they could become warlocks, too. Life agreed to an introduction, but it was actually a trap! All the family wanted was to take Life's power for themselves."

"Holy shit. What happened next?"

"The warlock helped Life escape, but they stopped talking to each other. Thankfully, that family only learned that powerful beings existed, nothing about pizzazz. But still... Life was never the same after that."

"I see." That must be why Oliver never told me about the Patrons before today—he didn't want to betray Life's trust.

After they finished eating, Darcy stood up and stretched. Revi asked,

"So what do you wanna do now?"

"Well, I should think about the immediate future. I can't work at my job anymore, and if I stay at this apartment for too long, people will connect the dots between me and Julia."

"Oh! Then why don't you stay in my pocket dimension? I'll need some time to make your home, but a lot of my warlocks live there, so you wouldn't be alone."

"I'd be grateful, Revi! Should I get my stuff right now?"

"Sure!"

Darcy packed away their phone and their family photo. In complete honesty, those were the only things of value that they had. 

Revi said, "Okay, you'll need to hold my hand. Or just any physical contact will do."

"Gotcha." 

Darcy held Revi's hand. In a flash of blue light, the two vanished from Darcy's apartment.

To Darcy's surprise, they arrived at a grassy field. Hordes of blue flowers of every species populated the field. Four giant blueberry bushes grew in this field as well, one in each cardinal direction. They were as huge and thick as redwood trees and had openings big enough to step inside. Bright blue signs hung above the openings. Darcy approached one and read it aloud.

"Break chambers."

"For when you just wanna chill out," Said Revi. "The other three bushes go to the work sites, the living quarters, and the Wraith Lodge."

"Can I check out all of them?"

"Sure thing!"

The break chambers were made up of circular rooms carved out of the wooden interior. Chairs and sofas of various materials lay scattered about in each room, many accompanied by coffee tables. The rooms were connected by carved-out hallways and spiral ramps. Humans and Venutians rested in these rooms, with some carrying quiet conversation. Every room had a hologram projector, and some people used it to watch movies or show off slide shows.

"Well this place is quaint," Said Darcy, "But I don't know if I'll personally be using it. Is everyone in this pocket dimension a warlock?"

"Yup. Well, 'xcept for the Wraiths. I'll show you those last."

Revi then led Darcy to the living quarters. Like the break chambers, the rooms were carved out of the wooden interior. They were sorted like an apartment complex, with each door leading to a unique living space. One person had their music playing at full volume, yet when they shut their door, the sound muted entirely. Revi said,

"Every place is soundproof so everyone is comfortable. Then I carve out each apartment to fit the preferences of its warlock. I can even make them bigger on the inside! As big as you want."

"That's incredible!"

"But, um, the more personalized and specific your request is, the longer it'll take for me to finish it."

"Totally understandable."

A human warlock passed by the duo. Upon seeing Darcy, he stopped in place and looked up and down at them.

"What are you supposed to be?"

"Hey, be nice," Said Revi. "Darcy is an arachnomorph, and they're a warlock just like everybody else."

He shrugged and went on his way.

"Sorry," Said Revi. "Most of my warlocks are more polite than that."

"You're good," Darcy replied. "That reaction's pretty mild, all things considered."

"So, have an idea on what you want your apartment to look like?"

"I, uh... don't really know what kind of place I would want at the moment. Can you do something generic?"

"Sure! Which number do you want for your address?" Revi conjured a list of numbers. "These are all the available ones."

Of course, the obvious numbers were already taken: 666, 420, 69, and so on. Darcy hummed with thought.

"Today is August fifteenth, so... do 815."

"8-1-5?"

"Yeah. I want to remember this day."

"Okie dokie! Would you want to continue the tour or have me start working now?"

"I think I can continue the tour on my own."

"Alright! I'll let you know when your place is done. If you want to go back to Earth, go to the tree that says 'work sites'. There is a hole in the side that will teleport you back to wherever you were last."

"Sounds good!"

Darcy left the living quarters. Sure enough, they found the tree with the exit, but their attention trailed over to the one that said "Wraith Lodge".

