"It's been eleven days, girl. How long are you going to sulk? Don't you have something you want to be doing?"

Marin looked up from her computer and then down at the dachshund. Filling her screen was her e-mail application's inbox, an inbox with no unread messages. An inbox with no messages. It was a desolate affair, much like her room. She was sitting at her desk, slumped over the keyboard. Some empty boxes from Pizza Hut lay by the door. The bed was unmade, the shades closed, and the room lit by nothing other than the pale blue light from Marin's monitor.

"He hasn't replied to any of my letters," sighed Marin.

"What can you expect of some loser three thousand miles away? I'm sure even he has better things to be doing than listen to you whine about demons."

"But he's my—"

"He's your nothing, girl."

Marin didn't reply. After some time, the dachshund cleared its throat.

"Now, do you remember what I said, back before you summoned that demon ten nights ago? You obey me now. You do what I say. If you don't, you lose your powers and maybe I kill you. If you do, you get rewarded in the end—your powers stop being meager, maybe, and you gain the wherewithal to destroy that thing you hate the most."

"I don't—" Marin cringed a little.

"Listen up. There are these jewels, girl. Let's call them 'Angel Stones.'" Marin nodded meekly. "Alright, now—there are twenty-four of these Angel Stones. They were recently scattered by Professor Garch, who plans on using them to destroy the planet. Needless to say, they hold vast magical powers. Oh, Garch?" The dachshund raised an eyebrow at Marin's befuddled look. "Don't worry about him. You won't be facing him until you've collected all the Angel Stones—then you'll be strong enough to take him down."

"Sounds like a video game."

"Think of it as such if you need to, girl, but if you don't collect the Angel Stones..." the dachshund trailed off threateningly.

"Fine, fine, fine!" yelled Marin. "It's not like I have anything better to do! I've already missed more than a week of classes, and my love can't deign to respond to my letters. You've made me lose everything, so I might as well jump through your stupid hoops."

"That's the spirit," applauded the dachshund.

"So I find these twelve jewels and then summon a demon to go defeat this Garch guy and then I can destroy the Establishment?"

"Whooooooa there, girl." The dachshund looked extremely perturbed. "The thing you hate's the Establishment?"
