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Wielding the Magic of Spite

For Shaun aka “Servidion,”

You found me questing alone in a field of Azeroth, a wandering soul searching for purpose.
You extended your hand and took me under your wing while you taught me the ropes. But
yvou also showed me the strength of friendship, the courage to face challenges, and the joy of
many shared adventures. I'll always treasure the light you brought into my life, especially at

a time when everything felt so dark.

Though you 're no longer here to see how your light still guides me, your influence remains

woven in these pages, in my heart, and in the lives of those you touched.

This is for you, and for anyone fighting battles in silence. May these words remind them that
they are not alone and that even in the darkest of hours, there is always a path to healing and
hope.

If you’re struggling, please reach out to someone.

National Suicide Prevention Lifeline

988 or 1-800-273-TALK (8255)

You are seen, you are loved, and you are worth fighting for.

Love,

“Chocolate”
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Note: Feb. 2026

As a complex trauma survivor, I’ve never known hope to be easy. It’s raw. It’s full of wiping
tears, tending bruises, and fighting to take even a single step forward when you feel like
collapsing into the ground. That is what I feel every time I try to stay informed lately. It’s
what I see in so many people who are using their voices to speak up. It’s also what I see in
some struggling to find their voice and still trying to keep their head above water in an
absolute torrent.

Like hope, this book is also raw and imperfect. I am a single mother with a special needs
child while managing my own autoimmune and nervous system disorders. I edit where and
when I can. But I think showing up imperfectly is more important than not showing up
at all. I know there will be grammatical errors or typos or some other imperfections in this
because while I’ve finished the writing, I have not finished the editing. I am still saving to be
able to hire someone for graphic design to help shape the visuals more gently than emojis.

Because in my heart, I truly believe that this is exactly the time our world needs more
imperfect hope than silence, even if just to remind each other that we are never as alone
as we may feel.

I want nothing for this or from this other than to maybe reach someone who needs a warm
light in what feels like an overwhelming and looming dark. I know that it will not be for
everyone, but I hope that it can find the ones that need it.

I see you, and I will never stop being defiantly hopeful.

-C.E. Dexheim
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This book contains discussions of sensitive topics, including trauma, abuse, mental health
challenges, and chronic illness. These reflections are deeply personal and are shared with the
intention of offering insight and encouragement to others on their journeys. Please proceed
with care and prioritize your well-being. If you find any content triggering, consider seeking

support or taking a break as needed.
Additionally, this book is based on personal experiences and is not a substitute for
professional medical or mental health advice. If you are facing health-related concerns,

please consult with a qualified professional.

This book is an invitation. Not just to read, but to step forward, to take up your sword,

to rewrite your story, and to claim the magic that has always been yours.

Before we begin, let’s lay out the path ahead...
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Introduction

The Hero’s Call to Adventure

They swore spite would destroy me, that it would leave me bitter, hollow, and lost.
But what they couldn’t see was that it was never a tether to the past. It was the fire I used to
forge the blade that cut me free, the force that propelled me forward when nothing else could.

It is the proverbial “tale as old as time” with good and evil. Light and dark. Heroes
and villains. The word spite itself drips with pettiness, like a malevolent force fueled by ill
will and harm at every turn. Like an enemy to be vanquished, a force of ruin.

The obvious choice is to cast spite as the villain and seek its opposite in love,
compassion, and devotion. But what if the story isn’t that simple? What if lingering in the
dark corners, there’s an untapped potential...something we were never taught to associate
with spite at all? Because it is there, and when we uncover it... it feels like one of the closest
things to a true source of magic we as humans will ever touch.

It doesn’t wait for permission, doesn’t ask for approval. When everything else

collapses, spite can help you rise anyway. When channeled correctly, spite doesn’t just push
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us to ‘prove them wrong’... it pushes us to redefine what success means on our own terms
and shifts the narrative from reaction to reinvention.

Spite, in its raw form, is survival. But left untamed, it scorches everything in its path.
Spite Magic tempers that fire, refining it into something that fuels growth instead of
destruction. It’s the unshaken, unrelenting whisper of No, not like this. When every other
source of strength is depleted and hope feels like a lie, spite remains like a spark in the dark
that refuses to fade out.

It’s seen as bitterness, but only because it’s not understood. Some only see the shell,
but never the fractures forming beneath like a quiet force waiting for release. Spite doesn’t
always trap you in the past... it can build that pressure until something finally ruptures. And
in that break, something new begins.

Transformation isn’t accidental. Anyone can feel the surge of spite when they’re
backed into a corner, but not everyone learns to harness it. Raw spite is just the catalyst that
burns bright, wild, untamed. Spite Magic is the craft that shapes it into something precise.
It’s the difference between swinging blindly in the dark and knowing exactly where to strike.

Even if you’ve never touched a video game in your life, you’ve been playing one
without realizing it. Life itself is an RPG, whether you know the mechanics or not. If you
have played an RPG (role-playing game), then you already know this instinctively. Even if
you’re unfamiliar with them, you already know the basics of some of these mechanics
because life works in a similar way.

In both life and games, we balance two vital resources: health and energy (a personal
resource like mana or stamina that fuels our actions). Some days, we’re fully charged, ready
to take on the world. Other days, we’re running on fumes, barely pushing through. Sound
familiar? That’s the same framework RPGs are built on.

As you progress through a game, your resource pool grows as you level, and so does
your ability to channel it effectively. A well-crafted RPG story often reveals the origins and
lore behind this energy source: how it was discovered, how past heroes misused it, and how it
can be harnessed for power or destruction.

In this case, spite may be a spark, but no one builds an empire on sparks alone. It
ignites movement when nothing else can, but movement is only the beginning. Raw defiance

isn’t enough because it’s what we forge from it that matters.

8|Page



C.E. Dexheim

The question shifts from ‘How do you keep going?’ to ‘What are you moving
toward?’ Because a journey without direction is just running in circles. That is where Spite
Magic begins to truly shine. Like uncovering a hidden magic, growth requires understanding
the forces at play. The difference between raw potential and true mastery is knowing how to
command it.

This book is about learning to master and channel that power. Like any good
adventurer, we’ll explore its origins, limitations, and hidden potential, discovering how to
harness it not as a weapon against others, but as a tool for transformation into self-love,
healing, and peace of mind.

Because spite, in its purest form, was never about tearing others down. It was always
about building yourself into something they never saw coming... someone even you never
dared to dream of becoming.

We are all players in our own unfolding story. The only question is... Are you

ready to take control of yours?
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A note to you, Adventurer.

This book is built on two things: spite and strategy.
If you’ve ever played an RPG (role-playing game), you might recognize the mechanics
woven throughout these pages. But don’t worry, no gaming experience is required to

understand or apply what’s here.

If you ever feel unsure, or if you’d like a deeper dive into the RPG elements, there’s a
guide to game mechanics at the back of the book. It breaks down how concepts like health,
resource management, and leveling up connect to Spite Magic. Think of it as a Player’s
Manual, available whenever you need it.

Most importantly: there’s no one right way to walk this path. Some will read
through first, then return for the quests. Others might take it chapter by chapter, letting each
lesson settle before moving on.

Do what works for you. This is your journey. I’ll be right here with you.

Now... let’s begin.
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Chapter 1

A Guide’s Tale
Finding a Light in the Darkness

Before we begin, I need you to know one thing: You already know what it feels like
to fight. Maybe you fought to be heard. Maybe you fought to be seen. Or maybe you fought
just to survive. But the world doesn’t hand out trophies for survival... so you’re here. And if
you’re here, it means you’re ready for something more. Survival wasn’t the final boss, it was
just the tutorial.

Think of me as a seasoned adventurer turned guide, passing you a torch lit by battle.
Every journey begins somewhere: yours, mine, all of ours. I didn’t set out knowing how this
journey would unfold. I didn’t even know I was on one. I didn't have a map... no one handed
me a guide. Every lesson in this book was carved into me through fire, failure, and moments
I barely made it through. I didn’t just learn, I’ve fought for every insight I offer you here.
And now, I’'m handing you what I never had, so you don’t have to wait in the dark like so
many have.

Maybe your path hasn’t been the same as mine. Maybe your battles have been loud,
or maybe they’ve been the kind no one else could see. But here’s what I know... resilience

takes many forms, and every hero’s journey starts with refusing to stay down.
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And if you’re here, reading this, then something in you already knows that. Maybe
you don’t even fully understand it yet... but something in you brought you here. Something in
you knows that you are not here by accident. You are here because the version of you that
survives is ready to become the version of you that thrives. And that version of you? They’re
waiting for you to take the first step.

To understand how spite can be more than just a dark force, I invite you to step into
parts of my story. This is the journey where I first learned its power, though it would take me
years to learn how to use it.

When I was younger, my safe place wasn’t a room or a person. It was my horse
named Angel, with her gleaming white coat. She had a tuft of a forelock that looked like a
little cloud, and she certainly lived up to her name. Her eyes were kind and steady, like she
knew every secret I had yet to say aloud.

The barn wasn’t just a place I visited, it was a world apart from everything else.
When I climbed onto her back, the weight I carried everywhere else seemed to dissolve into
the wind.

We would ride through fields for hours, nothing but the open sky above us and the
sound of hooves thudding against soft earth. Even now in what feels like a different lifetime,
if I close my eyes, I can still feel it... the rush of crisp air against my skin, the exhilaration
coursing through my veins as we galloped along the tree line. In those moments, I felt
untouchable and free.

At home, life looked different. Growing up, I was surrounded by love and
opportunity. My father, an immigrant from Germany, came to the United States at eleven. He
came to the land of opportunity, but his tormentor followed. My grandfather was not a kind
or gentle man to his family, and it’s not something my father speaks of often. But I’ve always
seen how he chose to be nothing like the man who raised him. He built a life that was defined
not by what he endured, but by what he refused to repeat.

My parents worked tirelessly to give my sister and me the kind of experiences that
should have made the world feel limitless with Christmas in Zimbabwe, Midsummer’s Night
in Norway, standing in front of my father’s childhood home in Germany. All lessons in
curiosity and wonder. But pain doesn’t vanish just because you can see the world. And

sometimes, even in a house filled with love, some things remain unseen.
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I learned early not to let mine show.

At home, my parents did their best to provide stability, but I often felt a quiet storm
brewing between them and my sister once she was a teenager. Dinner time could transform
into a battleground, with tension spilling over and leaving me silent. I often sat with my back
to the wall, watching, learning. When the storm passed, I would slip away, retreating into the
safety of my imagination.

One thing became clear to me: I had to protect them from seeing how much I was
struggling. I started taking on burdens in silence, thinking it was my way of helping. Some of
my earliest memories are of taking blame for things I didn’t do, accepting the punishment,
and never wavering in my decision to shield others from the fallout. It was the start of a
twisted form of resilience in bearing what I thought I had to, even at my own expense.

I remember my 13th birthday so vividly because I got to spend it at my biggest sister
Sue’s house and that was a gift in itself because I’ve always looked up to her so much. What
I remember making a wish over the candles like we all did. I wished so hard to just be
special. Though I didn’t understand then what the phrase “be careful what you wish for”
meant. [’'m not even sure [ knew what [ meant. I knew I didn’t want to keep being the burden
I always felt like, I didn’t want to keep hiding in anyone’s shadow.

I never wanted to outshine anyone, I just wanted to feel like I had a place in the light
with them. Because being in the light meant I could be seen, not looked down upon. That’s
what I thought being special was. I didn’t know that soon after I would get what I wished for,
but it wouldn’t be at all in the way I had wanted.

The small-town rumor mill came for me early. I was in seventh grade when a rumor
spread that [ had done something inappropriate with a boy who was simply my friend. I did
not even know what the crude accusations meant... this was pre-Google, after all. I was quite
content reading Jane Eyre before I really understood any of that either.

What I later discovered hurt even more. That it was someone remarkably close to me
had started the rumor, fueled by a petty disagreement and the ease with which small-town
whispers turn into roars.

From then on, I was treated as though the rumor was my identity by many. School,
once a place of learning and friendship, became a battleground of sorts full of hidden traps...

like a game where danger lurks just out of sight, waiting for you to drop your guard.
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It was never just the words. It was the way people looked at me and the assumptions
they made. Attention I didn’t want or understand, and the cruelty of people I thought were
friends making fun of me when they thought I couldn’t hear or see.

It was the way I stopped being a person and became a story instead.

I remember one day full of taunts, hands grabbing at me like a free-for-all, the nausea
bubbling in my stomach as I tried to just force a smile or laugh it off, dissociating just
enough to survive the way to the barn.

Angel was always waiting, her calm presence a stark contrast to the chaos inside me.
By the time I reached her stall, my mask crumbled. Before when I rode, it felt like I could
fly. Like the world couldn’t touch me. But this time when I climbed onto her back, I wasn’t
reaching for freedom anymore. [ was trying to keep from sinking. I lay down on her and my
tears flowed freely.

For the first time, I didn’t want to be alive anymore. I didn’t want to be me anymore.

And just like that, even the one place that had always felt safe... couldn’t stop the
world from creeping in.

Even as I sobbed into her mane, Angel showed me, without words, something I
couldn’t yet articulate. Presence. That lesson stayed with me, though it would take years to
understand the power behind it.

That moment didn’t change everything. It didn’t erase the pain or give me all the
answers. It left behind a quiet understanding that strength isn’t just about enduring
alone. Sometimes, survival means leaning into the unexpected sources of comfort that
remind us we’re still here.

But comfort doesn’t always look the way we envision. Sometimes, even when love is
present, understanding isn’t. Not because people don’t care, but because they don’t always
see what’s hidden behind a well-rehearsed smile. I had learned early how to keep my
struggles out of sight.

That’s when I learned to dissociate, a survival mechanism that became both a shield
and a prison. But I also learned to question everything. Here is where I truly learned silence
was best, and to observe everything while searching for truth hidden in the lies.

Looking back, those early experiences planted the seeds of a quiet rebellion inside

me. At the time, [ didn’t recognize it as spite. It felt more like defiance, a refusal to let the
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weight of others’ judgment crush me. But that defiance grew into a drive to prove, not to
them, but to myself, that I could rise above what they thought of me.

In that defiance, I learned that spite is something often misunderstood. It’s not just
pettiness or malice. Sure, it can be. But it can also be the spark that ignites the will to keep
going when the world tries to tear you down. It’s not about hurting others or settling some
kind of score. It’s about refusing to let their harm define you.

These early battles shaped me more than I realized at the time. They taught me to
observe, to endure, and, eventually, to fight back. Not fighting others, but the belief that I
was powerless. In an RPG, the lore, or backstory, is where we uncover the origins of the
hero’s journey. For me, this was where I began to understand the power of spite, not as a
weapon of harm, but as a tool for transformation.

And just like in any game tutorial, where you're given the bare basics before the real
challenge begins, this is the part where you realize you’ve been thrown into the deep end,
whether you were ready or not.

But don’t worry, you’re not alone in this.

Journal Entry: The Call to Adventure

Every great journey starts with a decision, though not always a dramatic one, not
always a moment of revelation. Sometimes, it’s just the quiet choice to keep going when
stopping feels easier.

Maybe you didn’t ask for the challenges you’ve faced. Maybe the world has tried to
write your story for you by casting you in roles you never agreed to, placing burdens on your
shoulders that were never yours to carry. But here’s the truth: every hero reaches a moment
when they take the pen back.

When that moment comes, it’s yours to claim.
Pause & Reflect:

e Ifyour life were a game, your personal adventure, what would its title be? (Examples:
“The Path of Healing,” “The Trial of Self-Worth,” “The Shadowed Road”)
e What challenge stands in your way right now? (Think of a real-life struggle that feels like

a boss fight, whether external or internal.)
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e Ifyou had one item in your inventory to help you, what would it be? (4 personal

strength, a lesson learned, a weapon forged in experience?)
Write it down.

This isn’t about rewriting the past, it’s about recognizing that your story is still yours to

shape.

Every hero starts somewhere. Whether they set out on their journey willingly or were
thrown into it headfirst, the path forward is always uncertain. And just like you, I had
reached a turning point. One that would pull me out of everything I knew and throw me into
something completely unfamiliar. My next quest wasn’t one I planned, but it was one that
would change everything.

When I was sixteen years old, I moved away from everyone and everything I had
ever known. It was both exhilarating and terrifying, like an escape and a leap into the
unknown. Leaving behind lifelong friends, familiar places, and the small-town rhythm of life,
I found myself in a metropolitan suburb.

For the first time in years, | felt a sense of safety, like heavy fog had lifted. The
torment I had endured in my old town seemed to dissolve. My new prestigious private school
was even smaller than my hometown’s with just eight students in my entire high school,
including myself. The change felt like a refuge and while I missed my old life, [ was
beginning to thrive in a new, intellectually challenging environment.

It was refreshing to read poetry, challenge myself to really learn, spending a week
camping on a private beach in Mexico learning how to surf for gym class and explore so
many new things. I learned some incredibly insightful lessons while there. The most
important lesson I learned was through fencing. I was quite good at it to my own surprise. |
enjoyed it and it didn’t feel like I was letting my fully closeted inner nerd be too visible. I
remember competing and it was down to just two of us.

He was in a different part of my school and not part of my usual 7 other classmates,
but I could see how hard he was trying. He wasn’t trying in a way that it was something he
wanted though. He wasn’t fighting for himself... he was fighting for his parents’ approval. I
had never felt that kind of pressure before. He wasn’t particularly skilled, but I could see the

weight of expectation crushing him.

16 |Page



C.E. Dexheim

Winning felt nice, but I didn’t need it. I had enough ribbons already. So, as he
whispered something under his breath, I heard the defeat in his voice. Then the next round I
went hard as I certainly couldn’t make it glaringly obvious, but I never took the shots I had.
So, in that final round, I made a choice. I let my guard down just enough to offer him a silent
signal. He struck. Victory.

For a little while, the heaviness he carried lifted. His smile, bright with relief, was a
quiet victory... one his parents witnessed and one he clearly needed. I knew the weight
would return in another form, but for that moment, I had helped in the only way I could. It
was one of the first times I realized that victory isn’t always about winning. Strength
sometimes means knowing when to step back, though I didn’t fully understand that lesson
then. It stayed with me, waiting for the moment I’d need it most.

Has anything stuck ever stuck with you so clearly?

Character Sheet Review: Strengths in Action

Every hero’s journey has two defining moments:
1. The moment they realize they’re a fighter: when they first refuse to be broken.
2. The moment they learn to channel their strength with purpose: when they use
what they’ve gained to lift someone else up.

So let’s take a look at yours.

The Fighter’s Moment: The moment you refused to break.

Think back to a time when you felt small, judged, or underestimated. Maybe it was a wildfire
rumor, a moment you were invisible when you needed to be seen, or a silent battle no one
knew you were fighting.

e What did it feel like?

e How did you resist, even if it was just by surviving?

e Did that moment plant the first seeds of your strength?

Write it down. Name the moment. Acknowledge what it gave you, even if it came at a cost.

The Guide’s Moment: The moment you used your strength to lift someone else.

We don’t just grow for ourselves, we grow so we can light the path for others still in the

dark. Think of a time when your struggles allowed you to help someone else. Maybe it was
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an act of kindness, a decision to let someone else win when they needed it more than you or
simply showing patience when judgment would have been easier.

e How did your past shape the way you responded?

¢ Did you recognize yourself in that person?

e How did that moment change your understanding of your own power?
Write it down.
Look at these two moments side by side. What changed?

e What traits carried through both experiences?

e How has your view of strength evolved?

e What will you take with you as you continue your hero’s journey?
Final Thought:

At first, we fight just to survive. Then, we learn to fight with purpose. Spite may start

as armor, but over time, it will become something far greater as a tool for transformation.

Your past may be filled with shadows, but that is not all you are. You are also the
light you carry forward. You are the one who chooses what comes next. And maybe... that
choice is the most powerful thing of all.

For a moment, I let myself believe | was safe. The world seemed a little lighter, the
weight on my shoulders a little easier to bear. Maybe, just maybe, I had finally stepped into
that light I wished for.

But shadows don’t just disappear. They watch. They wait. They linger at the edges,
biding their time. And the moment you begin to breathe again, the moment you think you’re
safe, they creep back in. Because peace without a solid foundation is a fragile thing. And
transformation? It isn’t accidental. It’s a choice.

I just didn’t know that as a teenager, staring at the ceiling wondering why I was still
here. Because just as quickly as peace came, it vanished.

I met someone who would forever change my life, though not in the way I had hoped.
He was charming, funny, and magnetic. But beneath his effortless charisma lay something
darker, something I couldn’t fully comprehend at the time. Truth be told, there are still times
[ don’t.

I just know that no matter where I turned, he was always there, lurking in the corner.
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To the outside world, especially to my mother, I seemed erratic, high-strung, prone to
reckless decisions. She suspected I was using drugs. I wasn’t. Enough that I was placed in a
facility for a short time. But the truth of it all? It was worse. And it was a story I have only
trusted to a few.

Because that is when my body began to fail me.

I don’t remember much about the days leading to my hospitalization, only flashes.
Disjointed and blurred, almost like someone else’s memories playing in my mind. But I
remember this: [ was dangerously thin. To a teenage girl, frailty might have felt like a twisted
achievement, proof of control, a marker of beauty or worth. But this wasn’t something |
chose.

I wasn’t just tired. [ was drowning inside my own body. My heart raced so fast I
could feel it hammering against my ribs, erratic and wild, as if it might burst. My skin
burned, soaked in sweat, every muscle trembling with exhaustion.

And still, T fought. I fought to stand. I fought to move. I fought to breathe.

And when I couldn’t fight anymore, I begged.

I pleaded with them to listen, to believe me. Something was wrong. I wasn’t making
myself sick. I was fighting to survive.

But all they saw was defiance. They locked the bathroom doors. They whispered
behind clipboards. They studied me like I was a case to solve, not a girl unraveling before
their eyes.

I was trapped inside my own failing body, and instead of reaching out a hand, they
built walls around me.

I begged for help. They gave me suspicion.

I collapsed in exhaustion. They called it control.

I wasn’t sick, I was a liar. A problem to be contained.

And when [ stopped fighting? When I let the silence take over?

They called that compliance.

[ wasn’t healing. I was being erased.

So as I did my own laundry, folded my own clothes, performed the quiet rituals of
normalcy while my body continued to betray me. I was coming apart, and no one would see

it. The weight of their doubt pressed against my chest, heavier than the sickness itself.
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One day, an aide sat near me, watching. Another silent witness, another nameless
enforcer of the rules. Or so I thought. Then, in a rare moment of acknowledgment, his voice
broke through the silence.

“I’ve seen enough people come and go to know you don’t belong here.”

For the first time, someone saw me. For the first time, [ wasn’t begging to be
believed. I wasn’t quite sure why I was there. What part of my truth was too hard to believe.
But the reality was far worse than anything they suspected. My body was betraying me in
ways no one understood... though it wasn’t long until they had to believe me, or at least stop
not believing me.

A thyroid storm, or thyrotoxicosis, can be triggered by acute stress. My body was
releasing toxic levels of thyroid hormones, causing my symptoms.

But the relief was short-lived. My body was attacking itself. And the reckoning came
in the form of a specialist who entered the room, sighed, and hesitated. Not because he didn’t
know what to say, but because he didn’t know how to say it.

He flipped over the sheet of paper with my test results, turned it sideways, and
studied it for a long moment. Then, with the edge of his pen, he drew a crude reference range
of a small bar.

Then he drew it again.

And again.

And again.

Nine more times.

Some of my levels were over nine times the entire reference range. Some? Simply
unreadable.

At seventeen years old, I was grappling with a condition that, at the time, was thought
to be rare for someone my age. The diagnosis brought relief and fear in equal measure. Relief
that I wasn’t imagining my symptoms, and fear of the long road ahead.

Because while [ finally had an answer, I knew this wasn’t over. The diagnosis
explained my symptoms, but it didn’t explain everything. Not the relentless decline. Not the
weight of it all. Not the way my body had turned on itself with such terrifying precision.

The connection between trauma and autoimmune disease wasn’t as well understood

back then. But I was starting to understand it for myself just how closely linked our minds
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and bodies are. Repeated trauma rewires the brain, altering its structure and chemistry.
Chronic stress can trigger autoimmune disorders, as if the body, perpetually in survival
mode, turns its defenses inward when it has nothing left to fight. My body’s betrayal felt like
proof of everything cruel people had said about me. Deep down, I believed I deserved this
suffering.

I thought the hard part was behind me, not knowing what I was facing. The recovery
was grueling. My body was forced out of survival mode, leaving me in agony. I had to stop
attending school to stay in bed, sometimes with a portable heart monitor attached to me and
cords tangled all over the place.

There were times I slept over twenty hours a day and still felt exhausted. My muscles,
long tense from the constant fight-or-flight response, screamed in protest as they began to
relax. The pain was unrelenting, and I begged my still-racing heart to stop altogether. I felt
trapped in a half-existence, unable to see a way forward.

During this time, my mom and I lived alone in a five-bedroom house. My sister was
away at college. My dad was still back in our hometown, trying to sell our old house and
finish his job before retiring. My mom worked long hours as a teacher, leaving me alone for
most of the day. It was the pre-social media era. And the isolation was suffocating.

Life didn’t stop. Not for me. Not for anyone. The world doesn’t wait for the people
left behind. I knew that. I knew why friends stopped checking in. I knew why the calls faded
from daily to weekly to never.

It wasn’t their fault. They were going to football games on Friday nights. They were
getting their driver’s licenses, picking out dresses for prom. They were moving forward.

And I was standing still.

At first, I tried. I forced myself to call back, to act normal, to pretend I was still part
of something. But time passed, and the distance stretched, and I realized I wouldn’t have
known what to say anyway.

How are you?

Dying, but not dead. Breathing, but not living.

So I stopped answering. And slowly, the silence became mutual. And then, it was just

me. Alone.
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Days bled into nights that blurred into weeks as I was left alone with my thoughts,
often in the lonely hours of the night. Time stopped making sense. Some days, I slept for
hours. Sometimes twenty. Sometimes none. I woke up when it was dark, slept when it was
light, or maybe it was the other way around. I lost track. The clock didn’t matter anymore.

Somehow, it felt safer that way.

Less expectation. Less proof of everything I was missing.

My sick room, wedged between the bathroom and the kitchen, became my entire
world. Before, I had the fields. I had the wind, the rush of freedom in my veins. Now, I had
nothing but four walls and a body that refused to move. As I’d lie in bed for hours, I’d stare
at the ceiling, the walls, the trees through the window, and at the paintings on the walls, the
still images coming to life in the stories I wove inside my head.

Worlds where pain didn’t define me, where I was free again to feel the wind against
my cheek and hear the sound of hoofbeats in tandem. Where I could be something more than
just fragile, trapped in a half-life. Waiting. Existing.

I let my imagination run free, convincing myself that this was just something I had to
get through. That there had to be some kind of balance in life, that I was simply getting the
hard parts out of the way now to make space for the good. The fields were still there, waiting.
I just didn’t know if I’d ever reach them again.

Sometimes, [ would make it to the kitchen for a glass of water or wake in the middle
of the night, so ill that my body simply refused to carry me any further. The cold, hard tile
floor would claim me, and I would be a defeated heap, stranded there for hours. I begged for
the pain to end. For my body to just give up already. For my heart, hammering in my chest
like it was trying to escape, to finally stop. I whispered it into the darkness, over and over.
Please, just let this end.

Often, I could crawl, a little at a time, dragging myself forward, collapsing, and
starting again. Inch by inch, breath by breath. The cycle repeated, brutal and endless. Every
breath, the agony renewed itself. The pain and utter fatigue were suffocating, as if [ didn’t
even have the energy to breathe... yet somehow, I kept doing it.

Not because I wanted to. Not because I believed things would get better. But because

if life was going to try to break me, I was going to make it work for it.
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If I could crawl, I could keep going. Even if I had to drag myself forward out of pure,
bitter refusal to let this be the end.

Despite the darkness, there were glimmers of light. One night, when my dad was
visiting, he sat by my side and read to me. I remember him using a silly voice for one of the
characters, making me smile for the first time in what felt like forever. Moments like these
reminded me that [ wasn’t entirely alone.

Over time, something inside me shifted. If I could reach back to that version of me...
the one drowning, the one who couldn’t see a way forward...I would tell her: You won'’t
understand this yet. But one day, it will make sense.

But in that moment, I had nothing. No answers. No revelations. Just the cold tile
beneath me, quiet tears slipping down my face, and the brutal truth pressing into my chest: I
didn’t want to be here anymore.

But I was.

Not everyone ignored me. Not everyone failed me. But the ones who did? They
taught me what it felt like to disappear while still standing in the room. I have never feared
being alone. I have feared being unseen. It took me a long time to learn the difference.

I had spent so long begging to be heard, and then begging for the pain to stop, only to
be met with a gaze of pity while still remaining unseen. Since then, I have always tried to be
a warm light. But never as bright as the sun.

Because it wasn’t the brightness of the sun that learned to crawl. It wasn’t the sun that
was begging to die. And that light, that inner fire, that is never mine to take from someone
else.

But if | was going to stay invisible, then I would have to burn so bright inside that I
would have no choice but to stay vibrant. / would be my own damn sun. And if I was still
here, still breathing, then I had two choices: keep falling or start crawling.

That became my story. My mantra. Not hope. Not faith. Just sheer, unrelenting spite.
If I can’t walk, I will crawl. If I can’t crawl, I will claw my way forward. And slowly, I
started to believe that maybe, just maybe, this pain wasn’t just suffering. Maybe it was
making space for something else. Something stronger. Something sharp-edged, battle-forged,
and furious. Resilience. Empathy. Strength. Not gifts, not lessons I wanted, but the ones I

would carry forward.
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I found escape where I could. In stories, in fleeting moments of light, and
unexpectedly, in video games. They became the lifeline I didn’t know I needed. Watching
my dad play, or playing with him, were some of my earliest memories. They were more than
a distraction, they were tethers reminding me of something beyond sickness. Something
steady when everything else had fallen away.

I played and replayed “Ocarina of Time,” finding solace in solving puzzles and
completing quests. When I played, I wasn’t sick. I wasn’t trapped in a body that betrayed me.

The game gave me what life couldn’t. Progress. A reason to keep trying. A way to
silence the pain, even for a little while. To focus on what I could control. In a game, progress
was measurable. I knew what the next step was. Life didn’t offer that. But in a game? I could
keep moving forward, even when I couldn’t in real life.

By the time I was nineteen, my Grave’s Disease went into remission. I made it back
to the open fields with the wind on my face and the cantering rhythm of Angel beneath me. I
thought the hardest part of my life was behind me. I was hopeful, even naive, believing I
could forever close that chapter of my life and begin dreaming again. What I didn’t realize
was that the journey was far from over. The years of facing my demons had taught me to
survive, but thriving would require a new kind of strength.

Looking back, I see now that these years weren’t just something I survived. They had
begun to build me. They taught me the value of persistence, the importance of self-
awareness, and the power of reframing my perspective. Most importantly, they proved that
even in the darkest moments, there is a spark of light...a source of magic, waiting to be
uncovered.

Spite didn’t weigh me down. It pushed me forward. When everything else was
drained, it became the reserve I never expected to have. And it wasn’t just my body that had
to adapt, it was my entire way of thinking. Because like any good RPG, the moment you start
understanding the mechanics... everything changes.

But if [ was going to fight for myself, I needed to know who I was fighting for.
Before any quest begins, a hero must understand themselves: their strengths, their
weaknesses, and the choices that shape them. The greatest of life’s battles aren’t fought with

weapons, they’re fought with self-awareness.
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I didn’t start this journey knowing who I was fighting for. At first, I just fought to
survive. But surviving isn’t the same as knowing yourself, it’s just keeping your head above
water. And at some point, [ had to ask: Who am [ when I’'m not just trying to endure?

Every RPG starts with character creation: name, appearance, starting stats. But we
don’t get to choose ours; someone else hit the randomize button. We didn’t pick our
birthplace, our starting traits, or the baggage we were handed. But just like in any game, our
beginning does not define us; it is what we build from here that shapes our journey.

Now, here we are. Not just enduring, but choosing. And that means it’s time to decide

how we move forward.

25|Page



Wielding the Magic of Spite

&= You’ve gained experience and unlocked new skills & abilities. Keep pushing forward,
Adventurer!

@ XP Gained — The First Step into the Unknown
You’ve taken your first step; not just into a new journey, but into claiming your story as
your own. Spite isn’t just a reaction; it’s a tool waiting to be used.

New Skill Unlocked — The Call to Adventure

Recognizing that your story isn’t set in stone is the first step toward rewriting it.

New Abilities Unlocked:

Spite Magic — You can now wield spite as fuel, refusing to let others define you.
4, Lorekeeper’s Torch — Your story is yours to tell, shape, and reclaim.
(] Reclaiming the Narrative — The past informs you, but it doesn’t define you.

(XP Gained is our way of tracking what we’ve learned, just like leveling up in a game. New
Skill & Abilities Unlocked highlights a key takeaway that strengthens our build)
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Chapter 2

Character Customization

Building the Hero Within

In any adventure, your starting ‘stats’ determine how you interact with the world.
Some traits, like agility, intelligence, or temperament, might come naturally. Others like
resilience are molded through experience, shaped by battles fought and lessons learned. As
we grow, we refine our strengths, learn to mitigate our weaknesses, and ultimately decide
what kind of adventurer we will become.

This is where we choose our class, not as something assigned to us, but as something
we step into In RPGs, our class defines not just our skills, but how we approach the
challenges ahead. Some fight head-on, some plan and strategize, some move unseen, and
some focus on healing and support. In life, we do the same thing, even if we’ve never
thought of it in these terms. This is where we step into our role, not as something assigned to

us, but as something we claim.
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Customization Begins Now

Before we dive any deeper into my journey, take a moment to consider your own.
You didn’t choose your starting stats... none of us did. We were thrown into this world with
a random roll of the dice, shaped by forces beyond our control. But now, you get to make a
choice.

- You get to define who you are.
- You get to decide who you will become.

It doesn’t matter if life handed you a bad roll, if your starting zone was unforgiving,
or if the odds were stacked against you. This is where you take control. This is where you
customize your build.

e What do you believe are your greatest strengths?
e What traits or patterns have you inherited that you wish to keep?
e What lessons or beliefs do you no longer want to carry?

e  Who do you aspire to be, and why?

Write it down.

This is the first step in creating your own character sheet. You don’t need all the answers yet,
this is just a starting point. Before I understood what I could become, I had to face who I was

told to be. That journey started long before I even realized I was on it.

Your past may have shaped you, but the path forward is yours to define. Some traits
we are born with while others are forged through experience. Now, you decide what to carry
forward and what to leave behind. As we step into character customization, we have to ask:
What do we keep? What do we unlearn? What strengths do we want to cultivate? These
choices shape not just our character sheet, but our future.

We all have our own stories, shaped by experiences and the demons they created. In
many ways, trauma is almost inevitable; after all, we were raised for the world as it was, not
the world as it is now. That’s not to imply ill intent, society simply didn’t know any better or
believed they were doing what was best. History is full of practices once considered normal

but later proven harmful.
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For example, smoking was allowed everywhere and socially acceptable, even during
pregnancy, until science revealed its dangers. As knowledge evolved, so did our standards.
While perhaps not as drastic, the same concept can be true of many parenting or interpersonal
relationship practices that we have since learned how to handle differently. Yet without the
proper tools and self-awareness, we will often carry around those antiquated practices we
were raised with and wonder why we are falling short. That is also not considering a litany of
other factors such as education, socioeconomic status, and family dynamics to name a few.

There is no cookie-cutter childhood nor are we all programmed identically to
experience it the same. That complexity is the beauty of humanity: we are the sum of our
experiences and the way we interpret them. You and I could go through the exact same event
and come out with a completely distinct experience of it. In fact, it is the entire notion of the
Nature vs. Nurture debate that has been around for much longer than I have.

We’ve already explored how we choose our class, or the kind of adventurer we will
become. In life, we get that choice too. Not just who we are, but who we want to be. Who
inspires us? Who do we admire and wish to emulate? And just as importantly, who do we
want to ensure we are nothing like?

I didn’t just want to be nothing like the people who have hurt me... I wanted to make
sure I was the person who didn’t look away when I saw someone else hurting, like I had felt
so many had done to me. I didn’t want to be the person that made someone else question
their reality, I wanted to be what I needed in my darkest times. Perhaps in my younger and
more naive times, a part of me wanted to offer them the salvation I so desperately wanted.
Though I never believed that I could fix someone or that I had to save them. I always hoped
instead that I could simply be a small lantern in the dark to those who can’t seem to find their
own yet. Mine just happens to burn using spite magic as its fuel.

It’s an uncomfortable word really: Spite. One people flinch at, a force they associate
with pettiness, bitterness, or malice. From the time we’re young, we’re told to be kind, to
forgive, to be the bigger person. Spite doesn’t fit into that narrative. Because it doesn’t kneel,
doesn’t surrender, and refuses to make itself small for the comfort of others.

And yet, it has carried many through the darkest moments of their lives; not out of

hope, not out of love, not from some shining beacon of inspiration, but from the sheer,
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unrelenting refusal to let the world have the last word. It’s the whispered No. I’m not done
yet. The last ember in the fire when everything else has burned away.

And that spark? It’s enough. Sometimes, it’s the magic we need.

When the world knocks you down, when grief, betrayal, and loss hollow you out,
people love to say, “Just stay positive,” or “Everything happens for a reason.” But what
happens when positivity isn’t enough? What happens when hope feels like a lie? When
there’s nothing left but raw, bloody-knuckled determination to keep going just to prove you
can? That’s where spite lives.

It’s power reclaimed. It is the ultimate act of defiance against every person, every
system, every voice that ever said, you can’t. It is a refusal to be erased, to be dismissed, to
be broken. It is the grit in your teeth and the steel in your spine when nothing else remains.

I never have to look far for a reminder of unkindness. I can look down at the top of
my hands and see souvenirs left from what feels like an entirely different life. A couple burn
marks from cigarettes put out on my skin or nails being dug into my skin until I bled, leaving
scars that have served as inescapable mementos for over half my life. I even have a favorite
one; one that formed a tiny little heart on my left index finger. Perhaps the ugliest one is the
one that stretches most of the distance along my forearm, glaringly obvious if I am not
wearing long sleeves.

It is the ugliest to me not because it is the largest, but because it is a token of
unkindness to myself. It was not intentional, but it was a result of my own stubbornness and
keeping myself in a situation where I was not valued, loved, or appreciated.

But all these moments, all these lessons, have something in common: hindsight.
Every experience we’ve ever had is filtered through the lens of now. We look back with
knowledge we didn’t have then, questioning ourselves, Why didn’t I see it sooner? How did I
not know? Maybe you’ve asked yourself the same.

I’ve lived that torment too, replaying moments I didn’t understand at the time,
searching for answers that always seemed just out of reach. And if you’re here, if you’ve
made it to this page, you’re ready to learn that before you decide who you want to become,

you have to understand who you were told you were.
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Recognizing our past is only the first step. Understanding why we fought the way we
did and why we adapted the way we did are just the foundations of self-awareness, but
knowledge alone isn’t enough. In every game, understanding your stats is not just about
knowing where you started but about choosing where you are going next.

Your class, your build, your strengths, and your weaknesses all shape how you
approach the game ahead. And now, with this awareness, it is time to do the same for
yourself. To decide not just who you have been, but who you are becoming.

Before we build our character sheet, we have to acknowledge what shaped us. Our
starting stats, our earliest lessons, the messages we were given... some were helpful, and
some were burdens we never asked for. And yet, we carried them, sometimes without even
realizing how much they shaped our choices.

The greatest illustration of this I have ever come across of this describes the
differences in how we see the same ultrasound picture before and after a baby is born. Before
they are born, we often wonder what they will look like or even generalize the facial features
we can make out in the ultrasound. However, after they are born and we meet them, we look
at that same ultrasound picture and apply our knowledge of what they do look like to those
facial features. We can see them in it, and we can’t go back to that state of wondering what
they could possibly look like.

That same concept holds true when we look back on our past situations, experiences,
and encounters. We often wonder why or how we couldn’t see all the signs that are so
glaringly obvious to us now. That is because they weren’t presenting to us as signs. They
only did that after we learned the result, and now we can’t go back and unsee that. The
importance of this is to recognize that you did not know what you know now, you didn’t
know better. That does not mean there’s nothing to be learned from it or that in some cases it
negates accountability.

It is just so important that we make that distinction when we do revisit those old
wounds that we make sure we are giving ourselves the grace and forgiveness we need for not
being able to see into the future.

If we fail to make that distinction when looking to see what we could maybe learn

from our experience, we unknowingly place ourselves in an unwinnable situation. Our focus
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shifts away from what we can truly learn and take away from it and ends up clinging to self-

degradation or beratement.

Journal Entry — The Lens of Now

1. Looking back through the lens of now, what are some strengths you’ve gained from
your experiences that you didn’t recognize at the time?

2. Through the lens of now, are there beliefs, habits, or patterns you inherited that no
longer serve you? Which ones do you want to keep, and which do you want to
unlearn?

3. Ifyou were to meet your past self, what would you say to them? What do you wish
they had known?

4. As you build your character now, who do you aspire to become? What lessons from

the past can you refine into strengths for the future?

Applying the Lens of Now:

If I had been given those reflection questions back then, I wouldn’t have known how
to answer them. As a child, I didn’t see myself as strong. I didn’t understand that the things |
was enduring weren’t just happening to me, they were shaping me. I wouldn’t have believed
that one day, 1'd look back with a different perspective.

But time has a way of revealing truths we weren’t ready to see. Sometimes, the
hardest moments are the ones that define our path forward. And often, those moments begin
in places we never expected.

For me, one of those moments happened at my grandmother’s birthday, when

childhood innocence collided with a darkness I didn’t yet have the words for.

And so, another great journey began here for me, though it took me a long time to
fully understand that concept. Revisiting a time in my life when I was still a child, it wasn’t
long before what felt like nightmare just turned into an actual hell for me and my torment. |
hadn’t even started my first day of high school when it was my grandmother’s 80" birthday
party and the whole family came together for it. My grandma and I always had a close

relationship, she was always such a source of inspiration in the life that she had to live during
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the war and how fiercely yet gracefully she overcame everything. That, and she’d always sit
across from me at a restaurant so she could distract my parents and pass me her beer.

Computers were on the rise, and we were using them more. [ was even e-mailing with
my cousin in California that I admired. I remember being so excited that the whole family
would be there. I hadn’t seen her in ages, and she was pregnant with her first child. My adult
sisters and my niece would also be there, and I was finally looking forward to something.

My sister and I looked very much alike by this time, sometimes we could even pass
for twins. So even despite her sharp tongue and cruel words at times, I still very much looked
up to her. I remember the first days we had recently gone to an amusement park and done
one of those old-time Western photo shoots with my dad. My sister pinched my arm so hard
as she whispered another barrage of insults to me, something about how I ruined the picture
by being in it and I’d never be as pretty as she or my other two sisters were.

I remember trying so hard not to make a sound and holding back how deeply those
words cut into me. [ didn’t know why I wouldn’t be, I just knew that [ wasn’t. I was just the
abomination that she always thought me to be, and I can remember feeling so guilty for
ruining their almost perfect photo by existing.

Looking at it from the lens of now, I know now that my sister wasn’t treating me this
way because she was cruel. She was being bullied herself and redirecting it to me was a way
of restoring some of the feelings that had been taken away by others. Though I didn’t
understand that at the time, it wasn’t until perhaps much later I realized that was her fight
with her own demons that I was taking the brunt of. It would take me even longer to learn
that confronting those demons is the only way to stop them from lashing out at the wrong
targets.

We all began celebrating my grandma’s birthday week with the cases of champagne
that had been lining the inside of her garage. Laughter was always abundant whenever all my
uncles were together. Though I was clearly not old enough to partake in all the activities, I
did get to drink champagne too since I was amongst only family all safe outside on a lovely
summer night in Ohio. My mother was not too thrilled about my partaking in some
champagne, and I hadn’t had all that much.

But as soon as she went to bed, I was able to let loose a little more and experience

being drunk for the first time in my life. I don't remember everything beforehand as |
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couldn’t tell you what the conversation was about, but I do remember that for just a little bit,
I forgot about the nightmare I was living most of the time.

As T also learned that night, the more I drank, the more I had to use the restroom. I
excused myself and made my way to the back of my grandma’s house where my aunt from
Germany was staying since she was still out with all the festivities. It was also always the
room [ stayed in whenever I visited, so it was just the first comfort [ sought. The room had a
small hallway and entryway with a bathroom door off to the left. I was in my own little world
and altered state that I hadn’t noticed anyone either following me or coming into the room
behind me, so [ was completely caught off guard when I turn back into that little hallway to
running straight into my dear cousins' husband.

It wasn’t long before his hands were all over me along with his lips. Even over twenty
years later, I can remember telling him that I’m not my cousin and he was making a mistake.
He seemed truly clear in his intentions and my next thought was to inform him that I am not
my sister, thinking he had just made some terrible miscalculation and he meant to find her. I
am the nobody, after all. Because in my drunk teenage mind, that is one of the first question
that came into play.

I thought it was all sort of some weird dream, so when I woke up the next morning I
just acted as thought it was just that. Except over the course of that week, he would always
follow me, taking any moment of time I had alone to take advantage. I’ve played it in my
head so much over the years as penance for being such a terrible person, as it was clearly just
further proof of the pathetic person that [ was always told I was. It didn’t seem to matter to
me that [ was an actual child who had already been traumatized on end or that I held myself
to the same standards as an adult as some of my most cherished memories also came with the
reminder of my most haunted ones.

It was neither the first nor the last time I would hold myself to adult-level standards
before ever reaching adulthood. Adolescence brought its own trials, including moments of
profound betrayal, that shattered my sense of safety, left me questioning my worth, and
struggling with feelings of shame and confusion. Looking back, this marked a pivotal
moment in my life’s story because this dark period is what laid the foundation for me to learn
how deeply unresolved pain can help guide and shape the person that we wish to become

despite it all.
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But survival alone isn’t transformation. It’s only the beginning. Pain may have
shaped me, but what if I could shape it in return?

In order to do that, to know who I wanted to be... I had to revisit that time to see who,
and what, I had been. Did I simply need to work on certain aspects or change just about
everything as if [ was swapping specializations? Let’s keep that question in mind because in
the same way an RPG asks you to pick your class or attributes, your emotional journey
requires reflection on how you will approach the challenges ahead. This quest isn’t just about
understanding where you’ve been but deciding who you are now and who you wish to
become.

The past experiences we can describe are like the character stats, those are the
attributes we’ve been given. Now, we’re choosing how to build your emotional resilience
and self-awareness. In RPGs, class selection determines how you approach challenges. Some
classes thrive in direct combat, while others focus on agility, strategy, or support. Finding a
playstyle that fits your strengths can help you navigate emotional challenges more
effectively. As we explore, remember spite is the hidden power source that fuels these
choices.

Do you wield it as an unbreakable shield, a strategic tool, or a force for defiance?
Some adventurers take the hits and protect others. Some heal and restore strength. Others
strike fast, focusing on precision and adaptability. Different roles, different strengths. In life,
we do the same. Recognizing how you instinctively use spite will help you refine it into a
skill rather than a burden. No matter your class, spite isn’t just a reaction, it’s a resource and
how you wield it determines how you rise. It manifests differently depending on how you
wield it. Some channel it into sheer endurance, standing unshaken like a Warrior. Others
sharpen it into precision, a quiet but deadly drive, like a Rogue. Some wield it with
calculation, a long game of mastery like a Mage, while others transmute it into resilience,
using it to heal like a Cleric.

We inherit beliefs, behaviors, and expectations from those who came before us, often
without questioning if they truly serve us. Some lessons we outgrow, others we refine, but
the key is recognizing that we are not bound by them. The same is true for our playstyles. We

might recognize ourselves in one today, another tomorrow, or a mix of several at once. Most
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of us blend approaches, shifting as we grow. Spite isn’t just one thing either; it’s not about

being locked into a single path, but about choosing how we harness it.

Quest: Harnessing Spite —

Choosing Your Class & Playstyle

Now that we’ve examined our past through a new lens, let’s put that insight to use. Every

adventurer needs a class so let’s find yours.

Objective: Every adventurer needs a class, and in this journey, your playstyle determines

how you navigate challenges. Spite isn’t just raw defiance, it’s a resource that fuels different
strengths. Whether you wield it as armor, strategy, or motivation, how you channel it shapes

your path forward.

The Four Core Playstyles

Warrior (Tank— Endurance and Determination)

You take the hits and keep going. Warriors refuse to fall, relying on sheer willpower to
weather any storm. Spite becomes their armor, a relentless force that keeps them standing
when nothing else will. But even the strongest tanks need to rest and recover, or their armor
will crack.

Reflection:

—> Are you truly healing, or just absorbing damage until you can’t anymore?

-> Are you using spite to grow stronger, or just refusing to fall?

Rogue (Evasion — Adaptability and Precision)

You move through challenges by finding another way rather than facing them head-on.
Quick-thinking and adaptable, Rogues outmaneuver problems, but too much evasion can

leave things unresolved. Spite becomes their edge, a sharpened blade used to prove their
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worth and dismantle expectations. But dodging too long means never confronting what needs
to be faced.

Reflection:

- Do you sidestep emotional discomfort instead of facing it directly?

—> Are you using spite to prove yourself, or to avoid hard truths?

Mage (Strategic Precision — Thoughtful Mastery & Adaptation)

You analyze before you act. Mages channel spite into knowledge and control, turning every
doubt into a calculated response. But overthinking can lead to paralysis; spite must be
wielded, not just studied.

Reflection:

—> Do you balance planning with action, or do you get stuck preparing instead of
progressing?

—> Are you using spite to act, or getting lost in proving your intelligence?

Cleric (Healing & Restoration — Compassion as a Guide)

You prioritize emotional healing, both for yourself and others. Clerics wield spite in the
most unexpected way: by proving that kindness is a strength. But constantly healing others
without caring for yourself leads to burnout.

Reflection:

- Are you making time for your own restoration, or do you focus entirely on others?

—> Are you using spite to empower yourself, or only to uplift others?

Character Sheet:

Who You Are vs. Who You’re Becoming

Your character sheet is a snapshot of your strengths, challenges, and areas for growth. You
are not locked into one role, you are evolving. Think of this as your progress log: a living
document tracking where you are now versus where you’re going. This is about awareness,

so you can intentionally shape your own progression, not limitation.
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Attribute

Where I Am

Now

Where I Want to

Be 4

Resilience — “I can take hits and keep moving
forward.”

Adaptability — “I adjust when things don’t go
as planned.”

Emotional Awareness — “I understand and
process my emotions.”

Self-Advocacy — “I stand up for myself when
needed.”

Boundaries — “I protect my time, energy, and
well-being.”

Connection — “I cultivate relationships that

support me.”

Reflection:
- Which traits do you naturally excel in?

—> Which ones do you want to develop further?

-> Which ones no longer serve you in their current form?

Your Playstyle:

[]

[]

[]

[]

[]

[]

Who You Are vs. Who You Want to Be

(What role do you play in your own story?)

[]

[]

[]

[]

[]

[]

Your playstyle is how you naturally approach challenges, but it can evolve. You are

not confined to one role. Some days you’re a Warrior, some days a Rogue. Sometimes you

analyze like a Mage, and other times, you heal like a Cleric.

You are allowed to be all of them.
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Where Il Am  Where I Want

Playstyle Now t0 Be L
The Warrior — “I endure and push through [] [ ]
challenges with sheer will.”
The Rogue — “I find ways around obstacles [] [ ]
and adapt to survive.”
The Mage — “I strategize, analyze, and seek [] []
knowledge before acting.”
The Cleric — “I prioritize healing, connection, [ ] [ ]

and growth for myself and others.”
Reflection:
-> Do you resonate most with one class, or do you blend several?

- Where do you naturally fall now vs. where you want to be?

- What small shifts could bring you closer to the adventurer you aspire to become?

Skill Tree: Unlocking Your Next Level
Every level-up starts with a single choice. What skill will you develop next?

Skill to Why It Matters  How to Start

Develop
Emotional Helps me withstand | Practice
Resilience life’s difficulties recognizing my
without shutting emotions without
down. judgment.
Self-Trust Helps me make Identify one small
decisions without decision to make

constant self-doubt. | without

overthinking.
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Setting Protects my time, Start with one

Boundaries energy, and mental | small “no” where

health. I’d usually say yes.
Courage to Allows me to Choose one
Speak Up advocate for moment to express
myself. my needs clearly.
Reframing Turns my Recognize where
Spite into experiences into spite has fueled me,
Power motivation for and direct it
growth. toward progress.

Reflection:

—> What skill feels most urgent for you to work on?
- What’s one step you can take this week to start developing it?

- How will mastering this skill change the way you navigate your journey?

Next Steps: Equipping Yourself for the Journey Ahead

e Pick your first upgrade — Choose one area to focus on first.

e Take action — Write down one small, doable step that moves you closer to the
adventurer you want to become.

e Embrace the process — Your character sheet isn’t set in stone; it’s a living document.
You’re always evolving, always leveling up.

Quest Completion:

You’ve defined your strengths, identified your playstyle, and chosen your next
evolution.

You’ve recognized spite as a tool, not just a reaction.

You’ve begun crafting your unstoppable build.

Of course, in many RPGs, characters don’t fit neatly into one class, some are a hybrid

of skills, blending strength and strategy, resilience and adaptability. The same is true in life.
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You are not confined to a single way of navigating challenges. It’s important to reiterate that
some days you’re a Warrior, pushing through with sheer determination. Other days, you’re a
Rogue, finding a way around obstacles or fading into the shadows. There are moments when
you strategize like a Mage, and times when you heal, both yourself and others, like a Cleric.
You are allowed to be all of them. Y our playstyle isn’t fixed and it evolves as you do. That’s
not a flaw, it’s a strength. But choosing our class isn’t about strength alone. It’s about how
you channel the fire inside you. And for many of us, that fire is spite.

At different points in my life, I’ve played them all. The Tank, absorbing every hit and
pushing forward. The Rogue, slipping through the cracks, unseen. The Mage, overanalyzing,
looking for an answer in the stars. And the Cleric, trying to heal others when I hadn’t healed
myself. We are never just one thing. We shift, adapt, and grow.

Every time doubt creeps in, remember... spite magic is about showing up when the
world expects you to disappear. Leveling up when they think you’ll fail. But most of all, it’s
about taking control of your own story. Every choice you make sharpens your build, every
lesson learned adds to your spellbook. This is Spite Magic in action. This is your story, and
you are the one who writes the ending.

So, let them say what they will. Let them call it ugly, let them misunderstand.
Because while they speak, while they judge, while they doubt, you will be rising. You will be
turning their doubt into armor, their dismissal into momentum, their underestimation into the
thing that sharpens you into something unstoppable.

Spite isn’t about proving them wrong. It’s about proving yourself right. And that is
why you keep going. The past shaped you, but it doesn’t get the last word. That’s yours to
write. So pick up your sword and let them underestimate you... They won’t see what’s

coming.
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i XP Gained — New Lease on Life

You’ve examined your past through a new lens, recognizing what shaped you, what served
you, and what you’re ready to leave behind. You’ve started defining not just where you’ve

been, but where you want to go.

New SKkill Unlocked — The Lens of Now

The ability to look at your past with clarity instead of judgment. Understanding your
experiences doesn’t mean dwelling in them, it means learning how to move forward with

awarencess.

New Abilities Unlocked:
S Hindsight Clarity — You can now identify past lessons without getting stuck in regret.

Instinctive Playstyle Recognition — You have a clearer understanding of how you
naturally respond to challenges (Warrior, Rogue, Mage, Cleric).

Adaptable Spite — Your spite is no longer a blunt force; it evolves with you. Whether as
endurance (Warrior), precision (Rogue), strategy (Mage), or resilience (Cleric), you wield it
with intent.
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Chapter 3

Starting Zone
Mapping the Path Ahead

You’ve begun shaping the adventurer you aspire to be, so now it’s time to take your
first real steps into becoming them. Reflection has given you insight. Now, action will define
your path. Before we fully enter the starting zone, the space to test and refine our abilities, we
need to establish our direction. Think of it as a training ground before the real adventure
begins. Here we’ll take on quests that may seem simple on the surface but hold deeper
lessons in self-discovery and growth. But this isn’t about just picking qualities we like and
copying them. True character-building means digging deeper to uncover what genuinely
matters to us.

Every adventurer needs a place to rest before the next battle. This is our campfire
stop: the Adventurer’s Hearth. A space to gather strength, sharpen skills, and prepare for
the road ahead. The journey continues soon, but for now, take this moment: breathe, regroup,
and ready yourself. This is where we turn lessons into tools, experiences into strategy, and
potential into a plan. Life demands these same pauses: moments to regroup, recharge, and

refocus before pressing onward. You’re about to choose your path forward, but before you
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do, take a breath. Feel the weight of what you’re carrying, the fire of spite starting to burn
inside you, and the endless possibilities ahead.

The starting zone is about setting a course. So, how do you know you're ready?
Maybe it's the quiet defiance whispering that you refuse to stay where you've been. Or the
first glimpses of the person you could become. Maybe you're simply done letting others write
your story. Whatever sparked this journey, one truth is certain: you’ve already taken the
hardest step by choosing to move forward.

