
from an uninvited guest. The opponent's name

was Hermione, a few levels higher than Rosa in

the game.

After passing it, Rosa opened the chat bar

for the irst time and typed on the keyboard,

᮰Madam/sir, it is an honor to meet you.᮱

The unfamiliar sentence revealedworship.

Rosa had no time to decide whether to continue

the conversation, the smell of the hot food held

byhermother illed thewhole room, evoking ev‐

ery cell in her stomach.

Rosa's Secret Rift was once a dreamy par‐

adise. However, the rain had not fallen for a long
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