What is a Wraith?

Darcy entered the lodge.

It opened to an expansive forest meadow surrounded by trees. Blue fruits and veggies grew from the trees and earth. A dark shadow emerged from the trees and grabbed one of the fruits. 

Darcy gasped, which grabbed the shadow's attention. Eight white eyes formed and the shadow solidified into something monstrous. The monster stepped over to Darcy, easily dwarfing them in size. It looked down at them with its glowing eyes.

Darcy gripped their drawstring bag. They hurried for something to say, but not words had formed; all they could do was stare.

The monster still carried the fruit in one of its massive claws. It lifted the fruit forward so it could be easily seen. The fruit looked soft and perfectly round. The monster leaned forward so that their face was only inches away from Darcy's own.

<...Want some?>

Darcy exhaled. "What?"

<Want some fruit?>

What in the world? Not only was this creature speaking with telepathy, of all things, but they were willing to share their food. The monster seemed to sense Darcy's confusion, as a white jagged smile appeared on their face.

<I was just messing with you. I'm not going to attack you.>

If Darcy was certain about one thing, it was that they didn't want to make this person mad. They accepted the fruit and took a bite. It was juicier than a peach and carried an apple-like aroma. It reminded Darcy of Starburst candies.

"It's good," They said. "Thank you."

<Isn't it?> 

The monster formed shadowy chelicerae and protracted fangs. The fangs pierced the fruit like needles through wet paper. Deep blue energy appeared within the creature. The fruit changed to an indigo color and became stiffer. The monster removed its fangs, and to Darcy's surprise, no holes were left within the fruit; only the bite Darcy had taken had remained. Darcy took another bite, this time met with a burst of sour flavoring.

"It's like you... unripened it."

<That's the power of a Decay Wraith.> The Wraith extended a clawed hand. <Nice to meet you.>

Darcy shook their hand. "Nice to meet you, too."

The Wraith introduced herself as Sky. She explained that Wraiths were what happened when a warlock's pizzazz got corrupted.

<Think of it like data corruption,> She said. <The pizzazz no longer has the right data to work with, which in turn affects the mind and body. It begins a feedback loop that distorts all three until they're unrecognizable.>

"So you're not human anymore?"

Sky shook her head. <My body was destroyed by the corruption. Now I'm just a shell with pizzazz inside. But on the bright side, I can eat rot now.>

"Eat... rot?"

<What I did to that fruit. You see, aging is technically just another form of rotting. The cells in your body are dying faster than they're being replaced. But I can use my power to reverse those effects.>

"Reverse aging? That's... that's incredible!"

<Yes, and it tastes good, too. And Revi designed this lodge to be the perfect home for us. Go into any direction and you'll find something to keep us Wraiths busy. Punching bags, hot tubs, gymnastics courses, bowling...>

Darcy chuckled at the image of shadow monsters trying to get a strike.

"Would you say that it makes the corruption worth it?"

<By Time, no. If I could go back to my old life, I'd do it in a heartbeat. There's a certain peace that comes from growing older, especially when you have loved ones to do it with. And I wouldn't mind being able to use my vocal chords again.> Sky turned to Darcy. <And now, I must ask: why do you look like that? Is it magic?>

"No, I'm a warlock. An arachnomorph."

<Ah. Was it Revi?>

"Yeah."

<Yup.> Sky patted Darcy on the back. <Well, if you ever want to visit, you're free to.>

"I'll keep that in mind, thank you. Nice to meet you, Sky."

<Same as well!>

Darcy then wandered to the work site. Like the other areas, it was carved out of wood, but the interior was not what Darcy expected.

A movie theater with plush velvet carpetting. A Venutian warlock resembling an emerald beetle sat at the front desk in theater getup. Posters lined the walls, each labeled with a different type of training. Darcy approached the warlock.

"Um, excuse me. Is this the... work sites?"

"It is. If you've entered this room, that means that you haven't finished your training yet."

"I didn't know there was training."

"Oh, yeah. You're required to complete Revi's Safety Seminar before you're permitted into any work sites. Got to make sure anything you create is OSHA-compliant, you know?"