Up to this point, we’ve reflected on the strengths and scars that brought us here. Now,
it’s time to wield those experiences by transforming them into something usable. Remember,
spite isn’t just defiance, it is endurance sharpened into direction. It fueled your survival, but
now, we use it with intent. Now we turn doubt into determination and setbacks into strategy.

Now that you’ve discovered how you face challenges, it’s time to decide where to go
next. You decide how this fire fuels you. It doesn’t just reject the expectations placed on you;
it repurposes them. So let’s take the next step. Let’s refine your build and channel that fire

into something unstoppable.

The Adventurer’s Roadmap

1. The Terrain Ahead — Understanding the Path Before You

Every map has terrain: rolling hills of strengths, jagged cliffs of self-doubt, winding paths of
uncertainty. The journey ahead isn’t just about where you want to go, it’s about navigating
what stands between you and your goal. Some challenges will be external (circumstances,
expectations, setbacks), while others will be internal (limiting beliefs, self-doubt, old

wounds). Recognizing both is key to charting a successful course.

Ask yourself:
o What strengths will help me traverse this terrain?
e What obstacles do I anticipate facing?

e What past lessons can I use to navigate challenges?
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2. Waypoints — Milestones That Mark Your Progress
Every adventurer marks waypoints: milestones that signal how far they 've come and what
lies ahead. These are moments to pause, reassess, and ensure you re still heading in the right
direction.
Setting Your Waypoints:

e Short-Term Waypoints: What small steps can I take this week/month?

e Mid-Term Waypoints: What progress do I want to see in six months?

o Final Destination: Who is the version of me waiting at the end of this road?

3. Scouting the Path

Every journey has terrain: some paths are clear, while others are riddled with unseen
challenges. Before we start charting your way forward, let’s take a moment to survey the
landscape ahead. What will help you? What might try to hold you back?
The Lay of the Land — Obstacles & Hazards
Not every challenge is visible right away. Some obstacles are external (society,
circumstances, unsupportive people), while others are internal (self-doubt, fear, old
conditioning). Take a moment to assess your terrain:

o What external factors might challenge my progress?

o What internal habits, thoughts, or fears might slow me down?

o How can I prepare for these challenges in advance?
Example:
“I know that fear of failure keeps me from starting things, so I’ll create small, achievable

steps instead of overwhelming myself.”

The Hidden Trails — Strengths & Unexpected Advantages
Not all advantages are obvious. Hidden trails, and trials, reveal themselves only when we
start moving forward. What existing strengths or unexpected opportunities might you
have that could help?

o What skills, traits, or experiences do I already have that will support me?

o Are there unexpected resources or allies I haven’t fully tapped into?
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e Where have I already proven my resilience, even if [ didn’t realize it at the time?
Example:
“I've already overcome difficult situations before. If I could survive that, I can survive this

1

next step, too.’

4. The Quest Log — Turning Plans into Action
Knowing your path is one thing...walking it is another. The Quest Log is where your choices
turn into action, and every decision carves the path ahead.
Your Quest Log:
e Main Quest: What is my ultimate goal for this journey?
e Side Quests: What smaller steps will help me get there?

e Checkpoints: What progress markers will I use to stay on track?

No adventurer completes their story overnight. But step by step, choice by choice, you
carve your path forward. The journey ahead will challenge you, but with every step forward,
you will refine your character and sharpen your skills.

As you continue, remember that the choices you make define your path. Keep pushing
forward, embrace the lessons that come your way, and trust in your ability to level up. The

adventure is just beginning!

Defining who we want to be means also acknowledging who we refuse to become.
Have you ever felt that quiet rebellion rise up with a thought like 'T’1l never be like them'?
Maybe your motivation isn’t about proving someone wrong outright but rejecting what they
represent. Did a specific person (or the qualities they represent) come to mind? Maybe your
reaction wasn’t outright defiance, but a quiet, internal resistance, a refusal to be anything like
them. Maybe that resistance is a way of validating your own experience, proving to yourself
that you are not what they made you feel. That is where the power of spite begins

Right here is where our power begins. Not just in what we’ve survived, but in what
we choose to build. This is where our story stops being about what happened to us and starts

being about what we make of it.
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At first, spite may feel like a weapon or armor against what hurt us. And sometimes,
that’s necessary. But transformation isn’t just about rejecting the past... it’s about defining
the future. If we focus only on what we refuse to be, we risk running from something instead
of running toward something greater.

Just like in any RPG, character builds aren’t just about what skills you pick up,
they’re also about what you discard. You’re going beyond shaping who you want to be with
making a conscious decision about who you refuse to become. That’s where spite is more
than just fuel, it’s a filter. It allows you to define your class not just by what you embrace, but
by what you reject. Your stats aren’t just numbers or strengths and weaknesses... they’re
choices. What will you carry forward? What will you leave behind?

One of the earliest examples of true character-building in my life came from my
mother. She was often sending my sister and I to some kind of lessons or classes. From
learning cross-stitch from her friend’s sister, or basic cooking lessons from the woman who
often cleaned out house. I never understood what my mother was doing until much later in
life. I just sort of rolled my eyes at “another lesson.” I didn’t realize until much later in life
that it was another of my mother's hidden and humble kindnesses. The people who taught me
weren’t what I would consider to be well-off. But she never once made them feel pitied or
looked down on them and instead offered them support in the way of all these different
lessons (though I have yet to ever need the knowledge of how to cross stitch).

It wasn’t just about charity though. My mother wanted to make sure that [ had all the
tools I needed going into life to be independent and to prepare us for adulthood. She worked
in adult education and saw people from various walks of life struggling to make it through
sometimes. I think that motivated her to make sure that it was not a struggle I would have. At
the age of twelve, while most kids were outside playing (it was the 90’s after all), I was
attending night classes at the community career center with my sister learning how to
professionally decorate cakes. It was something that I started doing professionally as soon as
I was able to legally start working and I continued doing it through college. It was so we
would always have a “fall back,” if you will, a skill that we could rely on if there was ever a
need. But it was never only that. She didn’t just teach me skills. She taught me how to
prepare for the unknown, how to ensure I had something to rely on when the path ahead was

uncertain.
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That’s exactly what we’re doing now with equipping ourselves for what’s ahead.
Because a well-prepared adventurer doesn’t just survive the journey... they shape it. But
even the best laid plans are only as effective as what you bring with you.

I can look at these questions for myself and realize what an integral part this played
for me in shaping who I wanted to be. Kindness is not just about what is easiest or what most
consider charity. It is about learning to not look away when you see someone else struggling
and you can help. It’s an amazing reminder that true kindness isn’t about charity at all, but
about compassion and humility. Those are the qualities that come to mind when I think about
who I want to emulate.

This quest is about more than self-discovery, it’s about integration. True growth isn’t
about erasing our flaws. Instead, it’s about acknowledging them, learning from them, and
finding balance within them. We live in a world that prefers to hide flaws by shoving them
back into a corner and only showing others the good parts. That world often pressures us to
hide our imperfections, but real strength comes from accepting the full spectrum of who we
are. To understand the importance of balancing the good and the bad, or the light and the
dark. We can achieve balance by acknowledging and giving equal importance to the aspects
of ourselves that we typically conceal. Allowing these parts a voice is crucial, as they offer
valuable insights comparable to any other element of our persona.

When we think of these and how it might apply to our own lives, it is also important
to recognize that hidden expectations often shape us in ways we don’t even see right away.
Like the little boys told not to cry and to 'man up'... who then grow into men unable to
express anything but anger. Or the little girls taught to always smile and be polite who then
become women who people-please and take on emotions that aren’t theirs to carry.

But what if we started allowing ourselves to exist as the imperfect and complex
beings that we are? What if we not only allowed that of ourselves, but gave that same space
to everyone in our life? We certainly can’t change the world by ourselves. But we can change
our world and how we show up in it.

As you progress through this starting zone, remember that the goal isn’t perfection.
It’s progress. Treat this stage as a tutorial, like an opportunity to make mistakes, learn, and

grow without judgment.
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We’ve mapped our route. But before setting out, every adventurer checks their
supplies. No one begins a journey without knowing what they carry, and why.

So before we go any further... check your bags.

What’s in your inventory? Is it fuel, or is it dead weight? Are you carrying things that
will help, or things that will drag you down?

Choose wisely. Because once we step forward, there’s no turning back.
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# XP Gained — Which Path to Take

You’ve begun shaping your path, not just by choosing a destination, but by marking

waypoints, identifying challenges, and strategizing your next moves.

New Skill Unlocked — Personal Quest Mapping

Setting goals and understanding what you want out of life provides direction. You don’t have
to know every step ahead, but having a general quest log keeps you from wandering

aimlessly.

New Abilities Unlocked:

<™ Wayfinding — You can now set meaningful goals and adjust your course as needed.
Defiant Momentum — The more resistance you face, the stronger your determination
grows. Doubt becomes fuel.
© Milestone Tracking — You know how to break big goals into manageable waypoints,

ensuring steady progress.
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Chapter 4

Inventory Management

What Are You Carrying?

Every adventurer has an inventory, but not everything in it is worth carrying. The
same is true in life. We carry things like beliefs, habits, and emotional baggage, often without
realizing what’s truly useful and what’s just slowing us down. Before we take another step on
this journey, it’s time to check our inventory.

At first glance our inventory is simply a measure of the things that we have, or our
material possessions. However, in most RPGs, there is a set limit on what and how much we
can carry with us. Oftentimes it is a set number of inventory slots, or even with a weight limit
as some items carry much more weight than others. If we try to carry too much, we can either
no longer obtain anything new or we become encumbered.

In games, encumbrance slows us down, making even small journeys exhausting. In
life, emotional encumbrance does the same. It drains our energy, increases stress, and keeps
us stuck in survival mode. Because when we’re weighed down, we struggle to move forward,
no matter how much we want to. Sometimes we can carry healing potions or different armor
sets around with us to use when the need arises. But most of the time, it quickly overflows

with junk or items with no real value that just take up space. In gaming, we call it “vendor
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trash.” In life, these are outdated beliefs, habits, and expectations we carry without realizing
they serve no purpose.

When we carry too much weight, we start to notice:

e Fatigue: Constant stress and exhaustion from mental overload.

e Decision Paralysis: Struggling to make choices because every option feels like too
much.

¢ Emotional Burnout: Losing motivation and joy because we’re weighed down by
unresolved burdens.

e Lack of Growth: Unable to pick up new “items” (skills, relationships, experiences)

because we’re still clutching the past.

If you’ve ever felt like no matter how much you rest, you’re still exhausted, it might be
encumbrance and not lack of stamina. That means that lightening the load isn’t just about
feeling better, it’s about making room to move forward.

Now it is time to apply that to our own personal inventories. What do we carry
around with us? More importantly, what is taking up the most space and carries the most
weight. s it even ours to carry, is it simply vendor trash, or does any of our “gear” need to be
repaired from use? Perhaps it might even have some value if we pawned it off at the closest
vendor.

But sometimes we come across items that would be more helpful to someone else.
Some loot simply isn’t meant for us. A strength-based warrior has no use for a caster’s
spellbook. Equipping it weakens rather than empowers. The same applies to emotional
burdens, some things were never meant to be ours.

That’s why it’s crucial to carry only what is truly ours. In RPGs, loot designed for
other classes is useless to us and equipping it only weakens our build. In life, we do the same
with emotional baggage: we carry other people’s opinions, choices, failures, and
expectations, even when they don’t belong to us. We often carry the emotional weight of
others' expectations, failures, and judgments. These are items we never needed to pick up, yet

they weigh us down.
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Not everything in our inventory should be discarded. Some burdens, when reforged,
become our greatest weapons. While spite can be our fuel, it’s also raw material. It takes
rejection, failure, and betrayal and reforges them into resilience, drive, and defiance. Instead
of carrying pain as a wound, wield it as a badge of survival. That epic emotional forging is
exactly the journey we’ve started on. As we progress, gain new skills, and level up, we learn
how we can reforge some of our burdens into tools and weapons for fortifying ourselves.

So then how do we make space in our bags? In a game we can simply go to a vendor
or merchant to pawn off all those items weighing us down and taking up space. In life, we
have a relationship with ourselves as that vendor. Sometimes we have simply taken on things
that we don’t need to and often we end up carrying around the weight of someone's actions,
or inactions, as our own. In those instances, we merely need to recognize what is ours and
more specifically, what is not.

Other times, the things we have with us aren’t so easily put down. Maybe the actions
of someone are far heavier than we thought, and they left us with a wound. We always hope
that someone will take ownership and make amends along with giving us the apology we
deserve.

Here’s where spite magic shines: forgiveness isn’t submission, it’s strategy. It’s
deciding that what happened will not take up any more of your inventory space. Spite makes
sure you reclaim that space on your own terms.

When we use a little bit of our spite magic, we can help motivate ourselves to be
better than waiting for an apology that will probably never come. Because the hard reality is,
we are the ones carrying most of the weight of it. A particularly important thing to note about
forgiveness is that it does not have to mean acceptance. It does not have to mean
reconciliation or forgetting that it ever happened.

What it is about is releasing yourself from the weight of it. Think of forgiveness like
selling off old, broken gear. We don’t need to wear it again, and we don’t need to pretend it
wasn’t damaged. We’re simply choosing to free up space for better tools.

Some burdens are just outright junk. Like outdated beliefs, guilt that was never yours

to carry, or expectations you never agreed to. Those? Vendor trash. Drop them.
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But some wounds aren’t trash, they’re raw material. They might be broken, but that
doesn’t mean they have no value. Because not everything needs to be dropped. Some things
need to be reforged. How do you decide what to drop vs. what to reforge?

The answer lies in what it still does for you.

-> If it only weighs you down, discard it.

—>If it holds a lesson but no longer serves its original purpose, reshape it.

- If it was once useful but is now broken, reforge it.

That part felt like an advanced training session... one that took me far longer to grasp
than it should have. I kept carrying the weight of things that happened to me as if it was
something [ initiated or that I asked for. I carried guilt and shame as if they were the glue
holding me together and if I put them down, I would somehow come crumbling apart.

Not only was I holding onto what I should have put down long ago, but I had taken
on what was never mine to carry in the first place. I had to first learn how to forgive myself:
for not knowing better. Not just for that entire experience, but for not knowing how to put it
down and for how long I did carry it. When [ finally put that weight down, I forgave without
ever speaking it, and I never heard the apology I always thought I needed. It didn’t erase
what happened, but it freed me from reliving it. I had carried it long enough.

In fact, we are the ones who benefit the most from giving forgiveness. Every time that
we do, we earn a little more patience, a little more resilience, humility, and compassion for
ourselves. It can be difficult to master at first, to not hold any resentments or anger towards
those who have caused us harm. But it starts with the decision to do so.

The choice to take it out of our inventory and longer carry it with us. If we’ve found
that we’ve accidentally picked it up again, then we must be patient with ourselves and
reaffirm our choice to set it down again. Once we can do that, we can make room for more
important things. Not all burdens weigh us down like massive, game-breaking curses. Some?
They’re like status effects we’ve carried so long, we forget they’re even active.

For years, I carried the habit of over-explaining myself, as if every decision needed a
justification. I felt like I had to prove my worth in every conversation, as if existing wasn’t
enough. I lugged this burden into my life, my relationships... hell, even casual conversations.

It wasn’t until I caught myself justifying something as simple as taking a lunch break

that I realized: this was an outdated debuff. It was time to clear it from my inventory.
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Being a highly empathetic or sensitive person comes with a whole additional set of
challenges. I could feel what someone else was feeling. The joy and excitement, but also the
fear and the pain. It was almost like I was allowing those feelings to become a part of me too.
I thought that if I didn’t, then it wasn’t really empathy and that wasn’t a part of me I wanted
to lose.

It took me a very long time to learn that I can still be empathetic and sensitive to the
smallest changes within others, without putting it into my bags to carry with me.

We can really start to see our spite magic in action here. Some burdens can’t simply
be dropped... they’ve cut too deep and shaped too much. But rather than carrying them as
weight, we can use spite magic to reshape them into something sharper, something useful.

There is magic in it by redefining what we carry. It’s the force that says:

¢ This isn’t mine to carry anymore.
¢ This wound won’t define me; it will fortify me.

¢ I don’t need their apology to move forward, I choose to reclaim my space.

Essentially, we can learn that inventory management isn’t only lightening the load,
but also transforming what remains.

—Instead of letting burdens weigh you down, recraft them into strength.

- That resentment? Forge it into resolve.

—>That old doubt? Sharpen it into proof of your resilience.

That is the true, complete magic of spite: transforming pain into power. It’s an
alchemy — choosing to transmute what tried to break you into something that strengthens you

instead. It’s spite saying, “You don’t get to control my story.’

Inventory Management:

The Forgiveness Check

* Are you carrying an old “quest” you never truly completed? (Regret, guilt, or something
you keep revisiting?)
* Do you mentally “pre-load” conversations that never happen? (Preparing for fights that

never come?)
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* Do you replay arguments like a cutscene you can’t skip? (Imagining all the things you
should have said?)
* Are you holding onto resentment, not as a weapon, but as proof that what happened

mattered?

If any of these resonate, your inventory might be overdue for a cleanout.
Of course, it’s easier to say “let it go” than it is to do it. That’s why this process isn’t
about flipping a switch, it’s about upgrading your build.

Here’s how to convert burdens into something you can actually use:

o Step 1: Identify the Encumbrance
What’s taking up space in your inventory? A mistake? A betrayal? Guilt?
o Step 2: Check the Ownership Tag
Is this burden yours to carry? Or was it handed to you by someone else? (Old
criticisms, impossible expectations, someone else’s failures?)
o Step 3: Decide—Drop, Sell, or Reforge?
o Drop it — If it never belonged to you, set it down. (You don’t need to
“return” what was never yours.)
o Sell it — If it was once useful but no longer serves you, let it go. (Think of it
like selling off broken gear.)
o Reforge it — If it can be turned into something stronger, do it. (Pain becomes

resilience, betrayal becomes wisdom, doubt becomes motivation.)

o Step 4: Reforge with Spite Magic

Forgiveness isn’t about approval, it’s about precision. It’s not pretending something
never happened. It’s making damn sure you decide, not your past, what takes up space in
your life. Forgiveness also isn’t a peace treaty... it’s an eviction notice. It doesn’t mean
welcoming someone back into your space. It means reclaiming what’s yours and refusing to

let old wounds control your future.
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Forgiveness clears the weight. Spite forges the weapon. Forgiveness lightens the load.
You ensure you carry only what strengthens you. And together? That’s how you reclaim your
story.

Before we sort through our inventory, take a deep breath and close your eyes. Picture
your ‘bag.’ Is it organized, or overflowing with things you don’t need? Is it filled with gear
that empowers you, or with junk that weighs you down? Are you carrying things that aren’t
even yours? What do you feel weighing you down? What do you instinctively want to throw

out?
Quest: Survey Your Emotional Inventory
Objective: Identify what you’re carrying and decide what’s worth keeping.
In any RPG, carrying too much slows you down. Emotional baggage works the same
way: it drains your energy and leaves little room for new, valuable experiences. This quest
will help you take stock of your emotional inventory and decide what to equip, what to

repair, and what to discard.

Step 1: Open Your Inventory

Quest Log: Write down everything you feel you’re “carrying” right now: responsibilities,
emotions, relationships, obligations, etc. Include both helpful and harmful items.
o FExample:
o Equipped: A supportive friendship that helps me stay grounded.
o Broken Item: Guilt over saying no to my coworker.

o Heavy Burden: A toxic relationship that leaves me feeling drained.

Step 2: Assess Your Gear

Quest Log: Go through your list and categorize each item:
e Keep: Things that strengthen or support you.

e Repair: Things that have potential but need attention or work.
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e Discard: Things that no longer serve you.
o Example Categorization:
o Keep: My weekly yoga class.
o Repair: My boundary with my family about unannounced visits.

o Discard: Guilt over prioritizing my mental health.

Step 3: Equip What Serves You

Quest Log: Choose one “keep” or “repair” item from your list and make a plan to prioritize
it. Ask yourself:
o How does this item strengthen me?
o  What steps can I take to make it more effective in my life?
e Example Plan:
o [Item: My weekly yoga class.
o Plan: Block off time for it on my calendar and protect that time from

interruptions.

Quest Completion:
By completing this quest, you ve lightened your load and equipped yourself with the tools
you need to move forward. Keep checking your inventory as you level up: your emotional

gear should always reflect who you 're becoming!

Your journey is far too important to go through it encumbered. And remember that
letting go isn’t weakness, it’s precision. True strength isn’t carrying everything but instead
carrying what serves you best. Lighten your load, sharpen your focus, and step forward
unburdened. The greatest adventures require space for something new.

But even the lightest load won’t get you far if your stamina is drained. The most

valuable resource of all? Your energy. And now, it’s time to learn how to manage it.
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XP Gained — Emotional Inventory Management

Identifying what strengthens you, what needs repair, and what you’re carrying unnecessarily

helps lighten the load, making space for new opportunities and personal growth.

New Skill Unlocked - Emotional Decluttering

Learning to let go of burdens that aren’t yours to carry frees up energy for what truly
matters. Discard what no longer serves you, repair what can be salvaged, and equip yourself

with tools that support your journey.

New Abilities Unlocked:

% Encumbrance Awareness — You can now recognize when emotional baggage is slowing
you down and assess whether it's worth carrying.
K Spite-Forged Resilience — You don’t just let go—you reshape pain into something
powerful, ensuring that what remains strengthens you.

Strategic Forgiveness — Forgiveness is no longer about excusing or forgetting. It’s a
precision move, a choice to clear space for yourself, not for them.
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Chapter 5

Currency of the Heart and Mind

Emotional Accounting

Currency isn’t just about money. It’s about power, access, and progression, both in
games and in life. Gold buys weapons, crafting materials unlock upgrades, and reputation
earns influence. But beyond money, we have another form of intangible currency: emotional
energy. It’s just as valuable, just as finite, and if we don’t track it, we’ll find ourselves
completely spent when we need it most.

Games teach us the importance of resource management, whether it’s gold,
experience points, or reputation points. Life is no different. Emotional energy is an invisible
but vital resource, fueling our ability to connect, grow, and keep moving forward.

I never used to think about emotional energy as something that could run out. I threw
myself into every task, every relationship, and every obligation without a second
thought...until I hit burnout so hard it felt like an RPG character with a flashing ‘low
stamina’ warning, barely able to take another step. No matter how much I wanted to keep
going, my body and mind refused. It wasn’t until I started treating my emotional reserves like
actual currency, like something I had to earn, save, and spend wisely, that I learned how to

keep myself from running on empty.

60| Page



C.E. Dexheim

In a game, sometimes the currency is just a byproduct of playing and doesn’t need
much attention or management. In life, our emotional currency is the same. However, when
we start to feel overwhelmed or burnt out, it’s time to do some accounting. We spend our
emotional currency on things like showing up for others, working, or resolving conflicts. We
earn it by doing things such as showing up for ourselves, engaging in proper self-care, and
maintaining our boundaries. Let’s take a moment and think about how we spend our

emotional energy. Some common ‘purchases’ include:

» Relationships — Investing time and care into friendships, family, and partners.

> Work & Responsibilities — Meeting deadlines, solving problems, or dealing with
stress.

» Conflict — Navigating disagreements, setting boundaries, or managing others'
emotions.

» Personal Growth — Therapy, journaling, self-reflection, or learning new skills.

» Social media & Information Overload — Constant engagement with digital noise

can deplete reserves faster than we realize.

Some expenses are unavoidable, like work, relationships, responsibilities. Others can
feel like hidden fees we never agreed to. Recognizing where your emotional energy goes is
the first step to spending it wisely. But not all emotional expenses are obvious. Sometimes,
the things we think of as small, everyday moments, like endlessly scrolling through bad
news, forcing a smile at a family gathering, putting out emotional fires for a friend, while
they chip away at our reserves more than we realize. Have you ever had a day where, even
though nothing ‘big’ happened, you felt utterly exhausted by bedtime? That’s emotional
spending at work.

We looked at some emotional expenditure types, so now let’s take a look into exactly

how some of those can be further broken down by the type of expense they are:

% Essential Expenses — Relationships, work, responsibilities (necessary, but can be

draining if unbalanced).
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¢ High-Interest Expenses — Conflict, people-pleasing, overcommitting (drain energy
without much return and often lead to burnout).
% Passive Expenses — Social media, doom-scrolling, low-level stressors (we don’t always

realize these are draining us, but they add up fast).

Burnout isn’t sudden, it’s an emotional deficit that builds over time. When we spend
more energy than we replenish, the cost becomes clear with shorter tempers, lower patience,
careless words, and a creeping sense that we’re losing sight of what actually matters.

Not all emotional expenses are equal. Some investments, like a tough but honest
conversation, drain energy upfront but strengthen a relationship over time. Others, like
people-pleasing or ignoring our own needs, act like high-interest loans. They accumulate
exhaustion and resentment, making it harder to recover. And the longer you go without
addressing it, the harder it becomes to recover. But we can also work on creating a smart
savings account for ourselves with the investments we put into ourselves and setting aside
reserves we can call on in hard times.

In RPGs, we don’t only spend gold, we also find ways to earn more, whether by
looting, completing quests, or generating passive income. In life, emotional energy works the

same way. Some activities drain us, but others refill our reserves. Activities like:

e Creative outlets (writing, music, painting, gaming) restore mental stamina.

e Physical movement (exercise, yoga, dancing) generates new energy.

e Spending time in nature is like getting a free energy potion.

e Laughter, deep conversations, and genuine connection give bonus XP boosts.

e 10 minutes of journaling nightly can act as a steady refill over time.

Instead of only focusing on what drains you, start identifying what regenerates you.
Invest in activities that steadily refill your reserves, like a steady income stream, and save
energy where you can, creating reserves for when you need them most. Just like in a game,
passive income makes sure you’re never fully depleted before the next battle.

Resilience is a slow grind, not an instant level-up. Just like in a game, healing potions

are useful, but they won’t carry us through the whole campaign. The same goes for emotional
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energy. Relying only on reactive self-care keeps us stuck in survival mode. The real strategy?
Build ongoing habits that restore our reserves before we hit empty. Passive income strategies,
like regular movement, creative hobbies, and meaningful conversations, make sure we’re not
always starting from zero.

Emotional debt works like credit. Every time we say ‘yes’ when we mean ‘no,” we’re
swiping a card we can’t pay off. And the interest? Resentment. Exhaustion. Burnout.
Emotional debt doesn’t just go away, it compounds. The only way out is a repayment plan:
setting boundaries, prioritizing self-care, and learning to say, ‘I can’t afford to spend my
energy on this right now.’

For years, | threw my emotional currency at people who only took. I was the person
who would stay on the phone for hours trying to fix someone else’s crisis, leaving myself
completely drained. I didn’t even realize I was spending my energy recklessly until one day,
I was so emotionally overdrawn that I snapped at someone who actually deserved my
patience. I was broke... not financially, but emotionally. And that was when I realized I
needed a budget.

Essentially, we can invest wisely or spend frivolously. When we invest, we’re
spending that currency at a place where we receive something in return (appreciation,
kindness, reciprocity). When we spend with no purpose, we’re being grossly overcharged by
wasting our energy on those who only take.

But when our emotional reserves are low, we sometimes turn to alternative sources of
fuel that may not be sustainable in the long run. Spite can be a powerful motivator, pushing
us past exhaustion and fueling resilience. In small doses, it’s like a burst of adrenaline before
a final boss fight. But spite alone can be volatile and relying on it too often burns through
reserves faster than it replenishes them, like chugging all your potions (or coffee) just to stay
standing. If we treat spite like our primary energy source, we risk running on fumes,
constantly chasing a battle that never ends.

Sometimes, spite is the only thing that gets you out of bed. I’ve used it to push
through exhaustion just to prove people wrong, to prove myself wrong. It’s like facing a boss
fight with no healing potions. You trigger a berserker mode of raw power, no defense. You

win, but now you’re at 1 HP, with nothing left for the next battle. Spite is powerful, but it’s
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not a strategy in itself. If you’ve ever run on fumes just to prove a point, you know exactly
what I mean.

The key isn’t eliminating spite but rather learning to manage it like a tactical buff
instead of an all-consuming drain.

Think of it like in a game: you could spend hours fighting low-level enemies for
scraps, or you could take on high-reward quests that give you what you need more
efficiently. The same applies to life. Are you grinding away your emotional energy on things
that don’t actually move you forward? Or are you being intentional about where you spend

it?

Quest: Emotional Accounting

Objective: Learn to manage your emotional resources.

In every RPG, resources like mana, health, or stamina are finite. Emotional energy works the
same way. This quest will help you track how you’re spending your energy and teach you

how to replenish it when you're running low.

Step 1: Track Your Spending

Quest Log: Over the next 24 hours, take note of activities, interactions, and situations that:
e Replenish your emotional energy.
e Drain your emotional energy.
e Example Tracking:
o Replenish: Taking a walk outside (+10 Energy).
o Drain: Arguing with my partner (-15 Energy).

Step 2: Identify Your Leaks

Quest Log: Review your list and answer these questions:
o  Where am I spending too much energy?
o  Which “leaks” can I address or patch up?
o FExample Leak:

o Situation: Spending hours trying to mediate a friend’s drama.
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o Solution: Set a boundary about how much emotional support I can provide.

Step 3: Refill Your Mana

Quest Log: Write down three activities or habits that reliably replenish your emotional

energy. Make a plan to incorporate at least one into your daily routine.
o Example Refill:
o Activity: Journaling at the end of the day.

o Plan: Dedicate 15 minutes before bed each night to reflect and unwind.

Bonus XP - A Daily Emotional Budget Worksheet:

At the start of the day, take five minutes to ‘budget’ your energy. Think about what you have
on your plate and estimate how much energy each task will require. If you realize you re
already in the red before the day even starts, make an adjustment. Reduce your obligations,

schedule recovery time, or move non-urgent things to another day.

Example:
Task Energy Cost (-) | Energy Gain (+)
Work Meeting -10
Helping a friend with | -15
a problem
Going for a run +10
Reading before bed +5

Here’s an example of an emotional budget in action:
e Morning meeting: -15 energy (stressful start)
e Lunch alone to recharge: +10 energy
e Doom-scrolling social media: -10 energy (wasted stamina)
e Small act of self-care (reading, a walk): +5 energy
e Unexpected argument: -20 energy

e Phone call with a friend who lifts you up: +15 energy
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At the end of the day, this person is still at a deficit (-15 energy), meaning they’ll likely wake
up exhausted and running low tomorrow. But what if they swapped out doom-scrolling for
meditation? Or set a boundary on how much energy they gave to a draining conversation?
Small tweaks can make a huge difference in emotional budgeting.

Action Step: Try tracking your energy budget for a week. Do you always end up in a

deficit? If so, what changes can you make?

Quest Completion: Congratulations! You ve started managing your emotional resources

like a pro. Remember: your energy is finite, so spend it wisely and refill regularly to stay in

peak condition.

In an RPG, you can’t just throw all your gold at a problem and expect success. If
you’re out of mana, you can’t cast spells, and if your stamina is gone, even basic movement
becomes sluggish. Emotional energy works the same way in that you can have all the time in
the world but if you’re exhausted, it won’t matter. You need a balanced approach to
managing your emotional currency.

Seasoned players don’t just think about today’s battles, they plan for the endgame.
They strategize, build reserves, and level up so they can face bigger challenges. Emotional
energy is the same. When you manage it wisely by not just spending, and also saving,
restoring, and investing in what fuels you, then you’re setting yourself up to handle life’s
inevitable boss fights. The real victory isn’t about never running low; it’s about making sure
you always have enough in your reserves to keep moving forward.

Now that we’ve uncovered what’s weighing us down, it’s time to take control of our
loadout. We all need a solid foundation before stepping into battle. Welcome to your first
Level Up.

But every adventurer reaches a moment where their greatest strength turns against
them. Some recognize it in time. Others don’t. Before we go any further, let’s talk about what

happens when power consumes its wielder.
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DING! 4 LEVEL UP

XP Gained — Emotional Currency Management
Like in any RPG, resources are limited. Emotional energy is a form of currency, and if
you’re spending more than you’re earning, burnout is inevitable. Managing your emotional
budget ensures you have the strength to keep going without running on empty.

New SKkill Unlocked — Energy Awareness
Tracking what replenishes and drains you allows you to spend your emotional resources
wisely. Setting boundaries and making time for personal regeneration prevents burnout and
helps sustain your progress.

New Abilities Unlocked:
¢ Emotional Budgeting — You can now track your emotional energy like a resource,
ensuring you don’t overspend and hit burnout.

) Regeneration Mastery — You recognize what replenishes you and can intentionally
invest in activities that restore your reserves.

5% Spite Allocation — You’ve learned that spite, while powerful, is a limited resource. Use it
wisely, not as a primary fuel source, but as a strategic boost when needed.
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&) ACT 1 CHECKPOINT: HERO IN PROGRESS

Milestone Unlocked — The First Step
= Achievement Earned — “Spite Magic Initiate”
© Learning to harness defiance as motivation, turning obstacles into fuel for progress.

L Adventurer’s Log
(’ You’ve taken your first steps into a new way of thinking. But the journey doesn’t wait and

the road ahead will test what you’ve learned in ways you can’t yet see. It’s time to go beyond
surviving and start mastering the tools you’ll need. The next challenge isn’t on the horizon,

it’s already here.

@, Reflection Question

What moment or realization has been the most impactful so far?

© Next Steps

¢ Refine Your Character Sheet — Revisit your strengths, weaknesses, and evolving
attributes.

¢ Practice Small, Intentional Acts of Self-Definition — Begin showing up as the
adventurer you’re building.

¢ Equip the Tools You Need — The battles ahead require preparation. What skills,
insights, or resources will you gather next?

%’ Next Act: Equipping Yourself for the Battles Ahead

[ Act | I Act I IActIH I Act IV I ActV ]
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/- Pages from the Alchemist’s Ledger - Are You Carrying Too
Much?

The pages of the feel worn beneath your fingers, the ink slightly faded with time. As you
turn to the next entry, the words seem to shimmer, as if waiting for you to read them aloud.

+” “Not all burdens are meant to be carried forever.”

L The script flows effortlessly, the ink slightly faded, as if time has already passed since it
was written. But here and there, in the margins, scribbled notes hint at thoughts left behind
as remnants of a journey once taken.

As you finish reading, the ink settles, as if sealing itself into history. You close the tome,
but this isn’t the end of the lesson, only the beginning. The next page seems blank, but it’s
waiting for you to fill it.

And then, something about this moment lingers, a feeling just at the edge of awareness,

like stepping onto unfamiliar ground. A realization.

“If you’re reading this, you’ve already done something most people never
will...you’ve begun. It may not feel like much yet, but beginnings rarely do.
Even the greatest legends start with a single step. Keep going.”
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Act 11
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Chapter 6

A Cautionary Tale
The Cost of Unbridled Spite

You’ve learned the rules, built your foundation, and gathered your resources. Now
let’s talk about what happens when you don’t use them wisely. Before we continue in our
adventure, it is important to reflect on the things that we have learned about our newfound
spite magic. It's the part where your guide (that's me) comes in with a few whispers of
warning with a lengthy cutscene. Because there are consequences when we misuse these
things. That is a lesson that I learned quite well, and, in some respects, I am still paying the
price for.

Not every lesson is learned in the fire. Some lessons.... Some are learned in the quiet
ache of letting go. For a fleeting moment I had made it back to the fields with Angel... but
my newfound hope for a normal life proved to be short-lived as my health began to decline
again. But in that moment, my hair was blowing in the wind as the steady drum of hoofbeats
struck the ground below and fresh air filled my lungs again as I took it all in.

But it was not the same. It became harder and harder for me just to get to her. Some
days we wouldn’t ride at all. I would nestle into my place on her back and just be while a
familiar exhaustion crept in. And it wasn’t fair to her. The barn where she was then would
use her for lessons, especially when I couldn’t make it out to see her as frequently as I
wanted. She was getting older and the calmer life of a beginning rider would be best for her.

One day I saw the little girl who had been riding her looking at her the same way I used to.
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So I made a choice. A very, very hard choice that took everything I had, but I also knew it
was the right one. It was what she deserved.

We rode through the fields again, wild and free. This time as the wind struck my
cheeks, it was met with quiet tears as I felt a piece of me fall into the ground with every
stride. We rode for hours, just the two of us. Every minute I fought the quiet battle of staying
on and when we got back to the barn, I collapsed on her back one last time. I knew she didn’t
understand but [ whispered every quiet word of gratitude and appreciation I could muster. I
whispered to her my hopes of the new life waiting for her after I got out of the way. And
then, I said goodbye to my longest friend.

My Grave’s Disease returned in full force, setting off a chain reaction of relentless
health battles, most of them autoimmune-related. By my mid-20s, I had collected a growing
list of diagnoses: fibromyalgia, Multiple Autoimmune Syndrome (MAS), polycystic ovarian
syndrome (PCOS), cervical cancer, complex PTSD (cPTSD), neuropathy, and a cascade of
secondary conditions like chronic anxiety.

Some of these conditions brought complications of their own. Years of chronic
tachycardia have weakened the walls of my heart, the relentless pounding wearing it down
like waves against stone. It took even longer to uncover the underlying cause of my
unshakable exhaustion and years of frustration before finally being diagnosed with myalgic
encephalomyelitis/chronic fatigue syndrome (ME/CFS) after a positive toxoplasmosis titer.

Somewhere in the middle of all of that, I graduated from my university with honors,
got married, and settled into my role as a stepmom. But my health steadily declined over the
years in a way that only became obvious when looking back with my lens of now. However,
at the time, I just pushed myself even harder, thinking it was some personal deficit I could
overcome with sheer determination and spite. So, I pushed myself until I had nothing left to
push. By my early 30s, I could no longer function daily. Basic activities like grocery
shopping, cleaning, working, or even showering became challenges.

Every action had a cost. Whether it was paid in pain, fatigue, or overwhelming brain
fog. It was as if | had an extremely limited amount of energy that, once spent, left me
bedridden for days. Others might see me actively working or out doing something and
assume [ was fine. But they never saw the collapse that followed. Every collapse put me back

on that cold, tile floor, begging for the end. I used to joke that I was just allergic to being in

72| Page



C.E. Dexheim

public because any time I was, I would end up sick and in bed for days. It wasn’t that [ was
unreliable, but my body was.

Navigating the healthcare system was never just about fighting symptoms, it was
about fighting to be believed. I lost count of how many times I was told it was 'all in my
head,' that I just wasn’t trying hard enough. That if I simply 'ate less and did more,' my body
would magically comply. (Spoiler: It didn't.)

But what happens when you’re told something often enough? You start to believe it.
Maybe [ was overreacting. Maybe it was just stress. Maybe the problem wasn’t my body
failing me, but me failing my body. That’s what being silenced does... it distorts. It rewrites
reality until you can’t tell if you’re screaming into the void, or if the void is inside you. I
didn’t just lose my voice in those doctor’s offices. I lost my ability to trust myself.

I followed every rule. I tracked every single calorie. I cut my intake to 1200 calories a
day, exactly as recommended by a nutritionist, and still, my body refused to cooperate.

An endocrinologist at a top university dismissed my sudden 70-pound weight gain within a
very short time after radioactive iodine treatment, suggesting it must have been because |
decorated cakes for a living while attending school. As if absorbing calories through
proximity was a thing. He refused to believe my body wasn’t properly absorbing the
synthetic thyroid hormone.

Then there was the doctor who made me wait nearly an hour for my appointment,
only to rush through it in minutes. [ had come for a neurologist referral because I was falling
multiple times a day, not from dizziness, but from losing my sense of balance entirely. I
could no longer tell up from down. His solution? Double my antidepressants instead of
addressing the root cause because in his terms, any pain or symptoms I was feeling was
merely in my head because I am a woman.

Over time, I adapted in the only way I could. I had already crawled when I couldn’t
walk... but this was different. This time, I didn’t crawl in defiance, I learned how to fall in
surrender. I stopped fighting to stay upright. Instead, I trained myself to land with the least
damage possible: knees, hips, forearms, bracing for impact. That was my reality. Not healing.
Not progress. Just minimizing the pain of the inevitable.

It didn’t take long for me to realize that if | wanted answers, I would have to be my

own advocate. I spent countless hours researching, educating myself, and directing doctors
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toward potential diagnoses despite labeling, gaslighting, and pushback. Without that effort, I
wouldn’t have half of the answers I do today. But the process left me constantly feeling like a
burden... and like a textbook hypochondriac.

There were times I even started to believe it myself. And yet, through it all, I kept
pushing forward. At this time, I was working full-time, attending university full-time, and
managing my chronic illnesses in secret. I did it exhausted. I did it in pain. I did it when I
shouldn’t have. And I did it at an astronomical cost to myself that I am still unraveling today.
Because in my mind, if I stopped, I was showing them they were right. If I rested, I was just
lazy. I didn’t always get it right, but I learned that self-advocacy matters. That, despite what
others may dismiss, my truth is valid.

Spite was both my shield and my fuel. When doctors dismissed me, when my body
failed me, when the world refused to listen, I wielded it like a sword. But weapons are only
as powerful as the hands that hold them. Used wisely, spite sharpens resolve. Used
recklessly, it distorts reality. And I was too blinded by survival to realize I had turned that
blade on myself.

It carried me when nothing else could. It kept me moving, standing, breathing when |
didn’t want to. But spite without direction is a wildfire consuming everything in its path. I
thought I was wielding it. I thought I was clearing obstacles. But I wasn’t just proving them
wrong. | was punishing myself. [ wasn’t fighting to survive. I was fighting until there was
nothing left of me to save.

My stubbornness and determination led me to encounter unkindness in its most
insidious forms. The type that wasn’t immediately obvious. One that made me question my
own reality beyond my health. There is a unique kind of emotional pain that comes from
confiding in someone, only for them to turn that vulnerability against you. It can feel like you
handed them a blueprint of your pain, and they used it to strike where it would hurt the most.

Before meeting my then husband or graduating university, amid new diagnoses and
treatments, I began struggling with sleep. My doctor prescribed sleep aids, and for a while, I
thought the problem was solved. But what unfolded was something I never saw coming. |
had been in a long-term relationship, one that I believed was safe. He was never cruel.
Perhaps thoughtless at times, but never outwardly unkind. He had listened to my struggles, so

I never imagined he would be the one to betray me when I was most vulnerable.
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It started with small oddities like waking up with my clothes inside out or backwards,
feeling strangely unsettled in the mornings. At first, I thought I must have been sleepwalking.
It made sense. Or rather, I made it make sense that I had never taken sleep aids before, so
maybe this was just a side effect. But the inconsistencies grew, and something in me
whispered that something wasn’t right. He often seemed overly invested in whether I had
taken my nighttime pills, and I thought it was care. I thought it was support, not as if he were
waiting for something. So, one night, I took only half.

That was the night I became aware.

Aware of how he moved my body.

Aware of how he removed my clothes.

Aware of how I lay motionless, screaming in my mind but making no sound.

Aware of how my body refused to move, locked in place by the drug-induced haze.

I lost track of how often it happened because I convinced myself it couldn’t be what I
thought it was. I gaslit myself into believing that if I would have consented while awake, then
it wasn’t really that different. When I finally confronted him, he acted appalled that I would
even suggest such a thing. And so, I stopped mentioning it. I stopped taking sleep aids saying
I just didn’t need them anymore. And I buried the truth deep within me. Because how do you
fight something that has no name? How do you defend yourself when the enemy isn’t a
person, but the silence left in their wake? The moment I stopped speaking about it, I stopped
existing inside it. I became the quiet. The absence. The unspoken truth.

It took years, and therapy, for me to fully acknowledge what had happened. The
hardest part wasn’t just healing. It was allowing myself to be angry. To feel betrayed. To
accept that freezing was not compliance and silence was not consent. My body was trying to
survive. And like any battle, survival mode isn’t a sign of weakness, it’s a sign of endurance.
But I had to learn that before I could reclaim my power.

I had confused unconditional love with unconditional tolerance. I mistook patience
and empathy as obligations to endure. But not all battles are worth fighting, and not all
burdens prove strength. I didn’t stop to consider that sometimes the hardest things are simply
the ones that need to be let go.

If this, or any part, of my journey resonates with you, take a moment and remind

yourself just how far you’ve come.
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Spite Magic Skill Check:

Wielding Spite vs. Being Consumed by It

QUEST OBJECTIVE: Ensure your Spite Magic remains under your command, rather than

commanding you.
e Are you using spite to build yourself up, or is it keeping you stuck in the past?
e Is your motivation coming from proving them wrong, or proving yourself right?
e  What would success look like if it had nothing to do with anyone else?

e If your spite was taken away today, would you still have a reason to keep going?

Check Your Alisnment:

e Balanced Wielder: You use spite as a tool, but you are not defined by it.
e Overcharged Berserker: You’re still swinging, but you don’t know what you’re
fighting anymore.

e Cursed Weapon: Instead of empowering you, your spite now holds you captive,

chaining you to battles that ended long ago.

Character Sheet Update:

e What are you fighting for (not just against)?
e What skills have you gained that exist outside of spite?

e What would happen if you chose peace instead of battle?
REMINDER: Don’t mistake the fire for the forge. The goal was never to burn forever, it

was to craft something stronger than what tried to break you. But even the strongest weapons

are useless if you cannot see the battle ahead.
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Growth requires not only determination but also sustainability. You cannot continue
to fight every battle without rest, nor can you push forward without replenishing the strength
that drives you. Just as in any great adventure, managing your energy is as vital as facing
your challenges head-on.

We’ve learned that every adventurer has a limited resource pool, whether it’s mana,
stamina, or energy. If spent recklessly, you’ll burn out before you ever reach the first raid
boss. But if you manage it wisely, you stay powerful and in control. Our real-life
regeneration system works the same way. You need a balance of active recovery, like
intentional self-care, and passive regeneration, such as rest and boundaries, to keep yourself
from hitting zero.

Energy management requires different approaches depending on individual needs.
Some actions provide a quick recharge, offering an immediate but short-lived boost. Taking a
few deep breaths, listening to an uplifting song, stepping outside for fresh air, or grabbing a
healthy snack can help restore energy in the moment. These small actions work like
consuming a health potion in a game, helpful in a pinch but not a sustainable solution.

For deeper recovery, passive regeneration strategies come into play. Prioritizing
quality sleep, establishing a tech-free wind-down routine, setting boundaries to protect
personal time, and carving out quiet moments for reflection allow energy to restore naturally.
This process mirrors the “rested XP”” bonus in RPGs, where stepping away from the action
helps you regain strength over time then propels you forward.

Sustaining energy long-term requires ongoing investment in habits that build
resilience. Setting and maintaining boundaries, incorporating regular physical activity,
engaging in creative hobbies, and seeking support from professionals, such as therapists or
coaches, all contribute to expanding your overall capacity to handle challenges.

Like leveling up in a game, these efforts help strengthen your endurance and prevent
burnout. Spite can be an unexpected ally in this process and when used correctly, it can fuel
determination and perseverance. The defiant refusal to be defeated can drive a person to set
firmer boundaries, push forward in self-care, and prove, if only to themselves, that they are
capable of overcoming adversity.

Support from others also plays a crucial role in maintaining energy. Social

connections act as a powerful source of renewal, much like a well-balanced team in an RPG
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where each member contributes to the group's success. Meaningful conversations with
uplifting friends, participation in a supportive community, seeking help when needed, and
expressing gratitude strengthen emotional well-being and provide much-needed restoration
when feeling drained or isolated.

Neglecting energy management can lead to complete depletion. When burnout sets in,
even small tasks feel overwhelming, and a constant sense of exhaustion takes hold. Joy fades,
replaced by a sense of obligation and autopilot existence. When this happens, pushing
through is not the solution and recovery must take priority. Taking deliberate steps to restore
energy ensures that challenges can be met with clarity and strength, allowing you to continue
moving forward on your journey. And if spite is what keeps you moving forward when all

else fails, then wield it with purpose and let it be the fire that refuses to let you quit.

‘s Quest: Build Your Regeneration Plan

5 Create your own self-care framework by answering these:

1. What are my quick recharge actions? (e.g., “Listening to a song that hypes me up.”)

2. What are my passive regeneration habits? (e.g., “Setting my phone down an hour
before bed.”)

3. How can I expand my energy pool over time? (e.g., “Prioritizing boundaries with
work and personal time.”)

4. Who are my energy boosters? (e.g., “My best friend who always lifts me up.”)

Your self-care isn’t a luxury, it’s a resource strategy. Treat it like the essential mechanic it is,

and you’ll be able to keep leveling up without burning out.

Spite, when left unchecked, doesn’t just burn us out, it can also consume us. If we’re
not careful, spite can shift from a tool of resilience to a poison that shapes our identity around
proving others wrong, rather than proving ourselves right. It’s easy to let defiance become
our sole motivation, to define ourselves by what we reject rather than what we embrace. But
spite is meant to be a fire that fuels, not one that engulfs. If we wield it without wisdom, we
risk becoming the very thing we fought against. But even a torch can blind you if you’re not

careful.

78| Page



C.E. Dexheim

The world doesn’t stop turning just because we’ve learned to stand. And not every
battle is fought with swords, some are lost before we even see them coming. It’s time to learn

what we missed. It’s time to see.
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¢_¥ XP Gained — Spite as a Tool, Not a Curse

Spite is a powerful motivator, but when left unchecked, it can become an all-consuming
force. Learning to wield it with precision rather than letting it define you is key to sustainable
strength.

New Skill Unlocked - Sustainable Spite

Spite can fuel resilience, but only when tempered with self-awareness, self-care, and
intentional direction. Knowing when to push forward and when to step back ensures you
don’t burn yourself out in the pursuit of proving yourself or others wrong.

New Abilities Unlocked:

Wielder’s Discipline — You now recognize the difference between using spite as a tool
and being consumed by it.

O Strategic Endurance — You can push forward with defiance, but only when it serves your
greater goals, not as a reckless response.

Identity Beyond Defiance — You understand that proving yourself right is more
important than proving them wrong.
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Adventurer’s Hearth

Spite is a blade. Wielded without care, it cuts indiscriminately leaving wounds that do
not heal. But in the right hands? It becomes a tool. A weapon of clarity. A force that does not

burn for destruction, but for justice. So, which will it be?

Come, rest by the fire for a moment before we continue. Not to forget where we 've

been, but to take a breath before stepping forward.

I won’t pretend that these pages are light. They aren’t meant to be. And yet, [ don’t
share my story to glorify the suffering within it. I don’t look back on the hardest moments
and call them a gift. But I do recognize this: Without them, I wouldn’t have learned the
power of sharing them.

There is incredible weight in the past. I have carried it, felt its pull, and for a time, I
let it define me. But I have also found something else...something hidden beneath the rubble
of what was broken.

Value. Meaning. A purpose I never would have uncovered if I had left these
stories buried.

This weight I carry does not hold me down. It is the foundation upon which I have
built myself anew. But that is my choice. My path. My story to wield however I see fit.

And yours? That choice belongs to you.

Some will guard their stories, keeping them close, protecting them from the world.
Others will share only in quiet moments, in whispers to trusted souls. And some will take
their past and forge it into something new, something that cannot be taken or undone.

There is no right or wrong way to carry your story...only the way that is truly
yours.

I have chosen to share parts of mine. To walk toward the parts of myself I once
feared, not to erase them, but to understand them. And in doing so, I have come to see: Not

every shadow is an enemy.
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Not every piece of the past is meant to be cast away. Some are meant to be
understood. Some are meant to be integrated. And some, in time, will stand beside us, not as
something to fight against, but as something to guide us forward.

That time is not now. But it will come.

For now, take a moment to breathe. Honor how far you’ve come. I see your ferocity.
Your bravery. In being here with me, in listening, in letting these words illuminate the way.
Even when sometimes that means showing which ways not to go. Remember... not every
battle is fought with steel. Some are fought with voices that refuse to stay silent. Now, it’s

time to step forward. Not as the wounded, but as the wielder of your own story.
We have seen what happens when spite is left unchecked, when it consumes rather
than fuels. But now, the real work begins: learning to wield it with intention. As a force of

reclamation rather than destruction. Your voice is your weapon. Let’s begin.

The road ahead waits, steady and unshaken. And when you are ready... we’ll walk

forward, together.
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Chapter 7

Shattering the Silence

Reclaiming your Voice

Silence has a cost. We know this now. We’ve felt the weight of unspoken truths, of
being dismissed, ignored, or erased. But awareness alone isn’t enough. If we stop here, we
stay trapped. Reclaiming our voice isn’t just about knowing what was lost, but learning how
to find it again. One real challenge is not just acknowledging what was taken but deciding
how to take it back. Fire may keep us going, but sight is what will help us stay centered on
the path.

This is where we move from awareness to action. From knowing what was lost to
reclaiming what has always been ours. But our voice is not just about speaking. It’s about
learning when to speak, why we speak, and how to wield our words with purpose. Silence is
not always surrender. Like any skill, like any form of magic, our voice must be honed,
tempered, and understood if we want it to be a force of strength, not destruction.

So, before we speak, before we break the silence of spite, let’s take a closer look at
the weight our words carry, and how to use them without letting them use us.

Somewhere along the way I learned that silence was the best option. Whether that
was something I just told myself to keep going, or something I truly believed in. For so long

it was my shield until it began to shift into my cage. We’ve swallowed words, buried truths
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locked inside, convinced ourselves that silence was safer. Maybe it was. Maybe, at the time,
it was the only way to survive.

And then there’s the silence that isn’t ours. The kind forced upon us. The moments
we weren’t heard, the times our voice was dismissed or twisted. The weight of not being
believed. The frustration of screaming into the void and hearing nothing in return.

Silence can protect. Silence can imprison. The difference? Intent. The silence of
endurance is survival. The silence of wisdom is strategy. One keeps us safe. The other keeps
us in control.

But if we mistake one for the other, we risk staying quiet when we should speak... or
speaking when silence would serve us better. So how do we break the silence of spite? Not
through mindless noise, not through speaking just to be heard, but through reclaiming the
power of our own voice through knowing when to wield it, when to sharpen it, and when to
hold it back as an act of wisdom, not fear. This is not about being loud for the sake of it. This
is about learning how to use your voice as a force of truth, change, and self-respect.

Not every moment of silence is submission, and not every spoken word is strength.
The hardest part of reclaiming our voice isn’t always in speaking, it’s knowing when to
speak, why we’re speaking, and what we’re hoping to achieve. Sometimes silence is fear, a
learned instinct to shrink ourselves down. Sometimes silence is wisdom, a choice to hold

back and move with purpose.

When Silence Becomes a Cage (Fear-Based Silence)
This is the silence we fall into when we are afraid:

e Fear of rejection, judgment, or punishment

e Fear of saying the wrong thing

o Fear of being misunderstood

e Fear of conflict

o Fear that our voice doesn’t matter...that we don’t matter.
This kind of silence doesn’t protect us. It shrinks us. It reinforces the lie that we are
powerless.
Reflection: Think of a time you stayed silent when you wanted to speak.

e What stopped you?
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e Wassilence a choice, or did it feel like something you Aad to do?

o Looking back, would you have spoken up if fear hadn’t been in the way?

When Silence Becomes a Shield (Wisdom-Based Silence)

Silence as a shield isn’t about fear, it’s about strategy.
e Holding back words when emotions are high and reactionary.
e Choosing not to argue when someone isn’t actually listening.
o Knowing when silence speaks louder than words.
o Walking away from battles that are meant to drain, not resolve.

Silence as wisdom is not shrinking, it’s choosing. It is knowing that your energy, your
voice, and your truth deserve to be wielded with intention, not thrown into the void for the
sake of being heard.

Reflection: Think of a time you held back from speaking and you’re glad you did.
e What would have happened if you had spoken in that moment?
o How did that silence protect your peace or your power?

e Would you have made the same choice today?

Differentiating the Two: A Simple Question
Before you speak, or before you choose not to, ask yourself:
Am I staying silent because I’m afraid... or because I know it’s the right move?
— If it’s fear, challenge it.
— If it’s wisdom, own it.
— And if you’re unsure? That’s okay, too. Learning to wield your voice takes time.

It’s not about always getting it right. It’s about making choices with intention.

Mini Quest:

1. Choose a silence you want to break.
o Something you’ve been afraid to say but want to.
o Write it down. Say it aloud. Even if only to yourself.

2. Choose a silence you want to keep.
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o A conversation, an argument, or a moment where you realize holding back is
actually the stronger move.
By the end of this, you will have made two conscious choices. One to speak. One to hold

back. Both are equally powerful.

Our voice is our rawest power. It is our thoughts and feelings manifested in our
presence and actions. It is the one thing that no matter what we believe, it can never really be
taken away. It can be suppressed, it can be misguided, but it cannot be broken. Because of
the power our voices hold, when we feel unheard or silence is weaponized against us, it has
just as profound of an impact that can certainly leave us feeling broken.

In those moments, silence isn’t just the absence of sound, but the weight of
everything we were meant to say but didn’t. It’s the echo of every time we were dismissed,
every truth we buried to keep the peace, every word we swallowed because we thought no
one would listen. But silence does not erase us... It never could. Even in the quiet, our voice
remains, waiting to be reclaimed.

It’s strange how silence can all feel the same sometimes yet still hold such different
weights. Whether it’s the silence we hear or the silence we give, before we can reclaim our
voice, we must find the silence where we have lost it.

e Silence as Survival — Some of us learned that shutting down was the safest response.
Whether from past trauma, neurodivergence, or emotional overload, silence became a
refuge when words felt too dangerous or impossible to find. This isn’t a weakness,
it’s self-preservation.

e Silence as a Weapon — On the other hand, silence can also be wielded in a way that
isolates, punishes, or controls. This isn’t the same as needing time to process, it’s
about deliberately using silence to cause harm, withhold connection, or manipulate an
outcome.

e Silence as Wisdom — There’s also a silence that comes from strength: the kind that
recognizes when speaking won’t change the outcome, when walking away is the best
choice, or when listening carries more power than responding.

o But sometimes, silence isn’t about fear or wisdom. Sometimes, it’s just

comfortable. Not because we’re in danger, but because speaking feels harder
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than staying quiet. Because the risk of stepping outside our safe zone feels

heavier than the silence itself. But if we never challenge that weight, how will we

know the power of our own voice?

o Where am I silent because it’s comfortable? Where do I hesitate to speak,
not from fear or wisdom, but from the weight of stepping outside my safe
zone?

Reclaiming our voice isn’t always about shouting to break the silence. Sometimes it’s
found in choosing to be heard when it would be easier to stay quiet. But silence is not the
enemy, and speaking is not inherently strength. Real power lies in knowing when and how to
use our voice.

For many of us, finally breaking the silence feels like victory. And it is. But words
can be like weapons and must be wielded with care. A voice reclaimed in spite can be sharp,
and if we are not mindful, we may find ourselves cutting without purpose inflicting harm, not
empowerment.

Using our voice only for the sake of hearing it echoing back is not the same as using
it with intention. So how do we ensure that when we do speak, it is with clarity, strength, and
purpose?

That also starts with us. Just like we’ve learned what is ours to carry and what is not,
one thing that always belongs to us is how we use our voice. Do we wield it with integrity or
do we allow ego and pride to lead the way? Because if accountability was easy, chances are |
wouldn’t have a story to tell, and you wouldn’t have a reason to listen. But that doesn’t mean
it’s unattainable. We just never realized that we already had a map, or a reason to follow it.

Just like finding a reason to keep going in the dark, sometimes the hardest way to use
our voice is swallow our pride and set aside our egos to say, “/ was wrong, ['m sorry.” Not to
placate. But to mean it.

Because beyond the words, what that truly says is “Acknowledging you is more
important than my pride or being right.” That doesn’t mean there is hidden meaning behind
every word spoken that needs to be deciphered. It’s not about overanalyzing or reading
between the lines where there’s nothing to find. It simply means that our words have an
impact, whether we realize it or not. And if we want our voice to be a force of strength, not

destruction, we must learn to wield that impact wisely.
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Accountability is what keeps us grounded in that intent. It’s what ensures that when
we burn, it’s not out of reckless spite, but out of necessity. Some fires can clear the path

forward... but others only leave ruin behind.

Journal Entry: Wielding Your Voice with Intent

e Think of a recent time you spoke up.

What were you trying to achieve? Did your words serve that goal?
e Think of a time you held back.

Was it out of wisdom, fear, or comfort?
e What’s one area where you struggle to use your voice?

What is one small way you can reclaim it this week?

Breaking silence is an act of defiance, but wielding your voice with purpose is an act
of mastery. The difference between the two is not just about speaking, it’s about zow and
why we speak.

For many of us, spite has been survival. It’s the fire that kept us standing when
nothing else did. But fire, unchecked, can burn indiscriminately. We have all seen what
happens when spite turns to resentment, when anger festers unspoken, when silence erodes
us from the inside out.

So now, we stand at a crossroads. Spite can be a blade, sharp and reckless. Or it can
be a torch, steady and illuminating. We are the ones who choose.

The power of spite is not in volume but in presence. It does not demand aggression. It
demands awareness. It does not mean speaking over others. It means not allowing yourself

to be spoken over. And that is where the real test begins.

The Trial of Voice: “Speak, Even If Your Hands Shake”

(a sentiment echoed by many who have fought to be heard)
Your voice is not a weapon; it is a tool. It can be honed, refined, and sharpened. Not to cut,

but to build.
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Reflection & Action:

* What is one thing you swallowed down that still lingers in your bones?

* If you could go back and say what you needed to, what would it be?

» What does it feel like to imagine speaking it aloud? Resistance? Fear? Relief?

» Write it down. Say it out loud. Even just to yourself.

Reclaiming our voice is powerful. But power without direction can become just as
dangerous as silence without choice. We’ve all felt the sting of words used recklessly,
whether from others or from ourselves. Just as words can be a force of truth and change, they
can also be weapons of destruction. And when wielded carelessly, they cut deep.

But silence, too, can be a weapon. Not all silence is wisdom, and not all silence is
survival. Sometimes, silence is an act of harm; a way to isolate, manipulate, or punish. Other
times, it is the slow erosion of self, where swallowed words fester into resentment.

So how do we ensure that our voice, whether spoken or withheld, is an act of strength
rather than harm? This is where we must confront the misuse of spite in both words and
silence. Because when Spite is misused, it does not empower, it erodes. It turns sharp and
reckless, cutting into anything in its path. And sometimes, it turns us into exactly what we

fought against.

Spite becomes destructive words when:

e We use it to punish instead of to stand firm. (“Fine, I’ll just leave and never speak
to you again.”)

e We throw truth like a blade, not a bridge. (“At least 'm not weak like you.”)

e We lash out because we were hurt first. (“You hurt me, so now I’ll make sure you
feel it t00.”)

e We turn every battle into a war. (“They’re wrong, and I’ll make sure they know
it.”)

Reflection: Have you ever said something out of spite that you later regretted?
e What was your intent in that moment?

e Did it truly give you power, or just a temporary sense of control?
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o What might you have said differently if you were speaking from strength rather than
anger?
Silence can be a powerful tool of protection or wisdom, but when used to wound instead

of protect, it becomes a blade all its own.

Spite becomes weaponized silence when:

e We use it to withhold connection. (The silent treatment, shutting someone out not
for space, but to punish.)

e  We refuse to communicate, making others ‘figure it out.” (“’You should just know
what you did wrong.”)

e We deny closure as a form of control. (“I’ll just disappear and let them wonder.”)

e Welet silence stew into resentment. (Swallowing every grievance until it explodes
later.)

Reflection: Have you ever used silence as a form of power, rather than peace?

e What was your intent in that moment?

e Did it actually protect you, or just prolong the conflict?

e What could have been gained by choosing intentional silence instead of spiteful

silence?

Spite can be a tool of transformation, but it is not a replacement for integrity.
The difference between using spite as fuel and using it as fire is simple:
o Spite weaponized turns into destruction. (Burning everything in its path.)
o Spite swallowed turns into resentment. (Eroding you from the inside.)
o Spite wielded turns into courage. (A tool to stand strong, without harming others.)
Remember: Spite does not demand aggression. It demands presence and awareness. It does

not mean speaking over others. It means not allowing yourself to be spoken over.

The Misuse of Spite The Power of Spite
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X Spite swallowed turns into resentment.

destruction. Spite spoken turns into self-advocacy.

X Spite ignored turns into a slow erosion Spite acknowledged turns into power.
of self.

Spite is a tool. Your voice is a powerful force. Silence is a choice. Each of these holds
power, but power without direction becomes reckless.
> To wield spite without awareness is to let it consume you.

—>To wield your voice without intention is to let it control you.
> To wield silence without wisdom is to let it imprison you.

If spite without strategy is destruction, and silence without intent is erasure, then our
true power lies in learning the difference. Now that we’ve explored the weight of silence and
the responsibility of our words, let’s look at how we naturally wield our voices. Just as we
develop our own combat styles in battle, we also develop our own communication styles. So

what role do you play in your own story?

Playstyles & Voice Types:

How Do You Use Your Voice?

Your voice is more than just words, it’s the way you navigate the world, advocate for
yourself, and interact with others. In any RPG, a character’s playstyle dictates their strengths,
weaknesses, and how they approach challenges. Your communication style is no different.
Below are the four classes by voice archetypes. Do you see yourself in one? Or are you a mix

of several?

Warrior — The Challenger

How They Use Their Voice:

o Direct, assertive, unafraid to call things out.
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e Advocates for themselves and others with force but can sometimes escalate conflicts
unnecessarily.
e Values justice, strength, and standing firm.
Potential Strengths:
- Speaks with conviction and confidence.
- Doesn’t hesitate to stand up for what’s right.

—> Unafraid to call out injustice or hypocrisy.

Potential Pitfalls:
e Can be too aggressive, turning disagreements into battles.
e Might struggle with listening and adapting.

e Risks using their voice as a weapon rather than a tool.
Example in Action:

o You’re in a team meeting at work, and someone takes credit for your idea. A
Warrior doesn’t hesitate. 'Actually, that was my suggestion last week.' They

ensure their voice is heard, cutting straight to the truth.

o A friend makes a backhanded comment about something you’re passionate about.

Instead of brushing it off, you firmly say, “That’s not okay, and here’s why.”

Growth Opportunity:
Learn to balance assertion with strategy. Not every battle is worth fighting. Sometimes the

most powerful move is knowing when to engage and when to step back.

Rogue — The Tactician

How They Use Their Voice:

e Chooses when and how to speak with precision.
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o (Can navigate tricky conversations with ease but sometimes avoids direct

confrontation.

e Values adaptability, persuasion, and subtlety.

Potential Strengths:
- Knows how to phrase things carefully to get the best outcome.
- Reads the room well and adjusts their approach accordingly.

- Can diffuse tension with humor or misdirection.

Potential Pitfalls:

¢ C(Can sidestep confrontation even when they should speak up.
¢ Risks manipulating situations instead of addressing them directly.

e May struggle with advocating for themselves when it feels risky.

Example in Action:

o Your boss hands you a project at the last minute. Instead of outright refusing (which
might backfire), you say: “I’d love to help, but I want to make sure I can do it
well. What should I prioritize to make that happen?”... turning the situation in
your favor.

o Someone makes an unfair comment about you, and instead of getting defensive, you
smirk and reply, “Oh, is that your expert opinion?” letting the sarcasm shut it

down without escalating.
Growth Opportunity:

Use your strategic voice for truth, not just survival. Master self-advocacy, not just

adaptation.

Mage — The Analyst
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How They Use Their Voice:
o Prefers to gather knowledge before speaking.
e Values precision, clarity, and logic.

e Can break down complex topics but may struggle with emotional expression.
Potential Strengths:

- Communicates with depth and clarity.
—> Can bring perspective to heated situations.

—> Thoughtful and calculated with their words.

Potential Pitfalls:

e May overthink conversations instead of speaking in the moment.
e (an struggle with expressing emotions naturally.

e Risks coming across as cold or distant.
Example in Action:

o A debate unfolds in a group chat, emotions rising. The Mage steps in, not to dismiss,
but to clarify: 'l see both perspectives. Let’s break it down..."' They bring focus, not
just facts.

o A friend vents about their problems, but instead of offering emotional support, the
Mage starts problem-solving, saying, “If you approach it from this angle, it might

work better.” Helpful, but maybe not what was needed in the moment.

Growth Opportunity:

Your voice doesn’t have to be perfect to be powerful. Speak before the moment passes.

Cleric — The Bridge
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How They Use Their Voice:
o Use their voice to heal, mediate, and guide.
o Listens deeply and creates space for others, but sometimes at their own expense.

e Values compassion, connection, and understanding.
Potential Strengths:
- Excellent at de-escalating conflicts.
—> Creates safe spaces for communication.

- Can sense the emotions behind words.

Potential Pitfalls:

e Risks silencing themselves to keep the peace.
e (Can take on others’ burdens too heavily.

e Struggles with advocating for themselves.

Example in Action:

o Two friends are fighting, and the Cleric steps in as the peacemaker. They say, “I
think you’re both coming from a place of hurt, but here’s what I see.”
o A coworker is struggling, and the Cleric immediately offers to help even though

they are already overwhelmed.

Growth Opportunity:

Protect your own voice as fiercely as you protect others’. You deserve to be heard, too.

Reflection: What Type of Speaker Are You?
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e Which of these do you see in yourself? Where do you feel strongest? Where do you
struggle? And most importantly, what would leveling up your voice look like for

you?

Next Evolution — Leveling Up Your Voice

Knowing your voice playstyle is just the beginning. The true challenge is learning when to

use it, when to adapt, and when to evolve.

= Warriors: Learn the strength of listening before charging forward.
- Rogues: Learn to speak up before the moment slips away.
- Mages: Learn to lead with wisdom, not just information.

- Clerics: Learn to protect your own voice as much as you protect others’.

Your voice is an instrument, not just a weapon. Power isn’t in volume, it’s in
precision. Wield your voice like a blade - sharp when needed, silent when necessary,
and always with purpose.

But voice alone isn’t enough. Being aware of our words and silence is only one part
of the equation, knowing when to pay attention to the world around us is the other. Because
the moment we reclaim our voice, we start to notice the things we couldn’t before. Maybe it
starts with words left unspoken. Or even patterns that led us here. But perhaps even learning
to be aware of the silent dangers lurking beneath the surface.

We fought to be heard. Now we must learn to listen... not just to ourselves, but to the
world around us. Because power isn’t only in what we say. It’s in what we can see coming

before it strikes.

9% |Page



C.E. Dexheim

# } XP Gained - Mastering the Balance Between Silence and Speech
Understanding the weight of silence, the impact of voice, the misuse of spite, and how

communication playstyles shape how we naturally express ourselves.

+ New SKkill Unlocked - Voiceforged Mastery: Strength in Silence, Power in Speech
Knowing when to speak, when to hold back, and how to wield words with purpose ensures

that your voice remains a tool for empowerment, not destruction.

New Abilities Unlocked:
O Resonant Defiance — You no longer shrink in the face of silence weaponized against you.
Your voice, once stolen, is now reclaimed.

Precision Strike — Your words are not wasted. You speak with clarity and purpose,
knowing that not every battle requires noise, but every truth deserves to be known.

Echo of Influence — Silence is no longer just absence; it is presence. You’ve learned

when to let quiet speak louder than words.
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Chapter 8

Situational Awareness

Don’t Stand in the Fire

In RPGs and in life, the deadliest threats aren’t always the ones that strike first;
they’re the ones we never saw coming. And let’s be real, sometimes we weren’t silenced. We
just missed the warning signs until we were already on fire.

Now that we’ve reclaimed our voice, it’s time to develop our next skill: Situational
Awareness by recognizing the hazards before they burn us, avoiding unnecessary damage,
and learning when to engage, when to step back, and when to move entirely.

If you’ve ever played one of these types of video games, you know that one of the
biggest components of successfully progressing through the game is understanding strategy.
While solo play is possible, most of the toughest fights require a plan, preparation, and
awareness. Sometimes, you can charge in headfirst and hope for the best. But more often
than not, blindly attacking without paying attention to your surroundings means missing
critical dangers.

Every healer/support knows this one fundamental truth: the fire is bad. Get out of the
fire. And yet, in every raid, without fail, someone is going to stand in it like they’re enjoying

a damn foot massage or warm bubble bath made of FIRE.
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Maybe they don’t notice. Maybe they think their gear is strong enough to tank the
damage. Maybe they just assume their healer will fix it for them. (Spoiler: This is how
healers develop trust issues.)

The thing is, this happens outside of dungeons, too.

o Ignoring red flags in a relationship? You’re standing in the fire.

e Overcommitting to things you don’t have the bandwidth for? You’re standing in

the fire.

o Letting someone continuously cross your boundaries because “they didn’t mean

to”? Yep. Fire.

And sure, you might have someone willing to heal you through it for a while. But no
healer (no matter how skilled, patient, or emotionally caffeinated) can keep you alive if you
refuse to move your damn feet.

But as a veteran healer, I assure you, the inner dialogue is never “Oh no! They re in the
fire! I must save them! (&)

No. It’s more like:

“Oh, you have three DoTs ticking on you, refuse to dodge, and keep running out of
range... through. The. FIRE?! Let me just work a miracle with my already drained mana
bar. No, really, I LOVE this for me. | HAVE COOLDOWNS TOO, YOU KNOW.”

Just like a well-prepared adventurer studies the fight, we must also take time to study
our environment, understand the hazards, and sharpen our situational awareness.

In gaming, situational awareness refers to a player’s ability to recognize dangers in their
surroundings, things like enemy attack patterns, environmental hazards, and positioning on
the battlefield. Many of the deadliest threats in an RPG aren’t just direct attacks but
avoidable damage, like an enemy’s area of effect (AoE) attack.

Let’s say a boss is about to launch a fire attack that covers part of the battlefield,
leaving flames behind. If you move out of the fire in time, you avoid damage entirely. But if
you tunnel vision on attacking and don’t notice the fire beneath your feet? You take
unnecessary damage, or worse, you burn to death.

In life, the fire isn’t always so obvious:
- It’s staying in a toxic relationship because leaving feels impossible.

- It’s saying “yes” when you should say “no.”
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-> It’s staying in a conversation long after it’s stopped being productive.

—> It’s burnout creeping up on you until you’re too exhausted to function.

In games, fire is obvious... blazing, flashing, impossible to ignore. In life, it’s
insidious. It disguises itself as duty, obligation, or the comfort of familiarity... burning us
slowly before we realize the damage. It’s the slow erosion of boundaries, the creeping
exhaustion of overcommitting, the resentment that builds until you’re burned out beyond
repair.

However, unlike in games, where danger zones are brightly highlighted or
telegraphed, real-life hazards are often hidden in plain sight. Sometimes the invisible fires in
our lives can look like increased fatigue, resentments, avoidance, or even over-justification
(in terms of making excuses for harmful situations instead of addressing them). By learning
to spot these early, we can simply step out of the fire before we get burned.

When we face conflict or adversity, it’s tempting to think of the other person as the
enemy. But more often than not, the real enemy is within: our own insecurities, fears, and
past wounds. Think about the last time you found yourself in a heated argument. Were you
really upset about the situation in front of you? Or was something deeper at play such as an
old wound, an unspoken fear, a past betrayal influencing your reaction? Sometimes, the
demons we thought we defeated respawn in the middle of a new battle. In those moments,
our trauma responses take over. Instead of acting with clarity, we react on instinct. But what

happens when our instincts vary?

Cross-Class Communication

In RPGs, different classes don’t just have different strengths, they also have different
ways of thinking about strategy. Warriors focus on survival. Rogues prioritize positioning.
Mages think ahead. Clerics adapt based on the team’s needs. So what happens when two
different playstyles clash?

—> Tanks think they have to “fix” every problem by taking the hit for the team.
- Rogues assume it’s easier to avoid conflict than deal with it head-on.
—> Mages overanalyze everything, trying to find the “perfect” answer.

—> Clerics assume peacekeeping is the best solution, even when it burns them out.
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Playstyles don’t just influence how we engage with challenges, they also shape how
we communicate. Sometimes, the biggest misunderstandings aren’t from what’s being said
but from how it’s being processed. And yet, those differences can make us feel like we’re
speaking entirely different languages. Have you ever felt like someone just doesn’t get why
you’re upset? Or like they’re missing the entire point of what you’re trying to say? That’s
often because people process information differently. And when playstyles and thinking
patterns collide, it can lead to some spectacular communication breakdowns.

None of these approaches are “wrong,” but when one person expects the other to
think the same way they do? That’s when communication breaks down. One of the biggest
places we see can this is in how men and women process and express problems.

Just like different classes approach battle differently, people approach emotions and
problem-solving in wildly different ways. And sometimes, those differences make us feel
like we’re speaking entirely different languages, especially between men and women. Ever
had a conversation that felt like it completely missed the mark? That’s because the way we
naturally think about problems doesn’t always align.

But what happens when you not only speak a different language but also process

information entirely differently?

Men Think in Boxes, Women Think in String Lights

Imagine watching a Warrior organize their inventory vs. a Mage? One packs for brute
survival while the other categorizes by strategy and synergy. The same applies to how people
process thoughts. Men? They tend to think in ‘boxes,” one compartment at a time. Women?
More like a strand of light, everything is connected.

Different, right?

That’s because men and women are often wired differently when it comes to
processing thoughts and emotions. It’s not about intelligence or capability, it’s about how

information is stored, connected, and retrieved.

Men: The Box System
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Men tend to mentally organize life like a collection of separate boxes. Each topic like work,

relationships, hobbies, stress, are stored in their own compartment.

(O Work problems stay in the “work” box.
(O Relationship conflicts stay in the “relationship” box.

(O Stress from finances stays in the “money” box.

Most importantly?
Men prefer to open one box at a time.
If a man is thinking about work, he is in the work box.
If a man is thinking about fixing the sink, he is in the sink box.
When the conversation shifts to an unrelated problem, the brain doesn’t automatically
connect it to the other boxes. He has to put one box away before opening another.
And then there’s the ‘Nothing Box.’
(Yes, it’s real. Some people have the uncanny ability to think about absolutely
nothing. You ask what’s on their mind, and they reply, ‘Nothing.” And they mean it.
Their brain is idling like a game character in a paused cutscene. Meanwhile, others

have never known such peace.)

Women: The String Light System

Women tend to mentally organize life like a strand of lights. Everything is connected.
-> Stress from work can link to relationship anxiety.
- A comment from three days ago connects to an argument happening now.

- One emotional trigger can light up an entire system of memories and feelings.

Because of this, when a woman talks about one issue, she is often talking about multiple
things at once, even if she doesn’t say them outright.

Example:

A woman might say, “I hate how much time you spend at work.”

What she might really mean is: “I feel disconnected from you. I miss you. I feel like I'm not a
priority.”

But since his brain doesn’t naturally connect the dots between work and emotional
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connection, he assumes: “She wants me to work less. But I can’t work less. So... I can’t fix
this. Why is she upset?”

This disconnect can make women feel unheard and men feel like they are being
criticized for no reason. The truth? Neither person is wrong. They’re just speaking different

languages.

How This Leads to Frustration

When these two thinking styles clash, both people feel misunderstood.

—~>Men’s Frustration:

¢ “I don’t understand why she’s still upset, we talked about this already.” (1 thought we
closed that box.)

¢ “Why is she bringing up something from a month ago?” (I don’t see how that’s connected
to today.)”

e “If she tells me a problem, she must want a solution, right? “(That’s what I'd want.)

- Women’s Frustration:

e “He’s not listening to me.” (He's only focusing on the words, not the meaning.)

¢ “I have to explain every little thing for him to understand how it connects.” (Why doesn’t
he just see it?)

¢ “Why doesn’t he care about how I feel?” (He's treating this like a problem to fix instead of

an emotion to understand.)

The issue isn’t a lack of love.

It’s a difference in problem-solving mechanics.

Applying Situational Awareness to Communication
Just like in an RPG, the best players don’t just learn their own class mechanics, they learn
how to work with different playstyles.

How Men Can Adapt:
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v/Recognize that when a woman shares a problem, she might not be looking for a solution,
she’s looking for connection.

v/She doesn’t need you to fix it; she needs you to understand it.
v Realize that one issue might be connected to multiple things in her mind.

v Ask, “Do you want advice, or do you just need to talk through it?”

How Women Can Adapt:

v Understand that when a man hears a problem, his instinct is to fix it.
v Recognize that if he doesn’t connect the dots right away, it’s not because he doesn’t care.

v Be direct about emotional needs. Instead of “You work too much,” try “I miss you and

want more quality time together.”

Why This Matters in Situational Awareness

Just like tanks, healers, DPS, and mages work best when they understand each other’s
strengths, relationships improve when we understand how the people in our lives process
information differently.

Instead of assuming someone is ignoring us, we can ask:

> “Are you in another box right now?”

- “Do you want a solution or just to talk it out?”

’

= “I know this seems like a small thing, but here’s why it matters to me.’

The goal isn’t to change how you think. The goal is to learn to translate. Because
the best adventurers? They don’t just fight side by side. They learn each other’s language.

For example, if a neurotypical brain follows the logic:

A—-B—-C

My brain works more like:

A — B — OMG, THE BEES! @ — C (Wait, are the bees okay?)

Or sometimes:

If A — C, then B — D... butif A — B, then C — D.
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Some people look at a picture and see the whole image first, then fill in the details.
Others see the details first and assemble the full picture over time. Neither is wrong, just
different ways of processing information.

For years, I overexplained myself because I never felt heard. I was never trying to
make things complicated, I was just trying to bridge the gap between how I saw things and
how others did. But for a decade, I was told the way I thought was wrong. That I was
overanalyzing, stuck in my head, making things harder than they needed to be.

The reality was always that yy thinking wasn’t wrong, it was just different.

It wasn’t pulling a rabbit out of a hat, it was seeing something they didn’t. That didn’t
mean it was never there. Can I overthink? Absolutely. But that doesn’t mean my regular
thinking is overthinking just because it doesn’t follow a standard path. I know that now, but
then? I believed something was inherently wrong with me. That my brain must be broken
somewhere. But [ was never broken. I just hadn’t realized that if we’re advocating for

ourselves and still feel unheard, there are two things to consider:

e Are we only speaking in our own language, assuming others process the world the

same way we do?

e Or are we speaking to someone who is unable, or unwilling, to listen?

Awareness isn’t about making ourselves more palatable to others. It’s not about
micromanaging how we communicate just to be understood, it’s about learning to trust that
we are valid, whether or not someone else sees it.

For years, I struggled to be understood to where I questioned if I was even worth
understanding. Every time [ saw something others didn’t, I second-guessed whether it was
real. But this awareness isn’t about proving yourself to others... It’s about no longer needing
to.

We don’t need every person to understand us. We don’t need every person to validate
what we see. We just need to see ourselves clearly. When you stop doubting your own
reality, the world loses its power to rewrite it. And that clarity? It changes everything. It

allows us to be better advocates for ourselves, to form more meaningful connections, and,
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most importantly, to know when it’s time to walk away before we keep ending up in the
same fires.

Because sometimes the uncomfortable truth is that we don’t need to be seen and
heard by everyone. We only truly need to be seen and heard by ourselves first.

When we face conflict, it’s easy to forget that we’re not all the same classes.
Sometimes, we’re not even playing the same game. What feels like a reasonable move to one
person can feel like a critical hit to another, not because they’re overreacting, but because
they’ve played through a different campaign. Our emotional instincts aren’t just habits;
they’re survival tactics we picked up along the way. And like any ingrained mechanics, they
can feel automatic, even when they no longer serve us. It’s the ghosts of past wounds
whispering in our ears, the fears we refuse to face, the stories we tell ourselves about who we

are and what we deserve.

These are known as trauma responses:
e Fight — Confronting conflict head-on, determined to push through.
e Flight — Avoiding conflict or escaping the situation entirely.
e Freeze — Feeling stuck, unable to respond or take action.

e Fawn — Appeasing others to maintain peace, even at personal cost.

If we compare these to RPG roles, they align in powerful ways:

Every player has a playstyle, which is the way they instinctively engage with
challenges. Some charge in headfirst, some analyze every move, some evade conflict, and
some focus on healing others. We’ve seen these playstyles before; Warrior, Rogue, Mage,
and Cleric... different ways we approach challenges. But they aren’t just mechanics, they are
deeply ingrained responses to stress and these reactions aren’t random. They are survival
strategies shaped by every battle we have faced before.

In life, we do the same thing. The way we respond to stress, conflict, or emotional
adversity often mirrors these playstyles. But what many don’t realize is that these responses
are more than just preferences, they’re often deeply ingrained survival strategies, shaped by

our past experiences.
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> Important note before we go deeper: Every one of us is a mix of different responses. No
one is just a fight response or just a flight response, just like no one is purely a Warrior or

purely a Rogue. Our survival instincts shift depending on the situation, and we can evolve.

The same goes for how we process the world. Some people naturally categorize
information (like a Warrior sorting their inventory), while others see everything as
interconnected (like a Mage calculating spell synergies). Some follow a direct A - B — C
thought process, while others make jumps that seem random but are completely logical to
them.

None of these are right or wrong. They are just different ways of navigating the
world. The key isn’t to force yourself into one style, it’s to recognize yours so you can

work with it, not against it.

Warrior (Tank Mentality) — FIGHT Response

o “IfI can take every hit and stay standing, [ win.”

Warriors are all about resilience. In battle, they plant their feet, take the damage head-on, and
refuse to fall. They’re the first ones to charge into the fray, the last ones to retreat, and they

see endurance as victory.

How it plays out in real life:

e In conflict: Warriors argue passionately, believing that persistence = winning.
They’ll fight for their beliefs, defend their boundaries, and refuse to back down. But
sometimes, they keep fighting even when the battle isn’t worth it.

e In relationships: They might struggle to show vulnerability because they see it as
weakness. They take pride in “never needing help” and may reject support even when
they’re drowning.

e At work: They push through burnout, refusing to rest. Their identity is tied to
endurance; if they stop, they feel like they’ve lost.
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Spite-Fueled Danger:

e Carrying wounds like trophies. Warriors may see pain as proof of strength, leading
them to stay in harmful situations too long. They take every hit because they think
enduring suffering proves their worth.

e Refusing to let go of a fight. They may hold grudges, battle endlessly, or keep trying

to “win” against people who have already walked away.

Reflection:
- Am I standing my ground because it’s the right move, or just because I don’t want to be
seen as weak?

—>Have [ mistaken suffering for strength?

Rogue (Evasion & Adaptability) — FLIGHT Response

o “If I can just outmaneuver this, I won’t have to deal with the damage.”

Rogues thrive on speed, cleverness, and staying ahead of danger. They don’t brute-force
through obstacles, they find ways around them. If a fight can be avoided, a Rogue will avoid
it.

How it plays out in real life:

e In conflict: Rogues sidestep difficult conversations. They leave texts on read, ghost
situations that stress them out, or rationalize avoidance as “not worth the energy.”

¢ In relationships: They value independence and keep emotional distance to protect
themselves. If things get too intense, they might run by either physically leaving or
emotionally shutting down.

e At work: They are quick problem-solvers, but struggle with commitment or long-
term confrontation. They may job-hop frequently or avoid leadership roles that come

with conflict.
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Spite-Fueled Danger:
e Avoiding problems so well that they never deal with them. Rogues outrun their
feelings, telling themselves, “If I don’t think about it, it’s not a problem.”
e Living in a constant state of escape. They may use distractions (work, travel,

games, substances) to keep moving so they never have to sit with themselves.

Reflection:

¢ Am I dodging this problem because it’s truly unnecessary, or because I don’t want to

deal with it?

e Do I mistake avoidance for control?

Mage (Strategic Precision) — FREEZE Response

o “If I just think through every possibility, I’ll never make the wrong move.”

Mages are planners, analyzers, and strategists. They don’t act impulsively, they gather
knowledge, map out scenarios, and try to control the battlefield. But sometimes, they get
stuck in their heads thinking anticipating everything will mean they’re never caught off

guard, or expecting nothing means they’ll never be disappointed.

How it plays out in real life:
e In conflict: Mages may overanalyze situations instead of engaging. They’ll replay
conversations in their minds, trying to figure out what went wrong.
e In relationships: They struggle with trust and vulnerability. They may think, “If I
can understand every possible outcome, I’ll never be hurt.”
e At work: They get caught in analysis paralysis. They research, plan, and prepare but

struggle to execute because they don’t want to make mistakes.

Spite-Fueled Danger:
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e Convincing themselves that inaction is strategy. Mages can rationalize waiting,
telling themselves they’re gathering information, when really they’re afraid to act.
e Using intelligence as a shield. They may over-explain, over-rationalize, or detach
emotionally to avoid feeling vulnerable.
B Reflection:
e Am I stuck in preparation mode because I need more information, or because I’'m
afraid to act?

e Have I confused overthinking with problem-solving?

Cleric (Healing & Support) — FAWN Response

o “IfI'keep everyone else happy, everything will stay under control.”

Clerics are healers, caretakers, and emotional support players. They put others first,
sometimes at their own expense. When conflict arises, they soothe, fix, or mediate to keep

the peace.

How it plays out in real life:
e In conflict: Clerics apologize first, even when they aren’t wrong. They’d rather
maintain harmony than prove a point.
¢ In relationships: They are givers, sometimes to the point of exhaustion. They often
attract people who take more than they give.
e At work: They are the go-to problem solvers. They take on extra tasks, mediate

disputes, and put their needs last.

Spite-Fueled Danger:
¢ Burning themselves out to prove they’re needed. Clerics may over-give to justify
their existence, thinking, “If I help enough people, they won’t leave me.”
e Sacrificing their own needs to maintain peace. They avoid conflict by giving in,

but this builds resentment over time.
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Reflection:
e Am I helping because I truly want to, or because I fear what happens if [ don’t?

e Have I mistaken self-sacrifice for strength?

The Hidden Truth: We Are Not Just One Role

No adventurer is stuck with just one playstyle. Seasoned Players? They learn when to
switch tactics.

- Sometimes, a Warrior needs to step back instead of fighting every battle.

- Sometimes, a Rogue needs to stand their ground instead of running.

- Sometimes, a Mage needs to take action instead of analyzing.

-> Sometimes, a Cleric needs to protect their own energy instead of healing everyone else.

Just like in RPGs, growth comes from adaptability and every player must understand their
playstyle to be effective in battle. The same applies to emotional resilience.
Ask yourself:
e  When conflict arises, do I stand my ground (Warrior), dodge and escape (Rogue),
pause and analyze (Mage), or placate and appease (Cleric)?
e Do I default to one response, even when it no longer serves me?
e Can I recognize when my instinctive reaction is coming from past wounds rather

than the present moment?

Recognizing your emotional playstyle is the first step toward growth. Once you
understand your instinctive reactions, you can begin to adapt, build new skills, and create
balance. Because no adventurer is stuck with just one role forever. The best players? They
learn to adapt. A Warrior can learn when to retreat. A Rogue can decide to face something
head-on. A Mage can stop overanalyzing and cast the damn spell. A Cleric can finally put the
shield down and pick up a sword.

The most effective way to discover these things about ourselves is to make the time to
go to therapy. To reach out to a professional and sort through all those experiences and learn
just how they have shaped us. It has been my experience in life that those who embody the

mindset of “this is just who [ am” are the ones most resistant to growth. They have found a
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comfort of sorts within their own discomfort. In doing so, they have made themselves exempt
from accountability because they can justify whatever choices they make with that “take it or
leave it” approach.

A therapist can guide us, but they can’t do the work for us. Healing isn’t a passive
process, it’s a skill we develop, like any other. In school, grades measure how much we
retain. In healing, the measure isn’t knowledge... it’s how we show up in the world and for
others.

Every great RPG hero has a mentor: the wise sage, the seasoned warrior, the
enigmatic mage. They don’t hand out easy answers; they push the hero to train, to face hard
truths, to become stronger. Therapy works the same way. Your therapist isn’t your savior...
they’re your quest giver. The training? That’s on you.

I have had many mentors, guides, and incredible allies over the years, both in game
and in life. Some still remain ever close to my heart. It’s easier to show others grace when
we’ve been shown grace. Just as true healing starts when we feel heard, seen, understood,
and have the space to exist as we are right now. Even if we have someone showing us the
way, it has to be a path we choose to walk.

Thats why it all starts with us. We must want to know and be able to recognize the
need to grow. So just like we learn about a new friend, we must also learn to befriend
ourselves. We must learn to sit with ourselves and ask the tough questions. We can learn
about these things so if we do decide therapy is the best choice for us, then we don’t go in
blind. It is certainly not always easy. In fact, given all my experiences in life, I would
venture to say that self-discovery and healing has certainly been simultaneously the most

challenging and the most rewarding one of them all.

Quest: The Awareness Upgrade

Strengthening Connection Through Understanding

% Objective: Situational awareness isn’t about taking responsibility for others, it’s about
learning how communication styles impact us so we can advocate for our own needs more

effectively. The world doesn’t just need more talking; it needs better listening. And when we

112|Page



C.E. Dexheim

truly hear others, we sharpen our ability to navigate relationships without feeling unheard

ourselves.
Your Quest: Practice Awareness Through Intentional Listening

For this quest, choose one person in your life, a partner, a friend, a co-worker, or even a
stranger, and engage in a conversation with one goal: to listen, not to fix. This isn’t about
solving or taking on their emotions, it’s about noticing how they communicate and how
you naturally respond.
¢ Step 1: Observe Without Absorbing
o Think of this as analyzing a teammate’s class mechanics before a big fight.
e What role do they take in conversations?
o Do they dominate discussions (Warrior)?
o Do they avoid deep topics (Rogue)?
o Do they analyze everything before speaking (Mage)?
o Do they soothe and mediate (Cleric)?

o Key Rule: You are observing, not adjusting yourself to accommodate them.

¢ Step 2: Ask a Question That Opens the Door
Instead of surface-level small talk, ask something open-ended:
o “What’s been on your mind lately?”
o “What’s something you wish people understood about you?”
e “What'’s been challenging for you recently?”
e Reminder: If they don’t want to engage deeply, that’s okay! The goal isn’t to push,
it’s to observe how they naturally respond.
¢ Step 3: Don’t Solve—Just Witness
o Ifthey open up, resist the urge to fix, offer advice, or relate it back to yourself.
o Instead, practice neutral acknowledgment:
o “That makes a lot of sense.”
o “I appreciate you sharing that.”

o “That sounds really tough.”
¢ Step 4: Reflect — How Did This Help YOU?
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e Did you notice your own instinctive response? (Did you want to fix, withdraw,
analyze, or smooth things over?)

e Did you learn anything about how you communicate?

e How can this help you express your own needs more clearly?

@ Why This Matters:

o Situational awareness helps you advocate for yourself, not just understand others.

o The more we recognize communication styles, the better we can express our own
needs.

o Listening isn’t about agreeing or fixing, it’s about being present without taking on

someone else’s emotional weight.

= Bonus Challenge: Use This Awareness to Strengthen Your Own

Boundaries
o Ifyou notice you fawn to keep the peace, practice stating your needs instead of
defaulting to comfort others.
o Ifyourealize you avoid difficult talks, practice leaning in instead of shutting down.
o Ifyou tend to argue to be right, practice pausing to see if the other person really just
needs to be heard.
The more aware we are, the better we navigate life, not just for ourselves, but for
those around us. You are not responsible for fixing the world on your own. But when

you learn to step out of the fire, sometimes you can see others are still standing in it.
@ Quest Complete: Giving Back Through Awareness

True awareness isn’t about fixing others, it’s knowing when to listen, when to speak, and
when to step back. The more we refine it, the better we communicate, the stronger we
advocate for ourselves, and the deeper we connect with others. This isn’t just about
understanding your own playstyle, it’s about learning the language of the people around you.
And in a world that often rushes past real connection, being fully present for someone else?

That’s a rare and powerful gift.
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Every RPG player knows that before you take on a powerful boss enemy, you need to
master the mechanics of the smaller fights. Recognizing your trauma responses is just the
first step. Once you see the patterns, you can start adjusting your strategy.

The biggest fight isn’t against the world, it’s against the parts of ourselves that want
to keep us stuck. These responses helped us survive in the past, but they can’t be our only
tools forever. Understanding the battlefield, enemy placement, environmental hazards, and
attack patterns, is crucial. Similarly, in life, being aware of your emotional triggers, patterns,
and surroundings can help you respond thoughtfully rather than react impulsively. Just as
some attacks in a game are un-dodgeable, some life situations will hit no matter how
prepared we are. That’s where damage mitigation comes into play.

In any great RPG, the most dangerous enemies aren’t always the ones you see
coming. The real threat? The ones inside you. Your self-doubt. Your fear. The stories you tell
yourself about who you are and what you deserve. Those enemies are the hardest to defeat,
because they wear your own face. But here’s the secret... once you recognize them, you don’t
have to fight blindly anymore. You can change the game. But seeing the dangers is one

thing...knowing how to survive them is another.
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XP Gained - Situational Awareness and Strategic Response
Understanding your default reactions (Fight, Flight, Freeze, Fawn) allows you to navigate
challenges intentionally, rather than reacting on autopilot. Recognizing hazards in both
communication and personal boundaries ensures less unnecessary damage and more
purposeful action.

New SKkill Unlocked - Hazard Detection

Identifying unhealthy influences before they cause harm. Recognizing emotional triggers and
default responses allows you to respond with strategy instead of survival instincts alone.

New Abilities Unlocked:

Healer’s Wrath — Your patience has limits. When others refuse to take responsibility
for their own damage, your spite ignites; not as reckless fury, but as precise, targeted
retaliation. You will help those who help themselves, but you will not heal the willfully
self-destructive. Or you’ve simply learned not to stand in the fire.

% Adaptive Playstyle Mastery — You no longer tend to default to one response. You know
when to switch from Warrior resilience to Rogue evasion, from Mage strategy to Cleric
diplomacy. Your playstyle is no longer a limitation; it’s an adaptable strength.

@ Strategic Cognition — Your trauma response is no longer your playstyle. You recognize
when fight, flight, freeze, or fawn is trying to take the wheel, and you take control instead.
You choose how to engage.
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Chapter 9

Damage Mitigation

The Dutiful Art of Self-Preservation

Damage mitigation is vital to survival in any RPG. Whether it’s dodging an attack or
using a defensive spell, mitigating harm ensures we last longer in battle. In life, damage
mitigation translates to adaptive survival strategies such as healthy boundaries, managing
stress, and anything that protects our mental and emotional health.

Essentially, mitigating damage isn’t about avoiding harm, but rather reducing the
impact of unavoidable hits. Because even when we do our best to avoid hazards, some battles
will still leave scars. That’s where damage mitigation comes in... learning how to take a hit
without losing the fight.

Even when we sharpen our awareness and dodge incoming attacks, some fights are
unavoidable. And when we do take a hit? What matters most is how we recover, or mitigate,
the damage before it breaks us.

Because in life, the fire isn’t always avoidable. But that doesn’t mean we have to

stand there and burn. That’s where the art of damage mitigation begins.

117|Page



Wielding the Magic of Spite

Some examples of mitigation in gaming:
( Shields or armor that absorb damage.
{ Defensive abilities that reduce incoming damage (or even make you immune for a short
time).
( Healing potions to recover lost health after taking a hit.
In life, our damage mitigation looks different, but the concept is the same. Instead of
armor and shields, we have boundaries. Instead of potions, we have self-care and support

systems.

Real-Life Damage Mitigation Tactics:

{ Setting Boundaries — Protecting your emotional health by recognizing when to step
away or say “no.”

{ Emotional Regulation — Pausing before reacting, controlling impulses, and choosing
responses intentionally.

{ Rest and Recovery — Recognizing when you need to step back and recharge instead of
pushing forward at all costs.

{ Seeking Support — Turning to friends, therapy, or mentorship when the fight is too

much to handle alone.

Armor protects you at all times, but a well-timed shield can block a sudden attack. In
life, your ongoing boundaries are armor, but moment-to-moment self-preservation (like
stepping away from a stressful conversation) is your shield.

Healthy boundaries are even our strongest armor, acting as an invisible force field
that protects us before harm even reaches us. But unlike a barricade meant to keep others out,
boundaries aren’t about isolation. They’re not walls that shut people out but rather pathways
that show others how to connect with us safely. A guide, not a gate.

If boundaries are so important, why do so many of us struggle to set them?
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Often, it’s because we’ve been conditioned to prioritize others over ourselves. Maybe
we were taught that saying “no” is rude or that good people always put others first. Some of
us grew up in environments where boundaries weren’t respected, so we never learned how to
set them.

Other times, fear keeps us from setting boundaries. Fear of disappointing others, fear of
conflict, or even fear of losing relationships. We tell ourselves:

e “IfIsay no, they’ll think I don’t care.”

o “If I set this boundary, they might leave.”
o “If I stand up for myself, I'll just cause drama.”

But the truth is, healthy relationships respect boundaries. A boundary is not rejection, it’s

an invitation to stay in your life in a way that doesn’t cause harm.

For a long time, I thought I was protecting myself. I believed that leaving dangerous
situations was the same as setting boundaries. But survival isn’t self-preservation... and
running isn’t the same as standing your ground.

[ used to leave. I told myself it was the smart choice, the safest option. I would slip
out at all hours of the night when words turned into weapons against me. My hands shaking
as I gripped the steering wheel, headlights cutting through the dark as I drove toward
nowhere in particular. [ usually ended up in an empty parking lot of a large building not too
far from home. Other nights, I parked already at work since that’s where 1I’d need to be in just
a few short hours as dawn would break across the sky. Wherever I was, I curled into the
passenger seat, knees pulled to my chest.

The air inside the car always felt heavier in those moments, thick with exhaustion and
the quiet ache of solitude. Streetlights flickered outside, casting long, distorted shadows
against the windshield. I should have been safe in my own home. I should have been in my
own bed. But instead, I sat alone, breath fogging up the glass, waiting for the night to pass.

At the time, I thought this was proof of my strength; proof that I could handle things
on my own, proof that I didn’t need anyone.

But what I didn’t realize was that [ wasn’t setting a boundary.

I was just making myself smaller.
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I was vanishing into spaces where I could be forgotten, hoping that if I disappeared
quietly enough, the world would stop asking things of me that I wasn’t capable of giving.

A real boundary would have been saying, I deserve to feel safe in my own home. That
peace shouldn’t always come at my expense. But back then, I didn’t know how. I mistook
endurance for strength believing that if I could just withstand long enough, things would
change.

I didn’t stop running because I had learned to set boundaries; I stopped because |
couldn’t run anymore. That was the real turning point. But even then, standing still wasn’t
the same as standing my ground. That would come much later, when I finally learned that
self-preservation meant more than just enduring.

I wish I had known then what I know now: That true self-preservation isn’t about
escaping a bad situation in the dead of night, it’s about building a life where you never have
to.

The worst part? The longer you endure, the more normal it feels. You don’t even
notice the weight anymore. It settles into your bones, becomes part of you. Until one day,
you realize you don’t remember what it feels like to stand tall.

I convinced myself that needing less made me easier to love. That if I just took up
less space, asked for less, stayed quiet and agreeable, | wouldn’t be a burden. But boundaries
aren’t about endurance. They aren’t about shrinking to make room for others. They are about
defining your limits before the breaking point ever comes.

Not all wounds are visible. Some aren’t even recognized as wounds until years later.
Some come in the form of silence; of never being asked how you’re doing, of enduring
storms alone because you were taught that needing help was weakness.

I didn’t realize it at the time, but isolation leaves scars, too.

Silence was my currency. My offering. The trade I made to keep peace that was never
really mine to control. The less I asked for, the less space I took up, the safer I felt. If T could
just hold it all in... just endure it, maybe I wouldn’t make things worse.

It became second nature. Never needing too much. Never showing when something hurt.
Never expecting softness. Some part of me truly believed that if I just tried harder, if I just

carried everything quietly enough, I could make myself small enough to be easy to love.
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The problem with being small is that people don’t always see you. Or worse, they do,
but only when it’s convenient for them. I used to believe that if I could just endure long
enough, things would change. But that isn’t a strategy, it’s a surrender. What I needed wasn’t
more strength to withstand damage. I needed armor. And that meant learning what I would
allow, what I would protect, and what I would no longer tolerate.

The problem wasn’t just that I lacked boundaries. It was that I didn’t believe I
deserved them. Even when I started learning how to set boundaries, I didn’t get it right
immediately. I made them too rigid, thinking that building walls would protect me.

I shut people out completely, mistaking isolation for self-preservation. But a
boundary isn’t a barricade, it’s a filter, a way to let in what nourishes you while keeping out
what harms you. That’s when I started to realize that boundaries weren’t just about keeping
people out. They were about defining the terms of engagement. And like any good defensive
strategy, they needed structure.

Immovable boundaries are our castle walls...unchanging, absolute, protecting the
core of who we are. Flexible boundaries, on the other hand, are like shifting terrain; they
adjust based on context, allowing room for connection without sacrificing safety. Both are
necessary. A fortress without a gate is a prison, but a village with no walls is defenseless.

For years, I didn’t understand the difference. I either let everything in or shut
everyone out. Now, I know that boundaries aren’t about keeping the world away, they are
about choosing who and what gets a seat at your table.

Even when we decide to set boundaries, they can fail if they’re too extreme...either
too weak to protect us or too rigid to let anyone in. I had made both mistakes.

Think of them as magical barriers: adaptive, shifting based on who and what we
allow through. Too weak, and we let in damage. Too strong, and we isolate ourselves. Porous
boundaries are like shields full of holes, offering little to no protection.

The key is balance.

Boundaries aren’t walls; they’re battle plans. They don’t shut the world out, they
define the battlefield, the rules of engagement, and who gets close enough to fight beside us.
In any RPG, defense isn’t just about having armor; it’s about knowing when to block, when
to dodge, and when to fall back. Boundaries are no different. Learning to set them isn’t just

about saying no but rather defining our own rules of engagement.
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How to Set Effective Boundaries

Like any good defensive strategy, boundaries require more than just intent. They need
structure.
O Step 1: Reflect — Identify where you feel drained or taken advantage of.
e What limits could protect your energy and well-being?
€ Step 2: Communicate — Boundaries must be clearly stated to be respected.
o Example: “I’'m not comfortable discussing this topic. Let’s talk about something

’

else.’
Step 3: Enforce — Boundaries lose power when we don’t uphold them.

o If someone crosses your boundary, follow through: “I've asked you not to discuss this
topic. If it happens again, I will end the conversation.”
o Ifthey ignore it again? Exit.

Without consistent follow-through, we are the ones who bear the emotional cost.

Boundaries with Yourself
We often think of boundaries as something we set with others... but what about the ones we
set with ourselves?
Sometimes, we are the ones violating our own limits.
e Maybe you promised yourself you wouldn’t check emails after § PM, but you keep
answering ‘‘just one more.”
e Maybe you said you’d stop saying yes to things you don’t want to do, but when asked
to help with an event, you agreed anyway.
Internal boundaries help us hold ourselves accountable.
Ask yourself:
O Where do I constantly overextend myself?

O What promises to myself do I keep breaking?

© How can I set clearer limits for my own well-being?

Boundaries aren’t just about how others treat us. They’re about how we treat

ourselves.

122 |Page



C.E. Dexheim

Learning to set boundaries wasn’t a sudden victory. It was a series of small choices, each one
a step away from survival and toward something more. Not just enduring, but existing. Not

just existing but living.

Creating, communicating, and enforcing boundaries requires self-awareness,
reflection, and emotional accountability.
But the payoff is invaluable: a healthier, more balanced life where connection thrives

without sacrificing your well-being.

O Side Quest:

Take inventory of your current boundaries. Identify one area where you need reinforcement,

and apply the Reflect-Communicate-Enforce method to strengthen it.

O Quest: Fortify Your Shield

In every great RPG, preparation is essential to surviving and thriving in the face of
challenges. This side quest will guide you step-by-step in identifying, refining, and
reinforcing your boundaries. Think of it as crafting your ultimate shield that protects you
while allowing healthy connection with the world around you.

Step 1: Survey the Battlefield

Objective: 1dentify where you are most vulnerable.
Think back to recent situations where you felt overwhelmed, drained, or taken advantage of.
These are often signs that your boundaries need attention.
+ Quest Log:
e Write down at least three situations where stronger boundaries could have protected
your well-being.
e For each situation, answer:
o  What boundary could I have set to prevent this?
o How would enforcing it have changed the outcome?
Example:

e Situation: My coworker frequently asks me to cover for them at the last minute.
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e Possible Boundary: “I can’t take on extra work without advance notice.”
Step 2: Forge the Shield
Objective: Craft clear, actionable boundaries.
Healthy boundaries must be specific and actionable. Use the following templates to define
yours:
o “When [specific situation happens], I will [specific action I'll take].”
o  “If [boundary is crossed], I will [consequence].”
" Quest Log:
e Choose one area where you’re vulnerable and create a boundary for it.

e Outline how you’ll communicate and enforce it.

Example:
e Boundary: “When I’'m asked to take on extra work at the last minute, I will politely
decline. If it continues, I'll escalate the issue with my manager.”
Step 3: Equip the Armor
Objective: Practice communicating your boundaries.
Boundaries only work if others know about them. This step is about finding your voice and
stating your needs assertively, yet kindly.
" Quest Log:
e Think of one person or situation where you need to communicate a boundary.

e Draft what you’ll say, focusing on clarity and respect.

Example:

e “I’ve noticed I’'m often asked to take on last-minute tasks. To stay on top of my

workload, I need at least 48 hours’ notice for extra requests.”

Step 4: Fortify the Shield

Objective: Prepare for boundary enforcement.
Boundaries lose their strength without consistent follow-through. This step helps you

anticipate challenges and plan your response.

* Quest Log:

124 | Page



C.E. Dexheim

e Reflect on a time when someone might test your boundary.
e Ask yourself:
o How will I respond if they cross it again?
o  What action will I take to reinforce it?
Example:
e Response: “I've already communicated my boundary about last-minute requests. If it
happens again, I’ll politely remind them and decline the task.”

Step 5: Channel Your Spite for Strength
Objective: Turn past pain into motivation.
Some of your strongest boundaries will come from lessons learned the hard way. Reflect on a
moment when a lack of boundaries hurt you and use that experience to fuel your commitment
to self-protection.
* Quest Log:
e Write about a time when you felt taken advantage of or drained.
e Answer these questions:
o What boundary could have prevented this?
o How will I ensure it never happens again?
Example Reflection:

e “Tused to never say anything when people would drop by my house unannounced,
though it left me feeling anxious and like I didn’t have control of my life in my own
space, which I’ve learned is how I feel space and is important to me. Now, I ask for
advance notice before visitors come over. If they ignore this, I won’t answer the

door.”

Challenge Mode: Level Up Your Emotional Boundaries

Boundaries aren’t just about what we do, they’re also about what we carry.
Ever felt completely drained after listening to someone vent? Or found yourself stressed out
by emotions that weren’t even yours? That’s because your emotional boundaries were down,

leaving you wide open to absorb someone else’s storm.
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The challenge? Learn to observe without absorbing. Just like a well-trained healer, you
can offer support without becoming the damage sponge.
~ Next time you’re around someone who’s highly emotional (angry, anxious, venting),
practice these techniques:
e Remind yourself: “Their emotions are not my responsibility.”
e Visualize your boundary: A shield, a force field, or even a glowing health bar that
depletes only when you allow it.
e Reframe your role: Instead of thinking, “How can [ fix this? " try “How can I listen
without carrying this?”

)

o Internally affirm: “I can support them without taking this on as my own.’

The real boss battle of self-preservation isn’t just about saying no: it’s about choosing
where your energy goes. You are not a sponge. You are not a sacrifice. You are a healer who

knows when to protect their own mana bar.

Quest Completion

Congratulations, hero! Youve completed the quest to fortify your shield. Your new
boundaries will serve as a powerful tool for navigating relationships and challenges with
confidence.

Remember: boundaries are not walls, they re doors. They allow others to connect
with you in healthy, respectful ways while keeping you protected. Continue practicing and

refining your skills, and you’ll level up in no time.

Mitigating damage with boundaries doesn’t always mean avoiding challenges. It
means we face them strategically or avoid putting ourselves in a situation we shouldn’t be in.
A well-placed shield doesn’t block every attack, but it ensures you take less damage, recover
faster, and stay in the fight.

Even with strong boundaries, self-preservation is about what we invest in and not just
what we keep out. Setting limits protects our well-being, but how we manage our energy

determines whether we thrive.
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Some people lose energy by overcommitting and saying yes to everything, constantly
putting others first, or neglecting rest. Others lose it through mental overdrive by ruminating

over past mistakes, worrying about things outside their control, or obsessing over outcomes.

Ways to Preserve Energy

@3 Mental Boundaries: Stop replaying past failures or scripting every possible future
disaster. Your brain is not a battleground.

Time Conservation: Not every invite, favor, or obligation needs a “yes.” Time is an
exhaustible resource.
) Recovery Rituals: Just like in RPGs, adventurers need time at the inn. Sleep, hobbies,
mindfulness...these aren’t luxuries; they’re refueling stations.
Managing your energy wisely ensures you’re still standing when the real battle begins.
Though not every battle is worth fighting. Not every situation is worth staying in.

Sometimes, self-preservation means recognizing when it’s time to walk away.

When to Consider Retreating:
I. When You’re Fighting a Losing Battle — If you’ve tried to communicate, enforce
boundaries, and problem-solve but nothing changes, it’s time to reassess.
1. When the Cost Outweighs the Reward — If a relationship, job, or situation
consistently drains you more than it fulfills you, is it worth staying?
1. When You’re Only Staying Because of Fear — If the only reason you haven’t left is

“What if  regret it?” ask yourself: “What if I regret staying?”

Retreating doesn’t always mean losing, it can also mean regrouping. Just like in an
RPG, sometimes you have to leave a dungeon, level up, and return stronger. Self-
preservation isn’t about stubbornly holding the line at all costs. It’s about making choices
that serve your survival, not your pride. Every skilled adventurer knows when to fall back,

regroup, and return stronger. Knowing when to walk away isn’t defeat, it’s strategy.
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Self-preservation isn’t about shutting the world out. It’s knowing what to let in, where
to invest your energy, and when to step away. Boundaries guard our well-being, energy
management keeps us from burnout, and strategic withdrawal reminds us that not every fight
is worth the cost. No hero survives endless battles without rest. True resilience isn’t about
withstanding every hit. It’s about knowing when to shield, when to heal, and when to step
forward stronger than before. Protect your energy, honor your limits, and remember, self-
preservation isn’t selfish. It’s the foundation that allows you to keep showing up for yourself
and the world.