"OSHA?"

"The Official Spider Health Association. Apparently the name used to be different, but then Revi saw humans make OSHA and was inspired by the acronym."

"Huh. Is there a particular place I should go first?"

"The first course of the seminar is the first door on the left. It'll begin in ten minutes. Note-taking materials are on the counter by the wall."

"Okay, thank you."

I guess I'm taking classes, then.

Rows upon rows of plush seats faced a massive screen. This theater had only a couple other warlocks within it, giving Darcy free choice of where to sit. They picked a central seat and readied themself.

A trailer appeared on screen, complete with subtitles. Revi's voice said,

"Are you tired of this happening to you?"

A human warlock appeared on screen. They said in an exaggerated tone,

"I don't know how to spend my time!"

Revi said, "Then you need a change of pace! If you're in a rut, try a different role? As the Revival theme, we don't just experiment with powers, we also help people in our community!"

A Decay Wraith appeared on screen. They held a sheet of paper and a text-to-speech synthesizer. They said,

"Thanks to the support I was given, I don't..." They glanced at the paper, "...Have to worry about slipping into madness."

Revi appeared. "That's right! Helping the Wraiths counts as doing your job as a warlock. The same goes for lounge cleanup, theater work, and other odd jobs. Because I'm Revi and I care."

Text appeared on the screen saying, "Thank you for becoming a Revival warlock!"

The room then went dark, indicating that the actual movie was going to begin. Darcy looked around to see if anyone else had joined the theater, but it still only had them and the two other warlocks.

The screen showed Revi speaking in front of a white void. Revi said to the camera,

"Welcome, new warlocks, to Revi's Safety Seminar. We're so glad to have you with us! And when I say 'we', I just mean 'me'. I don't know why people say 'we' in these videos." They cleared their throat. "Um, but, in this first lesson, we shall be going over the basics. Because the process of resurrection doesn't technically exist, I do my best to fulfill my role in other ways. This includes testing out powers so that we can help other Patrons and their warlocks. This includes making sure that regular stuff like super strength still works as intended, as well as updating those powers so they can be even more efficient and helpful. And if you create or discover a new power, you can even apply it to the active power list! But first thing's first, we must ensure that it'll be safe. Now, it's important to..."

Darcy tried to pay attention, they honestly did, but Revi's voice droned on and on. Darcy's mind wandered to nothing in particular as they stared into space. If a person looked into their thoughts, they would find radio static. Before Darcy knew it, the entire lesson had passed them by.

"...And that is the end of course number one. We look forward to seeing you in course number two!"

Darcy blinked and sat up. Oh, god dammit.

They rubbed their eyes as they returned to the entrance. The theater worker asked,

"Did you have a good time?"

"I, uh... zoned out. I think I'll have to take it again."

"Ah. That happens, don't feel too bad about it. The course will be running again in a few minutes if you want to try a second time."

"Okay, thank you."

This time, Darcy leaned forward in their seat as they watched the course. They glared at the screen with absolute concentration.

Focus. Focus on the lesson. Focus real hard! I'll be focusing so well that everyone will be surprised by how focused I am! Focus on... wait, is the lesson going right now?!

Indeed, the course had begun and Darcy hadn't even noticed. It was halfway done and Darcy had no context on what was going on.

I was focusing so hard on focusing that I forgot to actually focus! Dammit!

Darcy exited to the lobby, then entered again when the course restarted, but once again, something happened that simply made it impossible to follow along. Darcy would get distracted, or their thoughts would drift away, or a combination of the two would occur. No matter how hard they tried, they just couldn't get their brain to follow along. It was like trying to go rock-climbing with hands and feet made of jelly.

After the latest failure, Darcy leaned their forehead against a wall and stared at the floor. The theater worker asked,

"Are you alright?"

Darcy sighed. "Why am I stupid?"

"You're not stupid."

"Yes I am, the same thing happened in school. In some lessons, I could focus just fine, but in most of them, I was just..."

Darcy made a vague gesture with their hands. 