In any RPG, no hero survives without armor. But armor alone doesn’t win battles for
it only reduces damage. True strength comes from knowing when to guard, when to strike,
and when to step away. The best players don’t just react; they anticipate. They learn from
past battles, refine their strategy, and return stronger. The next stage of our journey isn’t just
about protecting ourselves. It’s about learning how to counter the forces that threaten to

weaken us.
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s )

71 XP Gained — Mastering Damage Mitigation

The best defense isn’t avoidance, it’s preparation. Knowing when to hold your ground and
when to protect yourself allows you to endure challenges without breaking. Protecting your
energy isn’t selfish; it’s strategic. Learning to say no, recognizing when to step away, and
prioritizing self-care ensures you have the strength to keep going.

New Skill Unlocked — Boundary Casting
You now have the ability to set limits that preserve your energy without shutting yourself off
from connection.

New Abilities Unlocked:
O Shield of Self-Preservation — You now recognize that endurance isn’t strength without
sustainable recovery.

Gatekeeper’s Resolve — Boundaries are not walls; they are doors that allow in who and
what serves you while keeping out harm.

Measured Withdrawal — You don’t just stand and fight: you assess, reposition, and
step back when needed, knowing that walking away can be the ultimate power move.
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Chapter 10

Buffs & Debuffs

Mental Loadouts

In RPGs, buffs enhance your abilities, acting as temporary power-ups, while debuffs
weaken you, making battles harder. The same holds true in life: our thoughts, habits, and
external influences all act as either buffs that empower us or debuffs that drain our energy.
O Understanding Status Effects:

o Buffs increase resilience, confidence, and adaptability.

o Debuffs drain mental strength, cloud judgment, and fuel doubt.

In battle, debuffs distort reality, making enemies hit harder and obstacles seem
insurmountable. In life, cognitive distortions do the same: clouding judgment, fueling doubt,
and making even small challenges feel like insurmountable boss fights.

But like any well-prepared adventurer, you don’t just accept debuffs, you counter them.
The more you recognize them, the better you can equip the right mental loadout to keep
your defenses strong.

Let’s take a look at some of them listed below and what they mean for us:
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@ Common Cognitive Distortions as Debuffs

Each of these distortions can be presented as a debuff effect in an RPG, with an explanation

of how they impact decision-making and mental resilience.

Like any seasoned adventurer, recognizing debuffs is the first step to survival. Once you

know their effects, you can equip the right counterplay. Turning what once weakened you

into an opportunity to grow stronger.

4 Which of these thought patterns show up in your life most? If you recognize one, mark it

as a recurring debuff and note how often it appears.

ee Jdentity-Based Debuffs (Affecting Self-Perception & Confidence)

These distortions impact how you see yourself, often keeping you from recognizing your

own growth and potential.

1. © Imposter Syndrome (“Illusionary Weakness Debuff”)

o

o

@)

Effect: Makes you believe that your success is due to luck, not skill.
Example: “/ just got lucky. I don’t actually deserve this achievement.”
Counterplay: Reality Check Buff—Listing concrete evidence of your

progress and wins.

2. 4 Labeling (“Permanent Class Assignment”)

o

o

o

Effect: Defines identity based on one mistake or event.
Example: “I forgot something important. I'm such an idiot.”
Counterplay: Self-Compassion Buff—Recognizing that actions don’t define

identity.

3. A Personalization (“Aggro Magnet”)

o

o

o

Effect: Assumes blame for everything, even things outside your control.
Example: “My friend is upset, so it must be my fault.”
Counterplay: Healthy Boundaries Buff—Differentiating between what is and

isn’t yours to own.

4. @& Memory Distortion (“Glitch in the Matrix Debuff”)
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o Effect: Causes you to remember events inaccurately, reinforcing negative
beliefs.

o Example: “I was never good at this, even when I tried.”

o Counterplay: Reality Testing Buff—Checking real, factual proof instead of

relying on distorted memories.

{ Fear-Based Debuffs (Making Challenges Feel Bigger Than They Are)

Fear-based debuffs don’t just make challenges harder; they make them feel impossible.
They warp your perception, turning small setbacks into catastrophic failures and minor

conflicts into full-scale battles.
5. @ Black-and-White Thinking (“All-or-Nothing Debuff”)

o Effect: Sees things in extremes (success or failure, good or bad).
o Example: “If I don’t do this perfectly, I'm a complete failure.”
o Counterplay: Cognitive Flexibility Buff—Recognizing that progress is
incremental.
6. 3% Catastrophizing (“Doomstack Debuff”)
o Effect: Always expects the worst-case scenario.
o Example: “If ] mess up this presentation, I’ll be fired and never recover.”
o Counterplay: Reality Testing Buff—Asking, “What’s the best, worst, and
most likely outcome?”
7. & Mind-Reading (“False Intel Debuff”)
o Effect: Assumes what others think without evidence.
o Example: “They didn’t text me back, so they must hate me.”
o Counterplay: Reality Check Buff—Asking, “Do I have real evidence for this
assumption?”
8. A Overgeneralization (“Perma-Debuff”)
o Effect: Uses one failure to predict future failures.
o Example: “I failed this test, so I'll always fail.”

o Counterplay: Resilience Buff—Recognizing that one event does not define

your entire future.
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1 Self-Sabotage Debuffs (Limiting Growth & Motivation)

These distortions hold you back by discouraging progress or reinforcing limiting
beliefs.
9. ¥, Emotional Reasoning (“Status Effect Distortion”)
o Effect: Believes emotions define reality.
o Example: “I feel like a failure, so I must be one.”
o Counterplay: Emotional Regulation Buff—Separating feelings from facts.
10. © Filtering (“Tunnel Vision Debuff”)
o Effect: Only notices negatives, ignoring positives.
o Example: “I got nine compliments, but one person criticized me, so I must be
terrible.”
o Counterplay: Gratitude Awareness Buff—Forcing yourself to acknowledge the
positives.
11. # Should Statements (“Quest Guilt Debuff”)
o Effect: Imposes unrealistic rules on yourself.
o Example: “I should always be productive.”
e Counterplay: Nuanced Thinking Buff—Challenging rigid expectations.
12. X Disqualifying the Positive (“Buff Negation”)
o Effect: Rejects success and compliments.
o Example: “They only said something nice to be polite, so it doesn’t really count.”
e Counterplay: Self-Awareness Buff—Training yourself to accept praise at face

value.

Summary: The Debuff Counterplay System
Just like in an RPG, these debuffs affect different areas of the game:
¢ Early-Game Traps (Affecting Confidence & Identity)
e (© Imposter Syndrome (“Illusionary Weakness Debuff”)

e o Labeling (“Permanent Class Assignment”)
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e /A Personalization (“Aggro Magnet”)
o @ Memory Distortion (“Glitch in the Matrix Debuff”)
¢ Mid-Game Challenges (Causing Self-Doubt & Fear)
« @ Black-and-White Thinking (“All-or-Nothing Debuff”)
e 3% Catastrophizing (“Doomstack Debuff”)
@& Mind-Reading (“False Intel Debuff)

e /A Overgeneralization (“Perma-Debuff)
¢ Endgame Hazards (Limiting Progress & Fulfillment)
« O Filtering (“Tunnel Vision Debuff”)
« X Disqualifying the Positive (“Buff Negation™)
. Should Statements (“Quest Guilt Debuff”)
. Fairness Fallacy (“Rigged Game Debuff”)
« ¥ Control Fallacy (“No-Controller Debuff” & “Master Controller Debuff”)

e 4 Social Comparison (“Phantom Player Debuff”)

@ Bonus: Defense Mechanism Distortions (These can occur at any stage but

influence how we see the world.)

o @& Magical Thinking (“Fatebound Debuff”)

. Justice Fallacy (“Karma Debt Debuff”)

By recognizing these debuffs, you can equip the right counterplay and regain control

over your game. f§

We don’t come into the world with these debuffs pre-equipped. Most develop over
time, shaped by our upbringing, experiences, and even survival instincts. Some distortions
come from how we were raised, while others are remnants of ancient fight-or-flight

reésponses.
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If we only saw love or praise as a condition of success, then we could easily develop
an “all-or-nothing” way of thinking. If we only tell little boys that “Men don’t cry,” we’ve
essentially conditioned them to have the emotional reasoning that “If I cry, I am not a man.”

Though not all our debuffs are a result of our childhood or culture. Understanding
how these distortions develop isn’t just trivia. It’s the key to countering them effectively. The
more you recognize their origins, the easier it is to break their hold. And while this might
seem like a deep dive now, it’ll come back into play later when we start dismantling the
toughest mental roadblocks.

Some are simply more biological, like an evolutionary survival mechanism. Our
brains are wired to detect threats quickly, even if they aren’t real. In the time of prehistoric
humans, the brain would automatically assume that a rustling in a bush is a predator because
it is safer than stopping to analyze it. So, some of these distortions we contend with are
actually remnants of this type of fight or flight response as our minds exaggerate danger to
prepare us for worst-case scenarios.

Though we’ve moved well beyond the time of hunting and gathering for survival, we
still have some up those same survival instincts in place even in modern life. It can make us
fear small setbacks or emotional pain as if they were the same level of threat as a predator
hiding in a bush.

At its core, most of our cognitive distortions are acting as a defense mechanism as a
way to shield us from emotional pain. Sometimes black and white thinking can prevent us
from experiencing ambiguity, which can feel unsafe. Overgeneralization can make us avoid
situations that once hurt us, but it comes at the cost of personal growth. We may have
botched our lines in a school play once and our brain has since overgeneralized that we are
just terrible at public speaking because it prevents future risk but also limits opportunities.

Another way these act as a defense is for efficiency. Our brains process an enormous
amount of information daily and tends to rely on shortcuts to avoid becoming overloaded. It
can do that by creating mental frameworks, or schemas, that help us to categorize the world
quickly. The problem with this is that it can tend to oversimplify it as well. We create a
cognitive distortion like filtering (only seeing the negative) because our brains default to our

past experiences and prioritize what seems the most relevant. If those experiences have been
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painful, like in a relationship, our brain might default to a mind-reading distortion trying to
avoid future pain.

Once we develop a cognitive distortion, our brains will look for evidence to support
it. It’s also what we call a confirmation bias, where we unconsciously ignore anything that
contradicts our beliefs. So, we do things like completely disqualify the positive and reject
compliments or overlook achievements because they do not fit our distorted self-image.

Comparison is a silent assassin. It doesn’t strike head-on; it seeps into your thoughts,
making every achievement feel smaller, every success feel unearned. And in the modern
world, it has the most dangerous weapon of all: social media.

Every time you scroll, you're bombarded with success stories, flawless aesthetics,
people 'hustling' 24/7. But you're not seeing the full picture. You're seeing someone’s best
moments, polished and curated. It’s like comparing your raw gameplay footage to someone
else's edited cutscene.

The danger of social media isn’t just distraction, it’s distortion. It makes you
question your progress, your worth, your pace. But remember in an RPG, every player levels
up at their own speed. Some grind experience in battles, others explore side quests. No path
is identical, and no one sees your full journey except you. The only real scoreboard? Your
own growth.

A debuff isn’t just something to remove, it’s something to counter. And the best way
to weaken it isn’t just by dispelling it, but by stacking buffs so strong that the debuff loses its
power entirely. By reinforcing our strengths, we actively reduce the power of distortions.

Let’s explore how buffs can be used to turn the tide.

@, Buffs: Positive Mental and Emotional Enhancements

Here are some key “buffs” that counter cognitive distortions and reinforce mental strength:
1. Cognitive Flexibility (“Adaptability Buff”)

o Effect: Increases your ability to adjust to new perspectives and challenges.

e Counters: Black-and-white thinking, overgeneralization.

o Example: Instead of saying, “I always fail at this,” cognitive flexibility lets you say,

“I didn't succeed this time, but I can improve next time.”
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2. Self-Compassion (“Healing Over Time Buff™)

Effect: Reduces self-criticism and enhances emotional resilience.
Counters: Labeling, personalization, should statements.
Example: Instead of, “I'm so stupid for making that mistake,” self-compassion helps

’

you say, “Everyone makes mistakes, this doesn’t define me.’

3. Emotional Regulation (“Calm Mind Buff™)

Effect: Helps you manage emotional reactions and stay grounded.
Counters: Emotional reasoning, catastrophizing.
Example: Instead of reacting impulsively to stress, emotional regulation helps you

pause, assess, and respond thoughtfully.

4. Nuanced Thinking (“Reality Check Buff)

Effect: Encourages seeing multiple perspectives rather than extremes.
Counters: Black-and-white thinking, filtering.
Example: Instead of, “If they disagree with me, they must hate me,” nuanced

thinking allows, “We can disagree and still respect each other.”

5. Growth Mindset (“XP Boost Buff™)

Effect: Increases resilience by viewing challenges as learning opportunities.
Counters: Overgeneralization, catastrophizing.
Example: Instead of, “I failed, so I'm a failure,” growth mindset reframes it as,

“Failure is part of growth so what can I learn from this?”

6. Gratitude Awareness (“Morale Buff”)

Effect: Helps shift focus from negative filtering to appreciation.
Counters: Disqualifying the positive, filtering.
Example: Instead of dismissing success, gratitude helps acknowledge it: “/ worked

hard for this, and I'm proud of myself.”
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7. Self-Awareness (“Enemy Scan Buff”)

e Effect: Increases ability to detect negative thought patterns before they spiral.
e Counters: Mind-reading, personalization.
o Example: Instead of assuming, “They re mad at me,” self-awareness prompts, “/

don’t have enough information to assume what they re thinking.”

8. Healthy Boundaries (“Damage Mitigation Buff”)

o [Effect: Protects emotional energy and prevents burnout.

e Counters: Should statements, personalization.

o Example: Instead of feeling obligated to always say yes, this buff helps you say no
without guilt.

9. Resilience (“Endurance Buff”)

e Effect: Increases emotional stamina and ability to bounce back from setbacks.
e Counters: Overgeneralization, catastrophizing.
o Example: Instead of, “This setback ruined everything,” resilience allows, “This is

temporary, and I can keep going.”

10. Reality Testing (“Debuff Dispel”)

o [Effect: Helps separate facts from emotional reactions.
e Counters: Emotional reasoning, mind-reading.
o Example: Instead of, “I feel worthless, so I must be,” reality testing prompts,

“Feelings aren’t facts so what'’s the actual evidence?”

If cognitive distortions are debuffs, then buffs would be the mental skills, mindsets,
and habits that strengthen resilience, improve emotional regulation, and enhance personal
growth. These are the positive cognitive strategies that counteract distortions and give you an

advantage in life, just like buffs in an RPG make a character stronger.
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We don't always have just one debuff on us to contend with, but we also aren't limited
by how many buffs we can have active at the same time either. We can stack our buffs for an
even better advantage or counter a single debuff. By consciously maximizing your buffs and
addressing your debuffs, you can create a more balanced and empowered approach to life.
Confidence alone is powerful, but when paired with self-compassion, it becomes resilience.
Think of it as stacking buffs where one increases your attack power, the other prevents self-

inflicted damage. So, you can explore some of the ways to do that.

@ Counterspell Spellbook: Debuff Dispel Guide

How to Use: When a debuff (negative thought pattern) strikes, consult the spellbook for the
most effective Counterspell Buff to neutralize its effects. When you recognize a negative
thought pattern, you can apply a counter strategy. If you tend to assume the worst
(catastrophizing), you can challenge that thought with reality-checking. If you struggle with
self-doubt, you can counter it with evidence of your past successes. The key is knowing
which skills work best for you.

But before we can dispel a debuff, we have to recognize it. Which of these thoughts sound

most familiar?

(X3 » . .
I always screw up.” — Overgeneralization

“They must be upset with me.” — Mind Reading
o “I have to be perfect or I've failed.” — Black-and-White Thinking

“Everyone else has it figured out except me.” — Social Comparison

Debuff (Cognitive Counterspell How to Cast It
Distortion) Buff (Best (Application)
Counter)
©® Imposter Syndrome = Reality Check | List past wins and skills to
(“Illusionary Weakness Buff remind yourself of real progress.
Debuff)
" Labeling (“Permanent v Self- Recognize that one mistake #
Class Assignment”) Compassion Buff identity. Talk to yourself like a
friend.
I. Personalization (“Aggro = x4 Healthy Not everything is about you. Ask:
Magnet”) Boundaries Buff “What’s my actual

responsibility here?”
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@ Black-and-White
Thinking (“All-or-Nothing
Debuff”)

3% Catastrophizing
(“Doomstack Debuff”)

@ Mind-Reading (“False
Intel Debuff”)

. Overgeneralization
(“Perma-Debuff”)

¥, Emotional Reasoning
(“Status Effect Distortion”)

®© Filtering (“Tunnel
Vision Debuff)

¥ Should Statements
(“Quest Guilt Debuff”)

X Disqualifying the
Positive (“Buff Negation™)

A Social Comparison
(“Phantom Player Debuff”)

Fairness Fallacy
(“Rigged Game Debuff”)

¥, Control Fallacy (“No-
Controller” & “Master
Controller”)

() Justice Fallacy (“Karma
Debt Debuff”)

@ Memory Distortion
(“Glitch in the Matrix
Debuff”)

& Cognitive
Flexibility Buff

= Growth Mindset
Buff

8 Reality Testing
Buff

‘e’ Resilience Buff

Emotional
Regulation Buff

Gratitude
Awareness Buff

) Nuanced
Thinking Buff

=~ Self-Awareness
Buff

= XP Progress
Tracking Buff

‘&’ Resilience Buff

) Nuanced
Thinking Buff

Emotional
Regulation Buff

$® Reality Testing
Buff
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Remind yourself: “Progress isn’t
all or nothing. Improvement
happens in small steps.”

Ask: “What’s the best, worst,
and most realistic outcome?”
Focus on learning, not failure.
Check the facts: “Do I have real
evidence for this assumption?”
If not, it’s just a guess.

One event does not define
everything. Replace “always”
and “never” with realistic
language.

Feelings are data, not facts. Ask:
“What would I think if I
weren’t feeling this way?”
Actively list three positives
when your brain focuses only on
negatives.

Challenge rigid expectations: “Is
this a personal value or just a
rule I think I must follow?”
Catch yourself rejecting
compliments or success. Instead
of dismissing, say “Thank you.”
Focus on your own stats, not the
leaderboard. Measure yourself
against your past progress.
Accept that life isn’t always fair,
but you can adapt and grow
regardless.

Ask: “What’s actually within
my control?” Balance between
responsibility & acceptance.
Separate justice from personal
peace, not everything will
balance out as expected.

Check real, factual proof instead
of relying on a distorted memory.
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How Buff Stacking Works

Rather than relying on a single skill, think of combining them like tools in your
inventory. When facing doubt, using resilience alone may help, but adding self-compassion
strengthens the effect. The more tools you use together, the stronger your mindset becomes.

Instead of relying on a single buff to counter a debuff, think of stacking buffs like

casting a multi-effect spell that:
Weakens the debuff (negative thought or distortion)
Increases your resilience and emotional stamina

Creates a more balanced and strategic mindset

@ Buff Stacking Tiers

e ¢ Basic Stack (1 Buff): Use a single buff to mitigate a mild negative thought.

. Advanced Stack (2 Buffs): Combine two buffs to counteract stronger
distortions.
o Ultimate Stack (3+ Buffs): A high-powered mental spell combo for deeply

ingrained distortions.

L Spellbook of Buff Stacking

Here’s how to combine buffs into powerful spell-like effects:

© Dispelling Doom (Catastrophizing)
Debuff: Doomstack Debuff — Everything is going to be a disaster.
Basic Stack: 4 Growth Mindset (Reframes failure as learning.)

Advanced Stack: o Growth Mindset + & Emotional Regulation (Stays calm under

stress.)

141|Page



Wielding the Magic of Spite

Ultimate Stack: L Growth Mindset + & Emotional Regulation + / Reality Testing
(Separates facts from fears.)
@ Spell Name: “Clarity Ward — Grounding in Reality”

When panic rises, use Growth Mindset to focus on learning, Emotional Regulation to

breathe through the fear, and Reality Testing to check if the catastrophe is even real.

#, Breaking the Curse of Self-Doubt (Overgeneralization & Labeling)
Debuff: Perma-Debuff — One failure means I’ll always fail.

Basic Stack: ‘%’ Resilience (Bounce back from setbacks.)

Advanced Stack: ‘&’ Resilience + L Growth Mindset (See failure as progress.)
Ultimate Stack: ‘%" Resilience + 4 Growth Mindset + % Self-Compassion (Be kind to

yourself.)
@ Spell Name: “Phoenix Rising — The Art of Recovery”

Use Resilience to push through, Growth Mindset to see improvement, and Self-

Compassion to stop beating yourself up.

{ Deflecting the Shame Bolt (Personalization)
Debuff: Aggro Magnet — I am responsible for everything that goes wrong.
Basic Stack: x4 Healthy Boundaries (Defines what is and isn’t yours to carry.)

Advanced Stack: x4 Healthy Boundaries + 4 Self-Awareness (Recognizes emotional

triggers.)

Ultimate Stack: ;4 Healthy Boundaries + & Self-Awareness + % Self-Compassion
(Stops self-blame.)

@ Spell Name: “Sanctuary Ward — Releasing Unnecessary Burdens”

Boundaries let you recognize what’s actually your problem, Self-Awareness stops you

from taking on excess guilt, and Self-Compassion reminds you that mistakes don’t define you.

The Vision Unclouded (Filtering & Disqualifying the Positive)
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Debuff: Tunnel Vision — Only focusing on the negatives.
Basic Stack: Gratitude Awareness (Actively recognizing the good.)
Advanced Stack: Gratitude Awareness + ® Reality Testing (Seeing all sides of the
Situation.)
Ultimate Stack: Gratitude Awareness + ® Reality Testing + & Self-Awareness
(Detecting when you 're stuck in negativity.)
@ Spell Name: “True Sight — Seeing the Full Picture”
Use Gratitude Awareness to acknowledge what’s going well, Reality Testing to ensure

balance, and Self-Awareness to notice when your brain is filtering out the positives.

The Should Purge (Should Statements & Perfectionism)
Debuff: Quest Guilt — I should always be doing more.
Basic Stack: [E) Nuanced Thinking (Life is not just success vs. failure.)

Advanced Stack: £ Nuanced Thinking + x4 Healthy Boundaries (Setting limits on
pressure.)
Ultimate Stack: [E) Nuanced Thinking + 34 Healthy Boundaries + % Self-Compassion
(Letting go of toxic perfectionism.)
@ Spell Name: “Liberation Flame — Burning Away Unrealistic Expectations”
Nuanced Thinking helps shift your rigid “shoulds,” Boundaries let you set limits, and

Self-Compassion stops guilt from taking over.

© Breaking Free from the Comparison Trap (Social Comparison &
Disqualifying the Positive)

o Basic Stack: 4 XP Progress Tracking Buff

e Advanced Stack: 4 XP Progress Tracking + Gratitude Awareness

o Ultimate Stack: 4 XP Progress Tracking + Gratitude Awareness + @ Reality

Testing
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) Overcoming the “Life Should Be Fair” Mindset (Fairness Fallacy &
Justice Fallacy)

o Basic Stack: ‘&' Resilience Buff

o Advanced Stack: ‘% Resilience + & Emotional Regulation

o Ultimate Stack: ‘%" Resilience + & Emotional Regulation + &) Nuanced Thinking

©. Releasing the Illusion of Total Control (Control Fallacy &
Personalization)

« Basic Stack: £} Nuanced Thinking Buff

e Advanced Stack: ) Nuanced Thinking + & Self-Awareness

o Ultimate Stack: [} Nuanced Thinking + & Self-Awareness + 4 Healthy

Boundaries

‘s Buff Stacking Quick Guide

Just like in an RPG, combining buffs creates stronger counterplay effects against persistent
debuffs. Instead of using a single buff, stacking multiple increases resilience, adaptability,
and recovery speed.

Here’s a reference table for quick spellcasting:

Debuff (Distortion) Best Buff Combinations (Stackable Spells)

@ Black-and-White Thinking (“All-or- = @ Cognitive Flexibility + E) Nuanced

Nothing Debuff™) Thinking
3% Catastrophizing (“Doomstack & Growth Mindset + & Emotional
Debuff”) Regulation + @ Reality Testing
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1. Overgeneralization (“Perma- ‘&’ Resilience + & Growth Mindset + %
Debuff) Self-Compassion

1. Personalization (“Aggro Magnet”) 4 Healthy Boundaries + & Self-

Awareness + % Self-Compassion

®© Filtering & X Disqualifying the Gratitude Awareness + @ Reality
Positive Testing + = Self-Awareness

¥ Should Statements (“Quest Guilt ) Nuanced Thinking + x4 Healthy
Debuff”) Boundaries + % Self-Compassion

©® Imposter Syndrome (“Illusionary & Reality Check Buff + % Self-
Weakness Debuff”) Compassion + XP Progress Tracking

A Social Comparison (“Phantom = XP Progress Tracking + Gratitude
Player Debuff”) Awareness + ® Reality Testing

Fairness Fallacy (“Rigged Game ‘%' Resilience + & Emotional Regulation +

Debuff”) 2) Nuanced Thinking

¥, Control Fallacy (“No-Controller” & [ Nuanced Thinking + & Self-Awareness

“Master Controller”) + x4 Healthy Boundaries
) Justice Fallacy (“Karma Debt % Emotional Regulation + ‘&’ Resilience +
Debuff”) = Self-Awareness

@ Memory Distortion (“Glitch in the 8 Reality Testing + & Self-Awareness +

Matrix Debuff) Gratitude Awareness

Just like an RPG player learns which spells work best for which battles, we can learn
which buffs help us counter the mental distortions that hold us back. By mastering our

internal spellbook, we take control of our own growth.
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© Quest Log: Becoming a Master Spellcaster
Your Challenge:
1. Pick one debuff that affects you most.
2. Select the buff stack (spell) that counters it.
3. Cast it daily — use the buffs in your real-life thought patterns.
4. Track your progress: When does the debuff appear less often?

5. Level up by mastering multiple spells over time!

Most debuffs can be countered with the right buffs but some are so persistent, they
latch onto us like a curse, distorting our reality and draining our energy. The real challenge
isn’t avoiding them altogether; it’s learning how to fight back when they strike.

Of all the debuffs that can plague a hero, one stands above the rest: the insidious,
ever-present force that can make even the strongest adventurers falter: dark thoughts. Not
every debuff fades over time. Some are coded into the game itself. Most debuffs are
manageable. Even the worst can be countered. But there is one that rewrites the entire
battlefield...one that makes you forget you ever fought without it. But like any status effect,

they do have counters. Let’s learn how to equip them.

146 |Page



C.E. Dexheim

[ [T )

XP Gained — Buff Mastery

Buffs make you stronger, while debuffs weaken you. In real life, the skills you develop
(confidence, resilience, self-awareness) act as buffs, while negative self-talk, unresolved
wounds, and limiting beliefs serve as debuffs. Recognizing both is the key to sustained
growth.

New SKkill Unlocked — Mental Loadout Optimization
You now have the ability to identify and equip the best buffs for each challenge, adjusting
your mindset as needed. Instead of fighting every battle with debuffs stacked against you,
you can intentionally strengthen yourself with the right buffs.

New Abilities Unlocked
O Status Effect Awareness — You recognize cognitive distortions as debuffs, allowing you
to identify and counter them before they take hold.
@ Buff Stacking Mastery — You can now combine multiple buffs to strengthen resilience,
enhance adaptability, and counteract debuffs.
© Grounding Vision — You now scan your thoughts for distortions, challenge false
narratives, and replace them with evidence-based reasoning.
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Chapter 11

Dark Thoughts
The Universal Debuff

You’ve equipped your buffs, but what about the ones you never chose? The ones that
crept in when you weren’t looking? Some debuffs hit before you even knew the battle had
started and resist easy counterplay. These aren’t just fleeting status effects; they’re woven
into the game itself. No matter how skilled a player is, every adventurer faces them at some
point. These are the dark thoughts; the universal debuffs that can make even the strongest
heroes stumble.

The deeper our journey goes, the more we realize the hardest battles aren’t against
external enemies, but the ones waged inside our own minds. These fights don’t announce
themselves with dramatic cutscenes. They creep in slowly, quietly, and before we know it,
they’re altering our reality. This side quest is about facing an ever-present challenge:
confronting and reframing our darkest thoughts.

Just as buffs empower us, debuffs can strip away our strength. And the most insidious
debuffs aren’t inflicted by an opponent because they come from within. They don’t just
affect your stats; they alter your reality. And learning to navigate them is one of the most
critical skills you’ll develop on this journey.

There was a time when I didn’t trust my own mind. When someone else’s voice lived

inside my head, twisting reality until I couldn’t tell what was true anymore. I was constantly
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questioning myself, was I too sensitive? Was I imagining things? Was it really my fault?
That’s the trick of gaslighting, it doesn’t just rewrite the past, it infects the present. It takes
your certainty and replaces it with doubt. It makes you question what you saw, what you felt,
and worst of all, whether you can trust your own mind at all.

I have been in places where reality shifted beneath my feet. Where one moment, [
was sure of what I had seen, what I had felt, what I had experienced, only to be told the next
day that none of it was real. That I had misunderstood, overreacted, imagined things. That it
wasn’t what I thought it was. That I was the one who needed to 'calm down.'

It’s a strange thing, to feel your own perception slipping, to not know if you can even
trust your own mind anymore. And the worst part? The longer you live in that space, the
more you start to believe it.

Gaslighting doesn’t just rewrite the past. It infects the present. It turns doubt into a
parasite, making you question your own instincts until you start apologizing for things you
never did. Until you start policing your own thoughts, wondering if you’re the one who’s
broken. Even when the gaslighting stops, the damage remains. That doubt, once planted,
doesn’t need an outside source to grow. It loops on its own, turning into the universal debuff
every adventurer faces: dark thoughts.

Dark thoughts do the same thing. They tell you that you are the problem. That you are
too much, too sensitive, too irrational. They make you believe that if something hurts, it’s
because you’re weak. But here’s the truth: your pain is not proof of your failure. It’s proof
that something was wrong. Something needed to change. And that something was never
supposed to be you.

Negative thoughts are probably one of the most common things that we all share
regardless of our backgrounds. Perhaps we can even consider them to be the most universal
debuff we come across in our lives. Just like a status effect that drains health over time,
negative thought patterns deplete our energy before we even realize it. But identifying them
is the first step to countering them.

Most of the time they are repetitive, just playing over and over on loop in your mind.
Granted there is a wide variety in types of these thoughts and in their intensity and impact.
Just like anything else, every person has a vastly unique experience and relationship with

these kinds of thoughts. Some people even seek extreme measures to escape them with drugs
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or alcohol or anything that alters your mind enough to push them just underneath the surface.
Sometimes these thoughts are just a demon everyone has yet no one really talks about
because there is no magical off switch. If there was, [ am certain someone would be
nominated for a Nobel Peace Prize for helping create world peace. But what we can do is
help influence the narrative of our experience with them. And that is something entirely
within our control and ability, especially with all the work we’ve already done.

These kinds of thoughts aren’t just intrusive, they're status effects that impact our
ability to function Some dark thoughts are like passive debuffs, constantly sapping energy in
the background. Others hit like a critical strike, leaving you momentarily stunned. And the
worst? The ones that stack...compounding until they feel too heavy to carry. We just learned
about cognitive distortions and debuffs so let’s take it a step further at how we can break

these ever-present thoughts down into more manageable categories:

Types of Dark Thought Debuffs:
e Passive Debuffs — Always present but subtle, slowly lowering morale (e.g., “T’1l
never be good enough.”)
e Active Debuffs — Triggered by specific situations or events, hitting harder (e.g., “I
failed this once, so I’'m doomed to fail again.”)
e Stacking Debuffs — Thoughts that build on each other, increasing in power when left
unchecked (e.g., “I’m a failure” leads to “I shouldn’t even try” and then “No one

cares about me.”)

Just like in a game, ignoring debuffs makes them stronger over time, while
confronting them allows you to weaken or dispel their effects. Even as a “universal debuff”

they can still feel impossible to counter.

Why do dark thoughts feel impossible to counter even when we recognize them?
o @ Negativity Bias: Our brains are wired to focus more on threats than positives (a
survival mechanism).
. Cognitive Habit Formation: Repeated negative thoughts become mental habits
that strengthen over time.
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« ¥ Emotional Weight: Negative thoughts often feel more real than positive ones
because they activate deep survival instincts (fear, shame, and self-preservation).
« [ Self-Fulfilling Cycles: The more we believe a negative thought, the more we

behave in ways that reinforce it.

Dark thoughts aren’t just random; they follow a pattern our brain has learned to
recognize. Over time, these thoughts become ingrained habits, so automatic that we don’t
always realize we’re defaulting to them.

We’ve talked before about how trauma and repeated experiences can rewire the brain.
Our brains are designed for efficiency and pattern recognition, which means the more often
we think a certain way, the stronger those neural pathways become.

A common example is to think of it like a well-worn path through a forest. The more
you walk it, the clearer and easier it becomes to follow. Eventually, it’s just muscle memory;
your feet know the way even if you don’t actively choose it.

But just because a path is well-trodden doesn’t mean it’s the only option. Old paths
can fade. New ones can be forged. Your brain is capable of creating fresh trails, but you have
to take the first steps.

Breaking the cycle isn’t about forcing negative thoughts to stop. The more we fight
against them, the more they dig in. Resisting them directly can actually make them stronger.
It’s about changing how we interact with them. Instead of trying to block out the noise of
negativity, we shift our attention entirely.

Ever tried to focus on something important, but your mind refuses to cooperate? Like
a loop of the worst possible thoughts replaying over and over, demanding attention. Now,
imagine that loop as a race...

- Imagine your mind as a racetrack...

Imagine you’re at the Kentucky Derby sitting in the stands watching all the horses
with their jockeys urging them on. If you happen to be more of a Nascar person, then
envision watching the Daytona 500, or maybe even Motocross. Whatever you happen to feel
more personally connected to that is a similar concept will work here. Let’s go back to this
scene in our minds and we see the competitors racing around in a circle. Now imagine that all

these competitors look similar; whether they are all mahogany brown horses or all black cars.
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Whatever works best for you but imagine a marked similarity between them. Keep that going
for a few laps and notice how hard it becomes to distinguish amongst them as they bolt by.

Sometimes that is what those negative or dark thoughts can feel like racing around in
our minds. The ones that whisper, “You’ll never be good enough.” Or “You’re just a failure
so why even try.” Maybe even a simple “I can’t do this.” Whatever your thoughts may say,
chances are they are not kind, and they are not encouraging. So how do we give ourselves a
fighting chance against them?

Now, zoom back into the race. The competitors blur together, their whispers merging
into a relentless, pounding loop. No matter how much you try to focus, they keep circling,
demanding attention. Let’s imagine that each of the competitors in the race represent one of
these thoughts we have. Some are whispers, some are shouts, but they all blend into a blur of
negativity, making it hard to focus on anything else. We can throw up a barrier to try to stop
them, but they’re still there trying to push forward. We can try to separate one and deal with
it individually, but eventually the others loop around again. We can try to counter-act them
all. For example, for every dark racer on the track we can introduce its white knight
counterpart. But soon all we are left with is a blur of dark and light on an overcrowded and
chaotic playing field.

So, we go back to just us alone in the stands watching our dark competitors race
around our imaginary track to see who wins being the loudest in our mind.

Now, what if instead of frantically trying to block every dark thought, we introduced
our own competitor: one so brilliant, so undeniable, that it naturally commands our focus? A
single racer we believe in, one that runs not on fear, but on hope and defiance. Maybe it’s a
glittering unicorn, a radiant dragon, or a sleek golden car. Whatever form it takes, this
competitor stands out from the chaos. In a battle, you don’t just defend, you go on the
offensive. This racer? This is your best spell, your strongest attack. And every time you
choose to focus on it, you level it up. This unique racer represents a counter-narrative; a
positive, empowering thought you consciously create to challenge the noise. Instead of
battling every dark thought or overwhelming the track with endless affirmations, you focus
on rooting for this one standout.

For example:

e Replace “I'll never be good enough” with “I’'m growing and improving every day.”
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e Counter “I'm a failure” with “Setbacks don’t define me, they teach me.”

At first, this counter-narrative might feel unfamiliar, even forced. But over time, as
you focus on it, this racer becomes stronger, faster, and more natural to follow. When dark
thoughts creep in, your unicorn, or whatever symbol resonates with you, will already be on
the track, ready to lead your focus away from the chaos of your subconscious echoing back

the careless words of others to you that your demons have wired you to believe.

‘s Countering Dark Thoughts — Skill Tree Unlocked

¢ Acknowledge the Effect (Debuff Detection Skill)

“Denying dark thoughts only makes them stronger. Instead of resisting, recognize them for

’

what they are...status effects, not truths.’
¢ Challenge the Narrative (Reality Check Skill)

“Is this thought based on real evidence, or is it an old script playing on repeat?”
¢ Equip the Counterplay (Buff Stacking Skill)

“Introduce a counter-thought that reinforces resilience, truth, and growth.”

¢ Call for Backup (Ally Summon Skill)

“Even solo adventurers know when to call for reinforcements. Whether it's a mentor, friend,

or professional support, you don’t have to fight this battle alone.”

Dark thoughts may not disappear entirely, but with practice, you can learn to coexist
with them and reduce their influence. Like debuffs in games, dark thoughts can feel
overwhelming, but they’re not permanent. They might show up as a poison, slowly draining
your confidence over time, or as a paralyzing fear that stuns you in your tracks. In an RPG,
you’d reach for an antidote or cast a cleansing spell to counter the effect. In life, your
antidotes might include reframing negative narratives, leaning on your allies for support, or
simply taking small actions to break free from the mental fog. Every hero faces debuffs, and
every hero learns how to counter them. The key is to recognize the effect early and reach for

the tools that help you keep moving forward.

¥f Quest: Taming the Racetrack — Reclaiming Focus
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Objective: Take control of the chaotic racetrack of your mind by identifying dark thoughts,
introducing a unique competitor, and shifting your focus toward positive, empowering

narratives.

Step 1: Scout the Racetrack

+* Quest Log: Take a moment to observe your mental racetrack. Write down the negative
thoughts that frequently race around your mind. These are your “dark racers,” the ones vying
for dominance with unkind whispers.
Example:
e “You’ll never be good enough.”
e “You’re a failure, so why bother trying?”

e “You’re not capable of handling this.”

Step 2: Select Your Champion

* Quest Log: Create a unique competitor to challenge your dark racers. Imagine this racer
as a reflection of your positive counter-narrative, thought or belief that empowers you. Give
it a form that stands out and represents hope, strength, or resilience.

Consider:
e What does your competitor look like? A glittering unicorn? A fiery phoenix? A sleek,
golden race car?
e What mantra or positive message does it carry?
Example:
e Dark Racer: “You’ll never be good enough.”
e Champion Racer: A majestic unicorn carrying the message, “I’m growing and

improving every day.”

Step 3: Enter the Race
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> Quest Log: Visualize your unique competitor entering the race. Watch as it captures
your focus, standing out from the crowd of dark racers. Imagine it growing stronger with
every lap, overtaking the negativity and leading the race.
e How does it feel to root for your champion?

e How does focusing on this racer change your perspective on the race?

Step 4: Equip Your Tools

> Quest Log: In every great quest, heroes rely on tools and strategies to succeed. Write
down tools you can use to help your racer win. These could include affirmations, support
systems, or actions you take to reinforce your counter-narrative.
Examples:
o Affirmation: “Setbacks don’t define me, they teach me.”
e Action: Journaling a positive thought each morning.

e Support System: Talking to a trusted friend when the race feels overwhelming.

Quest Completion:

Congratulations, hero! You’ve designed your champion, equipped your tools, and taken
control of the racetrack. This is no small feat! Dark racers may never disappear entirely, but
you now have a competitor you can root for; one that reflects your strength, growth, and
potential. Keep returning to this quest whenever the race feels chaotic and remember only

you decide who wins the race.

Practicing counterspells in a safe setting is one thing, but what happens when the
battlefield shifts? When the debuffs stack faster than you can dispel them? When the
darkness creeps in from all directions and it doesn’t just whisper, it roars?? The truth is
there’s no single final boss fight in life. But there are moments when everything you’ve
learned is put to the test. And in those moments, the greatest opponent you will ever face... is
yourself.

So what happens when some dark thoughts become relentless, and our racetrack turns

into a warzone? Then we find ourselves in a mindset boss battle where the thoughts are no
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longer racing, they fight back. When we’re faced with a dark thought that just refuses to
leave even when we challenge it, it can distort everything else in our mind and actively stop
us from taking action (like decision paralysis or complete withdrawal) ... that’s a Boss-Level
Dark Thought, and the champion racer we just introduced is heading into a weighted fight.

All is never lost because we always have a way to fight back:

Fighting Boss Level Dark Thoughts

¢ Deploy Reinforcements — Even the strongest heroes don’t fight alone. The best
adventurers know that a well-timed summon can turn the tide of battle. Whether it’s
calling on a mentor, a trusted ally, or professional support, knowing when to rally
your team isn’t weakness, it’s strategy.
e Use Your Ultimate Skills — Engage in grounding exercises, mindfulness, or intense
physical activity to disrupt the spiral.
e Change the Arena — Remove yourself from the situation or environment where the
dark thought thrives.
Example: If the thought “I’m worthless” keeps spiraling, you’re not just in a racetrack...
you’re in a boss fight with “The Shade of Self-Doubt.”
What weapons do you have? Call on an ally, use reality-checking techniques, or physically
disrupt the cycle (exercise, go outside, talk to someone).
While our champion racer wielding a strong positive counter-narrative is a wonderful tool, it
still needs training to become stronger, just as any racehorse does. So let’s look at some
simple training methods we can use to strengthen them:
¢ Daily Reinforcement — Repeating your counter-thought every morning (like an RPG
training montage).
e Real-World Proof — Taking actions that back up the counter-narrative (e.g., proving
“I’m capable” by actively learning something new).
e Rewiring the Track — Placing reminders of positive thoughts in your space (post-it
notes, journal prompts, or even gaming metaphors!).

The More You Practice, The Stronger & Faster Your Racer Becomes.
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This process of turning negative thoughts into something empowering isn’t just
mental reframing, it’s a form of Mindset Alchemy.

Alchemy is transformation, taking something raw, untamed, and turning it into
something powerful. Our minds work the same way. The raw materials might be self-doubt,
fear, or pain, but with the right process, they become something new: strength, resilience,
even defiance. Dark thoughts aren’t just obstacles; they are raw materials waiting to be
reshaped. Spite is a powerful force because it hacks the brain’s motivational system.
According to Reactance Theory, when people feel controlled, restricted, or underestimated,
they have an instinctive urge to rebel and reclaim their autonomy. This is why the second
someone tells you, “You can’t do that,” a fire sparks in your chest screaming, “Watch me.”
Spite Magic taps into psychological reactance: the instinct to push back when we feel
underestimated. It’s about reclaiming our own narrative and doing it with enough audacity to
make your demons nervous.

But here’s the thing about alchemy: just because you’ve sparked a fire doesn’t mean
you know how to wield it yet. You’ve just discovered the first lesson in Mindset Alchemy:
the realization that your thoughts are raw materials, that defiance can be a catalyst, and that
even the most stubborn self-doubt can be transmuted into something else. But a first
experiment isn’t a full transformation.

You’ve just lit the flame. What you do with it? That’s what comes next.

You don’t need to fight every dark thought at once. Start by recognizing when one
appears. Choose your counterplay. And remember: no debuff is permanent, not even this one.
You have more control than you think. The real question isn’t whether the dark thoughts will
show up, they will. The question is when they do, will you let them lead? Or will you take
the reins and rewrite the race?

These dark thoughts don’t define us, but left unchecked, they will shape the battlefield
ahead. And we’re not fighting blind. It’s time to put everything we’ve learned to the test.
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([ [ N

DING! & LEVEL UP

= XP Gained — Mindset Alchemy & Cognitive Mastery
Dark thoughts may feel like a permanent debuff, but they are not unshakable. Understanding
how negative thought loops form and actively reshaping them gives you the power to break
free from their control. By developing counter-narratives, challenging distortions, and
engaging in Mindset Alchemy, you reclaim your internal landscape.

© New Skill Unlocked — Basic Mindset Alchemist

The ability to transform negative thoughts into empowering ones, turning self-doubt into
self-assurance. Just as alchemists refine raw materials into gold, you now have the tools to
reshape internal narratives that once held you back.

New Abilities Unlocked
@ Debuff Detection Mastery — You recognize when dark thoughts are distorting your
reality, allowing you to counter them before they take hold.

% Racetrack Reprogramming — Instead of getting lost in thought loops, you now redirect
your focus toward your chosen champion racer, shifting from despair to determination.

O Dark Counterplay — You equip the right mental tools to challenge and disrupt negative
loops, ensuring they don’t dictate your next move.
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) ACT 2 CHECKPOINT: READY FOR BATTLE?

Milestone Unlocked — The Adventurer’s Arsenal
= Achievement Earned — “Tactical Awareness”
©  You've gathered your tools, but preparation is only half the fight. The moment of truth is

coming.

. Adventurer’s Log

O You've gathered your tools, studied the terrain, and fortified yourself for what’s
ahead. But knowledge without application is just a theory. This is where the battle truly
begins, not because you 're unprepared, but because you re finally ready to fight.

Before now, you were learning to wield the magic of spite. Now, you will learn how to

master it in motion.

@ Reflection Question:
What is your greatest weapon...not against others, but for yourself?

© Next Steps:
¢ Begin actively applying the skills you’ve acquired in real-world scenarios.
@ Identify patterns in your own behavior: where do your mental loadouts help or

hinder you?
@ Prepare for encounters with old narratives that no longer fit who you are becoming.

%’ Next Act: The Battle Begins — Confronting Your First Boss

[ Actl I Act I IActIH I Act IV I ActV ]
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Pages from the Alchemist’s Ledger —
“The Battle Already Began”

L The tome’s pages feel heavier this time, as if the ink itself has absorbed the weight of the

battles recorded within. The words seem to pulse, urging you to take them in.

# “The battle does not begin when the first strike lands. It begins the moment you

decide to stand your ground. You’ve spent time honing your skills, gathering your gear,
and preparing for battle. But no training can fully prepare you for the moment you
come face-to-face with the very things that once had power over you. Now, the question

is, “Will you fight for yourself when it matters most?’”

(] The ink settles as if sealing its wisdom into place. The next page is blank, waiting for the

battle ahead.

“You are not the same adventurer who first set foot on this path. Your hands are
steadier, your knowledge deeper. Strength is not always about power, it is about knowing

)

what to wield, and when.’
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Act IIT
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Chapter 12

The Proving Grounds

Testing Your Growth

The hardest battles are not fought on distant battlefields but within ourselves.
Recognizing dark thoughts is only part of the battle; the real test comes in the heat of the
moment when those thoughts strike mid-fight, threatening to pull you under. This is where
training becomes survival.

Welcome to The Proving Grounds, a sacred place where heroes sharpen their skills,
test their resilience, and prepare for the trials ahead. Every legendary warrior, mage, rogue,
and healer has faced their own proving grounds before stepping into battle. This is yours.
You are standing at the threshold of a defining moment. The battles ahead will not be kind.
They will exploit hesitation, prey on doubt, and challenge every skill you have honed on this
journey. But you are no longer a wanderer searching for answers because you have built
yourself into something greater. At the start of this journey, spite was a weapon wielded in
desperation. But now, it has been refined into something sharper beyond survival: a skill, not
just a shield.

Before you take on the Raid Boss of your mind at the highest difficulty, you must
train. You must spar with your doubts, wield your skills in live combat, and reinforce your

armor. This is the moment where instinct meets action. There is no turning back.
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At the beginning of our journey, we looked at the playstyles we admired: the bold
Warrior, the adaptable Rogue, the strategic Mage, the steadfast Cleric. We saw these
archetypes as strengths, as roles we wanted to embody.

But when we looked deeper, we realized that maybe our true playstyle wasn’t just an
ideal, it was a reaction.

We weren’t choosing how we played. We were surviving.

Warriors fought because they had to.
¥, Rogues evaded because it kept them safe.
(® Mages hesitated because thinking was safer than acting.

{ Clerics healed others because they feared being a burden.

Each of us learned to adapt, not because we wanted to, but because we had to. These
instincts kept us alive. But they were never meant to define us.

Survival was necessary.

Mastery is a choice.

In the beginning, we admired these playstyles, believing they were the heroes we
aspired to be. Then we looked deeper and saw them for what they were: survival instincts.

But now, the choice is ours. We are no longer just reacting; we are choosing how to
fight, when to retreat, where to stand our ground, and how to grow. This is a powerful
transformation... from instinct to intent, from survival to mastery.

The playstyle you once hoped to be and the one you had to no longer need to be at
odds.

You are stepping into the version of yourself that is no longer just reacting but
responding with purpose.

This is the moment where survival transforms into true mastery.
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Original Trauma
Playstyle Evolved Strength
Response (Chapter
(Chapter 2) 7 (Mastery Level!)
Fight Response — Strategic Courage —
Warrior | Faces conflict head- | Uses direct action
(Direct on but may act with intention,
action) impulsively or balancing force with
aggressively. wisdom.
Master of Shadow
Flight Response —
¥ Rogue ‘ ‘ & Light — Uses
Avoids confrontation, .
(Adaptive, o adaptability but faces
slipping through
evasive) . _ obstacles rather than
conflict unnoticed. )
escaping.
Freeze Response — Calculated Focus —
© Mage . . .
Overthinks, avoiding | Uses deep thinking
(Strategic, ) . .
action due to fear of | but commits to action
logical) ) . .
failure. instead of stalling.
Empowered Healing
Fawn Response —
{ Cleric o — Sets strong
Prioritizes others at ) '
(Healer, boundaries, knowing
the cost of personal '
support) that true healing
needs. .
includes themselves.
Reflection:

e Do you still default to your old trauma response, or have you begun evolving into
your new mastery level?

e How have your past experiences shaped the way you handle conflict?

e What strengths can you keep from your survival instincts, and what do you need to

reshape?
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+* Quest Log: Evolving Playstyles
e Does your original playstyle still feel like the best fit? Why or why not?
e Do you resonate with a different playstyle now? What shifted?
e Have you ever used multiple playstyles in different situations? How do they
complement each other?
¢ Final Task: Identify the skills you want to strengthen moving forward. Playstyles

evolve, and yours is now a conscious choice, not just a reaction.

Warm-Up: Refining Your Playstyle

(A Quick Challenge Before Training!)
Now that you understand your evolved playstyle, it’s time to sharpen it like a skill.

toh . . o e . o e
# Choose your quick warm-up exercise before diving into training:

The Warrior’s Tactical Strike: Instead of charging ahead blindly, plan one step

ahead before acting today.

e % The Rogue’s Bold Step: Face one uncomfortable truth instead of avoiding it.

e (© The Mage’s Rapid Cast: Set a time limit for making a decision instead of
analyzing endlessly.

e { The Cleric’s Shielding Aura: Say no to something that drains your energy

today.

7 Final Warm-Up Task:
Write down how you feel after completing your warm-up action. Did it challenge you?

Did you feel resistance? Did it help?

Mindset Alchemy — Refining Your Playstyle Further

(Expanding Chapter 10’s transformation process)
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Just as raw materials can be refined into gold, your default reactions can be transformed

into empowered responses.

@ Your Playstyle + Mindset Alchemy = True Mastery

Alchemy Process Example

& ldentify the Unruly Seed —
Recognize when your trauma
response is dictating your actions. | “T always overthink
Like a curse in an RPG, some instead of acting.”

instincts weaken you instead of

strengthening you.

Apply Spite Magic as the
“I’ll prove to
Catalyst — Defy that instinct with
myself | can make a
purposeful action. Like reforging . .
decision without
a broken weapon, challenge the )
overanalyzing!”
belief that limits you.

Harvest the Gold — Learn
“That wasn’t so

from the experience and refine your
bad, I can make

skill. Mastery isn’t about never ) ..
quick decisions

failing, it’s about learning how to
when I trust

wield the strength you once thought
myself.”

was a weakness.

i Stepping into the Arena: The Trial Begins

You have sharpened your weapons, reinforced your armor, and refined your skills.
But knowing how to fight and stepping onto the battlefield are two very different things.
Many adventurers hesitate at this threshold, waiting for a moment when they’ll feel/ ready.
But readiness isn’t about waiting. Readiness is forged in motion.

At the start of this journey, spite was a weapon wielded in desperation; a last stand

against the weight of everything that tried to break me. But now, it is something different. It
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is no longer just an instinct to survive; it is a skill, a choice, a deliberate power. This is where
everything changes.

The Proving Grounds are not a place of study; they are a place of testing. This is
where instinct meets action. You are no longer the player learning the mechanics, you are the
protagonist of your own epic.

There is one final step before you face your greatest challenge. The Trial of Insight.

This is not a battle of strength, nor a test of raw power. This is a reckoning; a
confrontation with yourself. Every skill you’ve developed, every lesson you’ve learned, and
every truth you’ve uncovered will be put to the test.

Are you prepared to face the hero you have become?

The Trial of Insight — The Final Test of Mastery

You have come far, adventurer. You 've gathered your tools, honed your skills, and
learned from battles past. But before facing the greatest challenge ahead, you must pause
and take stock of your journey. The moment of truth is here. Every skill honed, every lesson
learned, every battle fought, now it all comes together. This is your Trial of Insight, the final
test before you step forward to face what lies ahead. Here, you will not simply review your

progress, you will claim it. Insight is not just knowledge;, it is the foundation of true mastery.

= Emotional Inventory — What Have You Gained?

e What mindsets, skills, and strengths have you acquired on this journey?
e What emotional weights have you put down, and what new perspectives have you
embraced?

Example Log:
e © Kept: “The ability to reframe negative thoughts into empowering ones.”

. Discarded: “The guilt [ used to feel when prioritizing my needs.”

#4, Buffs & Debuffs — What Strengthens or Weakens You?

e Buffs: What habits, relationships, or mindsets uplift and empower you?

e Debuffs: What patterns drain your energy or hold you back?
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Final Task: Commit to strengthening one buff and removing one debuff before your next
battle.
Example Log:

e Buff: “Morning journaling clears my mind and resets my focus.”

¢ Debuff: “Doom-scrolling social media before bed leaves me drained.”

Spite Magic — How Has It Fueled You?

e Where has spite-driven determination pushed you to succeed?
e How can you channel that fire into your next battle?
Example Log:
e “They said I couldn’t change careers, and now I’m thriving. I’ll use that same energy

to set boundaries in my relationships.”

{ Boundaries — Reinforcing Your Armor

e Identify one immovable boundary you will set or enforce moving forward.
e Identify one inner-boundary with yourself
Example Log:

e “Iwill no longer accept guilt as a reason to overextend myself.”

@) Situational & Self-Awareness — Knowing the Battlefield

e What challenges lie ahead?
e What patterns have caught you off guard before, and how will you handle them
differently?
Example Log:
e Trigger: “I feel overwhelmed when I’'m asked for too much at once.”

e Strength: “I’ve learned to pause, breathe, and prioritize before responding.”

¢ Emotional Currency — Spending Your Energy Wisely

e Your emotional energy is finite. Where will you invest it?
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¢ What no longer deserves your time and focus?
Example Log:
e “I’ll invest my energy into finishing my creative project and say no to unnecessary

obligations.”

=~ The Raid Boss — Final Battle Plan

You 've fought shadows, but you haven’t seen the one waiting in the dark. This is no random
encounter. This is the battle you didn’t know you were preparing for.

v Identify Your Raid Boss: Remember, a Raid Boss is the ultimate challenge, a test of
everything you’ve learned. It is the force that stands between you and your next level. Maybe
it’s a toxic pattern you keep falling into, a fear you can’t seem to shake, or a version of
yourself you’ve outgrown but haven’t fully left behind. And just like any real fight, it won’t
always come alone. It can bring adds (additional enemies) like self-doubt, procrastination,
burnout, guilt... anything that tries to pull you back into old cycles. But you’ve trained for
this.

e What personal challenge do you need to face? (Self-doubt, fear, toxic patterns,
procrastination, etc.)
% What Tools Will You Use?
e Which training exercises, mindset shifts, or skills will help you?

& What’s Your First Move?

e What actionable step will you take the next time this challenge appears?

Every hero reaches this moment... the edge of the battlefield, where the final
challenge awaits. The Raid Boss is not simply an external force; it is the culmination of every
obstacle you have faced, embodied in a single, relentless foe. It knows your weaknesses. It
twists them against you. It thrives on your doubt, waiting for hesitation to take hold. And it
will not fall easily.

But you are no longer the untested adventurer who first set foot on this path. You
have gathered knowledge, honed your skills, and strengthened your armor. And you are not

alone.
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Every hero steps off the battlefield with new scars and new knowledge. You have
tested your skills, refined your resilience, and proven your ability to stand your ground.
But even the strongest warriors know that some battles are not meant to be fought alone. The
right party can make the difference between victory and defeat.

The next quest is clear: It’s time to gather your allies.

* Achievement Unlocked: The Proving Grounds Cleared!

“You have proven your strength, but the journey isn’t over. A powerful enemy still awaits.

i)

And no great hero faces it alone.’
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M XP Gained — Trial Cleared!

Mastery isn’t about proving your worth, it’s about recognizing the hero you’ve already
become. The greatest battles aren’t waged on distant battlefields but within the mind, where
hesitation, doubt, and fear test even the strongest adventurers.

New Skill Unlocked — Battle Readiness
You now understand how to prepare for any challenge, reinforcing strengths and identifying
weaknesses before stepping into the fight. This is about winning on your terms.

New Abilities Unlocked:
O Refined Instincts — No longer ruled by reactive survival patterns, you wield your
playstyle with purpose, balancing strength, adaptability, and strategy.
% Resonant Mastery — You recognize when to strike, when to pivot, and when to retreat for
strategic advantage. You are no longer just enduring battles; you are controlling them.
@ Mindset Alchemy — You now possess the ability to transform your most limiting
instincts into refined skills, ensuring that even past wounds become stepping stones toward
mastery.
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Chapter 13

Finding the Right Allies
Building Your Party

Most RPGs thrive on collaboration, whether through group quests, multiplayer
modes, or mentor systems where veteran players help newcomers. In both games and life,
success isn’t just about personal skill, it’s also about finding the right allies, building strong
relationships, and seeking guidance from mentors.

Even if we master every skill we’ve learned, allies offer something invaluable:
perspective. They help us see what we might have overlooked, provide support when our
strength falters, and stand beside us when we face challenges too great to take on alone.

But not all allies play the same role. Just like an RPG party consists of different character
classes, real-life allies bring their own strengths, perspectives, and lessons. Some guide us,
some fight beside us, and some challenge us to become better. Let’s take a look at just a few

of those types and what that looks like:

Key Types of Allies

© Mentors (The Veteran Guide) — Someone who has walked the path before you and can

offer wisdom, advice, and perspective. In games, this could be a seasoned player or quest

giver; in life, it could be a licensed therapist, a teacher, boss, or friend with more experience.
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#4 Companions (The Trusted Comrade) — Those who stand beside you, offering
encouragement, support, and reinforcement when the battle gets tough. In games, this is your

party members; in life, it’s your close friends, teammates, or those who genuinely have your
back.

Rivals (The Competitive Challenger) — Not every ally is a cheerleader. Some push you
through competition, forcing you to grow. In RPGs, these are your rival characters; the ones
who challenge your skill and determination. In life, they could be a friendly competitor, a
sibling, or someone whose presence makes you strive for more.

*s The Specialist (Situational Ally) — Some allies aren’t always by your side but show up
when you need them most. In games, these might be NPCs that only appear in certain quests.
In life, these are acquaintances, mentors, or even internet friends who offer insight when

needed.
*e The False Ally (The Betrayer or Distraction) — Not every ally is what they seem.

Some offer empty promises, use you for their gain, or pull you off course, just like deceptive

NPCs in a game.

When looking at your allies, the most important part is knowing how to recognize the
people in your life who genuinely contribute to growth rather than holding you back or
keeping you stagnant. The best allies aren’t the ones who simply agree with whatever we say
or tell us what we want to hear. In games, strong allies are the ones who fight alongside you,
strategize with you, and adapt to challenges together. In life, they are the people who push
you to grow, hold space for your struggles, and celebrate your victories without jealousy or
competition.

True allies push you to grow without tearing you down. They celebrate wins and
stand by you in failure. They will respect your boundaries and emotional well-being. They
will be the ones that will tell you what you need to hear with their honesty, even when its
uncomfortable to hear, but they will never be cruel with it. Lastly, the relationship is mutual
where they give just as much as they take.

Sometimes we have people in our lives that we think our on our side, but they aren’t
truly allies. They drain more than they give or keep up stuck in unhealthy patterns. Not every

companion on our journey is meant to stay.
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Some people aren’t who they say they are. Some people shape-shift, becoming
exactly who you need them to be...until they don’t need to anymore. And by the time their
mask starts slipping, you’ve already convinced yourself you know them, that the version of
them you first met was the real one.

I’ve learned that the most dangerous betrayals don’t come from enemies. They come
from the ones who made you believe they were safe. The ones who studied your
vulnerabilities like a strategy guide, who figured out exactly what to say to make you trust
them. And when the mask starts slipping, you tell yourself that you’re imagining it, that the
bad moments are just anomalies, that deep down, they’re still the person they first pretended
to be.

But here’s the truth: who people are in their worst moments matters just as much as
who they are in their best. The person who shows up when no one else is watching...that’s
the real them. Pay attention to who that person is.

Some people teach us lessons through their presence, or their departure. Recognizing
these harmful allies is just as important as finding the right ones. Let’s explore some ways we

can spot harmful allies:

X The Energy Leech — Always taking, never giving. Every conversation revolves around
their problems, needs, and drama, yet they never seem to be there when you need support.
They drain your emotional stamina with constant negativity, cynicism, or crises that never
resolve. Supporting a friend through hardship is one thing, but if every interaction leaves you
exhausted and unheard, it’s a one-sided relationship.

X The Saboteur — Someone who subtly (or openly) undermines you, often disguising their
negativity as concern. “Are you sure you can handle this?” “I’d hate to see you fail.” Unlike
a well-meaning friend who offers constructive feedback, a Saboteur makes you second-guess
yourself... not to help you improve, but because they fear your growth will leave them
behind.

X The Conditional Ally — Their loyalty is transactional. They show up when they need
something (validation, resources, favors) but disappear when you need support. Unlike The

Energy Leech, who drains without intent, The Conditional Ally is strategic, choosing
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relationships based on convenience rather than genuine connection. If their presence feels
temporary or opportunistic, trust your instincts.

X The Manipulator — A master of guilt-tripping and control, wrapped in the disguise of
friendship. They don’t ask for favors; they make you feel obligated. Their words often carry
an unspoken threat of disapproval, withdrawal, or punishment if you don’t comply.

They may say things like:

’

“After everything I’'ve done for you, you owe me this.’

’

“If you really cared, you’d do this for me.’

“Wow... I guess I know where I stand now.”
Unlike The Conditional Ally, who is opportunistic, The Manipulator actively engineers
situations to maintain control. They twist your kindness into a weapon, making you feel
guilty for asserting boundaries. Healthy relationships are built on mutual respect, not
coercion.
>{ The Anchor — Instead of supporting your growth, they hold you back, tethering you to
old patterns, past versions of yourself, or stagnant cycles. This isn’t always malicious as
sometimes it stems from their own fear of change, insecurity, or reluctance to face their own
growth.
They might say things like:

1

“You’ve changed... I miss the old you.’

“Why do you have to do all this self-improvement stuff? Can’t you just be normal?”’

)

“You're acting like you 're better than us now.’
Unlike The Manipulator, who seeks control, The Anchor resists change because it threatens
their comfort zone. They discourage your progress not out of cruelty, but because they fear
being left behind. Growth sometimes means outgrowing people who refuse to move forward.
Letting go of The Anchor doesn’t mean abandoning them, it means refusing to let them hold

you back.

However, it’s important to remember that no one is just one thing. People are
complex, and even strong allies may exhibit these behaviors under stress, fear, or personal

struggle. A single moment of doubt or negativity doesn’t automatically make someone a bad
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ally. Instead of labeling, the goal is awareness in understanding how people’s behaviors
impact us so we can set boundaries and decide what’s best for our journey. Sometimes, that
means limiting interactions; other times, it simply means taking quiet note.

For example, if we’re excited about a big change in our lives and a friend responds
with skepticism, doubt, or dismissiveness, it doesn’t automatically mean they’re a toxic ally.
It might just mean they aren’t the right ally for this particular moment.

We can only meet others to the extent that they have met themselves. Just as our
mentors, like therapists, guides, or trusted advisors, can’t force us to see what we aren’t ready
to face, we can’t force a friend to confront what they are unwilling or unprepared to
acknowledge. Growth is a journey, and not everyone is on the same path at the same time.

Sometimes, despite our best efforts, we can't force others to change. Some people are
simply stuck... locked into the same patterns, repeating the same responses, unable or
unwilling to grow. If you’ve ever found yourself having the same conversation with
someone, the same argument, or the same disappointment, it’s like interacting with an NPC
(non-Player Character) in a game. They follow a script; one they either refuse or don’t know
how to break.

When we repeatedly encounter the same struggles in certain relationships, it can feel
like we’re stuck in a loop, as if we’re dealing with an NPC in a game; someone following a
script, locked in patterns they can’t (or won’t) break. No matter how many times we try to
shift the dynamic, the outcome stays the same. Some NPCs offer wisdom, some join our
party, and some lead us into traps. The challenge isn’t just recognizing them but
understanding how to engage or when to walk away.

In every game, NPCs serve different roles; some provide guidance, some join your
journey, and some are just there to fill space. The same is true in life. The challenge isn’t just
recognizing them but in knowing how to interact with them. So let’s step into an RPG setting

and see what these encounters look like...

The Quest Board: “Recruiting Allies for the Journey Ahead”

= A worn parchment is pinned to the guild board. The heading reads:

{ Seeking Companions for the Road Ahead §

176 |Page



C.E. Dexheim

Some heroes fight alone, but the strongest know when to gather a party. Choose your allies
wisely, and beware of those who may lead you astray ...

~ Talk to an NPC below and decide: Will they be an ally or an obstacle?

it NPC: The Energy Leech — “Hey... can I vent to you for a sec?”

You find yourself sitting in the local tavern when an NPC approaches you, eyes full of

exhaustion. They sigh dramatically and launch into a long, winding tale of all the ways their
life is unfair. You nod, trying to interject, but they don’t ask about your journey. They don’t

even acknowledge that you're on one. The conversation is a one-way drain.
¢ How do you respond?
e -1 Option A: Set a boundary. “I want to support you, but I need to make sure my
energy is balanced too.”
e X Option B: Confront them. “This friendship feels one-sided. I need relationships
that go both ways.”
e o Option C: Do nothing. Let them keep draining your energy, hoping they’ll notice

and change.

ee NPC: The Saboteur — “Are you sure you can handle that quest?”

A figure leans against a stone wall, watching as you pin your next quest to the guild
board. “Big goals,” they remark, smirking. “Are you sure you're ready for that? I mean, I'd
hate to see you fail.” Their words seem innocent enough but doubt seeps into your mind.
Were you really ready for this next step?

¢ How do you respond?
e -1 Option A: Deflect their doubt. “Maybe you’re afraid to take risks, but I’m not.”

e X Option B: Call them out. “I need support, not someone waiting for me to fail.”

e  Option C: Internalize the doubt. Abandon the quest before you even try.

NPC: The Hidden Mentor — “You’re stronger than you think.”
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You're about to leave the city when an elder warrior stops you. Their armor is worn,

>

their blade well-used, but their gaze is sharp. “You remind me of someone I used to know,’
they say, nodding. “Someone on the edge of something great.” You blink in surprise as they

hand you a scroll, a piece of advice for the road ahead.
The scroll reads: “Strength isn’t about knowing all the answers. It’s about stepping
forward even when you don’t.”
¢ How do you respond?
e i Option A: Accept their wisdom. “I will carry this lesson forward.”
e X Option B: Ask for training. “Teach me what you know.”

e o Option C: Ignore them. “I don’t need anyone’s help.”

ANSWERS:

it NPC: The Energy Leech

v If you chose A or B: You’ve strengthened your party’s energy. Boundaries make space
for healthy relationships.

X If you chose C: -5 Emotional Stamina. Over time, unchecked energy drains leave you

exhausted before the real battles even begin.

oo NPC: The Saboteur

v If you chose A or B: You’ve reinforced your mental defenses against doubt. Saboteurs
thrive on uncertainty, don’t let them in.
X If you chose C: -10 Confidence Points. Saboteurs often reflect their own fears back onto

you. Don’t mistake their doubt for your own.

NPC: The Hidden Mentor
v If you chose A or B: You gain +5 Wisdom. Guidance is a gift so be open to receiving it.

X If you chose C: You forgo a valuable lesson. Even the strongest heroes once learned

from others.
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Not every NPC becomes a lasting part of our journey. Some offer lessons through
their presence, others through their departure. Some NPCs offer wisdom, others distractions,
but beyond a few trusted companions, the strongest heroes know that individual allies alone
aren’t always enough. This is where guilds come in.

Many games have a system that goes beyond individual friendships with dedicated
groups formed for a shared purpose. Guilds, clans, companies, factions: each with its own
structure, its own mission, and its own strengths. While solo adventuring has its merits, there
comes a point when even the most powerful hero benefits from a strong network.

Guilds are more than just a collection of players. They are a foundation of trust,
teamwork, and shared growth. In the same way, the people we surround ourselves with shape
our progress in life. Some guilds lift you up and others hold you back; choosing your guild is
just as important as choosing your party.

Guilds in RPGs function like structured alliances. They are groups of people who
come together for a shared goal, whether it’s raiding dungeons, completing large-scale
quests, or just having a reliable network of support.

In life, our “guilds” are the groups we choose to associate with like our friend groups,
support networks, professional circles, online communities, even family. These connections

can either help us grow or keep us stuck.

Key Benefits of a Strong Guild:
v Shared Knowledge — Veteran members pass down strategies and insights.
v Resource Support — A good guild makes sure no member fights alone.
v Collective Strength — Harder battles become manageable with a well-coordinated team.

v Accountability & Motivation — Being surrounded by strong allies pushes you to level up.
But not all guilds are created equal. Just like we evaluate individual allies, we must

also assess whether the guild we’re in is truly helping us grow.
@, Ask yourself:
e Do the people in my guild encourage my growth, or keep me stagnant?

e  When I struggle, do they lift me up or dismiss my challenges?
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e Does my guild foster a spirit of support and progress, or is it built on toxicity, drama,
or complacency?

e Do we challenge each other to become better without tearing each other down?

e Am I a valuable member of this guild, contributing just as much as I take?

v Healthy Guilds:
e Encourage personal and collective progress
e Support each other’s goals, boundaries, and well-being
e Foster a culture of accountability, not control
X Toxic Guilds:
e Keep members stuck in negativity, gossip, or unhealthy patterns
e Are one-sided (certain people take without giving back)

e Rely on fear, pressure, or guilt instead of encouragement

In a game, if your guild wasn’t helping you progress, you’d leave and find one that
did.

In life, it’s just as important to surround yourself with people who align with your
growth.

Not all guilds are equal. Some inspire their members to rise, learn, and push forward,
while others can hold people back, breeding stagnation or toxicity.

Before committing to a guild whether in-game or in life, ask yourself: is this a team

that helps me grow, or one that keeps me trapped?

Guild Harmony or Dysfunction?

Guild Type Signs of Strength Signs of Toxicity
Members celebrate Encouragement is
Supportive .
growth, offer conditional, based on
Guild )
constructive feedback,
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and collaborate with status, favor, or power
shared goals. dynamics.
Drives each member to | Competition becomes
Competitive | level up while cutthroat, breeding
Guild maintaining mutual resentment rather than
respect. growth.
Members stick together | No real progress is made,
Complacent | for comfort, helping members discourage
Guild each other in small change out of fear or
ways. habit.
Honest, healthy Passive-aggressive drama,
discussions can lead to manipulation, and guilt-
Toxic Guild
fixing issues. tripping run the guild
instead of strategy.

Recognizing a guild’s strengths and weaknesses is one thing yet deciding whether to
stay or leave is another. What happens when the guild that once supported you no longer
aligns with your journey? Whether it's toxicity, stagnation, or simple growth, knowing when
to move on is just as important as knowing when to join.

A guild is only as strong as its members, and its members are only as strong as the
environment they create. If your guild isn’t helping you grow, it’s time to ask: Is this where
I’'m meant to be? In RPGs, staying in the wrong guild too long can slow progress, limit
potential, or even drain morale. The same happens in real life. Whether it’s due to toxicity,
stagnation, or simply outgrowing it, knowing when to leave a guild is just as important as
knowing when to join one. Because at the end of the day, the right guild should push you
forward but not hold you back.

Sometimes, the guild you need doesn’t exist yet. And that’s okay. If you can’t find the
right group, you can build it!

Steps to Creating a Strong Guild in Life:
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£} Define Your Purpose — What is your guild about? Shared healing, personal growth,

creative collaboration?

£3 Find Like-Minded Allies — Seek those who share your goals, values, and drive.
E) Set Standards for Support — A good guild holds space for struggles but also pushes for

progress.

3 Create a Culture of Balance — Healthy communities thrive on mutual give and take.
) Keep Leveling Up Together — The best guilds grow, evolve, and adapt over time.

7t Final Thought:
Your guild should be a place where everyone levels up together. If it’s only draining you,
holding you back, or forcing you into old patterns then you don’t need to stay. True allies

challenge, encourage, and inspire. Choose your guild wisely.

** The Hall of Banners: Join, Lead, or Walk Alone?

You step into the Guild Hall, watching as groups of warriors, mages, rogues, and
clerics all gather around long tables, discussing battle strategies and upcoming quests.

Some of them seem to know each other deeply, moving with an ease that only comes

from shared victories and hardships. Others are new recruits, seeking a place to belong.

You pause, glancing down at your own hands: capable, battle-worn, but still
uncertain.

The question lingers: Do you seek a guild, or do you walk this road alone?

You take a glance around the hall with various banners wave in the air, each
representing different groups with their own strengths and weaknesses. A recruiter stands
outside, eager to bring in new members.

Guild Recruiter: “Ah, a solo adventurer! You’ve been making quite a name for yourself.
Looking for a guild?”
=1 Option A: Join an existing guild — “I want to align with people who challenge and uplift

2

me.

% Option B: Start your own guild — “T’ll gather my own team and set the standard.”
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tq Option C: Remain solo — “I don’t need a guild. I work alone.”
Results:
e A or B: Gain +10 Strategic Growth — Building the right community amplifies
progress.
e C: Gain +5 Independence but lose -5 Support Buff. Even the strongest heroes can

benefit from allies.

A guild is more than just a group, it’s a chosen family. The best ones become legends
together. The wrong ones? They become stories of what we outgrew. Some guilds will be
with us until the final battle. Others? They’re only a chapter in our journey.

And that’s okay.

We’ve talked about when we need to part ways with allies, but parting from a guild,
or group of allies, is just as important for all the same reasons. In every RPG, there comes a
time when a party member leaves or when you realize you need to leave a guild.

Maybe the guild no longer aligns with your goals. Maybe it was never the right fit to

begin with. Or maybe, it’s simply time for you to outgrow the group and move forward.

Leaving a guild doesn’t always mean failure. Sometimes, it’s a sign of growth.
Reflection Questions:
e Have I ever stayed in a friendship/group longer than I should have out of guilt?
e What signs tell me it’s time to move forward from a group that no longer helps me
grow?

e How can I part ways with grace instead of burning bridges?

'€ The Guild Betrayal Choice

Your guild is strong, but suddenly, things shift. A trusted member betrays the group, either

out of self-interest, fear, or personal conflict, and takes guild resources with them.

Guild Leader: “We thought we could trust them... but they left us vulnerable. What should

we do?”
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=1 Option A: Forgive & move on — “We can’t control others, only how we respond.”
% Option B: Cut ties & reinforce boundaries — “Some betrayals require separation.”

oy Option C: Hold onto resentment — “They’ll regret this. I won’t forget.”

Results:
e A or B: Gain +5 Emotional Clarity — Moving forward takes wisdom.

e C: Gain +10 Spite Buff but lose -5 Inner Peace. Resentment fuels action... but at

what cost?

Betrayal can make us question who we trust, or if we even want to trust again. After
leaving a guild, or being forced to walk away, we sometimes wonder... What now? What if
we haven’t found the right people yet? What if we’re still searching?

Not every hero starts with a party. Some journeys begin alone. Some of the greatest
warriors were solo adventurers before they found their team. Some never found one at all and
still became legendary. If your guild hasn’t appeared yet, that doesn’t mean you’re lost. It
just means your story is still unfolding.

But here’s the truth: You are never truly alone. Even if your guild hasn’t appeared
yet, your journey isn’t lost. Some of the greatest warriors, the strongest mages, and the most
legendary rogues started their quest solo before they found the right people. Allies aren’t just
given...they are chosen. And sometimes, we have to walk forward alone until we find the
ones willing to stand beside us.

Allies are not just companions; they are reflections of the journey itself. Some stay
for the entire quest, while others join only for a chapter. Some will fight beside you in your
hardest battles, while others will disappear when the challenge becomes too great. But just as
in RPGs, not every companion is meant to follow you to the final boss. Some were never true
allies at all. And some, though they were with you once, may not be meant for the road
ahead.

Letting go of an ally, especially one who has been in your party for a long time, is one
of the hardest decisions a hero must make. But sometimes, the greatest act of strength is

knowing when to move forward without them.
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A hero’s strength isn’t just in their skills but in who they fight beside. Choose your
allies, choose your guild, and when the time comes, we step forward.

I know what it’s like to feel alone in a room full of people. To feel like no one truly
understands the battles you fight, the weight you carry, the moments where the road ahead
seems too daunting to continue. But even when it feels like you’re walking this journey solo,
you are not alone.

I am here with you.

Every word in this book, every story shared, every lesson learned, every metaphor
crafted... I wrote them because I’ve walked this path. Because I know how heavy the fight
can get. And if no one has told you lately:

I see you. I believe in you. And I am standing beside you.

Even in the hardest battles, you are never truly fighting alone. Even if your party
hasn’t appeared yet, they are out there, waiting to cross paths with you. Some will be with
you for a chapter, and others with you until the very end. There may be ones you’ll have to
let go of, and some who leave before you’re ready. But even with the strongest party beside
you, some battles will still be yours to face alone. Some shadows won’t be fought with
swords, but with truth. And until you find them, until your guild assembles, know this:

You have an ally in me.

You are never as alone as you feel.

So pick up your sword. Ready your spells... We’ve got quests to finish.
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7zt XP Gained — The Strength of Allies

No hero faces the battle alone. Having a strong support system is just as important as
individual strength. Surrounding yourself with people who uplift, challenge, and encourage
you is essential for long-term success.

v Not all allies are meant to be in our party forever.
v True allies support, challenge, and encourage growth.
v Toxic allies drain, control, or hold us back.

New Skill Unlocked — Party Selection
The right allies don’t complete your journey for you; they walk beside you, strengthening
your path. Learning to recognize who belongs in your party is a skill that will serve you for
life.

New Abilities Unlocked:

O Strategic Recruitment — You now recognize the difference between allies who empower
you and those who hold you back. No more wasted energy on party members who don’t
contribute to the mission.

% Tactical Party Formation — You build your team with intention, choosing people who
align with your growth rather than those who hinder it. You know when to collaborate, when
to challenge, and when to walk away.

Decisive Exile — You no longer hesitate to remove those who prove untrustworthy.
When someone’s loyalty is conditional, when their kindness is a transaction, or when they
reveal their true nature too late, you cut them loose. No more second chances for those who
weaponized your trust.
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Chapter 14

Echoes of a Lost Light

After many discussions with my doctor of at that point over fifteen years, I had to
make some kind of change. It was taking every ounce of energy and strength I had just to
function. My body felt like it was betraying me, and every effort to push forward only
seemed to make things worse. I would work twelve-hour shifts one day and spend the next
bedridden, barely able to lift my head. The decline had been slow at first, but now I was
tumbling, barely able to hold on.

At the same time, my husband at the time and I had a small business, and the extra
hours with that were impossible to maintain. The goal was simple: take a long enough break
to let my body truly rest. I thought it was just burnout, that if I could step back, I would start
to feel like myself again. What I didn’t realize then was that I hadn’t felt like myself in years.

And with that newfound freedom, I finally had nothing holding me back from playing
World of Warcraft: the game my dad had loved so much, the one I had never had time for. It
had always been a passing thought, a small regret tucked away in the back of my mind.
Gaming was always such a reprieve for me, it still is. It was a way to distract from pain and
discomfort. A break from the fact that I had been in go-go-go mode for so long that I had no
idea how to slow down. Now, with my plate temporarily clear, I decided to step into that
world, not knowing it would lead me to someone who would change my life forever.

I was still finding my footing in WoW, wandering through unfamiliar zones, trying to

figure out what I was even supposed to be doing. I had rolled a new class, a druid, after
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reaching max level on one already but everything about it felt foreign. It wasn’t my first
RPG, my first PC game, and not even my first MMO (massive multiplayer online), but this
was my first MMORPG. Its world was vast and intricate, and I felt like a newcomer all over
again.

That’s when I saw him.

A paladin, cutting through mobs with ease, hammers of light spinning around him in
a dazzling display of power. Every enemy fell in his wake before I even had the chance to
take my turn. I stood there, waiting, watching, unsure of how to navigate around him without
stepping on his questing path. It wasn’t long before he noticed me lingering and, instead of
ignoring me, he sent me a party invite.

“Might as well do these together, huh?”

That was how I met Shaun.

At first, he was just another player, another voice in the game. But it didn’t take long
before he became something more. He quickly picked up on my greenness and guided me
through the little nuances of the world, explaining things with an easy patience that made me
want to learn more.

That’s just how Shaun was; with open arms, always willing to teach, always making
space for people.

Though, I should note...his idea of teaching me how to heal was nof slow or
methodical. It was pure chaos.

“PULL ALL THE THINGS!!!” he’d yell, charging headfirst into a swarm of mobs,
leaving me panicked; frantically trying to remember all the buttons, some semblance of a
rotation, and how to keep him alive, all while also reconsidering every single one of my
life choices.

It was reckless. It was overwhelming.

But it worked.

He eventually introduced me to his wife and his friend Drew, who I only knew at that
time as “Ghavrin” the rogue. And before I realized it, these weren’t just gaming sessions
anymore.

They were a lifeline.
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From deep philosophical conversations to belly laughs so intense that tears streamed
down my face, and even just watching anime in mostly silence together. Shaun became one
of the few closest and truest friends I had known. Fridays were always Scary Game Night, a
ritual that brought more joy than I thought I was capable of feeling. One of those nights, in a
moment of laughter, after hearing my name pronounced in German, he decided to dub me
Chocolate instead of trying to repeat it. It’s been a nickname that became my gamertag, a
name that still carries his light long after he left this world.

For the first time in what felt like years, I wasn’t just surviving. I was living again.
But not all friendships are perfect. And as much as Shaun helped me find joy again, life is
rarely without its complications.

Like all things, our friendship had its challenges. For the first time in my life, [ was
learning how to set boundaries, trying to protect myself without going too far. But Shaun had
started to feel possessive of my time and energy. It stirred old wounds in me I hadn’t even
begun to name.

Back then, I didn’t know the word trigger. I didn’t have the language for what was
happening inside me. But I fe/# it.

And in my stubbornness, in my own unhealed places, I swung too far in the other
direction. Instead of communicating, instead of finding balance, I shut him out completely.

We didn’t speak for months.

I knew he was struggling, but I had no idea just how much. I convinced myself I was
doing the right thing, the healthy thing. I thought I was protecting myself.

Then, months later, when we finally reconciled, it was like breathing for the first time
in ages. We apologized, owned our mistakes, and tried to rebuild what had been lost.

[ tried to be there for him. / wanted to be there for him. I believed, with every fiber of my
being, that if he just held on, things could get better.

At first, it was just small things.

Shaun still cracked jokes, still flooded my Discord messages with his ridiculous
thoughts, still filled the silence with deep, meandering philosophy that only he could make
poetic.

But there was a shift.
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At first, it was easy to miss. He had always been introspective, always carried a depth
that made even the simplest conversation feel profound. But then, he started dwelling,
lingering too long on thoughts that spiraled downward instead of outward.

He talked about time, about slipping between realities, about rewriting the past.

“I can fix everything, Chocolate. I can even fix you. I can go back and make you not
sick, so you can be the mother you always wanted to be.”

I remember the way my stomach dropped. The way my hands shook.

I told him he didn’t have to fix anything. That he was enough, just as he was. That the
love people had for him wasn’t conditional on what he could undo.

But when someone is drowning in the kind of despair Shaun was, words feel like
throwing pebbles into an ocean, hoping they’ll make waves.

I tried so hard to meet his darkness with light. But I was only one person.

And some shadows are too deep for light alone to reach.

Shaun had fallen into dangerous spaces; pro-suicide forums and subreddits where
hopelessness wasn’t challenged but nurtured. Where suffering wasn’t met with compassion,
but reinforced. Where distorted realities took root and grew unchecked.

At the time, I was still clinging to the belief that if I just said the right thing, if I could
find the words, I could turn it around. But words don’t always work like that. I didn’t
understand then what I understand now.

That sometimes, it’s not about offering hope when what someone really needs is
permission to not be okay.

That sometimes, it’s not about shining light into the dark when all someone needs is
for you to sit there in the dark with them.

That the answer to darkness is not simply more light.

Darkness needs space. It needs to be heard, seen, acknowledged. Not met with
something that feels as distant and unattainable as hope.

This is where I started to learn that the lens of now can be a powerful prison. A
cage with no bars, no walls, no lock... except for the one I kept placing on myself.

I didn’t see the full picture. I thought I was fighting for him, when really, I was

fighting against something I couldn’t even begin to understand.
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I reached out to Drew aka “Ghav”, and together, we tried everything within our
limits. We reached out to those who had more access, more control. We fought to get him
help before it was too late.

But it was too late.

When I got the call that Shaun had taken his own life, the guilt was suffocating. I kept
replaying every moment, every conversation. Could I have done more? Could I have fought
harder for him, even when it felt like I was fighting a battle I didn’t know how to win?

Shortly after he passed, Ghav sent me a personal video from Shaun, one that I believe
he had recorded shortly before we reconciled. In it, he apologized. For the anger. The hurt.
The things he had said.

Hearing his voice, hearing him say my name, when all I wanted was one more
moment, one more chance to tell him how much he meant to me...

It cut deeper than anything I had ever felt.

And then, as if the universe wasn’t finished with me, my life crumbled further. My
health spiraled to a breaking point. I was hospitalized, barely holding on. Grief had already
hollowed me out, and now my body was failing me too.

Then, about five months after Shaun’s passing, I received an anonymous message.

It happened in the middle of a raid.

There I was, mid-mythic raid, healing through brutal mechanics, dodging fire,
managing cooldowns, completely absorbed in the fight, when the message popped up.

I clicked it without thinking. And my stomach dropped. My hands shook. My vision
blurred.

Proof. Undeniable proof. My husband was having an affair.

The world should have stopped.

But the raid wasn’t stopping. People were taking damage, and I was still the healer.

That’s when I realized Shaun’s chaos bootcamp had worked.

I did what he had taught me. I hit my cooldowns. I focused. I kept the team alive.

Because that’s what he had drilled into me from day one

You panic later. You heal now.
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It was absurd. It was a game. But in that moment, the lessons he’d hammered into
me...the ones forged in chaos, in fire (and yes, people were standing. In. The. Fire.); they
held me together when I needed them most.

I remember feeling... calm. Too calm. Like I was watching myself from the outside,
detached, analyzing every word, every breath, as my anonymous informer unraveled my
marriage piece by piece. Who. How long. The details I never wanted but could never unhear.
The photos and screenshots I could never unsee.

But the raid went on. And so, I healed.

They said they didn’t know how I’d react. That’s why they had approached me
anonymously. They were afraid I’d lash out, or break down, or unravel in some unpredictable
way, but when I met them with kindness and grace instead of rage and chaos, they revealed
themselves as the woman’s husband and his friend.

But they didn’t know I was becoming a pro at this.

Because when you’ve been through enough, grief starts to follow a pattern.

Shock. Stillness. And then the breaking.

While I was certainly caught off guard, I can't say that somewhere deep inside of me,
I didn't almost expect it. Just not then. Not when my heart and soul were already fractured,
scattered at my feet. It felt like someone had taken a sledgehammer to whatever was left of
me, pounding until all that remained was dust.

[ was calm. And then I wasn’t.

I woke him up and confronted him, still hoping, somehow, that it wasn’t true. But it
was.

So I did the only thing I could think of.

[ put my dog, Link’s, leash on him, and we started walking. In the middle of the
night. I didn’t care if it was miles and miles away...I was going home. I knew my dad would
still be up.

It was dark and cold, the chill sinking into my bones. My body was weak, my mind
frayed, and before long, my legs gave out. I hit the pavement hard, right into a puddle left
over from the rain. But there was no dramatic moment of realization, no clarity. Just pain,
exhaustion, and the crushing weight of betrayal pressing down on me. So I got back up.

Because what else was there to do?
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I kept walking.

Then headlights swept across the road beside me. He had followed me, pulling up
alongside me, trying to convince me to get in the car. Link, oblivious to the weight of the
moment, happily jumped in, thinking this was just another adventure. I followed, not because
I wanted to, but because I had nothing left.

Back at the house, he went back to sleep as if nothing had happened. I lay awake,
staring at the half-renovated bathroom, the unfinished pieces of a home that no longer felt
like mine.

[ hadn’t planned anything. I hadn’t thought about it before. But in that moment, I was just...
done.

I had nothing left. No reason to stay. No fight left in me.

I had failed at everything. At my friendships. At my marriage. At being the person I
was supposed to be. [ was a burden to my family, a disappointment to those who had ever
believed in me. And the one person I had given my heart to had taken it and thrown it away
like it was nothing.

And for the first time in my life, I genuinely believed the world would be better off
without me.

The pain in my body, my heart, my soul... it was too much. It was unbearable. I
wasn’t thinking about the future, about consequences. I just needed it to stop.

For a moment, it did.

Then, a thought; sharp, cutting through the haze.

Shaun.

I thought about the way his absence still ached, how the grief of losing him had
settled into my bones. I thought about how I had begged him to hold on, how I had told him
he was worth staying for. How I had whispered that I would have done anything to keep him
here.

I thought about the pain his absence had left behind. I thought about my mother. My
father. My stepsons.

I would not do this to them.

A different kind of pain flooded in, crashing over me, breaking through the

numbness. And somewhere deep inside, I reached for something, anything, to hold onto.
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That same magic that had carried me through before, the stubborn, unrelenting will to
survive, roared to life inside me as if setting me ablaze with its spark. Not hope. Not
forgiveness. Spite. A refusal to let this be how my story ended.

I fought my way back.

When it was over, I collapsed onto the floor, gasping for the air I had taken from
myself. And I knew.

I would never let myself feel like this again. I sat there on the floor for a long time.
Shaking. Breathing. Knowing something had changed forever.

[ didn’t know what came next. But I knew this: I was still here.

I wish I could say the storm had finally passed. That I had reached the breaking point
and nothing else could touch me, it certainly felt like I was already there. But grief has a way
of stacking itself, layering loss upon loss like a cruel game designed to see just how much
weight a person can carry before they collapse.

I wasn’t done losing yet.

[ didn’t think I had anything left to lose. But grief isn’t just loss, it’s also erosion.
Less than a week later, the storm came again, and what was left of me scattered like dust in
the wind. Another dear friend of mine, Will, passed away on his 25" birthday. The guilt and
grief just brought me to my knees yet again. He was so young and had so much life to live.
He had so many dreams and aspirations, even if he had struggles that he’d shared with me.
He had reached out close to the same time that I learned about my husband's affair to ask if
we could maybe game more often. I, like it did with Shaun, tried to instill more light into the
dark and it wasn’t enough because I was completely swallowed by darkness.

It felt like the world was closing in on me, and at the same time, like it had already
disappeared. Within just a few weeks of all of that, I discovered that the compounding
pharmacy had been giving me the wrong medications for almost six months (synthetic
thyroid instead of porcine). It was a lesson I had already learned a long time ago, but this
error had been worsening my symptoms. My body was weak, my mind fragile, and my heart
shattered. | was drowning in grief, betrayal, and exhaustion, unsure if I even had the strength
to care what happened next. And then, not long after the universe threw one final, impossible
twist my way.

I learned news that I wasn’t expecting: [ was expecting.
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I remember laughing bitterly at the irony. My best friend came with me to the
ultrasound appointment because I was convinced it was just my body being dramatic and
cruel; that the stress of everything had triggered something not so unlike what I had
experienced when I was younger. [ was fully prepared for my womb to be completely empty,
expecting some kind of hysterical pregnancy. So, when the ultrasound technician said, “Oh!
There’s the heartbeat!” I think mine stopped completely.

After everything, here I was, carrying life within me. I felt fury at the universe for its
cruel timing, yet beneath the apprehension was something else, a glimmer of hope I wasn’t
sure I could trust. I had been here before and lost them so I couldn’t help but wonder: was
this a sign, or just one more twist of the knife? I couldn’t help but think of Shaun and his
words: that he’d make me well again, so that I could be the mother I had longed to be. Was
this the universe’s sick joke? Or was it something else entirely?

When I think of my friends, I don’t just think of the loss. I think of their courage,
their kindness, and the way they stood beside me when I needed them most. For me, facing
the next boss wasn’t just about overcoming my inner demons; it was about honoring their
memory by refusing to let those demons win and finding the courage I would need to make
serious changes in my life. It was about proving that even in the darkest of moments, the
light they shared continued to guide me, and still does.

Time passed, but I couldn't tell how much. Days bled into nights, weeks into months,
with a fog rolling in of all the grief, guilt, pain, and betrayal I had swallowed down to focus
on the life that had been growing and thriving inside of me. Amid the exhaustion and
incredible joys of an experience I never thought I would have, I kept moving, kept breathing,
kept playing the part of someone who still had control. The truth was, I was still standing in
the crumbling wreckage of everything I thought I had built and rebuilt, too frightened to do
anything but watch the days go by.

Then, one day, something shifted. Not a slow realization, not a gradual awakening,
but a single, undeniable moment that came not terribly long after my son was diagnosed with
autism at 1 and a half years old. A light-switch clarity that cut through the haze like a blade. I
saw it all for what it was: the weight I had been carrying, the lies I had told myself to survive,

the pieces of a life that no longer belonged to me.
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And in that moment, I knew. I didn’t have to sift through the ruins. I didn’t have to
piece myself back together into the shape I once was.

I could burn it all down. Not in despair, not in recklessness, but with purpose. With
intent.

So, I did.

Loss changes us. It leaves shadows that linger, ghosts that refuse to fade. I thought I
could outrun them, push them away, pretend they didn’t shape me. But now, standing at the
edge of something vast and inevitable, I know the truth: I cannot move forward until I face
what I have carried for so long.

Their light may have gone out, but the echoes remained and urged me forward. I
gathered my tools, fortified my armor, and sharpened my blade. I stepped into the arena to
face this formidable challenge while carrying their memory and the look in my son’s eyes
forever burned into my mind. I walked straight into the battle ahead with only a match that I
lit from the courage I drew from them.

I took a deep breath, erased the doubt from my mind, and threw the blazing match
right at the base of my entire life. If I look back at it now, I see the spectacular flames as
parts of my life went up in smoke. Though I can never forget that while the embers of my old
life were still smoldering, I was at times paralyzed in fear of the unknown.

I picked up my son and stepped forward, but not as the same character I had been
before. Not as the person who had been knocked down over and over again, waiting for the
respawn. But as someone who was starting to learn to wield every loss, every scar, every
piece of grief as part of the build I was creating.

For so long, I have carried this grief as a weight, a shadow that trailed behind me. But
maybe it wasn’t behind me at all. Maybe it had always been waiting, just ahead, for the
moment [ would finally face it. And then, as I stepped forward, I saw the figures in the
distance, waiting in the silence.

That moment had come because while loss changes a hero’s journey, it doesn’t mean
the battle is over. Grief, betrayal, and pain don’t just vanish, they wait in the shadows, testing
your resolve, demanding acknowledgment. You can’t outrun them, and you can’t erase them.

But maybe... just maybe... you don’t have to fight them alone.

196 |Page



C.E. Dexheim

Some losses never leave us. They echo in the choices we make, the fears we carry,
and the battles we fight. And then, as I stepped onto the battlefield once again, those echoes
have followed me... whispering, waiting. But this time, I was ready to face them.

The heavy things, like grief, may not vanish. But it doesn’t have to consume you
either. Before moving forward, take a moment to acknowledge what you carry, and how it
still shapes you... without defining you.

And now, we face what comes next.

Not because we are fearless. But because we are ready.
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=1 XP Gained — Lost in Echoes

Loss doesn’t mean forgetting. Carrying the memory of what’s gone can serve as a guiding

light rather than a shadow.

New SKkill Unlocked: Echo Integration

Instead of resisting grief, you face it, honor it, and let it become part of you without

consuming you.

New Abilities Unlocked:

@ Echo Resonance — Loss shapes you, but it does not have to confine you. The memory of
those gone can be a source of strength, not just sorrow.

Spitekindling — In the absence of hope, you learn to ignite sheer defiance to keep
going. Not because it’s easy, but because you refuse to let this be the end of your story.
O Guardian of the Echoes — The voices of those you’ve lost remain woven into your

journey. Their lessons, their light, their strength, you carry them forward.
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Adventurer’s Hearth

I’m still here with you. I’'m not going anywhere. Before we walk on, I need you to

remember something for me, okay?

You are not broken for struggling.

Our strength isn’t found in the absence of hardship.

It’s what we build in spite of it.

Every scar, every setback, every moment we thought we wouldn’t make it...

They aren’t signs of failure.

They are proof that we are still standing.

We don’t have to be fearless.

We don’t have to have all the answers.

We just have to decide that our story isn’t over yet.

Then take the next step.
Then another.

And then... another.
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Chapter 15

First Mythic Raid Boss

Facing the Demons Within

The air was still. Not the peaceful kind, but the thick, suffocating stillness before
something inevitable. The kind of silence that made the air too dense to breathe, pressing
against my chest like a weight I couldn’t shake.

I stepped forward. My hands curled into fists. My jaw tightened. I told myself I was
ready. But then, the shadows began to move, and I let out a long, exhausted sigh.

“Look, if this were an actual raid, at least we’d have a healer throwing HoTs on us
while we go through this emotional damage. But since this is real life, we’ll have to settle for
deep breaths, a little spite, and maybe a well-timed snack buff,” I muttered to myself.

The fire crackled beside me, its glow gleaming against the edges of the battlefield
ahead. The embers snapped, tiny bursts of light in the encroaching dark. It felt like the last
safe place before stepping into something I couldn’t take back.

I exhaled again, steadying myself.

It’s time.
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Phase One — Anger’s Firestorm

The Enemy: The Boss manifested as a towering, monstrous force of pure, blinding rage.

It did not speak, and it did not hesitate. It just attacked. Eyes locked on to me with an
unrelenting fury, it crashed into me with every ounce of rage it held.

Every strike was brutal. Reckless. Merciless.

And I fought back with everything I had until I felt my blood start to boil as I pulled
from all the pain to extract the spite I needed. It surged through me like a war cry as |
charged in with a fury I have never felt before.

I would NOT break.

I would NOT be defeated.

I would NOT let this be the end.

None of this should have ever been mine to bear. I shouldn’t have been placed in this
position, so HOW DARE THEY.

I hit harder. I did not stop. I dug into the ground and released the rage I had carried
with me for so long in a visceral scream, lunging forward.

Attack.

Attack.

Attack.

For the first time, it felt like I was in control. Every hit landed. Every swing felt
powerful.

The Boss faltered. It reeled. It stumbled.

I let raw spite and rage flow through me instead of my tempered spite magic, and I
kept swinging.

I did not stop. The exact moment I allowed myself to think I would be victorious,
Anger ignited. As if it was made of fire itself, it surged and wrapped around the battlefield,
boxing us in. Walls of flame rose around me, sealing us inside.

The more I fought, the stronger it grew.

I swung again, desperate, refusing to believe that this wasn’t working, but the

realization crashed over me like a tidal wave.
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This was never a fight I could win like this.

I stepped back.

But Anger did not die. It fractured.

The fire erupted, consuming everything in a final burst before fading into a mix of ash
and shadow. From the wreckage, two figures stepped forward.

Betrayal, honed and piercing.

Grief, heavy and suffocating.

I realized I was not in control... I never was. And now, the real fight had begun.

Phase Two — Denial’s False Advance

The first to step forward was Grief and I locked in. It did not charge. It did not snarl.
Instead, its stare followed me with its deep sorrowful eyes that seemed to stretch
across time itself, as if waiting for me to realize something I refuse to see.
It wore the faces of everyone I have ever lost, stuttering between them. A shifting
and aching reminder of what I can never get back.
“Every time you laugh, I remind you of the ones who never got to.”
“Every time you move forward, I whisper, ‘How dare you?”
Its voice a whisper and a weight all at once.
“How dare you find peace when they are gone?”
“How dare you heal when they will never have that chance?”
My breath caught. It’s not an attack. Not yet.
But its presence alone threatened to pull me down, an anchor to a past I have spent
years trying to outrun.
Then, a second figure stepped forward, and my stomach turned to ice.
Betrayal.
Where Grief was sorrow, Betrayal was sharp and jagged like a wound never allowed
to heal. It shifted faces too, but these were different.... not the lost, but the ones who left.
The ones who turned their backs.
The ones who said one thing and did another.

The ones I trusted.
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It smiles, knowing and cruel.

“You thought you were safe with them.”

“You thought love meant safety.”

“You thought loyalty meant it would be returned.”

Its voice like a blade slipping beneath my ribs.

“You let them in, and they locked the door behind you.”

“You gave them your trust, and they made you beg for it back.”

“And the worst part”

“You still wonder if you deserved it.”

I felt the familiar fire inside me surge. I took a breath, my heart hammering.

My spite had landed blows, but it hadn’t won the war. The battlefield pulsed around
me, shifting, adapting. For a moment, I closed my eyes and reminded myself: this is
different. I am different. 1don’t have to fight the same way I always have.

The spite began to rise in me before I could even think.

The old weapon. The old shield. The thing that had carried me through every battle
before this. I summoned it then, letting it wrap around me like armor and fuel my every
move. | attacked, and for a moment, I felt unstoppable.

Every lesson I have learned, every ounce of resilience I have built, I throw at them. I
fought with the strength of survival, the will to prove them wrong, the refusal to fall.

And at first, it worked.

Betrayal stumbled back, its form shuddering from a critical hit. Grief hesitated, and
for the first time, I saw something shift in them: doubt, hesitation, weakness.

I could win this.

The words flashed across my mind like a system notification. I let my breath steady,
my grip tighten.

Just one more hit.

But then, the battlefield shifted beneath me.

The ground tilted, and the air thickened as if the fight itself was adapting.

Betrayal straightened, slow and deliberate, a cruel smile curling at the edges of its
mouth. It studied me like it has seen this before.

Then it offered a low and knowing laugh.
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“Oh? You thought this was the final phase?”

And then, they summoned the others.

Phase Three — Bargaining’s Summons

The weight of their voices pressed against me, threatening to pull me under. I wanted
to fight back, to lash out, but something inside me whispered, wait. I exhaled slowly. Spite
had gotten me here, but maybe...maybe something else was needed now.

From the shadows, two new figures emerged.

Betrayal summoned Shame and Self-Doubt.

Shame moved like a ghost, whispering old regrets, resurfacing every moment I had
ever felt small, unworthy, unseen.

“You saw the signs. You heard the warnings. And still, you stayed.”

“You convinced yourself it wasn’t that bad, that you could handle it, that if you were
just good enough, quiet enough, strong enough...it would be okay.”

“But it wasn’t,” it sneered, “And you call yourself strong? Look at you...”

“You were never a warrior.”

“You were just a girl who learned to survive in a cage and called it safety.”

Its words cut deeply as I felt the shame boiling beneath my skin. I couldn’t let them
see me falter so I swallowed it down once more and took a step forward.

Self-Doubt clung to my ankles like a weighted chain, dragging with it every failure,
every flaw.

“No one fought for you. Not the way you fought for them.”

“You stood in the fire for them, and they didn’t even step into the rain for you.”

“You begged, you bent, you bled...and still, they walked away” it smirked. “And the
worst part? You still wonder if it was your fault.”

“If you were never worth staying for. Never worth fighting for. Never worth loving
enough to hold onto.”

The weight of them was crushing. My hands were shaking. My stamina bar was
draining faster than I could recover. Every hit landed felt like it should have been the last.

But I was still standing.
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The battlefield wavered. My breath hitched, my vision blurred. I wanted to scream, to
deny it, to push back. But I couldn’t. Because I wasn’t sure if [ had the right to.

The words cut too cleanly. The wounds were too familiar. The worst part?

I wasn’t even sure they were wrong.

But before I could react, Grief moved too. I was surrounded. I couldn’t fight. I
couldn’t run. The battlefield didn’t just feel like it’s closing in. /¢ was.

The shadows stretched. The voices tightened around my ribs, pulling me under. My
mind raced, searching for something... anything. A weapon? No. A way out? No. A single
reason they’re wrong?

Silence.

“Just tell me why.” My question stayed unanswered.

“IKNOW IT WAS MY FAULT. I WASN’T ENOUGH. IF l HAD JUST BEEN
STRONGER, SMARTER, BETTER...”

The battlefield tightened. Suffocated. Crushed. The shadows coiled tighter, pressing
in, pressing down.

The weight was unbearable. The logic unbreakable.

And then...They did not argue but they didn’t agree either.
They only watched.
The logic was too airtight, the weight too crushing. I searched for a counterplay. A

loophole. A way to outthink them. But there was none. [ was never meant to win a fight like

this.

Until finally... I broke and I saw the truth.

There was no deal. There was no answer. The past does not bargain. The past does
not change.

And the battlefield collapses beneath me.

Phase Four — Breaking Point

I staggered. My breath was ragged. I was losing. My mind was racing to find a way
out of this. The moment I felt like it was already an impossible fight...

Grief summoned Fear and Guilt.
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Fear was the sharpest of them all. It crawled, slithered, wrapping itself around my
throat.

“What if this is all temporary and the happiness you’ve built crumbles the moment
you let yourself believe in it?” It whispers. “What if you are only one mistake away from
losing everything again, and next time... you don’t survive?”

And then Guilt, the worst of them all. It did not strike like the others. It knelt beside
me.

“You should have seen it sooner. You should have fought harder and spoken up
louder. And now,” it hissed quietly. “Now you walk away, leaving behind the wreckage you
should have stopped.”

“If you were stronger, smarter, better...maybe they would still be here.”

Cuts that went straight through my heart as I struggled to catch my breath. I was
losing ground rapidly as I began to believe them.

I reached for my spite magic that burned hot, but it did not destroy them. It never
could.

Because spite has never been about winning. It has only ever been about enduring.

For a brief moment, I wasn’t on the battlefield. I was back in my car, staring at the
windshield, gripping the steering wheel so hard my knuckles turned white. I was back on the
bathroom tile, cold against my skin, my body too weak to move. I was every version of me
that had ever felt powerless. But I was also here. Standing. Breathing. Still fighting. Still
choosing.

I tightened my fists. My heart hammered in my chest. My mind screamed at me to
fight, to keep throwing everything I had at them, to claw and push and rage until they were
nothing but dust.

I reached for my spite again. It flared burning hot, but this time, it didn’t lash out. It
curled inward. It sputtered. It weakened. And for the first time, I felt what’s beneath it. The
weight of everything | had refused to face.

Fear wrapped itself tighter around me as Grief began to feel like chains pulling me
down into the earth below.

Because for the first time...I had no answer.

206|Page



C.E. Dexheim

The only thing I could do was just breathe. I did not fight. I did not lash out. I did
not run. I just stopped.

And the battlefield stopped with me.

Phase Five — Acceptance’s Reckoning

It’s strange, that silent moment you realize you’ve been following a script you never
agreed to. The moment it clicks. That love isn’t supposed to feel like exhaustion, that safety
shouldn’t be a reward you have to earn. And yet, when that realization comes, the first thing
you feel isn’t comfort. It’s grief.

But then I saw it. The cycle. The pattern. This was how I have always fought.
Swinging blindly. Lashing out. Refusing to fall, even as I burned myself alive.

But these demons did not die. They do not vanish.

For the first time, I understood. I was tired. But not just from fighting. From chasing
ghosts and clawing at shadows that never really left.

How many times have I done this?

How many times had I fought the same battle, expecting different results?

I took a breath as I straightened myself.

And [ stopped fighting.

I'looked at them... at Fear, at Guilt, at Shame, at Self-doubt. At Grief and Betrayal.
What was hidden beneath anger.

And then, everything was still.

Not just them.

Me.

The echoes of their words faded into the hush of my own breath. No more swinging.
No more lashing out. Just silence.

I was no longer trying to overpower them. I’'m not trying to silence them. I’m ready to
listen.

But first I need them to know I am ready to truly hear.

So I speak their names.

“You are my grief. The part of me that aches for what I’ve lost.” Grief's form

wavered, as if my words reached somewhere they were never meant to.
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“You are my betrayal. The wound left by those who failed me.” Betrayal flinched.
For the first time, it did not look so certain.

“You are my shame. The echo of every time I believed I was not enough.” Shame
shifted, its voice momentarily silenced.

“You are my self-doubt. The whisper that tells me I will never be enough.” Self-
doubt faltered, its weight suddenly less crushing.

“You are my fear. The weight of every what-if, every nightmare, every moment I
hesitate.” Fear exhaled sharply, as if I had spoken something it never wanted to hear.

“And you, Guilt... you are the voice that keeps me awake at night, making me
wonder if I could have changed the past.” Guilt looked at me, startled, as if it never expected
to be seen at all.

They shifted, only slightly. A shudder. A hesitation. A moment of uncertainty.

Then, silence. Not submission. Not defeat. Just... waiting. Because I had never
named them before. Not like this.

And maybe.... Maybe that was the key all along.

Truth Revealed

The silence stretched. Not the kind before battle. The kind after. When all that’s left is
the question: What now?

I stepped forward. Not in war. Not in battle. In understanding. I had named them. And
then, as the battlefield stilled, as the last embers of spite glimmered around me, they did
something I never expected. They lowered their weapons. They hesitated. As if waiting for
me to strike again. As if they, too, didn’t know what happened next.

They looked at me, though not as monsters. Not as enemies. But as something else
entirely.

Grief spoke first. “I was never here to hurt you, never to punish you,” it whispered. “I
was here to remind you. Love does not disappear in death. Moving forward does not mean
leaving them behind. You can carry them with you, without being buried beneath the
weight.”

I swallowed and my chest tightened. Grief was never the enemy.
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Betrayal exhaled, the sharp edges of its form softening. “I lashed out because you
needed to protect yourself. Because you trusted the wrong people, and I couldn’t bear to
watch it happen again. [ was never just here to wound you. I was here to warn you. To
demand better. To make you see the truth,” it cried. “’You were never weak for trusting, you
were human. But now, you are something more. Now, you know what you deserve.”

My breath caught. Betrayal was never just cruelty. It was a warning. A wound that
refused to be ignored.

Shame stepped forward, eyes downcast. “I only ever wanted you to be better,” it
murmured. “To rise above your mistakes. But I see now, I was too harsh. You were already
enough.”

I felt something deep inside me crack open.

Self-Doubt shifted uncomfortably. “I whispered those things because I wanted to
protect you. Because if you believed you were unworthy, then maybe you wouldn’t keep
handing your heart to people who would break it,” it muttered, “Maybe you wouldn’t keep
hoping for something that would never come. But I see now, you were always worth it. They
just weren’t worthy of you.”

It wasn’t here to break me. It was here to shield me, even if the shield had turned into
a cage.

Fear looked at me with wide, glistening eyes. “I never wanted to stop you, I only
wanted to keep you safe,” it said. “I do not promise safety. I do not promise certainty. But I
promise choice. And you...you have always chosen to keep going.”

And Guilt... Guilt, who had been the heaviest of them all knelt before me. “Letting go
of pain is not letting go of love. They would not want you to stay frozen within me.” It lifted
its gaze, and for the first time, its voice was gentle, “You honor them not by suffering, but by
living.”

I closed my eyes and felt the air entering my lungs as I breathed it in. I felt the fire
inside me still burning. It did not fade. Instead, it shifted, steady, controlled, no longer a
weapon, but a torch. A light to guide me forward.

And when I opened them, I saw the truth... They were only ever my shadows. The

parts of me that had been waiting to be heard.
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Grief exhaled, slow and measured. “We were never your enemies,” it whispered, and
for a moment, something quivering behind its sorrowful eyes. “But... maybe we were never
the only ones.”

A silence fell between us, different from the battle’s end. A pause, a question left
unspoken.

Betrayal shifted uneasily, as if realizing something for the first time. “We played our
part,” it muttered, “but the shadows run deeper than us.”

Fear didn’t speak. It only looked past me, its form shuddering at the edges. Like
something unseen was still watching.

I felt it then. A presence I hadn’t noticed before. Or maybe, one I wasn’t supposed to
notice yet. But before I could place it, the battlefield faded. My demons remained at my side,
but the weight of something larger lingered just beyond reach.

I stepped forward, and my demons walked with me. Not as enemies, not as chains,
but as the pieces of me that were fighting to be understood. And for the first time, I did not

walk alone.

You may notice echoes of something familiar here. Grief is not linear, nor is healing.
You may face these in a different order, revisit them at unexpected times, or find yourself
looping through them. There’s no wrong way...only the way ahead.