They asked the warlock, "How many courses are there in total?"

"In total, Revi's Safety Seminar is two hundred hours long."

Darcy swiftly turned to look at them. "Two hundred?!"

"Revi really cares about warlock safety."

"No kidding."

"Oh, and there's a test at the end of it to make sure you were paying attention. It's a thousand questions long."

Darcy choked. "A thousand?! Jesus!"

"They really, really care about warlock safety."

Darcy considered whether or not they had the mental fortitude to do this. They eventually made a defeated sigh.

"I don't think this particular role is for me."

"I'm sorry. You can always help with the Wraiths."

Darcy stepped out the door. "Have a nice day."

"You, too. Have a nice day!"

Outside, Darcy sat down in the grass. They pulled out a small handful and played with it mindlessly.

Revi appeared next to them. "It's done!"

Darcy screamed in surprise. 

"Sorry!" Said Revi. "How're you doing?"

"Just, uh... checkin' everything out." Darcy scratched their fuzzy head. "To be honest, I thought the training would be more... engaging."

Revi giggled. "Darcy, safety is what's important here."

"Yeah, I got that. I guess I didn't know what else I expected. I am glad that you prioritize it, though. Just don't know if I have the, uh, fortitude."

"That's okay! It's not for everyone. But if you do come up with a cool idea for a power, I won't be able to approve it until you finish the training."

"I understand." Darcy stood up. "Okay, let's check out my place."

Darcy's new apartment was noticeably larger and more spacious than their previous one. Each room was big enough for Darcy to lie down in with all their limbs outstretched. It had a bedroom, bathroom, kitchen, dining room, living room, and a personal study. Every room (save for the kitchen) had a plush floor that regained its shape upon stepping off of it, and the sanded-wood furniture had plush coverings that could slide off with ease. Darcy's favorite part was the bed, as it had multiple different blankets, each of varying thickness.

"Your bed is fully customizable," Said Revi. "And if you need any more blankets or pillows, the chest in the corner can make more. Ooo, and let me show you the fridge!"

The fridge was big enough for a person to step inside, and that wasn't even including the freezer it was attached to. Revi opened the top section of the fridge.

"Place your food box in there."

"Uh, okay."

Upon Darcy doing so, the fridge briefly shined with a blue light. Revi explained,

"Now you can conjure an entire fridge's worth of food! It only works when the food box is in the fridge, though. Oh, and if any food rots, you can ask one of the Wraiths to help you!"

"Actually, I already met one of them. They can reverse aging!"

"Hehe, yup. But they also forgot who they were before. Any friends or family are gone to them. And since they lost their organic bodies, they can't eat or drink anymore, not like you can. It's really sad, actually."

"Yeah, but what causes corruption? Will I ever become a Wraith?"

"No, don't worry." Revi shut the fridge door. "Y'see, there's a special mental lock in place to keep pizzazz from affecting your mind. You can use your thoughts to control your powers, but you never have to worry about your powers changing your thoughts. And so, the feedback loop can't start and corruption can't happen."

"But could something break that mental lock?"

Revi put a claw against their chin and looked upwards.

"Hm... brainwashing would do it. Also getting zapped in the brain. Specific stuff like that. It probably won't come up in regular warlock adventures, but if you ever do see something that could cause corruption, please let me know."

Darcy nodded. They placed their family photo on the drawer next to their bed. With their drawstring bag still in tow, they turned to Revi.

"Well, I think I'm ready to head back."

"Really?"

"Yeah. I want to update a friend of mine. Remind me, where will the exit drop me off?"

"You'll be dropped off exactly where you entered. In this case... your bedroom! Well, your old one."

"Gotcha. And what will I do if I want to come back here?"

Revi handed Darcy a blue crystal in the shape of a heart. Not a heart symbol, but a human heart. It was small enough to fit in Darcy's palm.

"Use your pizzazz to activate the crystal, then it'll send you back to my pocket dimension." They then added, "I made it into a heart to make it cuter!"

"That's... nice." They placed the heart into the bag. "Thank you for everything, Revi."