The battle was never about destroying our demons, it’s about understanding them,
learning from them, and walking forward with them. This challenging encounter doesn’t
mark the end of the game, it’s just another checkpoint. The real challenge? Keeping our
progress and ensuring the demons don’t fade back into the shadows, waiting for another
chance to strike.

A Mythic Raid Boss isn’t the end. It’s just the gateway to the next level. The question

isn’t if you’re strong enough. It’s what you’ll do now that you know you are.
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Your Own Fight Within

The battlefield is silent again. But this time, it is not mine.

You have walked beside me through every fight, through every wound, through every
lesson. You have seen what it means to face the darkness, to wield the magic of spite, to fight
back against the weight of everything that has tried to break you.

But now, this is not my battle. This is yours.

Now, let me walk beside you.

Take a breath. Look around.

The ground beneath you is steady, for now. But you know you are not alone.

The air shifts. The shadows move. And you feel them.

You are standing here for a reason. There is something you have been fighting.
Something that has followed you. Slithering in the shadows. Whispering to you.

Shaping you in ways you never realized.

Who steps forward first?

Your instinct is to attack. To strike first, to lash out with everything you have. Maybe
your hands curl into fists before you even realize it. Maybe you feel the fire inside you surge,
your body screaming,

“No. Not again. Not this time.”

Maybe you’re ready to burn it all down before it has the chance to hurt you first. You
are not wrong to be angry. But... is this battle what you think it is? Is it hiding something
deeper?

% Betrayal, sharp and bitter, a reminder of broken trust and wounds that refuse to heal.
% Fear, pressing down on your chest, feeding you every worst-case scenario.

% Self-Doubt, whispering that you are not enough, that you have never been enough.

% Shame, a ghost that clings to you, whispering every past mistake, every moment of
weakness.
% Guilt, heavy and unrelenting, reminding you of all the ways you could have done more.

Could it really be masking something? Something you never wanted to face?
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ee The thing about demons is... they never fight fair. They change. Adapt.
Morph. They wait for you to lower your guard. And just when you think you’ve figured
them out, they become something else.
Maybe you summon the weapons you have always relied on:
Y Avoidance. § Perfectionism. Y Self-destruction.

Maybe you throw every ounce of defiance you have at them, determined to make
them fall before they take another step toward you.

And for a moment, it works.

They falter and stumble back. You feel a surge of power.

But then they shift. They do not fall.

Because this is not a battle you can win this way.

There is no single path for this encounter.

Some face Anger first, drawing their blade the second they see movement in the
shadows.

Some start in Denial, convincing themselves there’s nothing there.

Some linger in Bargaining, rewriting every past decision, looking for a way to undo
it all.

Some fight the same battle over and over before they can move forward.

Remember, there is no wrong way through this battlefield. There is no single strategy
to defeat these demons. The only way through is in understanding. And that is your way
forward.

Take a breath. Let the dust settle around you.

If you stopped fighting for just a moment... what would they say? What have
they been trying to tell you all along? Maybe the battle isn’t about defeating them.

Maybe it’s about why they are still here.

¢ Quest: Identifying Your Inner Demons

Every hero faces powerful enemies, and in your journey, the most formidable foes are
the ones that live within you. These demons whisper in your ear, distort your reality, and

drain your energy. But they aren’t invincible. They can be named, understood, and countered.
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This quest will guide you through identifying your demons, recognizing their voices,
and uncovering their true purpose...because sometimes, even the darkest forces started as
protectors. Do not be afraid, they aren’t as frightening as they may seem and I’'m here with

you for every step.

Optional Step: If Your First Instinct is Anger

(For those who feel the fire before they see what’s beneath it.)
Before you can name your demons, you may feel the urge to fight.
Maybe your hands curl into fists before you even realize it.

Maybe you feel the fire inside you surge, your body screaming:

X No. Not again. Not this time.
X I'will not let this happen to me.

X1 refuse to be powerless.
Maybe you're ready to burn it all down before it has the chance to hurt you first.
. You are not wrong to be angry.
Your anger is valid. Your anger has protected you. Your anger has kept you alive.
But before you swing... ask yourself:
What is this battle truly about?
Is this anger hiding something deeper?
Could it really be masking...
e Grief, lingering with the weight of everything you have lost?
e Betrayal, sharp and bitter, a reminder of broken trust?
e Fear, pressing down on your chest, feeding you every worst-case scenario?
e Self-Doubt, whispering that you are not enough?
e Shame, a ghost that clings to you, whispering every past mistake?
e Guilt, heavy and unrelenting, reminding you of all the ways you could have done
more?
If your anger is something deeper in disguise, take a breath. Let the dust settle.
Then, move forward.

(If this does not resonate, continue to Step One below.)
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Step 1: Name Your Demons

+* Quest Log: Think about the thoughts that hold you back the most. What are the voices
that criticize you? What patterns keep repeating?
Write down 2—4 core demons you struggle with. They could be:
e Fear (telling you you’re not ready)
e Self-Doubt (convincing you you’re not good enough)
e Shame (making you feel unworthy)
e Guilt (holding you in the past)
Example Demon List:
1. Fear — “You’ll never succeed, so why try?”
2. Guilt — “You should have done more.”

3. Self-Doubt — “You’re just faking it.”

Step 2: Listen to What They Say

+ Quest Log: Write down what each demon whispers to you when they appear. What
phrases do they use?
Example:
e Fear’s voice: “You’ll embarrass yourself.”
e Guilt’s voice: “You let them down.”
e Self-Doubt’s voice: “They’ll find out you’re a fraud.”
Pro Tip: Notice that these voices often sound absolute (a/ways, never) and exaggerate

worst-case scenarios.

Step 3: Uncover Their True Purpose

* Quest Log: Ask yourself: What is this demon really trying to do? Most demons aren’t

actually trying to destroy you, they are remnants of past experiences, built to protect you
from something.

o Fear may be trying to keep you safe from failure because you’ve been hurt before.
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e Guilt may be trying to make sure you don’t forget the past so you don’t make the
same mistakes.
e Self-Doubt may be preventing you from taking risks in an attempt to shield you from
rejection.
Example Insights:
o Fear’s purpose: Protecting me from embarrassment.
e Guilt’s purpose: Keeping me accountable, but at the cost of my peace.

e Self-Doubt’s purpose: Trying to prevent failure but stopping me from growth.

Step 4: Rewriting the Dialogue

> Quest Log: Now that you understand what your demons are actually trying to do, how
can you reframe their message in a way that serves you rather than hurts you?
e Fear says: “You’ll fail.” — “This is new, but learning is part of progress.”
e Guilt says: “You let them down.” — “I can’t change the past, but I can grow from
it.”
o Self-Doubt says: “You’re not good enough.” — “I am learning, and that is
enough.”
¢ Pro Tip: Imagine confronting your demons like an NPC dialogue tree, you can choose

how to respond rather than letting them dictate your story.

¥ Quest Completion: Confront, Don’t Destroy

You’ve identified, named, and rewritten the scripts of your demons. The next step isn’t to
destroy them, but to understand them so they don’t control you. Every time they appear,

you’ll recognize their tactics. But now, you have the counterplay.

Overcoming a great challenge is one thing. But what happens after? What happens
when the demons don’t disappear, when they linger at the edges of your consciousness,
waiting for the next crack in your armor? That’s where the real work begins. Not in

conquering them again, but in learning to stand unshaken. To live in a world where their
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whispers no longer command you. The demons still speak, but their voices have lost their
teeth. We know them now. We see them for what they are.

The battle is over. The real challenge? Learning to live like you’ve already won.
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DING! & LEVEL UP

XP Gained — Shadows as Guides
The hardest battles are the ones fought within. The shadows we fear often hold the wisdom
we need to grow. Understanding our inner demons allows us to move forward, not by
destroying them, but by integrating their lessons.

v You do not have to destroy your demons to defeat them.
v Naming your struggles takes away their power.
v Growth is not about erasing the past, but learning from it.

New SKkill Unlocked — Shadow Negotiation

Instead of waging war against yourself, you now recognize that even your darkest parts have
something to teach you. You engage, listen, and reclaim control rather than letting them
dictate your path.

New Abilities Unlocked:

O Demon Identification — You recognize the voices of doubt, grief, and fear before they
consume you, seeing them for what they truly are: echoes of past wounds, not truths.

% Dialogue Mastery — Instead of letting your demons dictate the story, you shift the
narrative. Their words no longer have absolute power over your reality.

() Strategic Resilience — When faced with inner demons, you no longer react with panic.
You pause, analyze, and choose your response with clarity.
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) ACT 3 CHECKPOINT: Wounds and Wisdom
Milestone Unlocked — The First Boss Defeated
= Achievement Earned — “Confronting the Shadows”
© You faced what lurked in the dark, and you stood your ground. But no battle leaves you
unchanged.

(] Adventurer’s Log

O You have faced the echoes of your past, confronted the weight youve carried, and
made choices about what you will no longer be bound by. That was not a test of strength, it
was a test of truth. And you passed. But conquering demons isn’t the final step. Mastery is
knowing how to wield what we ve learned, without letting it consume us.

Now, you step forward not to fight your past, but to claim your future. The path ahead
does not demand more from you, it asks only that you show up as who you have already
become.

@ Reflection Question:
What lesson did this battle leave behind?

© Next Steps:

@ Assess the Aftermath — What wounds still need tending? What parts of you feel
different?

¢ Acknowledge the Win — Even if it wasn’t perfect, you stood your ground. That
matters.

¢ Prepare for the final encounters—not as an untested hero, but as someone who has
already transformed.

%’ Next Act: Alchemical Spite — Transforming Pain into Power

{ ActT I Act Tl ] [Actd ActIVI ActV ]
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Pages from the Alchemist’s Ledger
“The Fire Still Burns” (After the Battle)

L] The battle is over, but something lingers in the air... an uneasy quiet. Y ou expected
victory to feel different. You thought survival would bring relief. But here’s the thing:

healing isn’t a reward. It’s another kind of challenge.

# “Every battle takes something from you. But it also gives you something in return.
What did you leave behind? What did you gain? And now that the fighting is done...

who are you without the war?”

L The fire crackles, its warmth reaches toward you, but it can’t decide for you. The next
page of the tome remains blank, waiting for your next step. This fight is over. The real work

begins now.

“Survival is not just about enduring; it is about learning. You have faced what was
behind you, and you still stand. The wounds you carry do not make you weak. They are proof

1

that you fought, and proof that you won.’
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Act IV
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Chapter 16

Alchemical Spite

Transforming Pain into Power

Recipe: Spite Alchemy — Transmuting Demons into Resiliency

Crafting Type: Emotional Transmutation

@ Rarity: Legendary
»4, Requires: One or more unresolved inner demons

¥, Side Effects: Increased resilience, emotional insight, possible dark humor & sarcastic

wisdom

The raid boss has fallen. The battlefield is still. And as the dust settles, something
remains...not just the scars, not just the echoes of battle, but something earned. In RPGs,

defeating a Boss isn’t just about survival; it’s about what comes next. A reward. A lesson. A

skill you didn’t have before the fight.
Maybe it’s a powerful weapon, a rare crafting material, or even a skill that changes

how you face every battle after it. Sometimes, you even have to face the same enemy again
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and again, farming the battle for that one elusive drop. Just like in life, where the hardest
lessons don’t come all at once, but in layers, until we finally claim them.

But the treasure here isn’t gold or gear. It’s something far more valuable: the ability
to transform pain into power.

Spite got me here. It kept me standing. It burned hot when nothing else could. But
spite alone wasn’t enough. Spite let me survive, but clarity? Clarity set me free.

At some point, you may notice something shift. Where once spite was the only fuel
keeping you moving, something steadier begins to take its place. Not because spite has failed
you, but because you’ve leveled up.

Spite is not meant to be your only power. It’s the fire that gets you moving when
nothing else will. But true mastery, true transformation, comes from knowing when to let
spite stand beside you, rather than lead the charge.

At first, it was everything. It had to be. But now? Now, you don’t just move out of
defiance. You move because you know your own worth. Because you have built something
stronger than the wounds that once defined you.

This is what it means to refine power. To take something wild, something raw, and
make it your own.

Because spite doesn’t just keep you moving; it forces you to see. To question. To
refuse. And sometimes, that’s where the real transformation begins.

Spite is also a catalyst, not just a weapon or a motivator.

I used to think survival meant handling everything alone. That same girl who laid on
the tile floor for hours or slept in that car all those years ago believed that. But survival is just
the first step. Choosing to build something beyond it, that’s the real transformation.

Maybe it wasn’t hope. Maybe it wasn’t confidence. But it was a spark of defiance. If
the world wouldn’t give me a place to stand, I would carve one out of spite. If no one else
would believe in me, then I would believe in myself just to prove them wrong.

That’s the thing about spite. It doesn’t need to be noble. It doesn’t need to be pretty.
Sometimes, it’s just the thing that keeps you from giving up when nothing else will.

One day, I stopped waiting for someone to save me. [ had spent so long believing |
needed permission to leave. That I had to have an excuse that was good enough, a reason that

others would accept. But survival doesn’t require justification. There is no moral test you
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have to pass before you’re allowed to escape. I was tired of living as if my life belonged to
someone else. So, I made the choice. And maybe I didn’t feel strong in that moment, maybe I
felt like a coward for running. But the truth is, walking away is one of the hardest things a
person can do. And I did it.

Survival was only the beginning. Now, it’s time to forge something new.

The first spark of transformation was ignited when we realized that even our darkest
thoughts could be reshaped rather than obeyed. That defiance could be a catalyst. That raw
emotion like spite, doubt, pain, wasn't just something to endure, but something that could be
wielded. But recognizing that potential was just the beginning. Now, we move beyond
awareness into action, beyond reframing into full transmutation. This is where Spite
Alchemy takes over.

Mindset Alchemy is about reframing. Spite Alchemy is about transmutation. We are
not just shifting perspective, now we are extracting power from the very demons that tried to
destroy us. This is not passive healing. This is forging resilience in the fires of everything
we’ve survived.

Recognizing power is one thing. Transforming it into something unstoppable?
That’s what comes next...the art of taking the emotions and experiences that once felt like
weaknesses and transmuting them into strength, wisdom, and resilience.

Grief has a way of breaking things down. It melts you, distills you, forces you to see
what remains when everything else is burned away. This was my crucible, though I didn’t
know it at the time. This was where the raw, unshaped lead of my loss would be thrown into
the fire.

But fire doesn’t just destroy, it exposes. It forces you to see what was always there
just beneath the surface. My entire life had been set ablaze, piece by piece. And in the fire, |
saw the truth: I had spent so long holding things together that I hadn’t realized I was already
breaking.

This was where everything should have ended. But then, somewhere in the darkness,
a single ember refused to go out. Not hope. Not faith. Spite. A refusal to let this be the end of
my story. A single, defiant spark that dared to say, Not today.

Alchemy doesn’t erase what once was; it refines it. I was not left with nothing. I was

left with something stronger, something unbreakable. I had turned grief into fuel, pain into
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purpose. I had burned down the life that could no longer hold me and walked forward into
the one I would build with my own hands.

Loss changes us. But it does not have to unmake us. We are not what we have lost.
We are what we choose to create from it. What grief have you been carrying? And are you

ready to step into the fire, not to be consumed, but to be transformed?

We don’t destroy pain — we refine it.
We don’t erase the past — we shape it into something valuable.

We don’t fight our demons forever — we make them work for us.
Because power isn’t just what we overcome — it’s what we create from what we’ve
endured.
Think of emotions like raw crafting materials in an RPG.
e Grief is raw and heavy — but it can be refined into love and remembrance.
e Betrayal is jagged — but it can be reforged into discernment and self-respect.
e Fear is restrictive — but when refined, it becomes awareness and preparation.

e Shame can be overwhelming — but in balance, it becomes the push for growth.

Every painful experience has the potential to become something useful... if we learn
how to refine it. Spite Alchemy isn’t about rejecting what hurt you, it’s about reshaping it
into something you control.

I spent countless hours playing The Legend of Zelda when I was sick. It was more
than just a game to me... it was an escape, a challenge, a story of perseverance. And at the
center of that story was an artifact: the Triforce. At first glance, it seemed like just another
mystical relic of power, but the deeper I delved into its lore, the more I understood its true
meaning.

The Triforce is made up of three distinct but equal parts: Power, Wisdom, and Courage.
Alone, each holds strength, but together, they form a whole greater than the sum of their
parts. When properly assembled, it grants its wielder immense potential, but without balance,
it can lead to destruction. Villains who seek only Power without Wisdom or Courage often

find themselves consumed by their own ambition.
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What fascinated me was that this wasn’t just a fictional artifact; the concept of a
threefold balance exists across history and philosophy. The idea of a triadic balance, where

three forces create stability, has appeared throughout human history in different forms:

{ The Rule of Three (Philosophy & Storytelling) — Many belief systems and philosophies
emphasize that three is a number of balance. In storytelling, it's the foundation of strong
narratives (beginning, middle, end). In psychology, it's how we process change (past, present,
future). The brain naturally recognizes triads as stable and complete.

8% The Three Pillars of Virtue (Ancient Greece) — In Plato’s philosophy, the soul was
divided into three components: Logos (Reason/Wisdom), Thumos (Courage/Spirit), and
Eros (Desire/Power). Harmony was achieved when Wisdom guided Power through
Courage, just like in the Triforce.

4 The Threefold Flame (Alchemy & Spirituality) — Many alchemical traditions speak of
three primal forces that must be balanced for true transformation: Sulfur (Spirit/Power),
Mercury (Mind/Wisdom), and Salt (Body/Courage). The strongest magic was achieved
when all three were in alignment.

H The Mitsuuroko (Three Scales Symbol) — The Triforce’s shape closely resembles the
emblem of Japan’s Hojo clan from the 13th century, which was found on temples and sacred
sites. It symbolized strength, unity, and divine balance.

The Hero’s Journey — Every great myth and legend follows a three-stage arc: The Call

to Adventure (Courage), The Trials (Wisdom), and The Transformation (Power). This pattern

appears everywhere, from ancient epics to modern RPGs.

What makes the Triforce so powerful isn’t Power itself: it’s that Power is built upon
Wisdom and Courage. Power alone is unstable. If you tried to stack the triangle with Power
as the base, it would collapse. Power is strongest when it is guided by Wisdom and
reinforced by Courage.

A force without insight is reckless, and strength without endurance is fleeting. But
when Wisdom provides clarity and Courage fuels persistence, Power becomes something

sustainable.
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This is the same foundation we see in Spite Alchemy. Spite is power, but power alone
is unstable. To truly forge something lasting, Spite must be tempered with Insight, reinforced
by Resilience. Without the solid foundation then all we have is a wildfire of spite burning
through everything in its path.

If we think of Spite Alchemy as our own version of the Triforce, we can see how

these three forces work together:

. Spite (The Driving Force) — The raw power that fuels transformation and keeps
you moving forward.

e O Resilience (The Strength to Endure) — The ability to face hardship, adapt, and
rise stronger.

o @ Insight (The Guide to Growth) — The ability to see through illusion, recognize

truth, and break cycles.

Just as the Triforce must be balanced to reach its full potential, our strength doesn’t
come from just one trait: it comes from how we apply them together.

Spite alone burns out without resilience to sustain it.

Resilience without insight keeps us in the fight, but not always the right fight.

And insight without action leaves us frozen, seeing the path but never walking it.

This balance isn’t just a legendary concept, it’s the foundation of transformation

itself. And you’ve already been forging yours

Your Personal Triad

Now, take a moment to reflect on your own journey:
¢ Where in your life have you displayed Courage despite fear?
¢ What lessons have you learned that brought Wisdom through hardship?

¢ How have those two things shaped your Power; your ability to navigate life differently?
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Spite Alchemy isn’t just a metaphor, it’s a crafting system for transformation. The
forces we've refined are our loot drop from battle, our reward for enduring the fight. But raw

materials alone aren’t enough.

Ingredients & Instructions: Crafting Your Strength from Shadows

‘s Step 1: Gather Your Raw Materials

e Alchemy is the art of transformation: turning one thing into another. The process
starts with raw materials, but in this case, those materials aren’t metals or herbs.
They’re emotions, the ones that have shaped you, and the ones you’re about to refine

into something stronger.
“7 Ingredients Required:
v 1 Fragment of Grief (The ache of loss, a wound still healing.)
v 1 Echo of Betrayal (The sting of broken trust, still raw.)
v 1 Essence of Fear (That quiet voice whispering “what if?”)
v A pinch of Self-Doubt (Best handled with gloves.)
v *Optional: Residual Guilt, for extra emotional weight. (Highly volatile—use cautiously.)
Drop Rate: These materials are commonly found in past experiences, personal struggles,
and late-night overthinking sessions.
Step 2: Apply Heat — The Transformation Process

Transformation isn’t just about time, it’s about pressure. Heat is what changes raw
material into something new, and in this case, heat means facing what was once too painful
to hold. Acknowledgment is the first step toward transmutation.

No transformation occurs without heat. This is where the magic happens: where
emotions, once heavy and consuming, begin to take new form.

Alchemical Process:

e Acknowledge the raw material — Recognize its presence instead of resisting it.
e Examine its purpose — Ask: Why did this emotion exist? What was it trying to

protect me from?
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e Apply controlled heat — Sit with the discomfort without letting it consume you.

Example:

A Fragment of Grief'is heavy, but when examined, it reveals its true nature: it is not here to
break you. It is proof of love, of something meaningful. When refined, it transforms into

Remembrance, a way to honor what was lost while still moving forward.

‘s Step 3: Balance the Elements — Avoiding Overcorrection

Alchemy isn’t about purification; it’s about balance. There is no ‘wrong’ ingredient,
only combinations that are too volatile or too weak. The goal isn’t to erase emotions, but to
wield them correctly. Too much grief can anchor you in place. Too much spite can isolate

you. Refining these forces means knowing how much to use, and when to let go.

se Overuse of Grief — Leads to stagnation.
Overuse of Spite — Leads to self-isolation.
2 Overuse of Fear — Leads to inaction.

# Overuse of Guilt — Leads to self-punishment.

Balance the mixture. Ask:
* Am [ using this emotion as fuel, or is it using me?
* [s my spite protecting me, or am I hiding behind it?
* Am [ letting go of guilt, or am I letting it define me?
Example:

A dose of Betrayal can harden our defenses, teaching us who is worthy of trust. But if left
unchecked, it turns into bitterness, shutting out even those who mean no harm. Refining it

turns Betrayal into Discernment, a shield instead of a wall.

s Step 4: The Final Transmutation — Crafting the Elixir
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What remains after the fire has burned away the excess? Not just what’s left behind,

but what you’ve created. Every emotion you’ve faced, every scar you’ve carried...now

reforged into something greater.

This is where we finalize the process, where pain becomes wisdom, wounds become

armor, and shadows have a place in the light.

[y Final Transformation Chart

Raw Initial Effect Alchemical Final Result
Emotion (Personal Transformati (Empowered
Struggle) on Form)
Grief Heavy, Honored, given | Remembrance
immobilizing | space & Love
Betrayal Sharp, Examined for | Discernment
isolating lessons & Boundaries
Fear Restrictive, Used as Awareness &
anxious preparation Readiness
Shame Diminishing, | Acknowledged @ Growth &
suffocating with Self-
compassion Acceptance
Guilt Heavy, self- Redirected Accountability
punishing toward action | & Wisdom
Anger Explosive, Channeled into | Justice &
consuming action Motivation
Loneliness | Hollow, Turned inward | Independence
disconnecting | for self- & Self-
connection Sufficiency
Regret Draining, Reframed asa | Wisdom &
obsessive lesson Better Choices
Hopeless- = Numbing, Recognized as | Endurance &
ness overwhelming | a temporary Faith in
state Change
Insecurity | Weakening, Understood as | Confidence &
self-doubting | a challengeto | Self-Trust
grow
Resentmen | Toxic, Released Emotional
t lingering through Freedom &
understanding | Peace
Rejection | Painful, Used to Authenticity
identity- reinforce self- | & Self-
shaking worth Respect
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Example:
Fear, once paralyzing, is refined into Readiness: the ability to anticipate challenges rather

than be controlled by them.

Now that you’ve faced your demons, there’s something left behind; the raw materials
of your transformation. But raw materials alone aren’t enough. A legendary weapon isn’t just
found; it must be reforged. This is your final act of Spite Alchemy... turning your pain into

something that cannot be taken from you.

. Spite (Raw Power) — Choose where to direct it. What will you build with it?

e (O Resilience (Endurance) — What foundation will you reinforce with it? What
won’t break you anymore?
e @ Insight (Clarity) — What new vision do you have for yourself? What illusions

no longer control you?

Your loot is yours to refine. This is your forge. The fire burns at your command now.

A small heed of wisdom: Just as I learned with Shaun, and shortly after, myself: the
answer to darkness is not just to add more light. The dark parts are just as important as the
light ones. When we transmute these things, we are not taking them out of existence entirely;
only their power and control over us and transforming it to motivation and resilience.

This transformation didn’t happen by accident. You didn’t stumble into it. You chose
it. You stepped into the fire, not because you weren’t afraid, but because you refused to let
that fear define you. As you stand in the embers of everything that tried to break you, you are
faced with one final question: What will you build next?

The dark is still there. We’ve just given it a place to stand within our light. Now, the
real test begins... keeping that fire alive. Because transformation isn’t just about change; it’s

about ensuring we don’t fade back into the shadows.

230 | Page



C.E. Dexheim

Final Mastery Path:
% Novice: Spite fuels you, but it’s wild—uncontrolled, reactive, burning in every direction.
O Adept: You’ve tempered Spite with Resilience and Insight, shaping it into something you
command.

Master Alchemist: Spite is no longer a weapon; it’s a force of creation—something that
forges instead of destroys.

You don’t just wield power. You create it.

Now, the real test begins... keeping that fire alive.

= LOOT DROP ACQUIRED: The Elixir of Spite Alchemy

X Passive Buff: This transformation does not fade. Once learned, it becomes a permanent
skill.

Flavor Text: “From ashes, we rise. From shadows, we forge light. From spite, we create

’

something greater.’
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XP Gained — Mastering Spite Alchemy
True transformation isn’t about erasing pain, it’s about wielding it. Spite kept you moving
when nothing else could, but now, you refine it into something more. Pain is no longer a
weight, it’s a resource. You don’t just endure the fire; you forge something from it.

v Spite is a catalyst, not just a weapon. v We don’t destroy pain; we refine it.
v The past doesn’t dictate your future, what you craft from it does.

New SKkill Unlocked — Alchemist’s Mastery
Spite is no longer reactive, it is intentional. You’ve learned to transmute raw emotion into
fuel, refining what once controlled you into something you control.

New Abilities Unlocked:

@ Transmutation of Shadows — You now extract power from what once weakened you.
Pain becomes wisdom. Fear becomes awareness. Every past wound becomes a tool, reforged
for your ascent.

Catalyst Conversion — You recognize that spite, like any resource, must be refined. You
no longer burn yourself out with pure defiance; you control its intensity, choosing when to
use it as fire and when to use it as focus.

O The Unbreakable Seal — No matter what tried to shatter you, you have reforged yourself
stronger than before. You are no longer someone who merely survives, you endure, adapt,
and create. Nothing taken from you will keep you from building something greater.
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Chapter 17

The Watchful Flame
Guarding the Gate of Darkness

Confronting the dark parts of ourselves is incredibly hard emotional work. Take a
moment to recognize the bravery, resilience, and dedication it took to get here as you’ve
earned that. You’ve faced your demons and survived the battle. But every hero knows the
fight doesn’t end when the boss is defeated. True mastery comes not just from winning once,
but from staying vigilant so the darkness doesn’t creep back in.

But the journey doesn’t end here. Any relationship requires effort to maintain. If we
do nothing to nurture it, we lose touch, drift apart, or find that it changes in ways we never
intended. The same is true of the relationship we have with ourselves. We can tame our
demons, rewrite their messages, and integrate them into our story, but if we stop there, we
risk slipping back into old patterns.

Think of progress like maintaining a powerful artifact or a well-tended fire. If left
unattended, the embers cool, and its strength diminishes. You don’t lose everything all at
once; it happens slowly, subtly. The magic fades not because it was never real, but because it
wasn’t actively nurtured. The same is true of our growth. Mastery isn’t about winning once,
it’s about keeping the fire alive, ensuring that the progress you fought for remains in your
hands.

Once we have faced them and can understand their purpose, we learn to sit with them.

To get to know them, befriend them even. We can appreciate what they were trying to do for
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us and also recognize that it does not serve our overall best interests. We do that by allowing
them to space to exist and learning how they affect us.

Just knowing who and what they are isn’t enough. We must spend time with them to
learn what that all means. It can affect how we face conflicts, how we view rejection, how we
handle criticism. It can also affect how we love and feel loved. If we allow a demon of self-
doubt and fear to rule us, we feel like we are not worthy of the type of love that we desire.
So, we often only accept what we think we deserve instead.

There was a time after I’d walked through the flames of my life and come out on the
other side that I was met with another betrayal that cut just as deeply as the first. And then,
just for a moment, I wondered... was it all just a phase? Had I really changed, or had I just
been playing a role, waiting for the next collapse? The old patterns whispered back, familiar
and insidious. It would have been so easy to fall back into those patterns. To let the flames
consume me instead of lighting the way forward.

But this time, something was different. [ saw them. Named them. And instead of
falling... I chose. That was the difference. That was the real power.

We can do all of this by utilizing skills we’ve learned along the way, like our
inventory management, our emotional currency, our resource management, and our damage
mitigation. But we also have an incredible tool that we’ve touched on with all of these things:
self-awareness.

It’s like having a map of our own mind. It doesn’t prevent challenges, but it helps us
navigate them with clarity rather than feeling lost. It’s the ability to observe our own
thoughts, emotions, and behaviors without being controlled by them.

In a way, it’s like unlocking an ability that reveals hidden stats, debuffs, and enemy
patterns. It doesn’t remove obstacles, but it lets us see them before they strike. It allows us to
spot distortions in our own thinking, like a debuff warning before it takes full effect. It helps
us manage emotional energy, just like tracking stamina or mana in battle.

Imagine standing in front of a mirror. Without self-awareness, you see only what your
mind tells you like distorted reflections shaped by fear, doubt, and past experiences. Self-
awareness wipes away the fog. It lets you see yourself as you truly are, rather than through
the lens of insecurity or past trauma. Before we fight, we must see. Before we can see, we

must recognize.
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But knowledge isn’t enough. Seeing the darkness doesn’t automatically remove its
power. We need to understand what it’s trying to tell us. It creates a pause between impulse
and action, giving you time to recognize, “Wait, is this thought really true? Or is it just my
old demon talking?”

So let’s ask them.

The moment I say it, the fire flares higher, casting long shadows against the darkness.

I feel them. They don’t need an invitation. They’ve always been here.

Doubt moves first, slow and deliberate, arms crossed like a disapproving mentor.
“You always come back to me, don’t you? ” they murmur. “Like you think this time will be
different.”

Betrayal, Guilt, and Grief linger near the edges of the firelight, shifting
uncomfortably. They don’t speak yet. They don’t have to. Their weight presses down like a
chain, a whisper reminding me of every step I should have taken differently.

Fear stands tall, patient. “What’s the plan?” they ask, voice measured, calculating.
“You know what happens when you step forward. You 've felt it before. Do you really want to
do this again?”

But there’s something else. Beyond the dim glow, past where even the demons tread,
the darkness feels thicker. A quiet presence lurking in space where the fire doesn’t quite
reach.

I don’t look at it directly. Not yet.

The fire crackles between us. I know these voices. I know the weight of their words.
But I also know this: They are predictable. They are persistent, but they are not
invincible.

And now that I see them in the firelight, they will never catch me off guard again.

I take a slow breath, squaring my shoulders.

“Let’s talk.”

Spite is the torch we carry into the dark, lit by survival, pain, and the refusal to be
defeated. But a torch is not just a fire, it is a tool. A reckless flame can burn everything in its
path, but a controlled fire can light the way forward.

Self-awareness is what separates destruction from creation. It’s what allows us to

wield our fire with precision, rather than letting it consume everything in its reach. It doesn’t
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erase our demons, it can reveal them for what they are. It allows us to sit with them,
recognize their purpose, and decide how to move forward.

Because the goal isn’t to fight in the dark, it’s to understand what the light reveals; a
torch doesn’t banish the shadows, it can only reveal them. We don’t just learn from the light.
We learn from what lurks beyond it. And if we are to understand ourselves, we must be
willing to face what waits in the firelight.

We’ve learned to observe so let’s try to do that with ourselves: Imagine stepping
outside of yourself and watching your own thoughts like a spectator in a game. Instead of
being trapped in every thought and emotion, you observe them without immediate reaction.

Self-awareness means you can notice negative self-talk without automatically
believing it. It’s the difference between being in the storm and watching the storm from a

safe place.

¢ Quest: The Watchful Flame — Mastering Self-Awareness

Objective: Gain mastery over your inner landscape, learning to observe thoughts and
emotions without being controlled by them.
A warrior doesn’t just swing their sword without thinking. They study their enemy’s
movements, anticipate attacks, and choose their strikes wisely. Self-awareness is the same:
it’s the ability to see your thoughts and emotions for what they are instead of just reacting
blindly.
Let’s begin your training.
Step 1: Torch in the Dark (Observing Without Judgment)
* Quest Log:

For the next 24 hours, simply observe your thoughts and emotions like you’re watching a
game character.

e  When a negative thought appears, pause and ask: “Where did that come from?”

e  When an emotion flares up, don’t react, just take note: “/ feel this way because...”

e Treat your mind like a HUD (Heads-Up Display): instead of letting emotions

control you, imagine them as stats you’re tracking.
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Step 2: Identifying the Enemy (Mapping Thought Patterns)
* Quest Log:

Write down three recurring thoughts or emotions that impact your decisions. These could
be:

e Fear of rejection (“If I try, I'll fail.”)

e Guilt & shame (“/ should have done more.”)

o Self-doubt (“/’'m not good enough.”)

Now ask yourself:
¢ When do these thoughts show up most often? (During conflict? When I fail? When I'm
alone?)

¢ What triggers them? (Criticism? Social situations? Uncertainty?)

¢ How do they make me act? (Do I shut down? Get defensive? Avoid things?)

Step 3: Rewriting the Code (Adjusting Thought Scripts)

" Quest Log:
Now that you know your top three thought patterns, rewrite each one with a new,

intentional script.

*~ Example:
e Old Thought: “I’ll never get this right.”
e New Thought: “This is hard now, but I'm improving with every attempt.”

¢ Do this for each of your three recurring thoughts.

¢ Write them down somewhere visible (journal, phone, post-it notes).

Step 4: Engaging the Watchful Flame (Applying in Real Time)
* Quest Log:
For the next three days, actively practice self-awareness when a negative thought/emotion

appears.
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e Pause before reacting.
e Acknowledge the thought without judgment.
e Apply your new thought script.
e Notice how this changes your response.
¢ Keep track of at least ONE instance per day where you successfully caught and

redirected a thought.

3% Raid Boss Challenge: Mastering Self-Awareness

For one full day, take on the following challenge:

1. Notice every major thought or emotion that influences your actions.

2. Name it without judgment. (“This is self-doubt.” “This is frustration.” “This is

fear.”)

3. Decide what to do with it. Let it pass, challenge it, or reframe it.

This isn’t about stopping thoughts, it’s about recognizing them before they control
you.
Self-awareness isn’t a one-time unlock, it’s a permanent passive buff that strengthens
every other skill you have.

Without it, you swing wildly in battle, reacting without thinking.

With it, you become precise, intentional, and in control of your own narrative.

You are now the wielder of your own torch. Keep it burning.

You’ve faced your demons. You’ve stood against fear, grief, betrayal, and doubt.
You’ve battled the voices that whispered you weren’t enough.

But there’s one you haven’t seen yet.

One that has been with you all along...watching, waiting, mirroring your every move.

Not all enemies attack head-on. Some lurk in the background, disguised as
motivation, while quietly draining your confidence. Some take the shape of expectations,
comparisons, and quiet whispers of ‘not enough.’ But the most dangerous ones? They don’t

feel like enemies at all. They feel like truth.
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This one is different. It doesn’t strike with fear or guilt. It erodes. It makes you doubt
your progress. It makes you feel behind. It makes you question whether you’ve even been on
the right path at all. It whispers in the scroll of a screen. The social media illusion is one of
the most deceptive hazards in the modern world, like a curated highlight reel designed to
make you feel like you’re falling short.

Just like in a game, comparing your Level 20 adventurer to someone’s Level 100
prestige-class warrior is not a fair fight. You don’t see their grind, their failed quests, their
respawns.

You’re only seeing the polished cutscene. The moment you recognize this, you break
free from its grip. You stop measuring yourself against an illusion. You reclaim your own
pace. But self-awareness doesn’t just change how you see yourself. It changes how you see
others.

When you understand your own wounds, fears, and patterns, you begin to recognize
them in the people around you.

This is where a new power emerges...one even stronger than resilience: Empathy.
Not just toward yourself, but toward those who are still lost in their own battles.

Not everyone sees their demons as clearly as you do now. Some are still trapped in
comparison. Some are still listening to whispers that are not their own.

And just like that...your fight was never just about you.

This is the next level. Not to survive. Not to prove your worth. But to change the

game entirely.

239 |Page



Wielding the Magic of Spite
[ | [ J I )

XP Gained — Understanding the Firelight
Self-awareness doesn’t erase the darkness, but it makes it impossible to be caught off guard again.
With vigilance, you guard against old patterns, self-doubt, and the whispers of your demons, ensuring
that the shadows never reclaim what you’ve fought for.
v Awareness is your greatest defense—growth requires ongoing vigilance.
v You can guard without closing off—self-protection is about clarity, not isolation.
v Mastery comes from maintenance—you refine, adapt, and evolve continuously.

New SKkill Unlocked — Sustained Awareness
Self-awareness grants the ability to recognize thought patterns before they take control. Instead of
reacting on impulse, you now choose your responses with intention, ensuring that your fire burns
steady rather than uncontrolled.

New Abilities Unlocked:
(O Mental Bastion — You can now identify intrusive thoughts, emotional distortions, and unhealthy
patterns before they take root. Your defenses are sharpened, preventing old wounds from reopening.
% Tactical Self-Reflection — You engage in real-time observation of your emotions and behaviors,
catching negative loops before they spiral. You pause, assess, and choose instead of reacting blindly.

The Watchful Flame — No longer consumed by emotion, you wield self-awareness like a
guiding light, illuminating the hidden mechanics of your mind. You see beyond surface reactions and
recognize the deeper patterns at play.
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Chapter 18

When Spite Meets Grace

Balancing Fire and Compassion

Self-awareness doesn’t just change how we see ourselves; it also transforms how we
see others. When we understand our own wounds, fears, and patterns, we begin to recognize
them in the people around us. This is where a new power emerges: the ability to extend
empathy and compassion, not just toward ourselves, but toward those who walk their own
paths in the dark.

We’re all familiar with sympathy and pity. We express sympathy when someone
loses a loved one. We show pity when we see someone struggling. But neither of these is
rooted in true connection. In fact, they often only serve as a way to stay disconnected by a
basic acknowledgement of suffering without fully engaging with it. They are surface-level
emotions without depth, sentiment without substance.

But something shifts when we go through transformation. After facing hardship, we
begin to develop something deeper: empathy and compassion. Some people are naturally
inclined toward these qualities, but more often, they are earned. Hardship teaches us what
pain feels like firsthand and through that, we gain the ability to recognize it in others.

Empathy is the ability to step into someone else’s experience, to feel with them rather
than just for them. It is not just saying, “I’m sorry for your loss.” It’s sitting beside someone

in grief, recognizing their pain, and allowing space for it, just like we’ve done with our own
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demons. It’s feeling their sorrow not as an outsider but as someone who understands, even if
we have never lived the exact same experience.

Compassion takes empathy a step further. While empathy is feeling someone’s pain,
compassion is the drive to ease it. It moves beyond acknowledgment and into action;
choosing to help where we can, to offer support that actually matters, and to show up when
it’s difficult.

Empathy and compassion are essential because they remind us that we are not alone.
They are the foundation of connection, healing, and resilience. They bridge the gaps between
people, helping us understand each other beyond surface-level interactions.

They make it possible to support a friend through depression without demanding they
“cheer up.” They allow us to forgive without excusing and love without controlling. They
create the kind of relationships where people feel truly seen.

But, as powerful as they are, they come with a risk, because unchecked empathy and
compassion can lead to self-sacrifice, enabling, and burnout.

The more we understand pain, the harder it becomes to watch others suffer. And this
is where empathy and compassion can become a double-edged sword. Empathy without
boundaries can make us absorb the pain of others at our own expense. We begin to carry
emotions that aren’t ours, draining our energy until there is nothing left.

Compassion without discernment can lead to enabling. We feel the urge to fix
everything, even when it’s not our burden to carry. Being too open can invite people to take
advantage. If we always give without question, some will see our kindness as a resource to
exploit rather than a gift to be valued.

And that’s where spite comes in. As the catalyst to transforming unchecked empathy.

It’s the fire that prevents us from being consumed by our own kindness. It allows us to say:

e “Ican care about you without sacrificing myself.”
o “I'will support you, but I won’t enable you.”

o “I'will love deeply, but I won't tolerate being used.”

Compassion is a gift, but like all powerful magic, if wielded without care, it can

consume the caster.
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I used to think that being kind meant giving endlessly, that being strong meant
absorbing the pain of others so they wouldn’t have to carry it alone. But the deeper I sank
into that role, the more I became a vessel for everyone else’s burdens while neglecting my
own.

I had so much unchecked compassion that I could understand why they hurt me. So
much empathy that I would comfort them. I was so busy transmuting their pain into
understanding that I left none of that magic for myself.

And that’s the thing about extreme kindness: it’s far too often mistaken for weakness
instead of recognized for its incredible strength. But that’s where Alchemical Spite becomes
the missing ingredient. Where compassion can deplete us, spite refuels us. Where empathy
can become a weight, spite sharpens us. And most importantly, where raw pain is heavy,
Alchemical Spite refines it into something that fuels our fire, without burning us alive.

Thats certainly what it can feel like when we give until we’re drained: the empty pile
of ash left after unchecked flames. Compassion fatigue feels like exhaustion, resentment, or
numbness toward the struggles of others. It’s when we’ve cared so much, for so long, that we
start to shut down; not because we don’t want to help, but because we have overextended
ourselves.

And this is where spite becomes a form of self-preservation.

Spite, when wielded correctly, allows us to set boundaries without guilt as a way to
guard our emotional energy. It reminds us that we are not responsible for carrying the weight
of everyone else’s suffering. We can care deeply while still protecting our own well-being.
We are allowed to say ‘no” when giving more would come at our own expense.

Compassion may tell us, “I need to help because I understand their pain.” Spite
counters with, “I will help where I can, but I refuse to sacrifice myselfin the process.” It’s
not about becoming cold or uncaring because it is about choosing where and how to invest
our energy wisely.

What happens when we do experience burnout from these is that we completely
withdraw emotionally. We’ve used all of our emotional resources and left nothing for
ourselves. So we shut down entirely. It is something I learned very well.

If compassion and empathy are earned, then I’ve earned them in excess. I never

wanted to be the person who looked away from someone else’s pain, so I let it become an
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excuse for justifying their mistreatment of me. I had so much unchecked compassion that I
could understand why they hurt me. So much empathy that I would comfort them. But when
the damage was done, no one comforted me, not even myself.

Sometimes compassion and empathy can be our weakness, no matter how much pure
strength it takes. When it isn’t balanced, it becomes an open door for others to take
advantage. I gave so much of myself that it became expected. People took from me without
even asking, because “she won’t mind, she’ll say yes anyway.” And I probably would have.
Because I lacked that balance.

Somewhere along the way, I confused being a good person with being a doormat.
Developing these tools, learning these skills, they showed me something I never saw before.
My choice to be kind was being made for me. Even if I still chose to give, that choice needed
to be mine.

Imagine compassion as a gentle flame that warms others, but if we give away too
much of that fire, we’re left shivering in the cold. Spite magic is the fire we keep for
ourselves; the part of us that says, “I refuse to burn out for the sake of others.” When
compassion is balanced with spite, we become resilient. We can show up for others without
losing ourselves in the process.

Where compassion is soft and open, spite is sharp and protective. Where empathy
understands pain, spite ensures we don’t drown in it.

The key isn’t to choose one over the other. It’s to let them coexist in balance with
discernment... Not unlike a triadic balance we just discussed:

Spite (The Defender) — Shields against burnout and emotional manipulation.
@ Compassion & Empathy (The Healer) — Connects us to others and nurtures
relationships.
‘s Discernment (The Guide) — Balances both, ensuring we neither shut down nor
overextend.

Think of spite as a well-crafted shield, compassion as an open bridge, and
discernment as the strategist guiding both.

If we rely only on the shield, we block out meaningful connection. If we rely only on

the bridge, we risk letting in those who would take advantage.
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But with discernment, we decide when to raise the shield, when to extend the bridge,

and when to walk away entirely.

‘s Discernment prevents us from swinging between extremes. It ensures that our
kindness is intentional and our boundaries are unwavering.
Spite Magic protects us from being taken advantage of. It ensures that we don't lose
ourselves in over-giving, over-forgiving, or being manipulated.
@ Compassion allows us to connect with others meaningfully. It ensures that our
strength doesn’t harden into isolation, cynicism, or unnecessary conflict.
& Together, they create healthy assertiveness, or the ability to stand firm without

shutting others out and to care without being drained.

If we take all of that into consideration, then we can think of spite and compassion as

two energy bars in a strategy game:

e If your compassion bar is drained, spite steps in as a defense mechanism.
e If your spite bar is overcharged, you risk burning bridges.
e The key is maintaining balance, never letting either bar hit zero.
Imagine you have a friend who always relies on you for emotional support but never

reciprocates.
O Your compassion tells you to help them.
Your spite reminds you that your energy has limits.
Alchemical Spite lets you set a boundary: “I care about you, but I can’t always be

the one holding you up.”
This isn’t cruelty, it’s self-respect. You still care, but you refuse to drain yourself in

the process.

s% Alchemical Spite: The Philosopher’s Stone of Boundaries
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Alchemists have long sought the Philosopher’s Stone, the mythical substance that could turn
base metals into gold. But what if the true Philosopher’s Stone isn’t a physical object?
What if it’s the ability to take something destructive and turn it into something sustainable?

That is exactly what our newly acquired Alchemical Spite does.

Empathy without transmutation = Overextension.
Spite without transmutation = Destruction.

O Alchemical Spite = The perfect blend, turning emotional exhaustion into resilience.
Think of it this way:
e Spite is the catalyst. It stops you from endlessly pouring yourself out for others.
e Compassion is the metal. It is soft, malleable, and necessary for connection.
e The Transmutation Process is how you refine your energy, deciding where to

invest your kindness without losing yourself in the process.

Alchemy isn’t about rejecting the ingredients; it’s about knowing how to mix them
into something stronger. Every interaction, every challenge, is an opportunity to refine our
balance. When we feel drained, it’s a signal that we need more spite. When we feel distant,
it’s a sign that we need more compassion. And when we feel trapped between the two, it’s
discernment that shows us the way. The key isn’t just knowing when to use each; it’s making
them work together, shaping something sustainable instead of burning out or shutting down.

Empathy and compassion are not only about being kind to others, but they are also
essential tools for resilience, understanding, and connection. A hero doesn’t just fight battles;
they learn when to listen, when to heal, and when to extend grace; both to others and to
themselves. True strength lies in the ability to care without losing yourself in the process.

Compassion is a skill that can be leveled up. The more you practice it, the more
powerful it becomes... not just in your relationships but in how you navigate your own
challenges.

Remember, the kindness you offer the world should also be reflected inward. You

deserve the same patience, understanding, and care that you so freely give to others.

¢ The Alchemical Balance Matrix
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(Quick-Decision Guide)
This matrix can help us to assess situations in real time and determine whether to lean more

into our spite magic, compassion, or a balance of both.

Situation Lean More Lean More Balance Both
into Spite into
Compassion
Someone is Say “No” Try to Acknowledge
guilt-tripping | without understand their feelings,
or justification, | why they’re | but set firm
manipulating | refuse to doing it (but | boundaries
you engage don’t excuse
it)
A friend is Limit Ofter support | Offer help in
struggling but | energy where ways that
always drains | spent, reasonable don’t deplete
you protect your you
emotionally time
You made a Avoid Be kind to Recognize the
mistake and negative yourself, mistake
feel ashamed | self-talk, allow self- without
remind forgiveness letting it
yourself define you
why you’re
doing this
A toxic person | Cut them Recognize Compassion
wants back off, no their pain, for their
into your life | explanations | but don’t let | struggles, but
it sway you spite to keep
them at a
distance

*s Takeaway: The goal isn’t to pick one over the other but to determine how much of each

is needed in any given moment.

¢ Daily Practices to Maintain the Balance

Here are small, daily habits that help reinforce both assertiveness and kindness in a way that

keeps them from clashing:
£} Morning Check-In: “What do I need more of today? Firmness or softness?”’

e Some days, you need more spite (for setting boundaries, standing up for yourself).
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e Other days, you need more compassion (for connection, patience, self-kindness).
e Example: If you’re exhausted from work, lean more into self-protection (spite). If

someone you care about is struggling, lean more into compassion.

E3 Pause Before Reacting: “Am I acting out of spite or compassion? What’s my
intention?”’
e Before sending a response, making a decision, or engaging in conflict, pause for 5
seconds and ask:
o “Is this reaction protecting me or shutting others out?”

o “Is this action kind, or is it enabling?”

E) Boundary Check: “dm I overextending myself, or am I pushing people away?”’
e If you feel drained daily, you may be giving too much compassion without enough
spite.
e Ifyou feel isolated or cynical, you may be leaning too hard into spite without
allowing connection.

) Self-Affirmations for Both Forces:

o For Spite (Assertiveness): “I do not owe anyone my energy at the cost of myself.”

e For Compassion (Connection): “/ will not let past wounds prevent me from loving
freely.”

e For Balance: “I will protect my energy while staying open to meaningful

connections.”
Try making a quick daily Check-In: Ask yourself: Am I leaning too hard into spite,

closing myself off? Or am I overextending my compassion, leaving myself vulnerable? Adjust

accordingly.
Spite, Compassion, and Discernment gave us the foundation... but a foundation alone isn’t

enough. True mastery isn’t just about knowing when to defend, when to heal, and when to

step back. It’s about ensuring that the balance we’ve built is sustainable.
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Vulnerability and Rest aren’t separate mechanics, they’re what ensure Discernment

remains intact.

Spite taught us to protect ourselves.
Compassion taught us to connect.

Discernment ensured we didn’t lose ourselves in the process.

Now, Sustainable Vulnerability and Rest refine this balance further.
Spite must be tempered with Vulnerability. Without it, we become closed off-
Compassion must be reinforced by Rest. Without it, we burn out.

Discernment must evolve into Sustainable Resilience. Without it, we remain in a cycle of

depletion.

We are no longer just surviving. We are learning to thrive.
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7t XP Gained: Wielding Fire & Light

Compassion without boundaries leads to exhaustion.
Spite without awareness leads to isolation.
Balanced assertiveness is learning when to say “yes” and when to say ‘“no” without guilt.

New Skill Unlocked: Dual-Wielding Strength & Empathy

Mastery isn’t just about knowing when to fight; it’s about knowing when to stand firm and when
to extend grace. The ability to balance these forces ensures that we remain strong without
becoming hardened, kind without becoming depleted.

New Abilities Unlocked:

O Boundaried Compassion — You now offer empathy with limits, recognizing when to care
and when to step back. You no longer pour endlessly into others at your own expense.
Alchemical Spite Defense — Your kindness no longer makes you a target for
manipulation. Spite ensures that your compassion is a gift, not an expectation.
Discernment Mastery — You can now assess whether a situation requires empathy, firm
boundaries, or a mix of both. You no longer fall into extremes of over-giving or emotional
withdrawal.

The goal is not to choose between spite and compassion, it’s to wield them together, ensuring that
your fire burns without consuming you. You are now the wielder of both light and flame.
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Chapter 19

Harnessing Vulnerability

The Importance of Rest Mechanics

For so long, survival was the only priority. Vulnerability was a risk we couldn't afford
because it meant exposure, weakness, and the possibility of further harm. But as we step out
of survival mode, something shifts. We begin to see that true strength and resilience aren’t

about never letting our guard down; they’re about knowing when to lower it.

But how do we know when we’re ready?
e You no longer feel the need to be on high alert all the time. The world isn’t as
dangerous as it once felt, even if the scars remain.
e You find yourself craving connection, not just protection. There’s a pull toward
deeper relationships, towards sharing and being seen.
e You feel a sense of stability, even in discomfort. Rest and recovery help build

stability, allowing you to move through life with more confidence.

Vulnerability: A Choice, Not a Gamble
We often associate vulnerability with being unprotected, but real vulnerability is a

choice. It’s an intentional act of openness that serves us rather than exposing us. It’s the
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difference between recklessly lowering your defenses and choosing to let the right people in
at the right time.
Two Forms of Vulnerability:

1. Trust-Based Vulnerability — Sharing a deep part of yourself with someone, trusting
them to hold it with care. This is essential for meaningful relationships but requires
discernment.

2. Empathy-Based Vulnerability — Choosing to be open for the sake of connection.
When we share our struggles, we give others permission to do the same, building a
bridge of understanding.

How to Practice Safe Vulnerability:

e Start Small. Share something light and observe the response. If it’s met with care,
gradually open up more.

o Use Boundaries as Safeguards. Being open doesn’t mean giving unlimited access to
your heart. Choose who and when carefully.

e Practice With Yourself First. Journaling or speaking your truths aloud can help you

get comfortable before sharing with others.

Vulnerability as a Skill

Vulnerability isn’t a gamble; it’s a skill. Like any ability, it requires practice, and not
every attempt will be perfect. The more we refine it, the stronger we become.

Many of us were raised to believe that vulnerability is a risk best avoided, that
keeping our guard up makes us strong while being open makes us weak. But this couldn’t be
further from the truth.

Vulnerability isn’t about exposing yourself to harm; it’s about choosing when and
how to be open. True resilience isn’t about avoiding emotional exposure but about knowing
when and where to wield it.

Think of it like a high-risk, high-reward ability in an RPG: a powerful spell that
grants immense connection and healing but requires discernment. If used recklessly, it can
leave you drained. But used wisely, it deepens relationships, strengthens trust, and empowers

self-growth.
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3 Example: A warrior who always keeps their shield raised may never take a hit, but they
will also never build the bonds of trust that turn allies into lifelong companions. Knowing

when to lower the shield is just as crucial as knowing when to raise it.

Vulnerability and Alchemical Spite: A Balanced System

Not everyone has earned access to our vulnerabilities. Sometimes, our willingness to
be open can be weaponized against us to manipulate, guilt, or control. This is where

Alchemical Spite steps in.

e Spite prevents us from being vulnerable with those who haven't proven

themselves trustworthy.

e Vulnerability strengthens our ability to connect, but spite ensures we don't
overextend where it's undeserved.
3 Example: Imagine you’ve opened up about a personal struggle, only to have someone
use that information against you later.

e Without spite, you might blame yourself for being too open.

e With Alchemical Spite, you recognize that their reaction is a reflection of them, not

you.
e You adjust your boundaries accordingly while still maintaining openness with those
who have earned it.
M Think of it like party composition in an RPG:
e Vulnerability is your healing spell. It nurtures, connects, and restores.
e Spite is your shield. It absorbs damage and prevents unnecessary loss.

e Balance them, and you thrive.

Vulnerability is like a powerful buff: it strengthens connection, deepens trust, and
allows real healing. But like any buff, it has a duration and a cooldown. In an RPG, if you
keep casting high-cost spells without managing your mana, you’re not stronger; you’re

drained.

The same applies to vulnerability. True strength isn’t just knowing when to be open,
it’s knowing when to recharge.

Signs You’re Draining Your Energy Through Vulnerability:
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You feel emotionally exhausted after interactions rather than refreshed.
You start to over-share in an attempt to force connection.

You feel resentful when others don’t reciprocate the same level of openness.

If you find yourself constantly feeling drained, it’s time to integrate rest mechanics into

your strategy.

Rest Mechanics: Replenishing Your Energy

We don’t resist rest because we’re lazy. We resist it because we were trained to believe that

stopping means failure. But pushing through exhaustion doesn’t make us strong—it

means we’re running on fumes.

There are three main types of rest we need to incorporate:

1.

Passive Regeneration (Low-Effort Recovery) — Activities that allow the mind and
body to restore themselves, like deep breathing, nature walks, or listening to calming
music.

Active Recovery (Intentional Recharging) — Engaging in hobbies, creative outlets,
or light movement that fills your energy bar rather than drains it.

Emotional Cooldown (Space to Process) — Taking breaks from heavy

conversations, giving yourself permission to disengage from emotional labor.

M “Energy Potions & Boosters” — Sometimes, we don’t need full recovery, just a quick

recharge. Try:

A walk outside (even two minutes in fresh air helps).
Changing into comfortable clothes.

Listening to a hype playlist.

Drinking water (seriously, dehydration is a debuff).

Completing one small task (making the bed, replying to a single message).
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Situation Lean into Step Back

Vulnerability and Rest

You’re feeling emotionally
stable and have the space Yes > No

to engage

You’re feeling obligated to
share rather than X No Yes

choosing to

Someone you trust is
offering a safe space to Yes X No
talk

You notice yourself
emotionally overextending X No Yes

or over-sharing

You’ve had a series of

emotionally intense

X No Yes
interactions in a short
period
You feel genuine relief
after expressing something Yes X No

vulnerable

Just as a healer needs to manage their MP (mana points) in battle, we also need to
wield our vulnerability wisely to make sure we aren’t running on empty before trying to use
it. As a veteran gamer, | know there are times when you have to run on fumes. You have to
become quite creative in spending your resources making sure there’s just enough to keep
going.

We do the same thing in life too, and we’re not without quick some quick restorative

rituals we can rely on in a pinch or work into our daily rotation.

255|Page



Wielding the Magic of Spite

% Quick Restorative Rituals (For When You’ve Overextended)

e 7+ Breath Reset — Inhale for 4 seconds, hold for 7, exhale for 8. Repeat 3x.
e JJ Sound Shift — Change the energy by listening to a song that shifts your mood.
e 4 Word Purge — Write 3 sentences starting with: “I am holding onto...,” then tear it

up.
e ¢ Micro-Nature Break — Step outside for 2 minutes. Even looking at a plant

helps. (Yes fellow gamers: this means having to go outside and “touch grass”)

A well-rested adventurer is far more effective than one who is running on fumes.
Vulnerability and rest must go hand in hand; one fuels connection, the other ensures
sustainability. It is not a weakness, it is a tool, an ability, a skill to be honed.

But no warrior can fight endlessly without pause. No healer can restore others if they
are depleted themselves. As you continue on your journey, wield vulnerability wisely. Open
up when it serves you, retreat when you need to recharge, and trust that true strength lies in
balance. Like any powerful ability, it takes practice, patience, and courage to wield it
effectively.

True strength isn’t about never pausing for rest; it’s about allowing yourself to be
seen, to take off the armor when needed, and to trust that your worth isn’t defined by how
invulnerable you appear.

We can think of vulnerability like a support ability in an RPG: it doesn’t deal damage
or block attacks, but it strengthens connections, deepens understanding, and makes healing
possible. When you allow yourself to be real, you create space for others to do the same,
building stronger alliances and forging deeper bonds.

Rest is the skill that keeps you in the game.

In every RPG, stamina doesn’t last forever. If you burn through your energy bar
without managing it, you collapse.

That’s the difference between resting by choice and respawning after a crash.
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e Resting by choice — Recharges your energy before you crash.
e Respawning after a crash — Forces you to recover after burnout hits.
The problem? Most of us don’t rest until we have no choice.
We push forward because we feel like we should. We keep going even when our energy is
gone. And then suddenly, we’re face-first on the ground, wondering why we feel so drained,
disconnected, or broken.
Rest prevents the crash.
Respawn teaches us what to do after it happens.
So what happens when we’ve already crashed? When we’ve already burned out?
When we feel like we’ve lost all progress?
That’s where respawning comes in. But before we talk about how to get back up, we

have one more stop to make.
44 The Inner Sanctum: Establishing Your Sanctuary

For so long, survival was the only priority. Vulnerability was a risk we couldn't afford
because it meant exposure, weakness, and the possibility of further harm. But as we step out
of survival mode, something shifts. We begin to see that true strength isn’t about never

letting our guard down but knowing when and where to lower it.

Before moving forward, before preparing for what’s ahead, we build something

essential; The Inner Sanctum.

This is not a place outside of us, but one that exists within: a space of rest, reflection,

and reinforcement.

{ 1. Entering the Inner Sanctum

Close your eyes for a moment. Feel yourself stepping into this space. This is not just

something you imagine; it is something you create.
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Here, the weight of past battles does not follow you. Here, you do not need to prove
anything. There is no need to brace yourself for the next fight. This place is steady beneath
your feet, foundation that exists even when the outside world is chaotic.

It is yours. And it has always been here.
% Interactive Prompt:

If you could create a sanctuary within yourself, a space where you could always return to

rest, reflect, and regain strength, what would it look like? What would it feel like?
Describe it. Is it a quiet forest, a warm library, an open sky? Maybe it isn’t a place at

all—just a feeling of steadiness that nothing can shake.

Take your time. This is where you begin again.

2. Establishing the Sanctuary Rules

A sanctuary is more than just space, it is protected by the rules we choose for it. These rules
are not just guidelines. They are declarations of what you will no longer tolerate, what

you will protect, and what you will nurture.
% Interactive Prompt:

Before we move forward, claim your rules: the truths you will hold onto when everything

else feels uncertain.
Say them aloud. Let them settle. This is yours now.
Your Sanctuary Rules (Write Your Own):
© Empathy Without Self-Sacrifice — “I will not carry what isn’t mine.”
O Boundaries as Strength — “1 will open the door, but not remove the walls.”
& Growth Through Spite & Discernment — “I will choose where my energy goes, and who
earns my openness.”
Rest & Recovery as Strategy — “I will not fight battles on an empty energy bar.”
&) Respawning & Reframing Failure — “A setback is a checkpoint, not a loss.”

(Write your own versions—personalized to your journey.)
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These aren’t just rules. They are armor. They are the foundation of everything that

comes next.

3. Returning to the Journey — Preparing for What’s Ahead

Before you leave, stand still in this space for a moment. Feel what it means to have a
place that belongs to you, no matter what. You don’t have to rush. You don’t have to brace
yourself. You are already ready. You are already enough. When you take the next step, do so
not because you have to, but because you choose to.

% Final Interactive Prompts:

What is one thing you leave at the door before stepping forward?
(A weight you are carrying, a fear, an old belief that no longer serves you.)
What is one thing you take with you?

(A strength, a realization, a truth about yourself.)

@ Why This Matters

Your Inner Sanctum isn’t just a resting place, it’s proof of how far you’ve come.
Every challenge you’ve faced, every lesson you’ve learned, every choice to keep going
despite the weight of it all... it all led here. This is not a checklist. This is not a test. This is
you, taking ownership of your progress, reinforcing the strength you’ve always had, and
ensuring that no matter what comes next, you step forward from a place of stability, not
scarcity.

You are not just someone who survives. You are someone who shapes your own path.

Your Inner Sanctum is not a place of retreat. It is a foundation. The space from
which you step forward, not in uncertainty, but in strength.

Vulnerability isn’t weakness; it’s the key to adaptation. And adaptation? That’s what
makes respawning possible. And when the time comes, you will rise, carrying everything you

need.
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I I .

#1 XP Gained — The Strength of Sustainable Vulnerability

Vulnerability is not a weakness, it is a skill. When used wisely, it deepens connection,
strengthens resilience, and fosters growth. But without balance, it can drain our energy,
leaving us depleted instead of empowered. Learning to wield vulnerability alongside rest
ensures we remain strong without burning out.

New SKkill Unlocked: Sustainable Vulnerability
Mastering vulnerability means knowing when to engage, when to step back, and how to
protect your energy. You now understand that strength is not about endurance alone. But
rather about sustainability.

New Abilities Unlocked:

O The Inner Sanctum — You’ve built an internal space of rest and reinforcement, a

foundation that keeps you steady even when life is chaotic. You no longer move from

survival mode but from a place of intentional strength.

% Spite-guarded Vulnerability — You recognize when and where to be open. No more

emotional overextension—your openness is now a tool, not an uncontrolled reaction.
Fortified Reserves — You now track your emotional stamina like a true strategist. You

rest before depletion, ensuring you remain effective rather than collapsing from burnout.
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Chapter 20

Respawning after Setback
Rising from the Ashes

You built your Inner Sanctum not just as a place of rest, but as proof that progress is
never lost, only carried forward. Every challenge, every fall, every moment you questioned
your strength has led you here. And now, we don’t start over. We respawn.

I could rewrite this entire book with nothing but the times I didn 't get it right. Of
when I lost sight of what mattered, slipped back into old patterns without realizing, or
unintentionally hurt others because I wasn’t fully aware of my own blind spots. I remember
how much those moments felt like total failure, like proof that I hadn’t actually grown at all.

But that’s because I used to think this journey was a steady climb, a straight path
forward. It’s not.

The hardest part of waking up isn’t the truth itself. It’s everything that came before it.
It’s the years of excuses, the moments where you convinced yourself it wasn’t that bad. The
thousand small betrayals you ignored because you thought they were normal. And then, one
day, the fog lifts. And you see it all at once.

I thought once I walked away, once I chose myself, everything would start falling into

place. That the world would reward my courage. That healing would be as simple as moving
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forward. But life after survival isn’t a neatly written epilogue. It’s a blank page. And that’s
terrifying in its own way.

Because when you’ve spent so long fighting, so long surviving, who are you without
the battle?

Clarity is the first step. Not healing. Not forgiveness. Not even strength.

Because you can’t fight what you refuse to see. You can’t break a pattern if you don’t
recognize you’re in one.

And that’s the real reason clarity is terrifying...it leaves you with no more excuses.
No more illusions. Just the truth, waiting for you to decide what to do with it.

At first, I filled the silence with movement. I threw myself into distractions, as if
momentum alone could erase the past. But you don’t just walk away from years of survival
mode overnight. The patterns don’t vanish just because you saw them for what they were.
The habits of shrinking, of apologizing for existing, of expecting pain before it arrives, those
take time to unlearn.

I had clarity. I had distance. But I didn’t yet have peace. Clarity isn’t the end of
healing; it’s the first breath of it. You don’t have to know exactly where to go next. Just
seeing the truth is movement forward. It isn’t just a moment of realization; it’s the moment
you decide that survival isn’t enough, you want more. And sometimes, spite is the only thing
strong enough to cut through the fog of self-doubt and make that decision.

Healing isn’t a predictable level-up system where we grind experience, collect
achievements, and never backslide. It’s a respawn system, where sometimes we’re forced
back to a checkpoint, one we thought we had moved past.

But just because we revisit old territory doesn’t mean we’re starting from scratch.
We don’t lose the skills, knowledge, or experience we’ve gained; we carry it all with us.
Each setback is another opportunity to refine our approach, to learn something new, to rise
again, stronger than before.

And maybe that’s the real magic of resilience: it’s not about never falling... it’s about
how we rise.

The phoenix isn’t weak for burning out. It’s legendary because it rises from its own

ashes, each time reborn in fire. Just like a respawn mechanic, the fall itself doesn’t mean the
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game is over. In fact, some of the most powerful upgrades in a game come after defeat, after
learning from the battle, after stepping back in with a new strategy.

There have been many times when I thought I had healed. I had done the work, built
myself up, and felt stable for the first time in ages. And then, something would happen.
Something small but significant enough to send me spiraling back into an old pattern. The
shame hit first. 'l should be past this by now,' I told myself. But I wasn’t. And for a moment,
it felt like I had erased all my progress. Like I had lost myself again. What I didn’t realize at
the time was that I wasn’t starting over. I was respawning, bringing all my hard-earned skills
and lessons with me. The difference was in how I chose to rise this time.

The most important thing to recognize is that setbacks don’t erase progress.
Sometimes, moving forward means something harder to define; something that feels like
failure but is quite the opposite. Because in every misstep, in every collapse, there is wisdom
to be uncovered.

In fact, setbacks are necessary. They aren’t proof that we’re failing...they’re proof
that we’re doing real work. If we never struggle, if we never falter, it likely means we’re
only scratching the surface instead of truly digging deep.

So, when we fall, and we will fall, let’s remember we are not starting over. We are
respawning. We are rising.

And this time, we’re coming back stronger.

Not every setback is the same. Sometimes it's a slip up like reverting to an old habit
because it feels safest in the moment. Sometimes it’s a little bigger than that, maybe we
didn’t have the clearest picture of ourselves, or we let self-awareness falter. Sometimes these
can feel like a Soft Reset: Small mistakes, minor stumbles, things that are frustrating but
easy to recover from. Other times like a Hard Reset: The gut-wrenching moments; relapses,
major losses, times we feel like we've erased all progress. But both can give us a Game Over
Mentality... When setbacks feel like failure, leading to shame spirals and inaction.

The Game Over Mentality doesn’t just tell us that we failed. It convinces us that we
are failures. It whispers that we should have known better, that we’ve ruined everything, that
we aren’t worth the effort of trying again. But that’s a lie. A Game Over Mentality is a self-

inflicted debuff...A temporary condition, not a permanent truth. Recognizing it as a
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distortion is the first step to dispelling it. Setbacks are nothing more than forced checkpoints,
moments where we can choose to re-strategize instead of giving up entirely.

The key is in recognizing the difference between a lost battle and a lost war. So
regardless of what type of setback we’re feeling, there is always a way to keep going. After
all, we are just respawning. So, let’s look at how we can turn respawning into an art by
learning to recover from setbacks by treating them as strategic respawn points instead of
failures. Every hero falls, but the best ones rise stronger, wiser, and more determined.

The first step in doing that is to look at what kind of setback we’re feeling right now
to gain solid footing in knowing how to proceed. Our soft resets, or minor setbacks, are the
smalls mistakes like a brief lapse in judgement or an old habit creeping in. They can be
frustrating but also easy to recover from.

In contrast, a hard reset (major setback) can make us feel like we’ve lost all progress.
These are usually a major conflict, a significant loss, or an emotional spiral. Both can bring
out that dangerous Game-Over mentality because it doesn’t just make us feel like we’ve
failed; it convinces us that we are failures. It tells us that we should have known better, that
we’ve wasted all our effort, that trying again is pointless. Sound a little familiar? Perhaps like
a cognitive distortion, or debuff that we explored earlier.

Remember, setbacks are nothing more than forced checkpoints, moments where we
can pause, reassess, and strategize our next move. The key is recognizing the difference
between a lost battle and a lost war. When we encounter these along the way, as we will,
there are things we can do to help keep up grounded in reality, and not the distorted debuff
thinking. For example, with those soft resets, we can simply adjust ourselves quickly by
correcting course and keep moving. The hard resets require us to make sure we continue to
rebuild and grow from where we are; not where we wish we were.

When we notice the Game-Over mentality starting to claw its way back in we can
rely on our buffs to help us recognize the lie that we need to run away and start over. Then

we can shift ourselves into a respawn mode instead.
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Type of Example Recovery Approach

Setback

Soft Reset Brief lapse into an old habit, minor Quick course correction, keep
mistake moving

Hard Reset | Major conflict, emotional spiral, relapse = Slow rebuild, reinforce skills,

into toxic patterns adjust strategy

The biggest trap we fall into is The Game Over Mentality—believing setbacks erase all
progress.

eo Game Over Mentality = Thinking “I’ve failed, so I should just quit.”

Respawn Mindset = “This is a checkpoint, not the end.”

The Respawn Process — How to Get Back Up

@ Assess the Battlefield
Before anything else, stop and take in where you are. What led to this setback? Was it
something new, or a recurring pattern? What emotions are at play: frustration, guilt, fear,
exhaustion?

¥ Check Your Inventory
You’ve been here before, but this time, you have resources. What tools or skills have helped
you in the past? Who or what can support you right now? Are you physically or emotionally
depleted? If so, what’s a quick energy recharge you can use?
Adjust Your Strategy
What needs to change? Are you repeating the same approach, expecting different results? Do
you need to set better boundaries, or focus on a smaller win first? What’s one adjustment you
can make?
(2Y Respawn with Intention
What’s your first small action? Even the smallest steps like drinking water, writing one

sentence, taking a deep breath can count. Progress isn’t about speed; it’s about momentum.
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Not every setback needs the same response. Sometimes we need to push through,
other times stepping back is the wisest choice. We can push through when: The setback is
small and pausing would reinforce avoidance. We still have energy left but fear is making us
hesitate. We’re in the middle of something and walking away will make it harder to return
later.

Likewise, we need to step back and rest when: Our mind or body is signaling
exhaustion (brain fog, irritability, loss of focus). We’re repeating the same action with
diminishing returns. Or, when our frustration outweighs our effectiveness. Taking a break is
not the same as giving up. Sometimes it’s the difference between burnout and sustainability.

When frustration reaches its peak, it’s easy to act impulsively. To rage quit, delete
everything. and abandon progress out of exhaustion or shame. But a rage quit is different
from a mental cooldown, which is stepping back with intention and allowing ourselves to
recover before deciding our next move.

When we feel the urge to just rage quit, we can instead try a cooldown. Something
simple that disrupts the flow of frustration like setting a timer for a certain amount, doing
something restorative (walk, music, deep breathing), and then re-evaluate. Often, a moment
of distance can change everything.

However, we don’t all work the same way.

That is why we have our own playstyles so that we can refer to the archetypes we

already have to help guide us on what is best for us individually.

Class-Specific Recovery Plans

O Warrior’s Respawn: Don’t just push through—adjust your armor. Reinforce
boundaries to protect energy.
Y Rogue’s Respawn: Don’t disappear completely. Step back, re-evaluate, then re-
engage from a smarter angle.

Mage’s Respawn: Avoid overanalyzing. Stop charging the perfect spell, just take
the next step.

Cleric’s Respawn: Heal yourself first. You can’t restore others if you’re out of

mana.
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2 Respawning by Playstyle: Your Class-Specific Recovery Plan

Setbacks don’t mean starting over, they mean reloading with experience. But each class

has a different approach to getting back up. Just like in a game, your respawn strategy should

match your strengths.

O The Warrior’s Respawn (Resilience & Endurance-Based Recovery)

@ Mindset Shift: Warriors take hits and keep going, but a setback can feel like a failure

to “tough it out.” Your instinct might be to push through, but true strength isn’t about

ignoring damage, it’s about strategically mitigating it.

How You Recover:

Recognize that pausing isn’t weakness, it’s recalibrating armor.

Instead of absorbing every hit, ask: Do I need better defenses?

Adjust your approach instead of charging in the same way expecting a different
result.

% Your Respawn Move: Reinforce your defenses. Set or reinforce boundaries that

will protect your energy moving forward.

X The Rogue’s Respawn (Stealth & Adaptation-Based Recovery)

# Mindset Shift: Rogues avoid getting hit, but a setback can feel like getting caught in a

trap. Your instinct might be to disappear, disengage, or try to “out-maneuver” the problem.

How You Recover:

Treat the setback as recon. What did this mistake reveal?

Instead of vanishing completely, shift your strategy and re-engage.

Don’t let avoidance turn into a permanent retreat. Small, controlled action keeps
momentum.

% Your Respawn Move: Reposition, don’t restart. Step back just enough to regain

control, then re-enter the fight from a better angle.
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The Mage’s Respawn (Knowledge & Strategy-Based Recovery)

@ Mindset Shift: Mages thrive on preparation, so setbacks can feel like a miscalculation

or a flaw in your plan. Your instinct may be to overanalyze or retreat into thinking instead of

action.
How You Recover:
e Analyze, but don’t overanalyze. What adjustment would make the biggest impact?
o Don’t get stuck “charging the spell.” You don’t need the perfect answer, just the
next step.
o Use the knowledge you’ve gained. What skill, insight, or lesson can you apply?
% Your Respawn Move: Execute a strategic correction. Choose one small but

high-impact change and act on it.

The Cleric’s Respawn (Healing & Self-Compassion-Based Recovery)

@ Mindset Shift: Clerics restore others, but a setback can feel like personal failure,
especially if it involves letting someone down. Your instinct may be to double down on
helping others instead of healing yourself.

How You Recover:

e You can’t heal others if you’re out of mana. Take your restoration seriously.

e Give yourself the grace you give others. Would you talk to a friend the way you
talk to yourself about this setback?

o Step back for a self-replenishment phase instead of pushing through with an empty
energy bar.
% Your Respawn Move: Mana regeneration first. Take intentional self-restorative

action before helping others again.

Just because we’re visiting old wounds sometimes doesn’t mean we’re failing.
Sometimes we need to return to an arena with new tools, wisdom, and experience to truly
master it. Every major setback is like facing an unexpected boss fight in a game. But we’ve

trained for this. We’ve unlocked so many skills and leveled up along the way. And yet, it can
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still catch us off guard. It exploits our weak points, preys on our fears, and makes us question
our progress.
Setbacks can never erase our progress unless we allow them to, but they can also create

new strengths:

¢ Debuff or Buff? — Is this setback weighing you down or is it training you to be
stronger?

¢ Adaptability Perk — The more we fall and rise, the more adaptable we become.

¢ Failure XP — The skills learned through hardship are often more valuable than those

learned through ease.

But here’s the thing: this boss isn’t external. The real final boss has always been you.
Your doubts. Your self-sabotage. Your old wounds that you swore you had already beaten.
The battle isn’t about proving your strength, it’s about remembering that you already have it.
And when you finally stop fighting against yourself and start fighting for yourself? That’s
when you win.

The hardest part of waking up isn’t realizing how bad things have gotten. It’s
realizing how long you accepted it. How long you made excuses, how many times you
convinced yourself it wasn’t that bad. How many versions of ‘this time will be different’ you
clung to. And when you finally see the truth, it doesn’t set you free right away. Sometimes, it
just leaves you standing there, staring at the wreckage, wondering how you ever let yourself
get lost inside it. But here’s the thing: clarity is still progress. Because once you see the
patterns, once you understand the cycle, you can’t unsee it. And that’s where the real escape
begins.

Remember: You are not starting over. You never start over. You are respawning with
knowledge, resilience, and a battle-tested strategy. The Phoenix isn’t legendary because it
never burns. It’s legendary because it rises. And so will you.

This isn’t the final level. It never was. Respawning isn’t the end, it’s the beginning of
something greater. If every fall has made you stronger, if every setback has refined your

strategy, then what happens when you stop seeing yourself as someone who is constantly
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fighting to stay afloat and start playing as someone who is mastering the game? That’s

where we go next.
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X

DING! & LEVEL UP

XP Gained — Rising From the Ashes
Setbacks do not erase progress; they refine it. Every fall teaches resilience, every misstep
offers wisdom, and every failure is a forced checkpoint; not the end. True mastery is not
about never falling but about how we choose to rise.

New Skill Unlocked — Respawn Mastery
Learning to recognize setbacks as respawn points, not failures, and using them as
opportunities to re-strategize and rise stronger.

New Abilities Unlocked:
O Game Over Immunity — You now recognize that failure is an illusion. Setbacks are not
endings; they are new beginnings with more experience and insight.
% Adaptive Combat — You no longer repeat the same strategies expecting different results.
You adjust, refine, and step back into the fight with new tactics.
) The Phoenix Perk — When you fall, you don’t just get back up, you rise. You bring the
fire of experience with you, stronger than before.
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) ACT 4 CHECKPOINT: THE LAST FIRE BEFORE THE

FIGHT
Milestone Unlocked — The Reforged Self

= Achievement Earned — “Resilience is Not a One-Time Choice”

© You have rebuilt, you have learned, and you have risen again. Now, the final challenge
awaits.

[ Adventurer’s Log

O You are no longer the same adventurer who started this journey. You have reforged

yourself, piece by piece, battle by battle. But before you take the final step, there is time for
one last fire, one last moment to breathe before the mirror calls your name.

@ Reflection Question:
What part of yourself are you bringing into the final battle?

© Next Steps:
@ Rest Here, Just for a Moment — You have earned it.

¢ Take Stock of Your Strengths — What is true about you now that wasn’t before?

¢ Acknowledge the Fight Ahead — There is only one enemy left to face, and they know
you better than anyone else.

%’ Next Act: The Final Battle — The One Hidden in the Mirror

ST 5T
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Pages from the Alchemist’s Ledger — The Adventurer’s Hearth

“The final threshold is never easy, but it is never reached by accident. If you are
here, it is because you have earned your place. From one alchemist to another, you’ve
already won more battles than the world will ever know. This fight? This is not about proving
yourself. It is about claiming what has always been yours.”

You glance down at the page, tracing the ink with your fingers. The script flows
effortlessly, worn with time. But now, something about it feels familiar.

My handwriting has always been a little messy. But here, let us rest for a moment.
This old alchemist isn’t as spry as [ used to be. Perhaps just a moment or two by the fire. It
gives me a chance to tell you how proud I am of you.

You’ve come so far.

There were times you didn’t think you’d make it. Times you were ready to lay down
your sword, to walk away from the fight altogether. But you didn’t. You’re here. And that
means something.

Before you step into this battle, take a breath.

This is not just another fight. This is the fight. The one that has been waiting for you.
The one that has been whispering your name in the dark. The one that knows everything
about you... every weakness, every doubt, every scar.

But here’s the thing: it doesn’t know who you’ve become.

It doesn’t know what you’ve reclaimed. The truth you’ve pulled from the wreckage.
Parts of yourself you maybe thought were lost forever.

A weapon forged in everything you’ve endured.

This battle is not about becoming something new.

It’s about stepping into what you’ve always been.

You are not stepping into this battle empty-handed.

You are bringing everything you’ve fought for.

Now, when you’re ready... take a step forward.

Don’t worry, I’1l go first one more time.

“This is it,” nodding toward the road ahead. “The last threshold. The final boss isn’t

waiting for you. It’s been inside you all along. And now, it’s time.”
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ActV
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Chapter 21

The Final Boss
The Hollowed Pane

You have faced every enemy, every demon, every shadow that sought to break you.
But there is still one left, the only one that ever truly mattered.

The one in the mirror.

There is no more hiding, no more running.

Step forward, Adventurer. It’s time.

I had fallen. I had risen. Again, and again. Every battle had left scars, each wound a
lesson written into my bones. I’ve fought through grief, through fear, through the darkness
that threatened to consume me. I’ve named my demons and stood my ground. I walked
through the fire and come out the other side.

And yet... something still lingered. Not the past, though its weight still pressed
against my shoulders. Not the fear, though the echoes of old anxieties whispered at the edges
of my mind. Not even uncertainty for what comes next.

It was something deeper. A quiet presence, waiting just beyond my awareness. A
shadow that had been following me all along.

I looked to my side. My demons were still there.
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Grief, Betrayal, Fear, Shame, Self-Doubt, and Guilt. Once towering, relentless
forces that had torn at me, now walked beside me. They were not gone, but they no longer
stood in my way. No longer enemies. No longer something to be conquered.

They had changed. Or maybe... I had.

Grief, ever silent, placed a steadying hand on my shoulder. Shame, once a voice of
poison, said nothing, only watched, waiting to see if [ would still carry its weight. Fear
shifted uneasily, lingering at my back but no longer leading the way. Betrayal... Betrayal
was the only one who still stood apart, watching with wary eyes, unsure if it truly belonged
here.

But none of them moved to stop me.

It was never their permission I needed. The choice had always been mine.

I took a slow breath, steadying myself. This was the moment I had been avoiding all
along. The only enemy left was the one waiting beyond the glass.

Mastery was never going to arrive like a prize. No hand would reach from the dark

and place it upon me. I would step into it, or I would stand here forever.

Phase One: The Hollow Pane

I stepped forward, expecting to see myself staring back. But I didn’t.

And then I saw it.

Something inside me lurched. A warning. A whisper just beneath the surface,
crawling up my spine.

Wrong.

A presence loomed, heavy with unbearable silence. It felt ancient. And yet, it knew
me. Like greeting an old friend and confronting the vast unknown all at once. Everything and
nothing.

It couldn’t be both of those things.... Right? It couldn’t be heavy and weightless. I
felt its presence as if standing beside me, yet it was still far away. The closer it got to me, I
felt that crushing heaviness fading into.... Nothingness.

I turned toward the mirrored surface, expecting to see myself staring back this time.

But I still didn’t. There was nothing there.
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A hollow space gaped where my image should have been, as if the mirror itself had
swallowed me whole. I took a cautious step forward with breath hitching in my throat.

The silence stretched, deep and endless. Too deep. Too endless.

The still air thickened, pressing against my skin, charged with something unseen. It
crawled over me like a presence waiting, watching.

And then, it moved first. Not a reflection. Not a trick of the light. A shape flickered in
the glass, twisting, reforming. A shape I knew far too well but had never truly faced.

My own face. My own body. My own past.

But it didn’t mimic me. It just watched. And it waited.

At first, I thought it was just another enemy. Another final test before the real victory.

But then, something twisted in my chest. A feeling like déja vu, like I had missed
something obvious. My own breath caught as a question surfaced...

For a moment, you think youve spotted the trick. You think this fight was about
illusions, about learning to stop measuring yourself against others. But what if you were
never measuring against them at all? What if the weight, the erosion, the whispers of 'not
enough' weren’t about them?

I wasn’t stepping into a battle. I was stepping into a reckoning

’

Grief’s voice was the first to break the silence. “This one... this one isn’t like us.’
Betrayal crossed its arms, frowning. “Of course. You never trusted yourself, did you?”

Fear hovered at my back, its voice barely above a whisper. “We were born from
wounds. This one... this one was born from what you refused to see.

I glanced at my demons as they spoke making sure to heed their warnings as I used
my grounding vision to steady myself for the next move. The moment I looked back into the
glass, my eyes fell on the version of me looking off into the distance.

At least, I think it was. It felt familiar like me. But there was something different....
distorted almost. As if every flaw was amplified. Magnified.

I studied this bizarre creature in front of me who had made no effort to notice I was
on the other side of the glass. It felt like I was looking at my reflection, but it was through the
lens of my own eyes. Before my mind had time to let the weight of that distinction settle in,
the creature turned sharply and locked eyes with mine. The moment our gazes met, [ was on

the other side of the mirror standing directly in front of....me?
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2< Phase Two

I feel discombobulated from the pull but as I look around all I can see was an endless
expanse in every direction. I could no longer see the glass that I came through, yet I could see
on the other side of where it would have been. It felt like I was everywhere yet nowhere. I
could see my demons still on the other side. Fear and Guilt were ferociously clawing trying
to get through... Shame and Guilt just nervously pacing back and forth as they did. Just
behind them, I saw Grief and Betrayal talking between themselves slightly away from the
others. They look concerned yet calm. It felt so strange... to see the care and concern coming
from the very things I used to be so afraid of.

I realized that while I was in this... space.... [ was separate from them. I did not feel
their influence. Perhaps that was why all I could see was their concern. Their grit. If [ hadn’t
known them better by now, I would have thought their ferocity and unease was directed at
me, not for me.

I turned back to this hollow, distorted version of myself whose stare was still locked
on to me but did not move. I could see how it looked like me, in a way. I recognized every
flaw and insecurity that was amplified, but it did not feel like a part of me, or a version of
me. It wasn’t a reflection, but more of a shadow that didn’t move with the light. I could sense
its heaviness, yet there was still something hopeful there. My curious mind wanted to
understand it.

What was it? What was its purpose? Why were we here?

Without the steadying hand of Fear or Doubt present, and without thinking, I
reached out to touch it.

That was my first mistake.

The moment my fingers brushed against its ice-cold skin, the world around me
fractured. Light exploded outward in violent and jagged bursts with flashes of moments I
knew, yet don’t remember. Like a deck of cards shuffled too fast, each image was half-
formed, a glimpse before it stuttered away.

The first time I was silenced. The first time I swallowed my anger. The first time I

realized speaking wouldn’t make them listen. The images flashed too fast, too raw. Pain in
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fragments. A symphony of quiet losses played at a breakneck pace, too fast to process, too
sharp to ignore.

I tried to pull away, but I couldn’t.

The Hollow tightened its grip, and the weight of it doubles. Then triples...
quadruples. My chest tightened. My vision wavered. The flashes sped up, warping into
something worse.

Not just moments I lived. Moments that never happened.

A version of me who spoke up... and was crushed for it.

A version of me who fought back... and was broken beyond repair.

A version of me who refused to play along... and was cast out, unwanted, unloved.

I staggered, gasping, as the Hollow just laughed.

“You were never meant to fight this.” Its glare was heavy and unreadable. “You don’t
even see what you’re standing against.”

The flashes slowed, but something was different now. Before, the memories felt like
mine. But now...Now I saw a life I never lived. A road I never took. A thousand choices, a
thousand selves I never became, all lined up like specters. And I didn’t know which of them
was real.

Every flash brought me further and further from the solid footing of reality. The
moment [ felt the terror in me awaken and start to rise, Fear appeared at my side. I wasn’t
sure if it was just another trick meant to prey on me. He seemed real. His concern. His
confusion at where he was now in this everywhere-nowhere space with me. But as scenes
changed and shifted, I continued to doubt my own reality and experience. Doubt seemed
relieved as he glanced between myself and fear. In truth, I was grateful to not be alone. It
allowed me a moment of reprieve, to pause and find my bearings before straightening myself.

The flashing faded quickly and the hollowed distorted me looked almost amused.

This time, the creature reached out. It placed its warped and scarred hands on my
shoulders. I didn’t know if it was to imprison me where I stood, but it did not feel like
comfort. It did not feel safe.

No sooner than I could formulate the thought, the vast nothingness began to swirl
around us all. When its vortex faded at our feet, I saw the place where I stood was quite

different. It felt familiar like home, yet foreign like a part of a life no longer mine.
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“You locked them away,” it said. “You cast them out.”

I felt the words settle into me, but they did not wound. They did not accuse. They
simply were. I opened my mouth, but the words didn’t come.

Shame and Guilt were now at my side but somehow, [ knew I was the one that
brought them here.

The Hollow tilted its head. “But tell me... what else could you have done?”

A strange feeling rose in me, slow and certain. Understanding. I didn’t answer,
because I already knew. I was not given a choice.

But now I could see. I saw how I was shaped by others before I had the power to
shape myself. I saw who I was when I bent, folded, erased, minimized, and silenced every
part of me to survive. The version of me that was so easy to shape, to warp, to influence. I
saw how I became so easy to manipulate. Not because I was weak, but because I was
conditioned to be.

Because it wasn’t just what happened to me, but something I learned to survive. The
one who stayed quiet when I should have screamed. The me that believed I had to be “good”
to be worthy of love. They were the same me that let someone else define my reality because
trusting myself felt too impossible.

I looked to Fear for an answer. A rebuttal. A Contradiction. Anything.

Instead, Fear took my hand and said, “Your silence was never a failure. It was a
lesson. And now you know how to speak in a voice that echoes. Your fear was never your
weakness. It is how you survived and why you are still here. There is nothing braver or more
courageous than that.”

The familiar feeling of a heavy realization crept in, and I stopped. The Hollow wasn’t
a version of me that existed, but what if it was a version of me that didn’t?

The Hollow wasn’t just emptiness.

It was the weight of silence. It was the echo of every word I never spoke but should
have. It was the ache of every one of my pleas that went unheard. It was not just absence, it
was the shape of everything that was never acknowledged. The Hollow was everything |
wanted to do... to be... but never could.

It was every scream I swallowed in the name of “peace.” Every “please see me” that

dissolved into the void. Every “I’'m here” that was met with indifference. Every moment I
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that continued to learn that speaking didn’t mean being heard. Or explaining more didn’t
mean I would be understood.

And yet, it was not nothing. It was the shape of loss. The weight of neglect. The scar
of deceit. The space where I should have been held, understood, known.

It was both everything and nothing. It was every version of me who was silenced.
Every version of me who tried to fill that void with sound, with fury, with light. Every
version of me that should have been. And so, I did what I had to do.

I became small so I would not be a target.

I became fire so I would not be swallowed.

I became whatever they needed me to be so I could survive long enough to become
something more.

I pressed my hand to my chest. It was not Guilt I felt. It was not Shame or Doubt. It
was Grief. Grief for the pieces of me that never got to be. Grief for the echoes of a voice that
was never heard. Grief for the silence that was never empty, only full of things I could not
say.

I felt a familiar comfort on my shoulder as Grief and Betrayal stepped behind me. I
met the Hollow’s eyes, and for the first time, I did not see a monster.

I saw the shape of everything I lost.

And [ understood.

Fear remained behind, urging me forward. I knew what I must do. I reached out to
the Hollow again, this time with intent. I placed my hands on its shoulders, not as a prison,
but as a way to bring it home.

The Hollow shuddered. Cracks began to spiderweb across its form. Slow at first,
then faster, splintering apart like shattered glass. Not breaking. Releasing. Shattering as if
made of glass this entire time, dissolving the strange everything-nothing world around us, as
if to reveal what had always been underneath its shadow.

Fear, still by my side, did something I would have never expected. He gave me
assurance. “They don’t have to fight anymore. They don’t have to pretend. You are strong
enough to hold them all now.”

I recognized the landscape as familiar fields stretched before my eyes. Winter wheat

rolled like waves in the warm wind. I closed my eyes and heard the rustling sound as the
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trees swayed. I breathed in the crisp summer air and caught a hint of familiar mane. For a
moment, I thought I could even hear the steady beat of hooves meeting the solid ground
beneath them as all the versions of me began to find their way home.

Fear spoke with confidence, “Be wary of your lens of now. When you see the silence
and the dread... They are not mistakes. They were you, doing the best you could with what
you had.”

I felt them, I felt their weight. And I felt their reality fracturing inside of me.

The fighter who never backed down? She was afraid if she stopped fighting, there
would be nothing left of her.

The cold, unshakable version of me? She wasn’t untouchable, she was terrified of
being hurt again.

The one who laughed too loud, played the part, pretended it didn’t hurt? She wasn’t
free, she was desperate to convince herself she was okay.

The perfectionist, the one who kept it all together, who never let the cracks show?
She was never in control, she was drowning, gripping the edges of certainty with white-
knuckled hands.

Silent tears rolled down my cheek, but they were not for me. They were for them. The
honor of knowing them, and the space to grieve the ones that didn’t get to come home. As
they settled in, I could see. I didn’t just see the silence anymore, [ saw who I became because
of it. And I was overwhelmed with gratitude. The wheat brushed against my fingertips,
grounding me in that moment. That place.

For this moment, I had the gift of knowing:

I was where I needed to be.

I was where I was meant to be.

But I knew I couldn’t stay here.

As soon as the thought formed, the world shifted. The wind was still. The wheat and
the trees froze, unmoving. The sound I thought was hoofbeats vanished. Even the air itself
hushed, holding its breath. The sunset, once slow and steady, was racing now. Falling.

A single ember drifted past, warm against my skin. It pulsed with light, reflecting
something I couldn’t yet name.

1 looked up.
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At first, the sky was exactly as I remembered it. Then, the clouds began to move
faster. If they were ever moving at all. And yet... they did not move as they should.

Some surged forward, dragging the weight of night across the horizon. Others
recoiled...reversing, reaching, clawing toward dawn.

I was awestruck as the sky unfolded before me, as if searching for balance. The
tension between light and dark stretched unbearably thin. Time felt suspended...stopped, yet
accelerating...because I knew it was only moments ago that the sunset burned on one horizon
as brightly as the sunrise on the other.

But it felt like I had been standing there for ours. Watching time unravel. Or
perhaps, collide. For a fleeting moment, I stood in both dusk and dawn at once. But even
here, something was waiting.

A shadow beneath the light. A reckoning.

3 Phase Three

Everything around us began to fracture. The world trembled beneath my feet. The
ground, once solid, splintered like glass, jagged cracks racing outward. The space where the
Hollow once stood collapsed inward, folding into itself, dissolving into nothing but swirling
embers of ash.

But the ash did not settle. Instead, they began to rise. At first, it was shapeless. Just a
blackened storm, a swirling void with no form, no anchor. Then, it twisted. It condensed. It
took shape.

A shadow peeled itself from the storm, unfurling into something more than a
reflection, more than a memory. The remnants of what was cast away have found form. A
Shade stood before me. Not just a specter of the past, but the rage of everything that was left
behind.

And it was furious. “I was never supposed to exist, was 1?” It lunged.

I barely registered the motion before a wall of steel slammed between us. The impact
reverberated, a shockwave of fire and force.

Grief and Betrayal stood in front of me. Not just defending. Not just shielding. They

were holding the line.
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The Shade snarled. “You kept them, but not me. You carried your pain like armor.

You let it make you stronger. But me? I was never meant to survive, was 1?”

I felt its fury like a second heartbeat. A wildfire barely contained. “You're angry,” |

breathed, the realization sinking in.

“OF COURSE I AM!” the Shade roared. “I AM WHAT’S LEFT! The parts of you

that you didn’t think could be strong. The pieces that weren’t worth keeping. The scraps.”

I stepped forward, but the Shade was the first to strike.
Fire and Spite collided with Shadow as the battlefield ignites. The Shade did not hold

back. And neither did my demons.

The battle shifted. The Shade lashed out, but this time, it didn’t land a clean hit.

Because Grief and Betrayal were moving in perfect synchrony. They were no longer

two. They merged. A new presence erupted from their fusion, something I had never

seen before.

A wall of unrelenting force. Not just anger. Not just pain. Wrath.

But not the kind that destroys. The kind that defends. The kind that stands its ground.
Wrath’s voice was not a snarl. It was steady. Unshaken.

“You are not the leftovers,” Wrath said. “You are what was stolen.”

The Shade froze. It did not attack. But it still did not yield.

I felt movement behind me. A whisper of hesitation.

Shame and Guilt stepped forward.

Shame spoke first. “You were not forgotten.”

Guilt hesitated. Then, softer, “You were not a mistake.”

For a moment, the battlefield was still.

The Shade wavered as its fury cracked. But the rage is still there. The hurt.
“Then why did you leave me?” the Shade whispered.

Wrath turned, steady. “Because we weren’t strong enough to hold you.”

The Shade’s form stuttered violently. The storm around us howled. The fight was not

over and I knew what came next.

If I strike, the cycle would begin again.
If I fought, I would never stop fighting.
So I didn’t.
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Instead, I collapsed to my knees and reached deep... beyond the fire, beyond the
battle, beyond the survival. And I said the words that have been waiting to be spoken.

“NO. ENOUGH.”

It did not come as a whisper. It didn’t come as a scream. It erupted. A force so raw, so
unshakable, it reverberated through my demons, through the Shade, through the very
foundation of the place.

And the Shade staggered back.

3 Phase Four

I watched as the Shade’s rage dimmed, not in defeat, but in understanding. Its form
didn’t explode or vanish. But it withered. It shrunk. It changed. The storm around us began to
settle.

And when the dust cleared, I saw myself. Not a monster. Not an enemy. Just my
reflection.

And then, the final choice.

It didn’t just know me. It wasn’t just becoming me. It was every version of me I had
abandoned, all demanding to be seen at once.

Every time I blinked, it changed. One moment, it was the smallest and most fragile.
Eyes wide with innocence and fear. The child I once was, reaching for something just out of
grasp.

Another moment, it was a version of me I barely recognized... older, colder, battle-
scarred and weary. It shifted into the fighter, the survivor, the protector, the runner.

Every version of me that had ever existed now standing in front of me, forcing me to
see myself through every stage of my life.

And then, the shuddering didn’t stop.

It sped up. Faster. Faster.

Faces overlapped. The child-me, the warrior-me, the broken-me, the bitter-me, each
bleeding into the next.

Stacking. Warping. Fracturing. Reforming.
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A jagged, stuttering, unbearable cascade of selves, each vying for dominance. The
space between us warped, stretched thin as if time itself was breaking under the weight of
them all.

But yet, it didn’t feel like an attack.

It was a resurrection.

Every version of me had always been there, waiting for me to see them. Not as
threats, but as proof of everything I had survived.

The air around us crackled. Time itself felt unstable.

And then... the Shade stopped moving for just a moment. Just long enough for me to
truly see every version of me standing there, together, waiting.

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding.

And then, the voices began.

I staggered back as my own voice... hundreds of versions of it, echoed over itself in
a whisper, a roar, a sob.

Who am I?

Who am I?

WHO AM 1?

A hand steadied me.

I turned, startled. Grief stood beside me.

Grief looked at me as if to say, Breathe. You're okay. I know this storm feels like it

might swallow you whole, but you are not lost. Keep going. I'm right here with you.
It spoke gently, “You are more than the pain you carry.”

I opened my mouth, but another voice cut in. Betrayal.

“You were never meant to fight this alone.”

The Shade shuddered violently, shifting between past selves.

Fear hesitated before stepping forward.

“You were afraid because you were alone. But look again.”

I did. And for the first time, I saw it. Every wound that had shaped the Shade
wasn’t just pain... it was a need that had gone unmet.

The shifting wasn’t just happening to the Shade anymore. It was happening to me.
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My own hands blurred, shifted, changing. My form unstable, caught between
everything I had been and everything [ was becoming.

If I was all of them, then who was I now?

The weight of that question hit like a sword to the chest.

I clenched my hands into fists, grounding myself.

“I see you.” My voice didn’t waver.

The Shade convulsed. Frozen. Waiting.

The flickering slowed.

[ took a step forward. “You are me.”

It twitched, uncertain. The images warped again, but not as quickly.

This wasn’t a battle of strength. This wasn’t about proving myself.

I took another step. “You are me.”

The child. The warrior. The shattered. The bitter. The hopeful. The lost.

They stood before me. Waiting.

This was the final test... Could I face every part of myself? My past selves. My
traumas. My mistakes. My survival tactics.

I had spent years fighting them, trying to silence the parts of me I wished weren’t
there.

But I see it now. This battle was never about winning. It was about reclaiming.

Spite wasn’t a weapon of destruction or survival anymore.

It was the fire that reforged me.

I am not my past. [ am not my wounds.

[ am everything I have survived.

And I was still standing.

So could I choose to stand with them instead of against them?

Because that’s the real fear, isn’t it? Not the monsters. Not the past. Not even the
unknown future.

The real fear is facing ourselves completely.

No distractions. No armor. No weapons.

Just us. And the truth.

So, for the first time, I lowered my blade without fear.
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3% Phase Five

I let the Shade step closer and sat down right where I was. And I listened.

The Shade shrank into something smaller, a child reaching toward something unseen.

And for the first time, I realized she wasn’t reaching for escape. She was reaching for
me.

I knelt before her, my voice steady. “You don’t have to be afraid anymore. I am here
now.”

A flicker of hesitation. The smallest movement, like a held breath.

“I will be who you needed me to be.” I wasn’t talking to a ghost of the past. [ was
talking to the part of me that still trembled in the dark.

As I was about to meet myself as a child with a warm embrace when the shade
stuttered violently.

In its place was another version of me. One who had lived in fear of making mistakes,
who had let guilt sink into her bones. I reached out my hand. “You didn’t know any better. It
wasn’t your fault.”

The Shade hesitated. Then she trembled again, shifting into another shape.

There I was, sick and frail, laying across the floor, still just as scared. I sat down
beside her, my voice softer this time. “You are still here for a reason.”

The Shade stilled. The flickering stopped. And for the first time... it looked afraid.

She trembled again.

This time, it was the version of me that had almost given up completely. Tears welled
in her eyes, her form shaking under the weight of it all.

I reached into my chest, feeling for every victory, every lesson, every breath I had
taken since then. And I laid them at her feet. “Just wait. You will see.”

The shifting slowed, then stopped entirely. And the Shade... the girl who had been
waiting, the girl who had been all of them, finally looked up.

Her eyes held no fear. Only recognition.

The mist around us began to settle.

The battlefield faded and the reflection between us blurred until there was no longer a

divide between who I was and who I had become.
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Because I was all of them: The fighter. The runner. The survivor. The one who almost
didn’t make it. And the one who did.

The Shade never needed to be defeated. It had always been waiting to come home.

As I pulled it in...as I pulled myself in... every fractured version of me settled into
my bones. No longer ghosts. No longer echoes. Just parts of me.

The parts of me that, even given the chance, I wouldn’t go back and erase. Not
because pain is a gift. Not because what happened was justified. But because every scar,
every wound, every heartbreak has shaped the person standing here now.

Yes, I have been hurt deeply. I have felt pain intensely.

I have known the weight of betrayal and unkindness.

But because of that, I love with a depth that cannot be shaken. I appreciate with an
intensity that refuses to take anything for granted. I hold space for others in ways I never
would have known how to.

Not because suffering taught me. Because I chose to learn from it. Because I chose
to listen.

I did not become better because of pain. I became better in spite of it. I did not wear
it as an excuse. I did not let it define me. I shaped myself. Not my suffering. Not the ones
who inflicted it.

Me.

Without the darkness, I would not be the version of myself I am today. And that is a
version of me I would never want to erase.

Pain was never the lesson. It was never a gift. Those were always waiting to be found
in what I chose to do with it.

I reached forward, and for the first time, the Shade didn’t pull away and it didn’t run.
Because it was never trying to fight me. It was fighting for me to see it. To see /er.

For a breathless moment, the Shade didn’t move. It lingered at the threshold,
uncertain. Its form shuddered, shifting...not into another self, but into something raw.
Something unguarded. Would it run? Would it vanish into the void between us?

Then, hesitantly... it reached forward.

The reflection between us blurred. The divide dissolved. There was no ‘before’ and

‘after.” No enemy. No battle.
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Only me.

The Shade trembled once more. And for the first time, I could feel its smile.

The mist around us shifted, swirling in quiet acceptance. And then, as if carried by the
very breath of the universe, it began to dissolve...not in defeat, not in fear, but in release. It
shimmered, breaking apart into weightless embers of light, swirling around me like the
remnants of a spell cast long ago.

They settled, merging into the air, into me, as I felt their warmth on my skin. The past
was not gone, it had simply changed form. The embers danced in the air, drifting like
constellations scattered across the night. They did not vanish. They became.

No longer an enemy, but a part of me carried forward.

When I opened my eyes, I was no longer standing on a battlefield.

I was standing at the threshold of something new.

This journey began with a weapon in my hands. Spite was the fire that kept me
standing when everything tried to tear me down. It was my sword, my shield, my defiance
against the weight of the past. But I see now that it was never just about surviving the fight. It
was about what came after.

The door was never locked. The chains were never real. The only thing that ever kept
me here was waiting for permission that would never come. For so long, I had believed I
would only be free when I reached the light.

I'saw it in the field. When the Hollow shattered and the nothingness fell away.

The past had not disappeared. 1t had not been erased, rewritten, or burned to the
ground.

That field was not the light. It was not the darkness. It was both. It had always been
both. It had always been there. It was never gone, only unseen.

Mastery was never about erasing the past or cutting away the parts of me I wished
weren’t there. It was about forging something new from the pieces. Spite was never just a
weapon, it was the fire that reforged me into something stronger, something whole.

And now, as I step forward, I do so not as a survivor, not as a fighter, but as the

architect of what comes next, unburdened and unbound...and wholly my own.
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The battle was over, but the journey was not mine alone. If you have made it this far,

then you have your own reflections waiting to be met.

And maybe, just maybe, you’ll find that the version of yourself you feared the most...

was never your enemy at all.

Maybe they were just waiting to be seen. For my permission to be heard. To exist. To

move forward.
And now Adventurer, it’s your turn.
My battle is over. But the story? That’s yours to write.
Come. Let me lead you to your own Hall of Echoes...

Let’s see who’s waiting for you.
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@ Your Final Boss Encounter:

The Ritual of Reflection

Growth doesn’t erase who we were, it transforms it. Every version of yourself that
you’ve ever been still lingers in some way. The parts of you that endured, the pieces that
broke, the strengths that carried you forward. They are all part of your story.

You may feel that some versions of yourself are best left behind, buried beneath
progress. But what if they weren’t meant to be erased? What if they still have something to
teach you?

This is your chance to face them. Not with fear, not with shame, but with
understanding.

The battles you’ve fought, the demons you’ve faced, the strength you’ve built; it’s all
led here. Not to an ending, but to a moment of reckoning.

This is not a battle of blades or brute force. This is the fight to see yourself clearly, to
step beyond the fear of who you once were, and to make peace with every version of you that
has ever existed.

I faced my reflection. Now, it’s time for you to face yours.

Take a deep breath. This is your final trial and I am right here with you.

Phase One: Enter the Hall of Echoes

Before we begin, take a breath. This is not a battlefield. You are not walking into another
fight. You are stepping into a space that has been waiting for you. A space that belongs to
you.

Close your eyes. Imagine yourself in a vast, endless hall. The air is thick with
memory, charged with something unseen but deeply familiar. The walls stretch high, adorned
with mirrors that do not simply reflect your present self but the echoes of every version of
you that has ever existed.

Some mirrors are cracked. Others are clouded, as if time itself has tried to obscure
them. But they are all still here.

Because you are still here.
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You step forward. The ground beneath you feels weightless, shifting with each step
like the threshold between past and present. The closer you get to the mirrors, the more the
air hums with something unspoken.

Then, from the corner of your eye, one of the mirrors flickers. A shape moves
within it. And then another.

Your past selves are waiting for you. You are not alone in this hall.

Who steps forward first?

Step Two: Face Your Past Selves
You're doing something incredibly brave right now. I’m with you. Take your time.
One by one, they emerge. Each version of you carries something; a memory, a

wound, a lesson. They are not here to haunt you. They are here because they never truly left.
The Wounded One — The part of you that was hurt, abandoned, or left behind.
They stand small, shoulders curled inward, as if still bracing for a storm. Their eyes
are wide, searching yours, waiting for the kindness they were once denied.
What do they need to say to you?

Can you kneel beside them, offer them the gentleness they were never given?

What words do they need to hear that no one ever said?

Response: Place your hands over your heart. Whisper the words they needed to hear. Let

them echo through the hall. #*

# The Warrior — The part of you that fought, endured, and kept going.

They stand tall, muscles taut, jaw set, always ready for the next battle. Their armor is

dented, their hands are worn from the weight of every sword they’ve ever lifted.
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What battle did they fight for you?
Do they still think they need to fight? Can they ever rest?

What strength do they carry that you have forgotten?

Response: Offer them a moment of peace. Thank them. If you could lighten their load,

what would you say?

@ The Shadow Self — The part of you that you’ve rejected or suppressed; the anger,

the fear, the flaws you’ve tried to escape.

They emerge from the darkest corner of the hall, their form shifting and uncertain,

their eyes wary, waiting to see if you will turn away from them again.

Why have you tried to silence them?
What would happen if you allowed them to exist without judgment?

Can you acknowledge them without letting them take control?

Response: Instead of pushing them back into the darkness, extend a hand. Tell them: /
see you. You belong here, too.
% The Survivor — The part of you that made it through but is still wary, still

cautious, still waiting for the next hardship.

They stand at a distance, arms crossed, skeptical. They have carried you through so

much, but they don’t trust that the battle is really over.

What are they protecting you from?
Do you still need that protection, or is it time to let go?

What reassurance can you offer them?
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Response: Approach gently. Tell them: You don’t have to keep fighting alone. I’'ve got

us now.
% The Emerging Hero — The part of you that you are becoming.

They stand in front of the largest mirror. Unlike the others, they do not wait in the
past. They are looking forward, waiting for you to step through.

What do they see for you?
What do they ask of you?

Are you ready to embrace them?

Response: Stand before them. Mirror their stance. Step forward together.

<’ Step Three: Integration — Becoming Whole

You are not just one of these versions, you are all of them. Each one has played a role
in your story. The Wounded One taught you resilience. The Warrior showed you your
strength. The Shadow Self held your unspoken truths. The Survivor kept you safe. The

Emerging Hero is waiting for you to step forward.

If you’re not ready to embrace every past version of yourself today, that’s okay.
This is not a one-time ritual; it’s an ongoing process.

If some versions of you still feel distant, if you hesitate to reach for them, that’s
okay too. This process is not about rushing to acceptance, but about taking the first step

toward seeing them with understanding.

Now, in your mind’s eye, take each version’s hand. Feel their presence, their weight,
their purpose. And then, one by one, allow them to merge into you; not as separate beings,
but as pieces of a whole.

Not one. Not the other. But both.

This is where your true magic lies.
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Now, step back. Look at them, all of them.

They have waited for you. Some in pain, some in resilience, some in the silent corners
of your memory. But they have always been part of you.

It’s okay if this feels strange. You don’t have to rush. You don’t have to be ready all
at once. Just take this step in your own time. I am still here.

And now, they are ready to come home.

Are you ready for them, Adventurer?

Response: Take a deep breath. Open your arms. Let them in.

Each one steps forward, one by one. Not as enemies. Not as burdens. But as pieces of
you.

The Warrior, kneeling at last.

The Survivor, exhaling a breath they didn’t know they were holding.

The Wounded One, finding warmth for the first time.

The Shadow, no longer hiding.

The Emerging Hero, waiting at the threshold.

And then, they step into you. The mirrors begin to fade. The hall dissolves into light.
And when you open your eyes, you are no longer standing in the past.

You are standing in the present.

Whole. Complete. Ready.
And for the first time... the battle is truly over.

Lk Final Step: Moving Forward

XP Log: Your Legacy Quest

+* Write down your reflections:
e What version of yourself was the hardest to face?
e What did you learn from them?

e What promise can you make to your future self today?
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> Write a letter to your future self.
Tell them what you see now, what you have learned, and what you hope they will remember
when they stand where you are now.
e What do you want to leave behind in this world?
e What do you want your future self to thank you for?

e How will you use what you’ve learned to shape what comes next?

Take a deep breath. Feel the ground beneath your feet.
Wiggle your fingers. Stretch your arms.
You are here.
You are whole.
You are present.

I am still here.
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This is the final page of this chapter. But your story is still being written.

You may meet these versions of yourself again. That’s okay. They will shift, evolve,
and sometimes return when you least expect them. But now, you know how to face them.
Not with fear, but with understanding.

You are the sum of every battle, every lesson, and every victory. And now, you have
the tools to step into the next phase of your journey.

So, tell me... when you look in the mirror now, what do you see?

You have walked through every battle in these pages, and you are still here. That is
no small thing. That is a testament to who you are. And when the time comes to face the next
reflection, the next battle, the next step forward... You will already know the answer.
Because you are the one who leads them forward.