"Yeah! Always happy to help my warlocks."

With Revi's voice and behavior, Darcy couldn't help but be reminded that they were speaking to a child. They said to Revi,

"And listen... I know that you're thousands of years old, but if anyone is creepy towards you or makes you feel unsafe, let me know okay? I'll beat 'em up for you."

Revi looked at them in confusion. "You know, every one of my warlocks has told me that."
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Chapter 2
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Once they arrived at their old apartment, Darcy wrote down a note explaining that they were leaving and left it on the door. They hoped that this would be enough to suffice, but if it didn't, there wasn't much they could do without revealing themselves. They wrote a similar note for the tech store and made their way there.

I told Oliver that I wouldn't be at work today. Man, how am I gonna find him? We never shared phone numbers. I guess I could always try the headquarters.

They dropped off the note at the store without wasting time for conversation, then ran to the Almond Industries headquarters.

The headquarters was a building tall enough to look like it clawed at the sky. Its shiny chrome exterior matched its interior to a T. 

Darcy's foot-claws clicked against the metallic floor of the building, and suddenly they felt very underdressed. 

Maybe I should've gotten some clothes first. Well, too late to turn back now! Guess we die like men.

They approached the secretary. "Uh, excuse me. Can you tell me where Red Arachnid is?"

"Are you an employee of Almond Industries?"

Shit! "Uh, no. A... friend of mine is, but she can't come with."

"I'm sorry, but unless you have express permission from the company, we cannot connect you to our ambassador."

"What if I told you that I'm a superhero? I want, uh... I want a crossover."

"Once again, I am sorry, but that is still not the precedent for a meeting. Unless you are also sponsored by the company, we simply cannot allow our ambassador to team up with other superheroes."

No superheroes whatsoever?

Darcy decided to cut their losses before they drew too much suspicion. They sighed.

"Alright. Thanks, anyway. Have a nice day."

They strode back out the doors, too lost in their thoughts to notice anyone around them or where they were going.

God, how am I gonna do this? Should I just meet him at the store tomorrow? I really wanted to tell him as soon as possible, but I might just have to wait. Man, I was hoping we could finally hang out as friends. Now what am I gonna do for the rest of the day?

"Hey, look! A Venutian!"

The voice came from behind Darcy and belonged to a young man in ripped-up clothing. Two other men in similar getups approached Darcy from the front. The trio had closed off the alleyway Darcy was in, and each carried a metal baseball bat.

"Not often we see Venutians," One of them said.

Shit.

Darcy tried to play along. "Maybe you're just not looking in the right places."

"Yeah. Sure."

One of the men in front of them pointed at Darcy's bag with his bat. He asked,

"What you got in there?"

"Not money. Sorry to disappoint you, but I'm broke."

This didn't convince the men, as they stepped closer to Darcy. Each was only a few feet away from them now. Darcy's mind ran for a solution.

Maybe I can slip between two of them? Or maybe turn around and try to get past the first guy? Or... wait. Wait! I have powers now! I'm a spider, for crying out loud!

"Sorry to disappoint you," They said. "I won't be easy prey."

Darcy leapt and clung to a wall. Just as the Patrons and Oliver had said, Darcy's powers activated in response to their thoughts. Darcy desired to stick to the wall, so they did, and with super strength, it took no effort at all to carry themself. Darcy scurried up the side of the wall as a spider would. The astonishment from the men below was like music to their ears.

"Did you see that?!"

"Dammit, I forgot that Venutians are bugs."

"How could you forget something like that? Look at them!"

"Man... this robbery was poorly planned."

Once at the top of the building, Darcy shuffled very, very quickly away from the edge. Sure, sticky powers meant that they wouldn't have to worry about falling off of things, but their fear of heights was still as strong as ever. Once at the center of the rooftop, Darcy lay on their back and watched the blue sky above.

If I was still human... god, that would've been bad. But wow, talk about a test drive for my powers. Nothing like life-threatening pressure to get you going, I guess. But if they were supervillains, I would've been fucked...

A voice came from a few buildings over. "Darcy?"