Now, as you stand on the other side of the glass... take a good look. Really look.
See what’s left standing. See what remains after everything has burned.

Because this isn’t an ending. This is proof. And it’s time to recognize what you’ve

built.
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S )

= You’ve Reached Max Level

@ FINAL SKILL UNLOCKED: UNSTOPPABLE FORCE

Effect: You have transcended survival. Spite, Resilience, and Insight are no longer

separate forces; you wield them as one. You are no longer reacting to life; you are shaping

it. Obstacles are no longer roadblocks; they are raw materials for transformation.
Flavor Text: “You are not a warrior surviving the battle. You are the storm that

reshapes the battlefield.”

= FINAL ULTIMATE SKILL: TRANSCENDENT ALCHEMY

() Effect: You are no longer shaped by what happened to you, you shape yourself. This is
no longer about surviving, healing, or even proving yourself. It is about becoming. You are
the architect of your own transformation, forging your future with precision, power, and

choice.
Flavor Text:

“You are not who you were. You are not who they expected you to be. You are something

new. Something wholly your own.”

@ FINAL PASSIVE BUFF: SPITEFORGED ALCHEMIST

Effect: You have mastered transmutation. You no longer resist the past; you wield it.
Every pain, every lesson, every fragment of who you were has been reforged into something
unbreakable.

v Alchemy of Self — Your past no longer controls you. It is fuel, nothing more.
v Unshakable Core — No force, no voice, no past version of yourself holds power over you.

v Final Integration — Shadows, light, wounds, wisdom; you carry it all, not as weight, but

as strength.
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Flavor Text:

“You are not the fire. You are not the ashes. You are the one who rises.”

& FINAL ACHIEVEMENT UNLOCKED: FORCE OF NATURE

% Unlocked Effect:
You do not seek permission. You do not shrink. You do not hesitate.

The world does not define you. You define yourself.

The battle is no longer about escaping the past, it is about forging the future.

Flavor Text:

“You are not a storm to be weathered. You are the force that shapes the world.”
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Chapter 22

The Ultimate Transmutation

Wielding Our Magic

Perhaps the smallest version of me the Shade had become was never about a need
unmet, but a lesson brought full circle. As a young child, as far back as I can remember, |
was always what my mother and those in my life referred to as a “ray of sunshine.” Though
she is quite biased, I don’t think I encountered a person or animal I didn’t see as a friend.

Except for the snake that still haunts my dreams. We were not friends. I got used to
hearing it that I never stopped to ask what they meant.

I never knew the version of my grandfather, the one that was so cruel and unkind to
his family. Or perhaps I just didn’t see it. I only knew the grandpa whose lap I would climb
up in or always giving me the warmest smiles and whose laughter seemed to come so easily
in my presence.

Then again, that lens of now showed me I never really gave him the choice not to. I
never noticed my dad watching with worried eyes, body tense, as his small daughter marched
right up to his abuser and climb right into his lap with glee. Because I never saw the monster.

While still quite young, not even into double digits, I vividly remember a moment
with just my grandma and me. It always stayed with me because I didn’t know what it meant.

She told me I was so full of light and to not let anyone take it.
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It stuck with me because in my childlike wonder, I thought maybe I was secretly a
mythical fairy that hadn’t stepped into my element yet. In truth, I still wish I was a little fairy
that could just flutter away sometimes leaving a trail of glitter and magic in my wake.

For years, that’s the part I focused on. The part that made my imagination soar. But as
I got older, I started paying attention to something else. The intensity in her voice. The
urgency in her eyes. It wasn’t just a compliment.

It was a warning.

I have always been naive, no matter how desperately I tried not to be. I certainly
didn’t lack the experience. For just as long as I carried the weight of believing every trial I
faced was of my own making. That I put myself in situations to be harmed. That I couldn’t
see things that were so painfully obvious to others. That something inside of me was just
inherently broken and could not be fixed. I'd walk right up to the monster and give him a
warm embrace.

Perhaps maybe all the things I believed down to my soul that were wrong with me,
was actually something quite different. The light inside me was never ethereal or mythical. I
didn’t elude it wherever I walked. I even learned to hide it behind a scowl] at times.

Because maybe it wasn’t the kind of light that brought comfort. Maybe it was the
light that held up a mirror to someone else. The kind that made them uncomfortable and want
to simply snuff it out. The kind that refused to go out no matter how much darkness
surrounded me... The kind that has been my own magic all along.

I never knew just how much that girl with the shattered soul and broken body had
gotten it right. I thought I was just surviving, enduring the bad so that one day, the good
would have room to take its place.

That if I could fight hard enough, withstand enough, claw my way through the
darkness, [ would finally reach the light. That I would finally be free.

But I didn’t realize then...there is a balance. The dark was never meant to be erased.
The light was never meant to exist alone.

Because the absence of light is despair. But the absence of darkness is oblivion.

For so long, I thought healing meant choosing one over the other. That I had to escape
the dark to be worthy of the light. That I had to destroy my demons to earn my peace. That I

had to burn away the past to deserve a future.
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But that’s not what healing is. That’s not what transformation is. That’s not what I
fought for.

We were never meant to be creatures of only light or only dark. We were always
meant to be the bridge between them.

Between dusk and dawn.

Between fantasy and reality.

Between pain and peace.

Between what was stolen and what was reclaimed.

Between honoring what was lost and remembering what remained.

Between who we were and who we are becoming.

Between spite and resilience.

Not one. Not the other. But both. We will always need both. Because our true magic
doesn’t come from purity or perfection. It comes from integration. From knowing that we are
forged in the fire of everything we’ve survived but tempered by what we choose to become
in spite of it.

It’s the balance between defiance and grace. Between standing our ground and
knowing when to move forward. Between using our spite to fuel us and using our resilience
to sustain us.

The past doesn’t always stay in the past. Sometimes, it follows you, whispering in the
back of your mind. Sometimes, it shows up in the form of a trigger you didn’t expect, a
reaction you can’t control, a wound that never fully closed.

I used to think that meant I wasn’t healed, that if I still flinched, if I still felt fear...
then I had somehow failed. But healing isn’t about erasing the scars. It’s about knowing
they’re there and moving forward anyway. I am not the things that happened to me. I am
what I have built from it.

The bridge was never something to be found. It was never waiting at the end of the
journey. Because this bridge wasn’t given to us.

We built it. Step by step, choice by choice, through every battle we survived. Now
we can cross freely between our past and present.

Between our light and our shadow... As two halves, finally made whole.
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This may be our greatest alchemical transmutation yet. But transmutation is not an
ending; it is a beginning. The battle is behind you.

The path ahead is yours to forge.

And so, Adventurer, I ask you: What will you build from here?
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Chapter 23

Achievement in Progress

Finding Peace in the Journey

Life, much like an epic game, is filled with challenges, adversaries, and moments of
triumph, and doesn’t end after triumph over any raid boss. By embracing the power of spite,
not as a force of pettiness, but as a catalyst for self-love and growth, we become the heroes of
our own story. The road ahead is yours to shape and it begins anew every day, with every
choice.

We often think peace means an end to struggle, that one day, we’ll cross a threshold
where everything is easy, where the weight disappears, where nothing hurts anymore. But
true peace isn’t about the absence of hardship. It’s about knowing that hardship doesn’t
define you anymore.

It took me a long time to trust my own instincts again. To not second-guess myself
every time I felt uneasy. To not dismiss my own gut feelings because ‘maybe I was
overreacting.” When you spend enough time being told that your emotions are wrong, that
your perspective is flawed, that you are irrational, you start carrying that voice inside you.
Healing wasn’t just about walking away, it was about learning to listen to myself again. To
believe in myself. To trust that if something feels wrong, I don’t need justification to leave.

Finding peace in the journey means learning to exist outside of the fight. To not only

survive but to rest, to thrive, to build something beyond the battles you’ve fought.
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In an RPG, the final boss isn’t always the real ending. You expect the credits to
roll after the last battle, but sometimes you’re left standing there in an empty world,
wondering what to do next. The threat is gone, but the damage remains. The kingdom still
needs rebuilding. The hero still has wounds to tend to.

In life, no one warns you about this part. The part where you’re free but lost. Where
you have choices, but no roadmap. Where the world expects you to just move on, but you
don’t even know who you are outside of survival.

If spite was once your armor, let peace be your foundation, something unshakable,
built not on avoidance, but on the certainty that no battle defines you anymore. It doesn’t
mean the war never happened; it means you get to decide how you rebuild.

There’s always more to explore, learn, and achieve and end game content is about
finding deeper meaning, pursuing passions, and continuing to grow. So, step forward with
confidence, and wield your newfound magic with purpose. Remember that every story has its
moments of light and dark, its challenges and triumphs.

Reflect on your journey through these chapters: What have you discovered about
yourself? What strengths have you uncovered? Remember, the power of spite lies in how you
choose to wield it. The next level is yours to conquer.

When we reach the end of the game where the last boss has been conquered, we start
to ask.... What comes next? Because the games don’t always stop there. We enter a new
world of end game content, one that utilizes every skill we’ve learned along the way.

In the game of life, our legacy isn’t found in trophies or achievements, it’s in the lives
we touch, the impact we leave behind, and the lessons we pass on. Even in the smallest acts
of kindness or encouragement can leave such an impact behind and we may never know it.
Sometimes our survival alone can be an inspiration we don’t see.

Every hero’s story doesn’t end with only survival because it always lives on in the
impacts they leave on the world. Your experiences, your hardships, your victories, what if
they weren’t just yours to hold? What if they were a lantern for someone still lost in the dark?
Legacy isn’t about size; it’s about impact. Even the smallest embers can light the way for
another. They are tools that can uplift others, to share wisdom.

Creating something meaningful doesn’t have to be solving the world’s problems or

discovering the cure for cancer. We create something meaningful every time we extend a
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hand. When we make it through the fire and go back with water for those still in it. Legacy is
not just about the things we achieve; it’s the moments where we change someone’s life, even
in small ways. Maybe it’s the advice you gave a friend that they still carry. Maybe it’s the
way you fought through your darkest days, showing someone else they can too.

Think about the people who shaped you; the mentors, the friends, the ones who left a
mark on your journey. Maybe they never knew it, but they changed you. That’s legacy. Not
just achievements or accolades, but the unseen echoes of every life we touch.

At some point, every adventurer becomes more than just a student. The ones who
guided you forward? One day, you’ll be that for someone else. Not because you have all the
answers, but because you remember what it was like to fight alone.

Mentorship isn’t about being all-knowing or perfect. It’s not about having it all
figured out. It’s about offering a hand to someone who is where you once were without
carrying them the whole way.

Think back to your own journey. Who were the people who shaped you? Who gave
you the words, the tools, the perspective shifts that helped you push forward? What did they
do that stuck with you? And if you feel called to do the same, ask yourself:

e  What can I offer someone who is still in the fire?
e How can I guide without controlling, support without overextending, uplift

without losing myself?

The Key to Healthy Mentorship:
e You are not responsible for someone else’s journey. You are a guide, not a savior.
e  You don’t need to have all the answers. You just need to be willing to listen,
reflect, and share honestly.
e Boundaries matter. Helping someone doesn’t mean sacrificing yourself. The best
mentors are the ones who still protect their own energy and growth.
e Not everyone is ready. You cannot force someone to level up before they’re ready.

Their battle is their own.

But you can be that little light in their dark that shines, just bright enough, to help

them determine the way. You can sit with them in their darkness, so they know they aren’t
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alone. And when the time comes, when they are ready to take their next step... you won’t
carry them, but you will have shown them they never had to walk alone.

Because if your journey has taught you anything, it’s this: we never fight alone.
Even when we can feel so alone, we still stand on the shoulders of those who came before us,
and one day, someone else will stand on ours. You don’t have to change the world. And
maybe, just maybe, you’ll be the OP paladin with hammers of light spinning around you,
stronger than you ever imagined. And in the quiet between battles, you’ll see them... a lone
adventurer in the wild, looking at you the way you once looked at those who came before.

And in that moment, you’ll understand: you were never meant to keep the light to
yourself. So in that moment, you stop. You extend a hand. Because once upon a time, maybe
someone did the same for you.

That’s certainly not the only focus because we also have mastery. An RPG’s
“endgame” isn’t about a mindless grind, it’s about choosing what to specialize in. To hone
the skills that we’ve gathered along the way and always seek to grow and improve by
deepening our mastery of those skills.

his is the time to refine, to explore, to challenge yourself. Think of the first time you
picked up a weapon (metaphorically or otherwise). The swing was clumsy. The impact was
uneven. But over time, skill replaced struggle. Mastery is what happens when effort becomes
instinct. Sometimes, it can feel terrifying because it asks us to slow down, to stop just
reacting, and start choosing. What if I pick the wrong thing? What if I waste my time?

But the truth is Mastery isn’t about picking one perfect path; it’s about following
curiosity, refining what excites you, and trusting that your path unfolds as you do. What do
you keep coming back to? What skill do you want to sharpen, not because you must, but
because it calls to you? That’s where mastery begins.

Intertwined in both of those is purpose. Legacy and Mastery form the foundation, but
Purpose is what rises from them. It’s not something we stumble upon... it’s something we
create.

It isn’t one single grand calling; it’s the things we return to, the sparks that won’t
leave us alone. It’s in the skills we refine, the problems we care about solving, the moments
where we feel most alive. Sometimes, purpose is loud like a battle cry. Other times, it’s

quiet... a gentle pull toward something that matters. It shifts, it grows, and that’s the point.
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You don’t have to wait to be certain before you step into it. You just have to start
where you are, follow what lights you up, and trust that the path will unfold as you do.

If the early game was about proving you could survive and the midgame was about
facing your demons, then endgame is about creating a life that feels like yours. Earned,
mastered, and meaningful. Because the truth is our purpose often isn’t finding all the
answers, but rather in staying open and involved in how our stories evolve.

Remember, your adventure evolved with every step. Each day offers a new chance to
level up, explore, and embrace the magic within you. Purpose isn’t a final destination... it’s
an evolving map. Some people feel like they’re missing something because they haven’t
found “their thing.” But what if purpose isn’t something we find, but something we create?

What excites you right now? What do you find yourself coming back to? Maybe
that’s your purpose; at least, for now.

And that’s enough.

Purpose isn’t a title we earn; it’s a practice we choose. It’s in the way we show up for
ourselves, in the small acts of courage that push us forward. Some days, it’s about stepping
onto a grand stage. Other days, it’s simply about getting out of bed.

The truth is you don’t need permission to start. You don’t need certainty to take the
next step.

What if purpose isn’t a finish line, but a way of moving through the world?

Instead of waiting for everything to make sense, what if you started showing up as if your life
already mattered as if your presence was already enough?

Because it is.

You’ve come so far from where you started. Even if you don’t feel it, even if the
progress is quiet, it’s there.

Growth isn’t always loud. Sometimes, it happens in the small, unseen
moments...until one day, you stop and see it staring back at you.

Take a moment. Look back on your journey. What have you learned about yourself?
What battles have you fought, and what have you built from them?

In every RPG, the skill tree represents growth; each ability unlocked through trials,
perseverance, and experience. Some skills come naturally. Others demand mastery, requiring

time and effort to fully develop.
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But your journey through this guide has been more than just survival. You’ve
sharpened your instincts, wielded your resilience, and uncovered strength in places you never
thought to look.

Every skill, every lesson, every battle...you earned them. Some became second
nature. Others are still in progress. And that’s exactly how it should be.

Because mastery isn’t about reaching a final form. It’s about knowing you’re always
evolving.

And now, you know that. So take a breath.

Let it sink in. This isn’t just a list of lessons learned.

This is proof of who you are.

310|Page



C.E. Dexheim

@ CORE BRANCHES:
THE TRIAD OF TRANSMUTATION

At the highest level, your skill tree consists of:

Spite (Raw Power & Defiance) — The fire that fuels change.
O Resilience (Endurance & Recovery) — The foundation that sustains growth.
@ Insight (Clarity & Mastery) — The wisdom that guides transformation.

These aren’t separate; they interweave, refining each other as the journey progresses.

BRANCH ONE: SPITE — The Fire that Fuels Change

This path focuses on defiance, agency, and learning how to harness emotion as a catalyst

rather than destruction.
{ Tier 1: Core Spite Mastery (Ignition Phase)

v The Call to Adventure — Recognizing the spark of defiance and using it to step forward.
v Sustainable Spite — Spite can fuel resilience, but only when tempered with self-awareness
and intentional direction.

v Voiceforged Mastery: Strength in Silence, Power in Speech — Knowing when to wield
words and when to let silence be louder.

Tier 2: Refining Spite (Controlled Burn Phase)

v Hazard Detection — Recognizing unhealthy influences before they cause harm, ensuring
that spite is wielded with precision.

v Boundary Casting — Learning to set firm limits that preserve energy without closing off
connection.

v Dual-Wielding Strength & Empathy — Mastering the balance between resilience and

compassion, knowing when to fight and when to extend grace.

Tier 3: Alchemical Spite (Transmutation Phase)

v Spite Alchemy — Refining raw defiance into sustainable, constructive motivation.
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e X Novice — Spite fuels you, but it’s wild—uncontrolled, reactive, burning in every
direction.

e (O Adept - You’ve tempered Spite with Resilience and Insight, shaping it into
something you command.

o Master Alchemist — Spite is no longer a weapon; it’s a force of creation,

something that forges instead of destroys.

O BRANCH TWO: RESILIENCE — The Foundation that

Sustains Growth
This path focuses on durability, adaptability, and long-term transformation.

{ Tier 1: Core Resilience Mastery (Fortification Phase)

v Personal Quest Mapping — Defining your goals to ensure your journey aligns with your
values.

v Emotional Decluttering — Learning to let go of emotional burdens that drain energy and
clarity.

v Mental Loadout Optimization — Identifying and equipping the best mental strategies for

each challenge.
€< Tier 2: Refining Resilience (Adaptive Strength Phase)

v Shadow Negotiation — Engaging with inner struggles instead of suppressing them,
transforming fears into guides.

v Battle Readiness — Preparing for internal and external challenges with a structured
mindset.

v Sustainable Vulnerability — Understanding when to be open and when to protect your

energy.

Tier 3: Alchemical Resilience (Reinvention Phase)

v Alchemist’s Mastery — The ability to transmute past wounds into wisdom and endurance

rather than weight.
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@& BRANCH THREE: INSIGHT - The Wisdom that Guides

Transformation

This path focuses on clarity, self-awareness, and the mastery of internal processes.

@ Tier 1: Core Insight Mastery (Awakening Phase)

v The Lens of Now — Understanding past experiences without letting them dictate the

present.

v Energy Awareness — Recognizing where to invest energy for sustainable progress.
@ Tier 2: Refining Insight (Mastery Phase)

v Echo Integration — Learning to carry the lessons of loss and past experiences as strength
rather than grief.

v Basic Mindset Alchemist — Transforming negative thought patterns into empowering
perspectives

v Sustained Awareness — Recognizing thought patterns before they take control, ensuring
intentional responses.

@ Tier 3: Mastery (Final Integration Phase)

v Respawn Mastery — Reframing setbacks as respawn points rather than failures—turning

every loss into an opportunity for adaptation and growth.

B8 FINAL TRANSFORMATION: ASCENSION PHASE

After mastering Spite, Resilience, and Insight, everything coalesces into a final

transcendent transformation.
© Passive Buff: SPITEFORGED ALCHEMIST (You have fully integrated pain,
wisdom, and power into a force of your own making.)

= Achievement Obtained: FORCE OF NATURE (You do not seek permission.

You do not hesitate. You do not shrink. The world does not define you. You define yourself.)
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The Spite Alchemist’s Incantations of Power

A Compendium of Defiance, Endurance, and Mastery

“Not all magic is born from light. Some are forged in fire, tempered in loss, and

wielded with unyielding purpose.”

This spellbook is a manifestation of hard-won strength, a codex of spells, techniques, and

abilities honed through defiance, resilience, and insight. Each spell is an echo of past

battles, a testament to survival, and a tool for the future.

Beginner Spells — Tier I

(For those first learning to wield defiance, endurance, and insight as forces of

transformation.)

Spells of Spite (The Fire That Fuels Change)

Spite Magic — You can now wield spite as fuel, refusing to let others define you.
Adaptable Spite — Your spite is no longer a blunt force; it evolves with you. Whether
as endurance (Warrior), precision (Rogue), strategy (Mage), or resilience (Cleric),
you wield it with intent.

Defiant Momentum — The more resistance you face, the stronger your determination
grows. Doubt becomes fuel.

Spite-Forged Resilience — You don’t just let go, you reshape pain into something
powerful, ensuring that what remains strengthens you.

Spite Allocation — You’ve learned that spite, while powerful, is a limited resource.
Use it wisely, not as a primary fuel source, but as a strategic boost when needed.
Wielder’s Discipline — You now recognize the difference between using spite as a
tool and being consumed by it.

O Resonant Defiance — You no longer shrink in the face of silence weaponized

against you. Your voice, once stolen, is now reclaimed.

Spells of Resilience (The Foundation That Sustains Growth)

Lorekeeper’s Torch — Your story is yours to tell, shape, and reclaim.
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Instinctive Playstyle Recognition — You have a clearer understanding of how you

naturally respond to challenges (Warrior, Rogue, Mage, Cleric).

Wayfinding — You can now set meaningful goals and adjust your course as needed.
Strategic Forgiveness — Forgiveness is no longer about excusing or forgetting. It’s a

precision move, a choice to clear space for yourself, not for them.

Regeneration Mastery — You recognize what replenishes you and can intentionally

invest in activities that restore your reserves.

Strategic Endurance — You can push forward with defiance, but only when it serves

your greater goals, not as a reckless response.

Precision Strike — Your words are not wasted. You speak with clarity and purpose,

knowing that not every battle requires noise, but every truth deserves to be known.

Spells of Insight (The Wisdom That Guides Transformation)

Reclaiming the Narrative — The past informs you, but it doesn’t define you.
Hindsight Clarity — Extracting lessons from the past without getting stuck in regret.
Milestone Tracking — You know how to break big goals into manageable
waypoints, ensuring steady progress.

Encumbrance Awareness — You can now recognize when emotional baggage is
slowing you down and assess whether it's worth carrying.

Emotional Budgeting — You can now track your emotional energy like a resource,
ensuring you don’t overspend and hit burnout.

Identity Beyond Defiance — You understand that proving yourself right is more
important than proving them wrong.

Echo of Influence — Silence is no longer just absence; it is presence. You’ve learned

when to let quiet speak louder than words.

Novice Spells — Tier 11

(For those refining their craft, learning to wield their power with greater control.)

Spells of Spite
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Healer’s Wrath — Your patience has limits. When others refuse to take
responsibility for their own damage, your spite ignites; not as reckless fury, but as
precise, targeted retaliation. You will help those who help themselves, but you will
not heal the willfully self-destructive. Or you’ve simply learned not to stand in

the fire.

Shield of Self-Preservation — You now recognize that endurance isn’t strength
without sustainable recovery.

Grounding Vision — You now scan your thoughts for distortions, challenge false
narratives, and replace them with evidence-based reasoning.

Dark Counterplay — You equip the right mental tools to challenge and disrupt
negative loops, ensuring they don’t dictate your next move.

Mindset Alchemy — You now possess the ability to transform your most limiting
instincts into refined skills, ensuring that even past wounds become stepping stones
toward mastery.

Decisive Exile — You no longer hesitate to remove those who prove untrustworthy.
When someone’s loyalty is conditional, when their kindness is a transaction, or when
they reveal their true nature too late, you cut them loose. No more second chances

for those who weaponized your trust.

Spells of Resilience

Adaptive Playstyle Mastery — You no longer tend to default to one response. You
know when to switch from Warrior resilience to Rogue evasion, from Mage
strategy to Cleric diplomacy. Your playstyle is no longer a limitation; it’s an
adaptable strength.

Gatekeeper’s Resolve — Boundaries are not walls; they are doors that allow in who
and what serves you while keeping out harm.

Buff Stacking Mastery — You can now combine multiple buffs to strengthen

resilience, enhance adaptability, and counteract debuffs.
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Racetrack Reprogramming — Instead of getting lost in thought loops, you now
redirect your focus toward your chosen champion racer, shifting from despair to
determination.

Refined Instincts — No longer ruled by reactive survival patterns, you wield your
playstyle with purpose, balancing strength, adaptability, and strategy.

Strategic Recruitment — You now recognize the difference between allies who
empower you and those who hold you back. No more wasted energy on party

members who don’t contribute to the mission.

Spells of Insight

Strategic Cognition — Your trauma response is no longer your playstyle. You
recognize when fight, flight, freeze, or fawn is trying to take the wheel, and you

take control instead. You choose how to engage.

Measured Withdrawal — You don’t just stand and fight: you assess, reposition, and
step back when needed, knowing that walking away can be the ultimate power
move.

Status Effect Awareness — You recognize cognitive distortions as debuffs, allowing
you to identify and counter them before they take hold.

Debuff Detection Mastery — You recognize when dark thoughts are distorting your
reality, allowing you to counter them before they take hold.

Resonant Mastery — You recognize when to strike, when to pivot, and when to
retreat for strategic advantage. You are no longer just enduring battles; you are
controlling them.

Tactical Party Formation — You build your team with intention, choosing people
who align with your growth rather than those who hinder it. You know when to

collaborate, when to challenge, and when to walk away.

Advanced Spells — Tier 111

(For those who have mastered their fire, their endurance, and their wisdom.)
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Spells of Spite

Spitekindling — In the absence of hope, you learn to ignite sheer defiance to keep
going. Not because it’s easy, but because you refuse to let this be the end of your
story.

Demon Identification — You recognize the voices of doubt, grief, and fear before
they consume you, seeing them for what they truly are: echoes of past wounds, not

truths.

Catalyst Conversion — You recognize that spite, like any resource, must be refined.
You no longer burn yourself out with pure defiance; you control its intensity,
choosing when to use it as fire and when to use it as focus.

The Watchful Flame — No longer consumed by emotion, you wield self-awareness
like a guiding light, illuminating the hidden mechanics of your mind. You see beyond
surface reactions and recognize the deeper patterns at play.

Alchemical Spite Defense — Your kindness no longer makes you a target for
manipulation. Spite ensures that your compassion is a gift, not an expectation.
Spite-shielded Vulnerability — You recognize when and where to be open. No more
emotional overextension—your openness is now a tool, not an uncontrolled reaction.
The Phoenix Perk — When you fall, you don’t just get back up, you rise. You bring

the fire of experience with you, stronger than before.

Spells of Resilience

Guardian of the Echoes — The voices of those you’ve lost remain woven into your
journey. Their lessons, their light, their strength, you carry them forward.
Strategic Resilience — When faced with inner demons, you no longer react with
panic. You pause, analyze, and choose your response with clarity.

The Unbreakable Seal — No matter what tried to shatter you, you have reforged
yourself stronger than before. You are no longer someone who merely survives, you
endure, adapt, and create. Nothing taken from you will keep you from building

something greater.
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Mental Bastion — You can now identify intrusive thoughts, emotional distortions,
and unhealthy patterns before they take root. Your defenses are sharpened, preventing
old wounds from reopening.

Boundaried Compassion — You now offer empathy with limits, recognizing when
to care and when to step back. You no longer pour endlessly into others at your own
expense.

Fortified Reserves — You now track your emotional stamina like a true strategist.
You rest before depletion, ensuring you remain effective rather than collapsing from
burnout.

Adaptive Combat — You no longer repeat the same strategies expecting different

results. You adjust, refine, and step back into the fight with new tactics.

Spells of Insight

Echo Resonance — Loss shapes you, but it does not have to confine you. The memory
of those gone can be a source of strength, not just sorrow.

Dialogue Mastery — Instead of letting your demons dictate the story, you shift the
narrative. Their words no longer have absolute power over your reality.
Transmutation of Shadows — You now extract power from what once weakened
you. Pain becomes wisdom. Fear becomes awareness. Every past wound becomes a
tool, reforged for your ascent.

Tactical Self-Reflection — You engage in real-time observation of your emotions and
behaviors, catching negative loops before they spiral. You pause, assess, and choose
instead of reacting blindly.

Discernment Mastery — You can now assess whether a situation requires empathy,
firm boundaries, or a mix of both. You no longer fall into extremes of over-giving or
emotional withdrawal.

O The Inner Sanctum — You’ve built an internal space of rest and reinforcement, a
foundation that keeps you steady even when life is chaotic. You no longer move from
survival mode but from a place of intentional strength.

O Respawn protocol — You now recognize that failure is an illusion. Setbacks are

not endings; they are new beginnings with more experience and insight.
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& FINAL TRANSMUTATION: THE MASTER ALCHEMIST

@ The Philosopher’s Catalyst — The Final Alchemical Unlock

v You are no longer simply surviving... you are creating.
v You no longer react... you choose, you shape, you forge.

v You have mastered the art of transmutation... not by erasing pain, but by wielding it.

@ The Alchemist’s Truth: Bridging Light and Darkness

“The greatest transmutation was never about turning lead into gold. It was about
proving that even the broken can be reforged into something unbreakable by unifying what
was once divided. Light without shadow is blinding. Darkness without light is consuming.
But within the forge of the self, they become something greater. A force neither bound by past
wounds nor illusions of perfection...only the raw, unshaken mastery of both.”

Alchemical Equilibrium in Fire and Shadow

“To wield true power is not to reject darkness, nor to be consumed by light. It is to
stand between them, shaping both into something new. Spite was never the enemy. It was the
catalyst, the ember in the ashes, waiting to ignite transformation. And now, it is fully

realized, not as a force of destruction, but as a bridge to mastery.”

= Ultimate Spell Unlocked: TRANSCENDENT ALCHEMY
v You are no longer shaped by what happened to you, you shape yourself.

v You create your own evolution, no longer bound by survival or the past.

The Final Words of the Spellbook

This spellbook does not bind you, it is not the limit of your magic. These are only the

foundations.
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True mastery lies in forging spells uniquely your own.

Now go, Spite Alchemist. The world does not yet know the force you have become.

Our game doesn’t end when the final boss is defeated. That’s just when the real
adventure begins. You’ve built your skillset, honed your resilience, and discovered strengths
you might not have even realized you had. But these lessons weren’t meant to stay on the
page. They’re tools to carry with you.

So how do you wield them in the real world?

e When you face uncertainty, remember the resilience you built here.
e When doubt whispers that you aren’t enough, equip the skills that got you this far.
e When old wounds try to pull you back, remind yourself that healing isn’t linear,

but you’ve already proven you can rise.

You have trained for this. Every battle you fought in these pages was a training
ground for the life ahead.

Your next chapter isn’t written yet.

But you are more than ready to start, and remember, just like in any game, leveling up
takes time, patience, and effort. There will be moments when you feel like you're grinding
through the same battles, but each step forward strengthens your character (that’s you!). The
next phase of your story begins now. The battles may be behind you, but the adventure of
mastery, purpose, and legacy is just unfolding.

And now, you stand at the threshold of what comes next... not as a student awaiting
direction, but as the architect of your own adventure. The world doesn’t hand us meaning.
We find it. And we bring it to life.

I won’t be walking ahead anymore, but I’m still here handing you the pen, the tools,
the space to decide what comes next. You’ve stepped beyond the battle. But mastery was
never just about winning, it’s about what comes next.

For the first time, there is no battle left to fight. No enemy left to conquer. No need to prove
anything at all.

You have nothing to defend. And nothing to justify.
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You have only the road ahead, open and endless, waiting for you to decide what
comes next.

And as you take your first step forward, something unlocks. Not another battle. Not
another challenge. But something that was waiting for you all along.

Choice.

You’ve reached max level for this expansion... but the adventure continues.

Not as a fighter. Not as a survivor.

But as the architect of your own adventure.

Now go forth, and create something extraordinary.

Before you step into the unknown, look back, not at the battles, not at the scars, but at
yourself.

What do you see? Because I see you. I see the one who has walked through fire,
faced every version of themselves, and still chose to move forward. The one who was told
to stop, to wait, to shrink, to break...and refused.

I see the one who almost gave in to comfort, but kept going. The one who almost
turned back to the past, but reclaimed it instead. The one who almost froze under the weight
of “not enough,” but stepped forward anyway. The one who almost looked away from their
own reflection, but met their own gaze, unshaken. The one who almost lost themselves to
the void of “what now?” but chose to build anyway.

You have done what many will never dare. You have walked to the edge of yourself
and stepped forward on your own terms.

You have won. But this was never about winning.

It was about learning to wield your own magic.
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Epilogue

They called it bitterness. They called it anger. But we know better. We always did. It
was never just about proving them wrong. It was about this right here: You have arrived. Not
just at the final pages, but at a milestone you once thought impossible. Every whisper of
doubt, every wound, every hardship... and yet, here you stand. Not just surviving. Creating.

You did that.

I have shared my story with you, not as a roadmap, but as proof...proof that survival
is not where our story ends. That healing is not the absence of pain, but the choice to build
something beautiful in spite of it. I have walked beside you through every page, not as
someone who has all the answers, but as someone who has also fought to find their way.

But now, it’s time. Not for me to lead. not anymore. Because this is your journey
now. Whatever comes next, you are ready. Not because you have no fear, no doubt, no
wounds left to heal, but because none of those things can take your power away from you.

You carry every lesson, every battle, every ounce of defiance and hope with you.
They are yours. The road stretches before you. Not an ending, but a beginning.

But before you go... sit with me, just a little while longer.

Every journey needs a moment of rest. A place where adventurers gather, where
stories are shared, where the next path is chosen. This is that place. This fire, this space; we
built it together. It is here for you whenever you need it. Because the truth is... the world
won’t always understand what you’ve built here. Not everyone will see the battles you’ve
fought, the demons you’ve faced, the magic you’ve claimed as your own.

But I see you. And you see yourself. That is enough.

So before you rise, before you step forward into the unknown, let me leave you with
this:

You were never meant to stay here. You were meant to carry this fire forward.

Wherever you go, whatever comes next, let this be your ember; a spark of spite, of
defiance, of everything that says: I am still here, and I am not done. There may come a
time when you realize the fire that once kept you alive is now something you can set down.

That doesn’t mean spite failed you, it means it did exactly what it was meant to do. The
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sword that cuts you free doesn’t need to be carried forever. At some point, you walk forward
because you choose to, not because you refuse to be left behind.

Like a well-worn weapon, you sheathe it. Not because you’re defenseless without it,
but because you don’t need to swing it at every shadow anymore. You don’t lose the fire, you
become the forge. The power is still yours. But now? Now, you decide when and how to
wield it. The real test of strength isn’t how fiercely you fight. It’s knowing when you no
longer need to.

Take your story, your magic, your unfinished, untamed, resilient self, and create
something beautiful...

Sometimes, the greatest adventures begin out of sheer, stubborn defiance.

And if all else fails, spite might just have your back.

This journey, these pages, will always be here. And so will L. In spirit. In echoes of
ink and memory. When you need this place, it will be here. And if you ever need to find
your way back...Just look for that warm fire.

This book may be closing, but your story is not. You are the one who writes the next chapter.
You already know what to do.

So go. Show them what Spite Magic really looks like.
How will you wield your magic next?

I cannot wait to see what you create.

The End...

(... of this book, and the start of something new for all of us)

324|Page



C.E. Dexheim

How to Use This Guide: Life as an RPG 101

Like any great story, transformation requires tools: knowledge, strategy, and a way to
track our growth. So let’s start with the basics of how to navigate this world, not just as a
survivor, but as a hero in the making.

You don’t need to be a gamer to understand this book. If you’ve ever faced
challenges, fought battles (internal or external), or worked to become stronger, then you
already know what it means to level up. You’ve been playing this game all along.

Whether you realize it or not, gaming is everywhere:

Gaming isn’t just a pastime; it’s a cultural force. Almost half the world (3.3 billion
people) play. The gaming industry outsells movies and music combined. RPGs? They
dominate the charts because people crave more than just entertainment, they crave growth,
challenge, and transformation. You don’t have to pick up a controller to be part of this.
You’ve been living it. And now, it’s time to learn how to play on your own terms.

At their core, RPGs are about growth, strategy, and survival. You start as a low-level
character, untested and uncertain. But through experience, trials, and hard-earned victories,
you level up. You gain new skills, form alliances, and equip yourself for bigger challenges.

And life? It’s not so different.

We all enter this world with a random set of attributes, shaped by environment,
experience, and sheer luck. Some of us start on hard mode. Some fight invisible battles no
one else can see. And just like in an RPG, we don’t always get to choose the quests we’re
given...

But we can choose how we face them.

#® The RPG of Life: A Quick Breakdown

In RPGs, players shape their own path, choosing alliances, facing challenges, and
deciding how to level up. The same is true for life. No one else can play your character for

you.

¥, Character Customization — Discovering Who You Are
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Before an adventure begins, players create their character, choosing strengths, weaknesses,
and playstyle. In life, we do the same. We are shaped by our experiences, values, and
challenges, defining the kind of hero we become.
=) Stats & Attributes — The Core of Your Build
Stats determine strengths, weaknesses, and potential growth in RPGs. But in life? We
don’t get to distribute our starting stats; we inherit some, grind for others, and level them up
through experience.
Here’s how they apply to your journey:
e % Fortitude — Your ability to endure, push forward, and tank life's hardest hits.
(Referenced in the Raid Boss fight, your ability to keep standing.)
o &3 Mental Clarity — Your perception, decision-making, and ability to see through
illusions (internalized lies, cognitive distortions, or old programming).
. Spite Reserves — The hidden resource that kicks in when everything else is
depleted. (Your ultimate failsafe—pure defiance fueling forward motion.)
o & Wisdom — The hard-earned knowledge gained from every battle, wipe, and
comeback. (What you carry forward, even from the worst fights.)
o { Resilience — The combination of self-awareness, strategy, and endurance that
lets you adapt, recover, and get back up stronger.

Stats alone don’t make a hero. It’s how you develop and wield them that shapes your story.

Quests — Goals & Challenges

In RPGs, quests guide the story. Some are critical to progress (main quests), while others add
depth (side quests). In life, your main quest might be healing, finding purpose, or overcoming
adversity. Side quests are the smaller goals along the way: hobbies, relationships, personal

projects.
#2, Combat & Boss Fights — Facing Obstacles

Every RPG has battles... against monsters, rivals, or even one’s own inner demons. Life is
no different. From grief to self-doubt to betrayal, we all have our own boss fights to face. But

just like in games, battles teach us how to strategize, grow stronger, and adapt.

{ Buffs & Debuffs — Strengths & Weaknesses
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In games, buffs enhance abilities (e.g., increased speed, extra strength), while debuffs
weaken character (e.g., poison, fear effects). In life, confidence, self-awareness, and support
systems act as buffs, while negative thought patterns and toxic environments act as debuffs.

Learning how to maximize buffs and counter debuffs is key to success.
Skills & Abilities — The Tools You Gain Along the Way
No adventurer starts with every ability unlocked. Skills are learned through practice,
hardship, and experience. Some skills come naturally, while others require intentional effort
to develop. Just like in games, life offers active abilities (skills you consciously use) and
passive abilities (traits that influence you over time). Here’s some examples:
e Active Abilities (Skills You Use Intentionally):
© Cognitive Reframing — The ability to reshape negative thoughts into productive
perspectives.
Spite-Fueled Endurance — Using defiance as fuel when everything else tells you
to quit.
O Boundary Casting — The ability to protect your energy and say “no” without guilt.
o Passive Abilities (Strengths That Grow Over Time):
Resilience Boost — Each time you endure hardship, your ability to withstand

future struggles increases.

% Social Awareness — Recognizing who is truly in your corner and who drains your

energy.

@ Shadow Integration — Accepting and making peace with your past rather than

trying to erase it.

Leveling Up — Personal Growth

As players complete challenges, they gain XP and level up, unlocking new skills and

abilities. Every struggle, every setback, every lesson learned in real life adds to your XP.

Growth is a constant process; sometimes slow, sometimes sudden... but always moving

forward.
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Spite is Your Hidden Power-Up

This book is your strategy guide for navigating the game of life. Spite is your hidden

power-up. Not just a reaction, but a fuel source: the magic that keeps you moving forward

when everything else tells you to quit.

Grief, trauma, and hardship might have written your prologue, but they don’t get to

define your story. Here, you’ll learn how to reframe pain, harness resilience, and level up

into the hero you were meant to become.

#3 Never played an RPG? No Problem.

This book translates game mechanics into real-world strategies for resilience, healing,

and self-discovery. If you ever run into an unfamiliar term, check the glossary at the back.

But here’s a quick-reference guide to get you started:

(] Quick Glossary of Key RPG Terms

XP (Experience Points) — The way characters grow stronger in a game. In life, XP
represents lessons learned through experience.

Main Quest — The primary goal or overarching purpose of the game (or life).

Side Quests — Smaller, optional challenges that add value and depth to a journey.
Buffs — Positive effects that strengthen a character (or a person’s mindset and
abilities).

Debuffs — Negative effects that weaken a character (or drain mental/emotional
energy).

Boss Fight — A major challenge or confrontation that tests everything you’ve learned.
Mythic Difficulty — The highest level of challenge in a game, requiring exceptional
strategy, skill, and preparation. In life, it represents the hardest personal battles that
push you to your limits.

Respawn — In games, dying and coming back to life to try again. In life, the ability to
recover and rise after failure.

Cooldown (CD) — The time required before an ability can be used again. In life, this

represents recovery time after setbacks or burnout.
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e Overleveled / Underleveled — Being much stronger or weaker than the current
challenge. Feeling prepared or unprepared for life events.

e Hard Mode — A more difficult setting in a game. A metaphor for when life throws
extra challenges your way.

o Damage Over Time (DoT) — A slow but continuous effect that drains health. Could
symbolize chronic stress, toxic relationships, or unresolved trauma.

e Respec — Resetting skill points to build a character differently. In life, this means
changing paths, learning new skills, or reinventing yourself.

e New Game Plus (NG+) — A mode where you restart with previous progress intact.
Revisiting past struggles with new wisdom.

o Skill Tree — A branching system for unlocking new abilities. The process of
developing resilience, emotional intelligence, and coping skills.

You’re ready. Now, like every hero before you, it’s time to take the first step. But before we

embark on this quest, here’s how this guide will help navigate the journey ahead.

"+ Why This Book is an RPG

Life is an RPG. Every journey has a character arc. Every challenge is a boss fight.
Every setback? Just more XP in disguise. If healing feels overwhelming, maybe we’ve only
been thinking in real-world terms. But what if we approached it like a game, where setbacks
are level-ups, resilience is your ultimate skill, and spite is the spark that keeps us moving
forward?

No Perfect Character Builds. No Grinding to Max Level.
Just the adventure of becoming who we are meant to be.

Now that you understand the basics, it’s time to dive into your own journey.
Whether you’re a seasoned player or just picking up your sword for the first time, this book
will guide you through the adventure ahead.

Life isn’t about having the perfect character build or grinding until you hit max level:
it’s about learning, adapting, and forging your own path. No matter where you start, no
matter what difficulty setting life throws at you, you are not stuck. You can level up. You

can choose your quests. And you can forge your own legend.
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Every hero has an origin story. The book is a part of mine, one that might remind you

of your own.

[l The Spite Alchemist’s Ultimate RPG Glossary

(and Cursed Knowledge You Can Never Unknow)

Welcome, adventurer. This is your sacred tome companion guide to the language of
resilience, survival, and sheer stubborn determination wrapped in the glorious chaos of RPG
mechanics. This glossary is more than just a list of gaming terms; it’s a bridge between
worlds.

For non-gamers, it offers an easy entry point to understand the language of RPGs and
the metaphors woven throughout this journey. For gamers, it reframes familiar concepts,
helping them see how the skills and terms they’ve mastered in-game can reflect and relate to
real-life challenges and growth. Whether you’re a veteran player or a newcomer, it’s
designed to connect, inspire, and empower.

Some of these definitions will help you understand the book’s metaphors. Others will
shatter your perception of reality. Either way, once you know these... you can never go back.

Note: IRL (In Real Life) refers to how concepts from RPGs apply to your everyday life.

{ Core Gameplay Terms
These are the fundamentals; if life had a tutorial, these would be the first things you learn.
XP (Experience Points)
e £ RPG: Points gained by completing quests, defeating enemies, or making
progress, used to level up.
e 4 IRL: The lessons learned through experiences, challenges, and mistakes. Even
failures give XP, whether you like it or not.
Leveling Up (Ding!)
e A RPG: Gaining enough XP to increase your character’s stats, skills, or abilities.
e 4 IRL: Any moment of personal growth, skill-building, or wisdom gained through
life’s relentless grind.

Quest / Questline
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e FQ RPG: A mission or series of missions that lead to rewards and progression.

e 4 IRL: Any goal you’re working toward, whether it’s healing, self-improvement,

or surviving Monday.

Side Quest
e F4 RPG: An optional mission outside the main storyline, often with unique rewards.
e 4 IRL: A personal project, new hobby, or distraction that may or may not be

productive but adds to your journey.

»2, Combat & Strategy
Because sometimes, life is just a never-ending boss fight.
Achievement
e FQ RPG: A milestone or accomplishment, like completing a quest or unlocking a
reward.
e 4 IRL: A personal win, big or small, that marks your progress on the journey of
growth.
Aggro
e 4 RPG: The attention of an enemy drawn toward a player, usually from attacking
or taunting.
e 4 IRL: Stress, conflict, or pressure that lands squarely on you, whether you asked

for it or not.

AOoE (Area of Effect)
e A RPG: A spell or ability that affects multiple enemies or allies within a specific
radius.
e 4 IRL: The ripple effect of your actions or emotions, which can influence those

around you positively or negatively.

Boss Fight
£ RPG: A major enemy that tests all of your skills and preparation.
e 4 IRL: Your biggest challenges: grief, fear, self-doubt, taxes.

Buff / Debuff
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e # RPG: A buff strengthens your character; a debuff weakens it.
e 4 IRL: Buffs = self-care, support, and positive habits. Debuffs = cognitive

distortions, negative thoughts, burnout, and self-doubt.

Cooldown
e F RPG: The waiting period before you can use an ability again.
e 4 IRL: The recovery time you need after socializing, working, or making a dumb
decision.
Critical Hit (Crit)
e B4 RPG: A high-damage attack that deals significantly more damage than normal.
e 4 IRL: A major success, breakthrough moment, or unexpected stroke of luck that

shifts the game in your favor.

Damage / Damage Mitigation
e FQ RPG: Harm caused to your character and ways to reduce it.
e 4 IRL: The emotional or mental toll caused by stress, negativity, or toxic

interactions, and strategies to protect yourself.

DPS (Damage Per Second)

e A RPG: A measure of how much damage a character can deal over time.

e 4 IRL: Your ability to make consistent progress or effectively address challenges.
DoT (Damage over Time)

e M RPG: An ability that deals damage gradually rather than in a single burst.

e 4 IRL: The cumulative effect of small stressors or habits, whether positive or

negative.

Dungeon
e A RPG: A challenging, instanced area designed for groups to explore and defeat
enemies.
e 4 IRL: A high-stakes, structured environment where you tackle complex problems

or projects.

Mob (Also Known as a Trash Pack)

o £ RPG: A group of weaker enemies that attack in numbers.
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e ¢ IRL: Small stressors or challenges that pile up.
Phase
e # RPG: A stage of a boss fight where the enemy changes tactics.
e 4 IRL: The different stages of personal battles; times when struggles evolve,
forcing you to adapt and grow.
Spam (Spamming Attacks)
e M RPG/MMO: Rapid, repetitive actions, like mashing the same button or flooding
chat.
e 4 IRL: Endless emails, notifications, and that one friend who texts “u up?” 47
times.
Wipe
e FQ RPG: When an entire party is defeated, forcing a restart.
e 4 IRL: A major setback that requires starting over from scratch.
Zerging
e £ RPG: Overwhelming an enemy or objective by sheer numbers, often with no
strategy.
e 4 IRL: Taking on a challenge by brute force; throwing everything at a problem,

even if it’s messy and inefficient.

es The Cursed RPG Knowledge Vault™

(You Can Never Unlearn This. Proceed With Caution.)

= Boss Fight — We’ve Been Playing Mafia RPGs This Whole Time
e The term “boss” in gaming didn’t originate from epic fantasy battles.
e It actually comes from organized crime slang; a “boss” was the final authority in a
crime syndicate.
o That means every time you’ve fought a final boss, you were basically taking down a
digital mafia kingpin.

o Bowser? Mafia boss. Sephiroth? Fancy crime lord.
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Cooldown — You’re a Malfunctioning Engine

“Cooldown” was never a gaming term originally.

It comes from mechanical engineering, where machines need literal cooldown time to
avoid overheating.

So when you say, “Hold on, my ability is on cooldown,” you’re basically a car engine

waiting to stop smoking.

({ HUD (Heads-Up Display) — Stolen from Fighter Pilots

That handy HUD (your health bar, minimap, and ability icons)?

It wasn’t invented for games.

It comes from military aviation, where fighter pilots use Heads-Up Displays to see
vital flight info without looking down.

So technically, every time you check your HP, you’re piloting an invisible jet.

¥, Mob (Also Known as a Trash Pack) — It Was Never a Word

“Mob” was never meant to be its own word.

It actually stands for “mobile unit.”

Early game developers needed a term for enemies that moved, so they called them
“mobs” (short for mobile).

The entire gaming community just rolled with it, and now nobody questions it.

® } Spam — Blame Monty Python

The term “spam” (as in, spamming attacks or chat messages) does NOT come from
gaming.

It comes from a Monty Python sketch where a restaurant menu was overloaded with
Spam (the canned meat), drowning out all other options.

The joke was that Spam was everywhere, unstoppable.
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Now, every time you hit “Mark as Spam” on an email, you are thinking about canned

meat.

# GG (Good Game) — You’ve Been Saying It Wrong This Whole Time

You think “GG” (Good Game) came from esports or early online gaming? Nope.
The first recorded use of “GG” was in chess communities way before video games
even existed.

It was used in professional matches as a sign of sportsmanship after a game ended.
That means every time you type “GG” after a match, you are honoring centuries-old
chess etiquette.

So technically, you're not just a gamer, you’re a refined intellectual.

(Congratulations.)

But wait, there's more: In early gaming culture, GG wasn't always a compliment.

You think “GG” is just short for “Good Game”? Oh, sweet summer child.

* The term wasn't originally about sportsmanship. In early gaming, it was often sarcastic.

* “GG, EZ” (Good Game, Easy) was trash talk before games started cracking down on

toxicity.

* Over time, “GG” was reclaimed as a genuine sign of respect... unless followed by “EZ,” in

which case, prepare for battle.

» Moral of the story: If someone says “GG” after a game, assume respect. If they say “GG

EZ”... they have chosen violence.

%< RNG (Random Number Generator) — The Universe is a Dice Roll

“RNG” isn’t just a gaming thing, it’s actually based on real-life probability math.
The concept comes from scientific computing, where random numbers are used in
simulations, encryption, and even weather predictions.

Meaning that life itself is just one giant RNG roll.

Ever had a lucky day? You rolled a Nat 20. Ever trip over nothing? That’s a critical
fail.

# Min-Maxing — Congratulations, You’re Doing Corporate Accounting
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e  “Min-Maxing” wasn’t invented for video games.

o [t comes from military strategy and economics, originally called the “Minimax
Theorem.”

e The goal? Maximize rewards while minimizing risks.

o That means every time you hyper-optimize your RPG build, you’re just doing

business analytics... but with extra swords.

® Phase Battles — Bosses Were Inspired By Theater
e The idea of “boss phases” (where the enemy changes forms mid-fight)?
e Itactually comes from stage performances and opera.
e In classic theater, dramatic “acts” involved costume changes, set swaps, and tension
spikes.
e Game devs borrowed the concept, so now your raid boss is just performing an over-

the-top Broadway show.

® Crowd Control (CC) — It Was Never About Stuns
e In gaming, Crowd Control refers to stunning, rooting, or disabling enemies.
o Butinreal life, “Crowd Control” is an actual military and riot police term used for
containing large groups of people.
o That means every time you cast a CC ability, you’re using tactical law enforcement

mancuvers.

Reset (Hard vs. Soft Reset) — Your Game is Gaslighting You
e When a game says “soft reset,” it means some data carries over.
o When it says “hard reset,” it completely wipes the slate clean.
o These terms were originally used for factory machines and computers, but devs
started using them in games...
e Which means every time you restart a boss fight, you are performing factory

maintenance on your soul.

es Wipe — The Term Comes From Early Arcade Machines
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e The gaming term “wipe” (as in your whole team dies, and you restart)

e (Came from early arcade machines, where game data would be completely wiped from
memory after a Game Over.

o It was meant to force players to start fresh (and spend more quarters).

e So technically, the first “rage quits” were just the arcade stealing your money.

Zerging — The U.S. Military Studied This

e “Zerging” (aka swarming an enemy with overwhelming numbers)

e You’d think StarCraft invented it...

o But the U.S. military actually studied “Zerg rush” tactics for real-world combat
strategies.

e So every time you’ve been overrun by enemies in a game...

e You’ve unknowingly participated in a classified war simulation. (Oops.)

Main Types of RPGs

Not all RPGs are the same. Some focus on epic stories, others on tactical battles, and some
on sheer survival. Here’s a quick beginner’s breakdown:

Type of RPG What It Feels Like in Examples

Real Life
Tabletop Imagine sitting with Dungeons
RPGs friends, creating & Dragons
(TTRPGS) characters, and telling a
story together with dice

rolls deciding what

happens.
Single-Player | A personal adventure, like | The
RPGs being the main character Witcher,
in your own epic novel. Skyrim,
Final
Fantasy
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Massively A world full of real World of
Multiplayer people, quests, and big Warcraft,
Online RPGs battles like a giant online | Final
(MMORPGS) | Renaissance Faire with Fantasy
swords. XV
Action RPGs More about reflexes & Dark Souls,
real-time combat; think of | Diablo,
it as a game of dodgeball | Kingdom
with swords and magic. Hearts
Tactical RPGs | Like playing chess, but Fire
with magic and swords Emblem,
where strategy is XCOM,
everything. Final
Fantasy
Tactics
Open-World Ultimate freedom to The Legend
RPGs explore, discover, and of Zelda:
choose your own path. Breath of
the Wild,
Elden Ring
Narrative- Your choices shape the Disco
Driven RPGs story, much like being the | Elysium,
director of your own The Outer
movie. Worlds
Roguelike & Brutally hard, but every Hades,
Soulslike failure teaches you Dark Souls,
RPGs something. Like life, but Dead Cells

with more swords.

# Common Misconceptions About RPGs
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“League of Legends is an RPG.”

X Not quite. League of Legends is a MOBA (Multiplayer Online Battle Arena), not an
RPG. While you control characters with unique abilities, there’s no level progression outside

of each match, no quests, and no open-world exploration.

“Fortnite is an RPG.”
X No. Fortnite is primarily a battle royale game. It falls under the shooter category where

100 players drop into a map, gather weapons, and fight until only one remains. It also has a
creative mode, but the core gameplay is about survival and combat in an open-world

environment with a shrinking playable area.

“Baldur’s Gate is an MMORPG.”

X Nope. Baldur’s Gate is a Tactical, Narrative-Driven CRPG (Computer Role-Playing
Game) based on Dungeons & Dragons. It can be played solo or in multiplayer, but it does not

have a persistent online world like World of Warcratft.

“Roguelikes are just normal RPGs.”

X Not exactly. Roguelikes (Hades, Dead Cells) have procedurally generated levels,

permadeath mechanics, and demand adaptability. Every failure is meant to teach you

something for the next run.

“Minecraft is an RPG like Skyrim or World of Warcraft.”

>{ While it has RPG-like mechanics (XP, gear, bosses), it’s primarily a sandbox survival
game where players create their own adventure. Some servers and mods introduce RPG

elements, but at its core, Minecraft isn’t a traditional RPG.
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Common Misconceptions About §§ RPGs & o Life Parallels

“Leveling up only happens in games.”
X Nope. In life, we “level up” all the time, just not with XP bars. Birthdays are a level-up,

sure, but so are learning new skills, overcoming challenges, and gaining wisdom. Every
hardship survived, every lesson learned, and every milestone reached is another level in your

personal RPG.

“Quests are just for video games.”
>{ Wrong! Quests in RPGs are structured goals, just like in life. Whether it's finishing a

degree, healing from past wounds, or just surviving another Monday, every challenge
completed is a quest turned in. Some are side quests, some are main story arcs, and some

(unfortunately) are never-ending fetch quests.

“RPGs are just about fighting.”
X Not really. In games, you battle enemies. In life, you battle self-doubt, grief, imposter
syndrome, and capitalism. Combat isn’t always with swords; it’s with perseverance,

adaptability, and self-awareness.

“You have to be a gamer to understand RPGs.”

X False. If you've overcome challenges, adapted to struggles, and gained wisdom
through experience, congratulations, you’ve already been playing an RPG. The only

difference is you can’t reload a save file.
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know this: you are not alone. This journey is ours. I see you. I believe in you.

¢ To the magic of spite itself — My weapon when I had nothing left, my torch in the abyss.
This book is proof that survival is not just enduring, it is rising.

For every battle fought, every quest completed, and every moment I doubted but kept going
anyway...thank you.

We move forward, together.
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