Darcy sat up and looked. Red Arachnid excitedly waved to them.

"Darcy!" He said. "Hi! It's me!"

He leapt from building to building with such ease that it put Olympic athletes to shame. He practically trembled with excitement.

"Omigosh, hi! How are you? Are you good? It's me, Red Arachnid!"

"Yeah, I know it's you, bud. Uh, there were a few guys who tried to rob me. I think they're down there..." Darcy glanced over the roof's edge, only to find an empty alleyway. "Huh. They must've scattered."

"Really? Are you okay?"

"Yeah. A little spooked, but unharmed. Let's talk."

The two sat cross-legged on the rooftop. Oliver deactivated his mask. 

"So, um... which Patron did you choose?"

"Revi. I thought I could, um... be more productive there. But, uh... not exactly."

Darcy explained their attempts at Revi's Safety Seminar and consequent failure.

"I thought I could force myself through it, I really did. But in the end, everything turned into radio static."

"Really?"

"Yeah, but it's just my brain being stupid."

"Darcy, your brain isn't stupid."

"Yes it is, it's always been like this."

"That still doesn't mean that you're stupid. Darcy, you're an intelligent person with a lot of good ideas."

"Really? How so?"

"Oh, uh..." He scratched his head. "Well, um... well, you just need a good outlet to apply yourself, you know?"

"Like what?"

"Are there any learning environments that engage you?"

"Well... I want to learn more about pizzazz stuff, but if it's going to be like the training seminar..."

"No, I mean, what kind of learning do you react to best? Do you learn best by doing things in person? Or having a visual aid?"

"Oh. I guess I learn best by doing stuff? But seeing how it works also helps, I suppose."

"Then the next time you learn something, we can try doing it together."

Darcy smiled. "I guess we could try it."

Something shuffled nearby. Both Darcy and Oliver stood up.

"What was that?" Darcy asked.

"Don't know." Oliver tapped a foot against the ground. "Hm..."

He looked over the side of the building. He turned to Darcy and shrugged.

"Nothing here."

"But it sounded heavy."

Oliver knocked a hand against the rooftop. "Vibrations say that there's something clinging to the side of the building. I don't see anything, though."

"Maybe it's invisible?"

"No, that would take magic." He shook his head. "I'm probably just... interpreting things wrong. I should head back to the headquarters."

Oliver turned his mask back on, but he stopped before leaving. His body trembled. He fell to his knees and yelped in pain.

Darcy ran to his side. "Another panic attack?"

Oliver's arms wrapped around his midsection. His breaths came out short and labored. He shivered and whimpered.

Darcy wished that there was something they could do, but unlike anxiety attacks, panic attacks were often random and did not have a "source". Sometimes, they simply came and went without explanation, leaving the victim with nothing but pain and exhaustion.

"I'm okay," Oliver finally said. "I think it's over now."

"Want me to walk you home?"

"Thanks, but no. I appreciate the offer, though."

Oliver stood up, took a deep breath, and leapt away as if nothing happened. Darcy considered going to the headquarters anyways and finding a way to sneak inside.

No. I need to respect his wishes. I'm sure that he'll be fine.

Darcy took out the crystal heart that Revi had given them. They focused on their pizzazz to activate it. In a flash of blue light, Darcy teleported back to Revi's pocket dimension.

— — —
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That evening, Oliver journeyed back to his home at Almond Industries. But just as the headquarters was in sight, he became overcome by the sensation that someone was watching him. But, no matter where he looked, nobody was there. Sure, civilians watched him go by, but they didn't activate his anxiety. Well, they did, but whatever watched him this time gave him even more anxiety.

This was advanced anxiety.

But after a half an hour of searching for nothing, Oliver rationalized the feeling as simply being a small panic attack. They had varying levels of intensity, after all. Perhaps this was simply one of those mild times. 

Oliver climbed up the side of the Almond Industries headquarters. Unfortunately for him, his fears were correct: someone of note was watching him—they were simply unable to be seen. This invisible force crept closer and closer to him






































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Banana
Split
Timeline






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





